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BY  J.  W.  LAKE. 


O'er  Um  haqi,  fnm  eariictt  yetn 
Be  threw  hie  fingert  iMrriedly,  mmI 
Of  Melancholy  hcMitj  died  avey 
Vppu  tU  itHng*  of  iwectoetB. 


Ir  «M  rewrred  for  the  pmcnt  ag«  to  produce 
ooe  dittiBgaMhcd  example  of  the  Mose  haviiig 
deacended  apoo  a  bard  of  a  woonded  tpirit,  apd 
Irot  her  lyre  to  tail  afBictiont  of  no  ordinary  de- 
•cripcioa — afflictiont  ori({inaling  probably  in  that 
lingnlar  combtaation  of  feeling  with  imagination 
which  has  been  called  the  poetical  temperament, 
and  which  has  to  of^n  saddened  the  days  of  thote 
onwhonithaabeencoafiRTed.  Ifeireramanwat 
eaticled  to  lay  datm  to  that  character  in  all  its 
Mienglb  and  all  its  weaknem,  with  its  unbounded 
fange  mt  eDJoyment,  and  its  eiquisite  sensibility 
of  plenanre  and  of  pain,  that  own  was  Lord  Byron. 
Sor  doea  it  requira  nnch  tone  or  a  deep  acqnainl- 
<nee  with  human  nature  to  discover  why  these 
fibausdinary  powen  should  in  so  many  cases 
have  contribtited  mora  to  the  wretchedness  than 
to  the  huppinesi  of  their  posaesoor. 

The  ■imagination  all  compact*  which  the 
grmteat  poet  who  ever  lived  has  asaigned  at  the 
distiaguishiog  badge  of  hb  brethren,  is  in  every 
case  a  dangeroua  gift.  U  exaggerates,  indeed, 
oar  expectations,  and  can  often  hid  its  possessor 
hope,  where  hope  is  lost  to  roaaon ;  bat  the  delu- 
sive pleaaare  arising  from  these  visions  of  ima- 
giaatiosk  membles  that  of  a  child  whose  gaae  is 
attrscted  by  a  fragment  of  glass  to  which  a 
ambram  baa  given  moBMBtary  splendour  :  he 
hasten*  to  the  spot  with  breathless  impatience, 
and  finds  the  object  of  his  wonder  and  expec- 
tation equally  vulgar  and  worthless.  Such  is 
the  man  of  quick  and  exalted  powers  of  imagi- 
natioB  :  his  £incy  over-estimates  the  object  of  his 
wishes;  and  pleasure,  feme,  distinciion,  aro  alter- 
sately  porsned,  attained,  and  despised  when  in 
his  power.  Like  the  enchanted  fruit  in  the. 
psiace  of  a  sorcerer,  the  objects  of  his  ad  mi  ration 
lose  their  attraction  and  value  as  soon  as  they  are 
grasped  by  the  adventurer's  hand ;  and  all  that 
remains  is  regret  fer  the  time  lost  in  the  pursuit, 
and  wonder  at  the  hallucination  under  the 
iaBoenoe  of  which  it  was  undertaken.  The  die- 
pfopOftion  between  hope  and  possession  which  is 
Mt  by  all  men,  is  thus  doubled  to  those  whom 
natara  has  endowed  with  the  power  of  gilding  a 
pToapect  wi&  the  rays  of  imagination. 


We  think  that  many  paints  of  resemblance 
may  be  traced  between  Byroa  and  Rousseao 
Both  are  distinguished  by  the  most  ardent  anii 
▼ivid  delineation  of  intense  conception,  and  b^ 
a  deep  sensibility  of  passion  rather  than  of  af* 
faction.  Both,  too,  by  this  double  power,  liav< 
held  a  dominion  over  the  sympathy  of  theii 
readers,  fer  beyond  the  range  of  those  ordinary 
feelings  which  are  excited  by  the  mere  efforts  o 
genius.  The  impremion  of  this  interest  stil 
accompanies  the  perusal  of  thair  vrritiogs;  bu 
there  is  another  interest,  of  asore  lasting  and  fa 
stronger  power,  which  each  of  them  possessed, •> 
the  continual  eadMidying  of  the  individual  cha- 
racter, it  might  almost  he  said  of  the  very  person 
of  the  writer.  When  we  speak  or  think  of  Rott« 
seen  or  Byron,  wa  are  not  conscious  of  speakinj 
or  thinking  of  an  author  :  we  have  a  vague  Bu 
impassioned  remembrance  of  mea  of  surpassini 
genius,  eloquence,  and  power,— of  prodigton 
capacity  both  of  misery  and  happiness  :  we  fn* 
as  if  we  had  transiently  asct  sach  beings  in  rea 
life,  or  had  known  them  in  the  obscure  commn 
nion  of  a  dream.  Each  of  their  works  presents 
in  succession,  a  fresh  idea  of  themselves;  and 
while  the  productions  of  other  great  men  stani 
out  from  them,  like  something  they  have  created 
theirs,  on  the  contrary,  are  images,  pictures,  busti 
of  their  living  selves, —clothed,  no  doubt,  at  dif 
ferent  times  in  different  drapery,  and  prominen 
from  a  diffinent  back-ground, — bat  still  impressc« 
with  the  same  ferm,  and  mien,  and  lineaments 
and  not  to  be  misuken  fer  the  lepresentations  ol 
any  other  of  the  children  of  men. 

But  this  view  of  tha  subject,  though  universally 
felt  to  be  a  true  ooe,  requires  perhaps  a  little  ex* 
planation.  The  personal  character  to  which  wi 
allude,  is  not  altogether  that  on  which  the  seal  ol 
life  has  been  set,  and  to  which,  therefore,  moral 
approval  or  condemnation  is  necessarily  annexed, 
as  to  the  language  or  conduct  of  actual  existence : 
it  is  the  character,  so  to  speak,  which  is  prior  tc 
condact,  and  yet  open  to  good  and  to  ill— the  coO' 
stitotion  of  the  being  in  body  and  in  soul.  Kach 
of  these  illustrious  writers  has,  in  this  light,  filleti 
his  works  with  expressiotu  of  his  own  character 
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—  has  unveiled  to  the  world  the  secrets  of  his  ovm 
heiiiy.  They  have  (jone  down  into  those  depths 
which  p\ery  man  may  sound  for  himselF,  though 
not  for  another;  and  they  have  made  discloiiures 
to  the  world  of  what  they  behehl  and  knew  there 

—  disclosures  that  have  excited  a  profound  and 
universal  sympathy,  by  proving  that  all  mankind, 
the  troubled  and  the  untroubled,  the  lofty  and 
the  low,  the  strongest  and  the  weakest,  are  linked 
together  by  the  bonds  of  a  common  but  inscrutable 
nature. 

Thus,  each  of  these  wayward  and  richly-gifted 
spirits  made  himself  the  object  of  profound  in- 
terest to  the  world,  and  that  too  during  periods 
of  society  when  ample  food  was  every  where 
spread  abroad  for  the  meditation  and  passions  of 
men. 

Although  of  widely  dissimilar  fortunes  and 
birth,  a  close  resemblance  in  their  passions  and 
their  genius  may  be  traced  too  between  fiyroa 
and  Robert  Burns.  Their  careers  were  shorl  and 
glorious,  and  they  both  ))erished  in  the  ■  rich 
summer  of  their  life  and  soug,»  and  in  all  the 
splendour  of  a  reputation  more  likely  to  increase 
than  diminish.  One  was  a  peasant,  and  the  other 
a  peer;  but  nature  is  a  great  leveller,  and  makes 
amends  for  the  injuries  of  fortune  by  the  richness 
of  her  I>eneluctions  :  the  genius  of  Burns  raised 
him  to  a  level  with  the  nobles  of  the  land ;  by 
nature,  if  not  by  birth,  he  was  the  peer  of  Byron. 
They  both  distinguished  themselves  by  the  force 
of  their  genius,  and  fell  by  the  strength  of  their 
passions;  one  wrote  from  a  love,  and  the  other 
from  a  scorn  of  mankind;  and  both  sun,'^  of  the 
emotions  of  their  own  hearts  with  n  vehemence 
and  an  originality  which  few  have  equalled,  and 
none  have  surpassed. 

The  versatility  of  authors  who  have  been  ahle 
to  draw  and  support  characters  as  ditferent  from 
each  other  as  from  their  own,  has  given  to  their 
productions  the  inexpressible  charm  of  variety, 
and  has  often  secured  them  from  that  neglect 
which  in  general  attends  what  is  technically  called 
mannerism.  But  it  was  reserved  for  Lord  Byron 
(previous  to  his  Don  Juan)  to  present  the  same 
character  on  the  public  stage  again  and  again, 
varietl  only  by  the  exertions  of  that  powerful 
genius  which,  searching  the  springs  of  passion  and 
of  feeling  in  their  innermost  recesses,  knew  how  ' 
to  combine  their  operations,  so  that  the  interest 
was  eternally  varying,  and  never  abated,  although 
the  most  important  person  of  the  drama  retained 
the  same  lineaments. 

it  might,  at  first,  seem  that  his  undisguised 
revelation  of  feelings  and  passions,  which  the 
becoming  pride  of  human  nature,  jealous  of  its 
own  dignity,  would  in  general  desire  to  hold  in 
unviolated  silence,  could  hare  produced  in  the 


public  mind  only  pity,  sorrow,  or  repugnance. 
But  in  the  case  of  men  of  real  genius,  like  Ityrun, 
it  is  otherwise:  they  are  not  felt,  while  we  rojj, 
as    declarations   published    to    the    world,    but 
almost  as  secrets  whispered  to  chosen  ears.  Whu 
is  there  tliat  feels  for  a  moment,  that  the  voice 
which  reaches  the  inmost  recesses  of  his  heart 
is  speaking   to  the   careless  multitudes  arouii(! 
him?     Or  if  we  do  so  remember,  the  words  seem 
to  pass  by  others  like  air,  and  to  find  their  way 
to  the  hearts  for  whom   they  were   intended  — 
kindred   and    sym|)athetic    spirits,   who   discern 
and  own    that   secret   language,   of  which   the 
privacy  is  not  violated,   though  spoken   in  tiie 
hearing  of  the  uninitiated,  l)ecause  it  is  not  un- 
derstood.    A  great  poet  may  address  the  whole 
world  in  the  language  of  inteusest  pa.ssion,  con- 
cerning objects  of  which,  rather  than  s{>eak  face 
to  face   with  any  one  human  being,  he  would 
perish  in  his  misery.     For  it  is  in  solitude  that 
he  utters  what  is  to  be  wafted  by  all  the  winds  of 
heaven :  there  are  present  with   him  during  his 
inspiration  only  the  shadows  of  men.      He  is  not 
daunted,  or  perplexed,  or  disturbed,  or  repelled 
by  real,  living,  breathing  features.     He  con  draw 
just  as  much  of  the  curtain  as  he  chuses  that  hangs 
between  his  own  solitude  and  the  world  of  life. 
He  there  pours  his  soul  out  partly  to  himself  alone, 
partly  to  the  ideal  abstractions  and  impersonated 
images  that  float  around  him  at  his  own  conjur:»- 
tion;  and  partly  to  human  beings  like  himself, 
moving  in  the  every-day  world.     He  confesses 
himself,  not  before  men,  but  before  the  spirit  of 
humanity ;  and  he  thus  fearlessly  lays  o}«n  his 
heart,  assured   that  nature  never   prompted  to 
genius  what  will  not  triumphantly  force  its  way 
into  the  human  heart. 

It  is  admitted  that  Byron  has  depicted  much  of 
himself  in  all  his  heroes;  but  when  we  seem  to 
see  the  [>oet  shadowed  out  in  all  those  states  of 
disordered  bein|T  which  his  Childe  Harolds, 
Giaours,  Conrads,  Laras,  and  Alps  exhibit,  we 
merely  conceive  that  his  mind  felt  within  itself 
the  caiNicity  of  such  disorders,  not  that  it  bad 
endured  them,  and  exhibits  itself  before  us  only 
in  possibility.  This  is  not  common,  it  is  rare  iu 
great  poets  :  Homer,  ^haks|»eare,  and  Milton 
never  so  exhibit  themselves  in  the  characters  lliey 
|>ortray  :  their  |ioetical  |>ersonages  have  no  re- 
ference to  themselves,  but  arc  tlistinct,  iiidejv^ii- 
dent  creatures  of  their  minds,  produced  in  the 
full  freedom  of  intellectual  power.  In  Byron 
there  does  not  seem  this  freedom  of  |»ower —  I  here 
is  little  appropriation  of  character  tu  events.  11 1> 
{loems,  excepting  Don  Juan,  are  not  full  arid 
complete  narrations  of  any  one  definite  story, 
containing  within  itself  a  pictuie  of  human  life. 
They  are  merely  bold  and  turbulent  exemplifi- 
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Mstibla  p—ioi;  they  an  fruwwm  of  a  poet's 
ilark  dreaai  pS  life.  Tbe  very  penanafc*,  vi- 
vidly at  tkey  are  pictairi^  an  yeC  felt  to  be 
iictiboMy  and  derive  thmt  cbicf  power  over  ■« 
from  (iMir  rappeeed  oooneiion  wilb  the  poet 
liifMelf,  aiid«  i(  awy  be,  witb  eacb  olbcr.  Tbe 
law  of  bis  »iad  was  to  eatbody  hie  peculiar 
fecliafi  ender  tbe  foraai  of  otber  men.  In  all 
his  bcfMB  we  nwgBtie,  tboofb  wilb  iofimie 
laodifiratiana,  tbe  mum  great  cbaractaristios  :  a 
lofry  enact  ption  of  the  power  of  ouod,— an 
uMcaae  aoMibilky  of  pegiioa,^an  alBOst  beoad- 
l«ss  capMly  of  CBaMltvoM  emottoo,  —a  boast- 
ing adMiralioB  of  tbe  gnndear  of  diaonlertd 
power,  and,  above   all,  a  soiri-felt  deligbt  m 


Tbeeo  reOectiow  natarally  precede  a  sketch  of 
I^trd  RynNi  •  liienry  and  private  life :  tbey  are 
io  a  mawarr  feroed  opim  as  by  bis  poetry,  and  by 
the  ■rsitinnaU  of  weariaess  oJF  eiisteaoe  and  en- 
aiicy  wstb  tbe  world  which  it  m  frw|nently  ex- 
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I 


■ 
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dficeaded  froai  an  lllnstrioos 
Fraa  tbe  period  of  tbe  G«m- 
<|ocet,  Ui  fenuly  were  aot  BHmdiMiagaisbed  for 
their  cstnaetve  niaaote  ia  Lancashire  and  otber 
porta  of  the  Ungdom,  than  for  their  prowess  in 
ar«a.  John  da  Byeon  attended  Edwerd  the  6rst 
in  several  wariihe  ea pedilaons.  Two  of  tbe 
fell  m  tbe  battle  of  Crsssy.  Another 
v  of  the  feflsily,  Sir  John  de  Byron,  reit- 
ticfed  good  service  in  Bosworth  field,  to  the  Earl 
of  BichMond,  and  contributed  by  his  valour  to 
toasfer  the  crown  §nm  tbe  bead  of  Bichard  tbe 
thifd  ta  that  of  Henry  tbe  seventh.  Sir  John 
«»  a  mmn  of  boooor,  as  well  as  a  brave  warrior. 
Ue  waa  eery  intunate  witb  hie  neighbour  Sir 
Ocrvase  Clifton  ;  and,  althongh  Byron  fought 
under  Beary,  and  Clllbn  under  Bicbard,  it  diil 
not  dinnaish  thar  friendship,  though  it  pnt  it  to 
a  tcvem  last.  Pravions  lo  tbe  baulr,  they  bad 
■Mtnally  pranased  that  whichever  shoahl  be  van- 
(flashed,  the  ncbcr  ahaold  endeavour  to  prevent  the 
fofffeitare  of  his  friend's  estate.  While  Clifton  was 
bdvdy  figbtmgat  tbe  heed  of  bis  treop,  he  was 
sCnick  off  his  bene :  Byrea  peroeiving  tbe  aoci- 
deoc,  qailtnd  the  ranks  and  ran  to  the  relief  of 
his  friend,  who  died  in  bis  arms.  Sir  John  de 
Byroa  kept  his  word;  he  iutoroedcd  with  the 
king;  and  the  estate,  preserved  to  tbe  Clifton 
feaily,  u  anw  ia  the  possession  of  a  desceadaot 
of  Sir  Gervase. 

In  the  wan  between  Charles  the  fint  ai^  the 
piriienHmt,  the  Byroos  adhered  to  the  royal  cause. 
>ir  Kcholae  Byron,  the  eldest  brother  and  reprc- 

ilative  of  the  feaily,  was  an  eminent  k>yalist, 
baring  dtstingaithad  himself  in  the  wart  of 


the  Low  Countries,  was  appointed  governor  of 
Chelsea,  io  iS^a.  He  had  twn  sons,  who  both 
died  without  issae ;  and  his  younger  bratber.  Sir 
John,  became  brir.  This  person  wes  made  a 
knight  of  the  both  at  tbe  eoronation  of  James 
the  first  He  had  efeveo  sona,  most  of  whom 
distinguished  themselves  by  their  loyalty  and 
gallaniry  on  the  side  of  Charles  the  first.  Seven 
uf  these  broiben  were  engaged  at  the  batle  of 
Manton-moor,  and  four  fell  in  defence  of  the 
royal  cause.  Sir  John  Byron,  one  of  tbe  sanri- 
von,  was  appointed  to  several  important  com- 
mands, and  on  the  a6ih  of  October,  i6|J,  was 
created  Lord  Byaao,  with  a  collateral  rcmatudcr 
to  hi*  brotben.  On  tbe  decline  of  the  king'ii 
affein,  be  was  appointed  governor  to  the  Duke  of  > 
York,  and,  while  holdiag  this  office,  died  without  I 
issue,  in  Franoe,  ia  i65a ;  upon  which  his  bro- 
ther  Richard,  a  celebrated  cavalier,  became  the 
second  Lord  Byron.  He  was  governor  of  Appleby 
Castle,  end  distinguished  himself  at  Newark.  He 
died  in  1697,  aged  seveaty^feur,  and  was  succeeded 
by  his  eldeu  son  William,  who  married  Uiiabcili»  \ 
the  danghtrr  of  John  Viscount  (^ worth,  of  tbe  I 
kingdom  of  Ireland,  by  whom  be  lud  five  sons,  ' 
all  of  whom  died  young  except  William,  whose  i 
eldest  son,  William,  was  bom  in  1791,  and  came 
lo  the  tide  in  17.36.  1 

William,  Lord  Byron,  passed  tbe  eariy  part  of 
his  life  in  the  navy.  In  1 7 63  be  was  nmde  mas* 
ter  of  the  stag-hounds;  and  in  1763  was  s<*nt  to 
the  Tower,  and  tried  before  the  House  of  Peen 
for  killing  bis  relation  and  neighbour,  Mr  Cha- 
worth,  in  a  duel— Tbe  following  details  of  this 
fatal  event  are  peculiariy  interesting  from  subse- 
ifiient  circnmstonon  connected  with  tbe  subject  of 
our  sketch. 

William  Lord  Byron  belonged  to  a  club  of 
which  Mr  Chaworth  was  also  a  member.  It 
met  at  tbe  Star  and  Garter  tavern.  I*all  Mall, 
and  was  called  tbe  Nottinghamihire  Club.  On  tlie 
a9th  January,  1765,  they  assembled,  at  four 
o'ciock,  to  dinner  as  usual,  and  every  thing  went 
on  agreeably,  until  about  seven  o'clock,  when  an 
angry  dispute  arising  betwixt  Lord  Byron  and 
Mr  Chaworth  concerning  tbe  quantity  of  game 
on  their  estates,  the  latter  gentleman  paid  his 
share  of  tbe  bill,  and  retired.  Lord  Byron  fol- 
lowed him  out  of  the  room,  and,  stopping  hita 
on  the  landing  of  the  stairs,  railed  to  the  waiter 
to  show  them  into  an  empty  n)om.  Tbey  were 
»hown  into  one,  and  a  stii{*ie  candle  placed  on 
tbe  Uble  :  in  a  few  minutes  the  bell  was  mug, 
and  Mr  Chaworth  found  mortitlly  woanded.  He 
said  that  Lord  Byron  and  he  entered  tbe  room 
together ;  that  his  lordship,  in  walking  forward, 
said  something  relative  to  the  former  dispute,  on 
which  he  proposed  fjstening  the  door ;  that  on 
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turuiog  himself  round  from  this  act,  he  jjerceived 
his  lordship  with  his  sword  half  drawo,  or  nearly 
so :  on  which,  knowing  his  man,  he  instantly  drew 
his  own,  and  made  a  thrust  at  him,  which  he 
thought  had  wounded  or  killed  him  ;  that  then, 
perceiving  his  lordship  shorten  his  sword  to  return 
the  thrust,  he  thought  to  have  parried  it  with  his 
left  hand ;  that  he  felt  the  sword  enter  his  body 
and  go  deep  through  his  back;  that  he  struggled, 
and  being  the  stronger  man,  disarmed  his  lord- 
ship, and  expressed  some  concern,  as  under  the 
apprehension  of  having  mortally  wounded  him; 
that  Lord  Byron  replied  by  saying  something  to 
the  like  effect,  adding  at  the  same  time,  that  he 
hoped  *  he  would  now  allow  him  to  be  as  brave 
a  man  as  any  in  the  kingdom.* 

For  this  offence  he  was  unanimously  convicted 
of  manslaughter,  but,  on  being  brought  up  for 
judgment,  pleaded  his  privilege  as  a  peer,  and 
was,  in  consequence,  discharged.  Afler  this  affair 
he  was  abandoned  by  his  relations,  and  retired 
to  Newstead  Abbey;  where,  while  he  lived  in  a 
state  of  exile  from  persons  of  his  own  rank,  his 
unhappy  temper  found  abundant  exercise  in  con- 
tinual war  with  his  neighbours  and  tenants,  and 
sufficient  punishment  in  their  hatred.  One  of 
his  amusements  was  feeding  crickets,  which  he 
rendered  so  tame  as  to  crawl  over  him,  and 
used  to  whip  them  with  a  wisp  of  straw  when 
tuo  familiar.  In  this  forlorn  condition  he  lin- 
gered out  a  long  life,  doing  all  in  his  power  to 
ruin  the  paternal  mansion  for  that  other  branch 
of  the  family  to  which  he  was  aware  it  must  pass 
at  his  death,  all  his  own  children  having  descended 
before  him  to  the  grave. 

John,  the  next  brother  to  William,  and  born 
in  the  year  after  him,  that  is  in   1723,  was  of  a 
very  different  disposition,  but  his  career  in  life 
was  almost  an  unbroken  series  of  misfortunes. 
The  hardships  he  endured  while  accompanying 
Commodore  Anson  in  his  expedition  to  the  South 
Seas  are  well  known,  from  his  own  highly  popu- 
lar and  affecting  narrative.     His  only  son,  boni 
in    1751,  who   received  an  excellent  eduaition, 
and  held   a  commission  in  the  guards,  was   so 
dissipated  that  he  was   known  by  the  name  of 
«  mad  Jack  Byron.*     He  was  one  of  (he  hand- 
somest men  of  his  time;  but  his  character  was  so 
notorious  that  his  father  was  obliged  to  desert 
him,  and  his  company  was  shunned  by  the  better 
part  of  society.     In  his  twenty-seventh  year  he  se- 
duced the  Marchioness  of  Carmarthen,  who  had 
been  but  a  few  years  married  tu  a  husband,  with 
whom  she  lived  in  the  greatest  happiness  until  the 
commencement    of  this  unfortunate  connexion. 
After  a  fruitless  attempt  atreclaiming  his  lady,  the 
;   marquis  obtained  a  divorce;  and  a  marriage  was 
brought  about  between  her  and  her  seducer,  which, 


after  the  most  brutal  conduct  on  his  part,  and  the 
greatest  misery  and  keenest  remorse  on  hers,  was 
dissolved  in  two  years  by  her  sinking  to  the 
grave,  the  victim  of  a  broken  heart.  About  three 
years  subsequently,  Captain  Byron  sought  to 
recruit  his  fortune  by  matrimony,  and  having 
made  a  conquest  of  Miss  Catherine  Gordon,  an 
Aberdeenshire  heiress  (lineally  descended  from 
the  Earl  of  Huntley  and  the  Princess  Jane,  daugh- 
ter of  James  II  of  Scotland),  he  united  himself  to 
her,  ran  through  her  property  in  a  few  years, 
and,  leaving  her  and  her  only  child,  the  subject 
of  this  memoir,  fled  to  France  to  avoid  his  cre- 
ditors, and  died  at  Valenciennes,  in  1791. 

in  Captain  Medwin's  «  Conversations  of  I^rd 
Byron,"  the  following  expressions  are  said  to  have 
fallen  from  his  lordship  on  the  subject  of  his 
unprincipled  father:  — 

«  1  lost  my  father  when  I  was  only  six  years 
of  age.     My  mother,  when  she  was  in  a   rage 
with  me  ( and  1  gave  her  cause  enough).,  used  to 
say,   *Ah!you  little  dog,  you   are    a   Byron  all 
over;  you  are  as  bad  as  your  father  I'  it  was  very 
different  from  Mrs  Malaprop's  saying,  *Ah  !  good 
dear  Mr  Malaprop!  1  never  loved  him  till  he  was 
dead.'     But,  in  fact,  my  father  was,  in  his  youth, 
any  thing  but  a  *  Calebs  in  search  of  a  wife.'  He 
would  have  made  a  bad  hero  for  Hannah  More. 
He  ran  out  three  fortunes,  and  married  or  ran 
away  with  three  women  ;  and  once  wanted  a  gui- 
nea, that   he  wrote  for:  I   have   the  note.     He 
seemed  born  for  his  own  ruin,  and  that  of  the 
other  sex.     He  began  by  seducing  Lady  Carmar- 
then, and  spent  for  her  four  thousand  pounds  a- 
year;  and,  not   content  with   one  adventure  of 
this  kind,  afterwards  eluped  with  Miss  Gordon. 
This  marriage  was  not  destined  to  be  a  very  for- 
tunate  one  either,  and  1  don't  wonder  at  her 
differing  from  Sheridan's  widow  in   the    play  ; 
they  certainly  could  not  have  claimed  *the  flitch."  • 
George  Byron  Gordon  (for  so  he  was  called  on 
account  of  the  ne^jlect   his  father's  family   had 
shown  to  his  mother  )  was  born  at  Dover,  on  the 
73d   of   January,  1788.    On  the   flight    of    his 
father,    the  entire  care   of  his   infant  years  de- 
volved upon  his  mother,  who  retired  to  Aberdeen, 
where  she  lived  in  almost  perfect  seclusion,  on 
the  remains  of  her  fortune.     Her  undivided  af- 
fection was  naturally  centred  in  her  son  :  if  he 
only  went   out  for  the  purpose   of  walkinj;  she 
would    entreat  him,    with    the   tear     glisleuinf; 
in  her  eye,   to    take  care  of   himself,   as    -  slie 
had  nothing  on  earth  but  him  to    live    for;"— a 
conduct  not  at  all  pleasing  to  his  adventurous  >pirit, 
the  more  especially  as  such  of  his  companions, 
as  witnessed  these  affectionate  scenes,  were  \\«nii 
to  laugh  at  and  ridicule  him  about  them.     Her 
excessive  maternal  indulgence,  and  the  absence  o^ 
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iliil  ■iliw|  iliii,i|iKne  and  eontiol  io  neceuny  to 
chOdbood*  douhflcM  contribated  to  the  fonoation 
of  the  Jew  plauing  featoret  of  Lord  Byron's  cha- 
racter.  It  aiast,  liowerer,ba  rananbered  in  Mn  By- 
ran'*  exteBoation  ,  not  only  that  the  circnnstancet 
in  which  the  had  been  left  with  her  ion  were  of  a 
▼cry  pecoliar  nature,  but  ako  that  a  tligbt  mal- 
fbnnation  of  one  of  bts  feet,  and  great  wcakneis 
of  coostitntion,  naturally  obtained  for  him  in  the 
heart  of  a  mother  a  more  than  ordinary  portion 
dt  tenderaem.  For  thcM  latter  reaaona  he  was 
not  tent  very  early  to  school,  hot  was  allowed  to 
expand  his  langs,  and  brace  his  limbs,  npon  the 
Bfighbuwiug  BBonntains.  This  was  evidently 
the  most  jadiciotts  method  of  imparting  strength 
to  his  bodily  frame ;  and  the  scqnel  showed  that 
it  was  not  the  wont  for  giving  tona  and  vigour 
,  to  his  unnd.  The  savage  grandeur  of  nalnre 
aninnd  him ;  the  feeling  that  ha  was  npon  hills 


I 


FofcigB  tynot  never  trod, 
'reedom,  vttb  her  fimlchioa  brifbc, 
Svcpc  the  •cnngeff  fitm  her  ufht; 

his  iatcroonrse  with  a  people  whose  chief  amose- 
■ent  consiated  in  the  recital  of  heroic  tales  of 
other  times,  feals  of  strength,  and  a  display  of 
todependence,  blended  with  the  wild  sopema- 
taraJ  hctions  peculiar  to  remote  and  thinly-peo- 
l^d  districts,  were  admirably  calculated  to  foster 
that  portiral  feeling  innate  in  his  character. 

When  George  vras  seven  years  of  age,  his  mo- 
ther sent  htm  to  the  grammar-echool  at  Aber- 
deen, where  he  remained  till  his  mnoval  to 
Harrow,  with  the  exception  of  some  intervals  of 
absence,  which  were  deemed  requisite  for  the 
preaerration  of  his  health.  Hia  progress  beyond 
ihM  of  the  general  run  of  his  class- fellows  was 
never  so  remarkable  as  mher  those  occasional  in* 
tervak  of  recreation,  when,  in  a  few  days  he 
voald  master  exercises  which,  in  the  ordinary 
fchool  routine,  it  had  reqaired  weeks  to  accom- 
plish. But  when  he  had  ovei  taken  the  rest  of 
the  class,  he  always  rebxed  his  exertions,  and, 
contenting  himself  vrith  being  considered  a  to- 
lerable scholar,  never  made  any  extraordinary 
dfeft  to  place  himself  at  the  head  of  the  hi(rhest 
Ibrm.  It  was  only  out  of  school  that  he  aspired 
to  he  the  leader  of  erery  thing;  in  all  boyish 
gaaaes  and  amusements  he  would  be  first  if  pos- 
ufale.  For  this  he  vraa  eminently  calculated; 
qaiek,  enierpristngy  and  daring,  the  energy  of 
fail  mind  enabled  him  to  overcome  the  impedi- 
menu  which  nature  had  thrown  in  his  way.  Even 
at  that  eariy  period  ( from  eight  to  ten  yrars  of 
age),  aU  his  aporta  were  of  a  manly  character; 
fishing,  abooting,  awimming.  managing  a  horae, 
or  stearing  and  trimming  the  saila  of  a  boat,  con- 


stituted his  chief  delight,  and,  to  the  superficial 
observer,  seemed  his  sole  occupation. 

He  was  exceedingly  brave,  and  in  the  juvenile 
wars  of  the  school,  he  generally  gained  the  vic- 
tory. U|ion  one  occasion,  a  boy  pursoed  by  an- 
other took  refuge  in  Mrs  Byron'a  bouse :  the 
latter  youth,  who  had  been  much  abuaed  by  the 
former,  proceeded  to  take  vengeance  on  him  on 
the  landing-place  of  the  drawing-room  atairs, 
when  George  interposed  in  bis  defence,  declaring 
that  nobody  should  be  ill-used  while  under  his 
roof  and  protection.  Upon  this  the  aggressor 
dared  him  to  fight,  and,  altboogh  the  former 
was  by  much  the  stronger  of  the  two,  the  spirit 
of  young  B^ron  was  so  determined,  ibat  after 
the  combat  bad  lasted  nearly  two  hours,  it  was 
suspended  only  in  consequence  of  their  com- 
plete exhaustion. 

A  school-fellow  of  Byron's  had  a  very  sajill 
Shetland  pony,  which  hia  father  bad  bought  for 
him :  they  went  one  day  to  the  hanka  oi  the  Don 
to  bathe,  bot,  having  only  the  pony,  they  were 
obliged  to  follow  the  good  old  practice  called 
in  Scotland  ■  ride  and  tie.*  When  they  came  to 
the  bridge  overthatdark  romantic  atream,  Byron 
bethought  him  of  the  prophecy  which  he  baa 
quoted  in  Don  Juan : 


BrSf  of  Balgoonic,  hLick*»  yoor 

Wi*  •  « ifc'a  ae  ton  mad  m  wear '»  ae  foaty 

Doha  ye  shall  b. 

He  immediately  stopped  his  companion,  who  waa 
riding,  and  asked  him  if  he  remembered  the 
prophecy,  saying,  that  as  they  were  both  only 
sons,  and  as  the  pony  might  be  •  a  mare's  ae  foal,* 
he  vrould  ride  over  first,  because  he  had  only  a 
Bsotber  to  lament  him,  should  the  prophecy  be 
fulfilled  by  the  faHiug  of  the  bridge ;  whena  the 
other  had  both  a  father  and  a  mother. 

It  ia  the  custom  of  the  grammar-school  at  Aber- 
deen, that  the  boys  of  all  the  five  classes  of 
which  it  is  composed  should  be  assembled  for 
prayers  in  the  public  school  at  eight  o'clock  in 
the  morning;  after  prayers,  a  censor  calls  over 
the  names,  and  those  who  are  absent  are  pun- 
ished. The  first  time  that  Lord  Byron  had  come 
to  school  after  his  accession  to  his  title,  the  rector 
had  caused  his  name  to  be  inserted  in  the  censor  s 
book,  GeorgittS  Dominas  de  Byron,  instead  of 
Georgius  Byron  Gordon  as  formerly.  The  boys, 
imaccustomed  to  this  aristocratic  sound,  set  up  a 
loud  and  involuntary  shout,  which  had  such  an 
effect  on  his  sensiti-  e  mind  that  he  burst  into 
tears,  and  would  have  fled  from  the  achool  had 
he  not  been  restrainrnJ  by  the  maater. 

The  answer  which  Lord  Byrou  made  to  a  fellow 
scholar,  who  questioned  him  as  to  the  cause  of 
the  honorary  addition  of  •  Doninus  de  Byron  > 
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tu  his  name,  served  at  that  time,  when  he  was 
only  tea  years  of  age,  to  point  oat  that  he  would 
be  a  roan  who  would  speak  and  act  for  himself 
—  who,  whatever  might  be  his  vices  or  his  virtues, 
woo  Id  not  condescend  to  receive  them  at  second- 
hand. It  took  place  the  very  day  after  he  had 
lieen  menaced  with  a  flogging  round  the  school 
lor  a  fault  which  he  had  not  committed.  When 
the  question  was  put  to  him,  he  replied,  «  It  is 
not  my  doing ;  Fortune  was  to  whip  me  yesterday 
for  what  another  did,  and  she  has  this  day  made 
me  a  lord  for  what  another  has  ceased  to  do.  1 
need  not  thank  her  in  either  case,  for  1  have 
asked  nothing  at  her  hands.  • 

On  the  17th  of  May,  1798,  William,  the  fifth 
liOrri  Byron,  departed  this  life  at  Mewstead.  The 
son  of  this  eccentric  nobleman  died  when 
George  was  five  years  old,  and  as  the  descent 
both  of  the  titles  and  estates  was  to  heirs-male, 
the  latter,  of  course,  succeeded  his  great-uncle. 
Upon  this  change  of  fortune  Lord  Byron,  now 
ten  years  of  age,  was  removed  from  the  imme- 
diate care  of  his  mother,  and  placed  as  a  ward 
under  the  guardianship  of  the  Earl  of  Carlisle, 
whose  father  had  married  Isabella,  the  sister  of 
the  preceding  I<ord  Byron.  In  one  or  two  points 
of  character  this  great-aunt  resembled  the  bard: 
she  also  wrote  beautiful  (>oetry,  and  after  adorn- 
ing the  gay  and  fashionable  world  for  many 
years,  she  left  it  without  any  apparent  cause  and 
with  perfect  indifference,  and  in  a  great  measure 
secluded  herself  from  society. 

The  young  nobleman's  guardian  decided  that 
he  should  receive  the  usual  education  given  to 
England's  titled  sons,  and  that  he  should  in  the 
first  instance  be  sent  to  the  public  school  at 
Harrow.  He  was  accordingly  placed  there  under 
the  tuition  of  the  Rev.  Dr  Drury,  to  whom  he 
has  testified  his  gratitude  in  a  note  to  the  fourth 
canto  of  Childe  Harold,  in  a  manner  which  does 
equal  honour  to  the  tutor  and  the  pupil.  A 
change  of  scene  and  circumstances  so  rapid, 
would  have  been  hazardous  to  any  boy,  but 
it  was  doubly  so  to  one  of  Byron's  ardent  mind 
and  previous  habits.  Taken  at  once  from  the 
society  of  boys  in  ordinary  life,  and  placed 
among  youths  of  his  own  newly-acquired  rank, 
with  means  of  gratific;ition  which  to  him  must 
have  ap|)eared  considerable,  it  is  by  no  means 
surprising  that  he  should  have  been  betrayed 
into  every  sort  of  extravagance :  none  of  them 
appear,  however,  to  have  been  of  a  ver^'  culpable 
nature. 

•  Though  he  was  lame,*  says  one  of  his  school- 
fellows, •  he  was  a  great  lover  of  sports,  and 
preferred  hockey  to  Horace,  relinquished  even 
Helicon  for  'duck-puddle,'  and  gave  up  the  best 
poet  that  ever  wrote  hard  Latin  for  a  game  of 


cricket  on  the  common.  He  was  not  remarkable 
(nor  was  he  ever)  for  his  learning,  but  he  was 
always  a  clever,  plain-spoken,  and  undaunted 
boy.  1  have  seen  him  fight  by  the  hour  like  a 
Trojan,  and  stand  up  against  the  disadvantage 
of  his  lameness  with  all  the  spirit  of  an  ancient 
combatant.  '  Don't  you  remember  your  battle 
with  Pitt?*  (a  brewer's  sou),  said  I  to  him  in  a 
letter  (for  I  had  witnessed  it),  but  it  seems  that 
he  had  forgotten  it.  *You  are  mistaken,  1  think,' 
said  he  in  reply  ;  *  it  must  have  been  with  Hice- 
Pudding  Morgan,  or  Lord  Jocelyn,  or  one  of  the 
Douglasses,  or  George  Raynsford,  or  Prycc  (with 
whom  I  had  two  conflicts),  or  with  Mo-^es  Moore 
(the  clod),  or  with  somebody  else,  and  not  with 
Pitt;  for  with  all  the  above-named  and  other 
worthies  of  the  fist  had  1  an  interchange  of  black 
eyes  and  bloody  noses,  at  various  and  sundry 
periods;  however  it  may  have  happened  for  all 
that.'* 

I'he  annexed  anecdotes  are  characteristic. 
The  boys  at  Harrow  had  mutinied,  and  in 
their  wisdom  resolved  to  set  fire  to  the  scene  of 
all  their  ills  and  troubles  —  the  school-room. 
Byron,  however,  was  against  the  motion,  and 
by  pointing  out  to  the  young  rebels  the  names  of 
their  fathers  on  the  walls,  he  prevented  the  in- 
tended couflagration.  His  lordship  piqued  himself 
not  a  little  u|)on  this  early  specimen  of  his  power 
over  the  |>assions  of  his  school -fellows. 

Byron  loug  retained  a  friendship  for  several 
of  his  Harrow  school-comrades.  Lord  i'Aare  was 
one  of  his  constant  correspondents;  and  Scroope 
Davies  was  also  one  of  his  chief  companions  be- 
fore his  lordship  went  to  the  continent.  The 
latter  gentleman  and  Byron  once  lost  all  their 
money  at  >  chicken  hazard,*  in  one  of  tiie  hells 
of  St.  James's,  and  the  next  morning  Davies  sent 
for  Byron's  pistols  to  shoot  himself  with.  Byron 
sent  a  note  refusing  to  give  them,  on  the  ground 
that  they  would  be  forfeited  as  a  deodand,  and 
this  comic  excuse  had  the  desired  effect. 

Byron,  whilst  living  at  Newstead  during  the 
Harrow  vacation,  saw  and  became  enamourod  of 
Miss  Cha worth,  the  Mary  of  his  poetry,  and  the 
maiden  of  his  beautiful  «  Dream.*  Miss  Cba- 
worth  was  older  than  his  lordship  by  a  few  years, 
was  light  and  volatile,  and  though,  no  doubt, 
highly  flattered  by  his  attachment,  treated  our 
poet  less  as  an  ardent  lover  than  as  a  younger 
brother.  Shu  was  punctual  to  their  assignations, 
which  took  place  at  a  gate  dividing  the  grounds 
of  llie  Bvrons  from  the  Chaworths,  and  received 
all  his  letters;  but  her  answers,  it  is  said,  were 
written  with  more  of  the  caution  of  coquetry 
than  the  romance  of  •  love's  young  dream.*  She, 
however,  gave  him  her  picture,  but  her  hand 
w;i.s  reser\ed  for  anothei. 
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U  WW  aoBcvluit  nnarkabk  tliat  Loid  BytOB 
jod  M iu  Cbaworth  ahonld  both  have  been  aaJer 
tbe  gwnti—tbip  of  Mr  Wbile.  Thu  geatleiMa 
peTfir«hriy  witbed  tbat  bu  wacde  ibimld  be 
ki  maniafe ;  bat  llni  C,  as  yonng  Imdim 
lly  do  ia  socb  ciwumgHnret,  daffend  tfom 
ad  was  nsolved  la  please  benelf  in  tbe 
cfaoieeofahasbaiid.  Tbe  ealebtated  Mr  If  ^  cooi* 
Bonly  InMvwn  by  tbe  nana  of  Jack  M.,  wasat 
^ica  tbe  mge,  asd  Miss  €•  was  aot 
to  fgnrurl  tbe  iwcAiiaf  sbe  bad 
for  boB :  i€  was  in  vaiii  tbat  Mr  W.  took  bar 
frow  one  waterisif-placa  to  anotber;  still  tbe 
bvcr,  iika  aa  evil  spirit,  followed;  aad  at  last, 
beiag  siiiaebiia  man  penoasive  tban  tbe  •  cbild 
of  ieaf«>  lie  canted  off  tbe  lady,  to  tbe  great  grief 
of  Lord  Byiaa.  Tbe  asarriaga,  bowever,  was 
Ml  a  bappy  ana,  tbe  parties  soon  separated: 
aad  Mfa  M.  nfierwaids  proposed  an  interriew 
witk  bar  fonaar  lover,  wbi<^  by  tbe  advice  of 
hk  eater,  ba  decliaed. 

Fnes  Hafl«ow  Lard  Byroa  was  rsaievad  to 
Triaity  Gollc^,  Casibridge :  tbera,  bowever*  be 
ad  aot  aiend  kie  aianaan,  aor  bold  tbe  safn  of 
antiqaity  ia  higbar  esteem  tbaa  wben  nnder  tbe 
of  bis  revaread  tator  et  Harvow.  He 
abave  sCadying  tbe  poets,  aad  beld  tbe  rales 
of  tke  Scagyrite  ia  as  little  esteeai  as  in  after  Jifo 
ke  ^  tbe  •  iavariable  principles  •  of  tbe  Rev. 
Mr  Baa  las.  Raadiag  after  tbe  lashiaa  of  tbe  sta* 
dJioas  saea  of  Cam  was  to  bim  a  bore,  aad  be 
beld  •  ataiar  wrangler  ia  cbe  greslest  contempt. 
PenoBS  af  aaal  genias  are  seldam  caadidatcs  for 
coU^e  fviacs*  and  Byion  left  ibem  to  tbase  pbid- 


fiyren 


diag  cbaracten  wbo,  parbaps,  deserve  tbea,  as 
Ike  |Biailen  of  tba  anceesing  labonr  necessary  to 
tba  all  bat  invindbla  dnbieM  of  tbcir 
of  reading  wbat  tutors  pleesed, 
wbat  plaesad  bioMalf,  and  wrote 
wbat  coaki  aoc  foil  to  displease  tkaia  connected 
witb  tbe  aairarsity.     He  did  aot  admirs  tbssr 

and  tbey,  as  is  tbe  case  witb 
caald  admin  no  olber.  Ha  taok  to 
,  and,  as  no  one  likes  Co  be  langbad 
frowned,  follows  fomed,  and  Byian 
at  tbe  age  of  ainalcen  lall  college  wilbont  a  dm- 


kas  loaiimipt  for  ecadamical  bononrs,  ba  kept  a 
Toaag  baer  in  bis  room  for  some  time,  wbicb  be 
told  all  bis  friaods  was  ia  training  for  a  follow* 
kkip! 

Wbea  Lord  Byron  bade  adien  to  tbe  natvarsity , 
ke  look  ap  bis  laridmme  at  NcwstOMl  iJ>bey, 
wbcta  bii  porsaits  were   priadpally  tbaia  of 

of  tbe  aator.  la  bis  aqnatac  exercises  be  bad 
seldom  any  ocbar  companion  tban  a  Ifiga  New- 


fonndlanddeg,  la  try  wbase  e^adt?  aad  fidelity 
be  ased  to  let  himself  foil  oat  of  tbe  boat,  as  if 
by  accident,  wben  tbe  dog  woald  seise  bim,  and 
dreg  bim  asbore.  On  losing  tbb  dog,  in  tbe 
antnnm  of  1608,  be  censed  a  monnment  to  be 
eracted,  witb  an  inscription  commomotativa  of 
its  aitacbmant  (See  pege  S3a.) 

Tbe  folfowiag  descriptions  of  Newstead  wUl  be 
foaad  iatcrestiag: 

•  Tbis  abbey  was  foaaded  in  tbe  year  •  170,  by 
Henry  11,  m  a  priory  of  Black  Canons,  and  dedi- 
cated to  tbe  Viigin  Mary.  It  cootbiMcd  in  tbe 
foasily  of  tbe  Byrons  aaiil  tbe  tlato  of  onr 
poet,  wbo  told  it  first  to  Mr  Claagbtoa  for  tbe 
snmof  140,0001.,  and  on  tbat  gentlenmn's  not 
being  able  to  folfil  tba  agreement,  ai^  P^ii^ 
ao,oool.  of  a  forfsit,  it  was  alterwaids  wld  to 
anotber  person,  and  saost  of  tbe  money  vested  ia 
trastocs  for  tbe  joiatnra  of  tbe  Hon.  Mrs  Byroa. 
Tbe  greetor  pert  of  tbe  edifice  still  remains.  Tbe 
present  possessor,  Major  WiMman,  is,  witb  ge- 
nniaa  tasle»  rapairiag  tbis  baentifol  specimen  of 
Gothic  arcbitectnra.  The  lau  Lord  Byron  repeir- 
ed  a  coBsiderBble  pari  of  it;  bat,  foi||eltMig  tbe 
roof,  be  tarned  hie  aCteataoa  to  tbe  inaida,  and 
tbe  coaseqaence  was  that,  ia  a  fow  years,  tbe 
rain  penetrating  to  tbe  apartments,  soon  destroy 
ed  aU  tbase  elegent  devicm  which  bis  lordship 
contrived*  Lord  Byron's  own  stady  was  a  aeat 
little  apertment,  decanted  witb  tome  good  clamic 
busts,  a  select  coUrclioo  of  books,  an  antiqae 
cross,  a  sword  in  e  gilt  cam,  end,  at  tbe  end  of 
the  room,  two  finely  polished  skalls  00  a  pair  of 
light  fancy  stands.  In  tbe  gaiden,  likewise, 
there  was  a  great  namber  of  these  skoUs,  token 
from  tbe  boriaUgrennd  of  tbe  abbey,  and  piled 
np  together;  bnt  they  wera  afterwards  recom- 
mitted to  tbe  eartb.  A  writer,  wba  visited  it 
sooa  after  Lord  Byron  bed  sold  it,  says:  •  In  one 
coroer  of  tbe  servaat's  ball  lay  a  stone  eelfin,  in 
which  wero  foucing-gloves  aad  foils,  aad  oa  tbe 
walls  of  tbe  ample  bnt  cbeerlem  kitcbea  was 
painted  in  large  letUn,  *  Waste  not— waat  aot., 
Dnring  the  minority  of  Lord  Byron,  tbe  ebbey 

was  in  the  possession  of  Lord  G ,  bisbaands, 

and  divers  coloaies  of  jackdaws,  swallaws,  aad 
starlings.  The  internal  tracm  of  tha  Goth  were 
swept  away;  bnt  witboot,  all  appeared  as  rade 
and  anieclaimad  as  be  conld  have  left  it  With 
tbe  exception  of  the  dog's  tomb,  a  coospicaons 
and  elegant  object,  1  do  aot  recollect  tbe  slight- 
est trace  of  coltore  or  improvement.  The  late 
lord,  a  stern  and  desperate  cheracter,  who  is  never 
meu tinned  by  the  neigbbonring  peaseate  witboot 
a  significant  sbaha  of  tbe  bead,  might  have  ra- 
tnrnod  and  recognised  every  thing  abont  him, 
eiu^ept,  pei^aps,  an  additional  crop  of  weeds. 
Thero  still  slept  tbat  oU  pond.  Into  which  be  is 


said  to  have  hurled  his  lady  in  one  of  his  fits  of 
fury,  whence  she  was  rescued  by  the  gardener,  a 
courageous  blade,  who  was  his  lord's  master,  and 
chastised  him  for  his  barbarity.  There  still,  at 
the  end  of  the  garden,  in  a  grove  of  oak,  two 
towering  satyrs,  he  with  his  goat  and  club,  and 
Mrs  Satyr  with  her  chubby  cloven-footed  brat, 
placed  on  pedestals  at  the  intt*rsections  of  the 
narrow  and  gloomy  pathways,  struck  for  a  mo- 
ment with  their  grim  visages,  and  silent  shaggy 
forms,  the  fear  into  your  bosom  which  is  felt  by 
the  neighbouring  peasantry  at  *  th'ond  laird's 
devils.'  1  have  frequently  asked  the  country 
people  near  Newstead,  what  sort  of  a  man  his 
lordship  (our  Lord  Byron)  was.  The  impression 
of  his  eccentric  but  energetic  character  was  evi- 
dent in  the  reply,  *  He's  the  devil  of  a  fellow 
for  comical  fancies.  He  flogs  th'oud  laird  to  no- 
thing; but  he'  s  a  hearty  good  fellow  fur  all 
that.'o 

Walpole,  who  had  visited  Newstead,  gives,  in 
his  usual  bitter,  sarcastic  manner,  the  following 
account  of  it: 

«  As  1  returned  I  saw  Newstead  and  Althorp; 
I  like  both.  The  former  is  the  very  abbey.  The 
great  east  window  of  the  church  remains,  and 
connects  with  the  house;  the  hall  entire,  the 
refectory  entire,  the  cloister  untouched,  with  the 
ancient  cistern  of  the  convent,  and  their  arms 
on  it:  it  has  a  private  chapel  quite  perfect.  The 
park,  which  is  still  charming,  has  not  been  so 
much  unprofaned.  The  present  lord  has  lost 
large  sums,  and  paid  part  in  old  oaks,  five  thou- 
sand  |M)unds  worth  of  which  have  been  cut  near 
the  house.  En  revanche^  he  has  built  two  baby 
torts,  to  pay  his  country  in  castles  for  damage 
done  to  the  navy,  and  planted  a  handful  of  Scotch 
firs,  that  look  like  plougliboys  dressed  in  old  fa- 
mily liveries  for  a  public  day.  In  the  hall  is  a 
very  good  collection  of  pictures,  all  animals.  The 
refectory,  now  the  great  drawing-room,  is  full  of 
Byrons  :  the  vaulted  roof  remaining,  but  the  win- 
dows have  new  dresses  making  for  them  by  a  Ve- 
netian tailor.* 

The  following  detailed  description  of  Byron's 
paternal  abode  is  extracted  from  «  A  Visit  to 
Newstead  Abbey,  in  iSsS,*  in  the  London  Lite^ 
rary  Gaz£tte  :  — 

m  It  was  on  the  noon  of  a  cold,  bleak  day  in 
February,  that  1  set  out  to  visit  the  memorable 


the  place,  I  looked  in  vain  for  some  indication 
of  the    Abbey.      Nothing   is   seen    but  a   thick 
plantation  of  young  larch  and  firs,  bordering  the 
road,  until  you  arrive  at  the  Ilut^  a  small  public- 
house  by  the  way-side.     Nearly  opposite  to  this 
is  a  plain  white  gate,   without  lodges,  openiui; 
into  the  park;  before  stands  a  fine,  spreading  oak, 
one  of  the  few  remaining  trees  of  Sherwood  fo- 
rest, the  famous  haunt  of  Bobin  Hood  and  lii.> 
associates,  which  once  covered  all   this  part  of 
the  county,  and  whose  centre  was  about  the  do- 
main of  Newstead.     To  this  oak,  the  only  one  of 
any  size  on  the  estate,  Byron  was  very  partial.   It 
is  |>retty  well  known  that  his  great-uncle  (to  whom 
he  succeeded)  cut  down  almost  all  the  vahiabic 
timber,  so  that  when  Byron  came  into  possession 
of  the  estate,  and  indeed  the  whole  time  he  had 
it,  it  presented  a  very  bare  and  desolate  appear- 
ance.    The  soil  is  \ery  poor,   and  fit  only  for 
the  growth  of  larch  and  firs;  and  of  these  up- 
wards of  ^oo  acres  have  been  planted.      Byron 
could  not  afford  the  first  outlay  which  was  ne- 
ce>sary  in  order  ultimately  to  increase  its  worth, 
so  that,  as  long  as  he  held  it,  the  rental  did  not 
exceed   i,v3ool.  a-year.  From  the  gate  to  the  Ab- 
bey i«  a  mile.     The  carriage-road  runs  straight 
for  about  3oo  yards  through  the  plantations,  when 
it  takes  a  sudden  turn  to  the  right;  and  on  re- 
turning to  the  left,  a  beautiful  and  extensive  view 
over  the  valley  and  distant  hills  is  opened,  with 
the  turrets  of  the  Abbey  rising  among  the  dark 
trees  beneath.      To  the  right  of  the  Abbey    is 
perceived  a  tower  on  a  hill,  in  the  midst  of  a 
grove  of   firs.     From  this   part  the   road  winds 
gently  to  the  left,  till  it  reaches  the  Abbey,  which 
is  approached  on  the  north  side  :  it  lies  in  a  val- 
ley, very  low,  sheltered  to  the  north  and  west 
by  rising  ground,  and  to  the  south  enjoying  a 
fine  prospect  over  an  undulating  vale.    A  more 
secluded  spot  could  hardly  have  been  chosen  for 
the  pious  purposes  to  which  it  was  devoted.      To 
the  north  and  east  is  a  garden  walled  in  :  and  to 
the  west  the  upper  lake.     On  the  west  side  the 
mansion  is  without  any  enclosure  or  garden-drive, 
and  can  therefore  be  approached  by  any  person 
passing  through  the  park.     In    this  open  space 
is  the  ancient  fountain  or  cistern  of  the  convent* 
covered  with  grotesque  carvings,  and  having  wa- 
ter still  running  into  a  basin.     The  old  church 
window,  which,  in  an  architectural  point  of  view. 


Abbey  of  Newstead,  once  the  property  and  abode  ;  is  most  deserving  of  observation,  is  nearly  entire, 
of  the  immortal  Byron.     The  gloomy  state  of  the    and  adjoins  the  north-west  corner  of  the  Abbey. 


weather,  and  the  dreary  as|H>ct  of  the  surround- 
ing country,  produced  impressions  more  appro- 


Through  the  iron  gate  which  opens  into  the  gar- 
den under  the  arch,  is  seen  the  dog's  tomb  :  ic  is 


priate  to  the  view  of  such  a  spot  than  the  cheerful    on  the  north  side,  upon  a  raised  ground,  and  sur- 
season  and  scenery  of  summer.     The  estate  lies  ,  rounded  by  steps.     I'he  verses  inscribed  on  one 


on  the  left  hand  side  of  the  high  north  road,  eight 
miles  beyond  Nottingham;  but,  as  I  approached 


side  of  the  pedestal  are  well  known;  but  the  lines 
preceding  fhem  are  not  so— they  run  thus :  — 
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Nmt  thia  ipot 

An  depoMtcd  the  rcQuiu  of  ooe 

Who  pouetscd  beaotj  witboat  vanity. 

Strength  vithoat  insolencr, 

Cfliin(;e  wilbovt  lerocily, 

Aad  aU  the  virtue*  of  man  witboat  bi*  vices. 

Tbis  pnise.  vhkh  voold  be  iuuiic«nin|;  flattery 

If  inMrribn!  over  hunian  ashei. 

Is  bat  a  JQtt  tribute  to  the  memory  of 

Boatswain,  a  do^. 

Who  was  bom  at  NcwIbwidUail,  May«  i8o3, 

Aad  died  at  Newstead,  November  i8tb,  i8o4. 


The  whole  edifice  is  a  quadmDgle,  enclofting  a ' 
ci'tirt,  with  a  reservoir  madjeidtau  in  the  middle, ; 
and  the  cloister,  still  entire,  riuwiug  rouud  the  | 
tour  sides.     The  south,  now  the  principal  front,  | 
!<>uks  over  a  please  re  garden  to  a  small  lake,  which  ^ 
ha*  been  opened  from  the  upper  one  since  Byron's 
time.     The  entrance  door  is  on  the  west,  in  a 
»aull  vestibnle,  and  has  nothing  remarkable  in , 
tt    Ou  eutefiug,  1  came  into  a  large  stone  hall,  end 
usmiixg  to  the  left,  went  through  it  to  a  smaller,  • 
tie\unJ  which  is  the  staircase.     The  whole  of. 
ibis  part  has  been  almost  entirely  rebuilt  by  Co- ! 
iood  Wildman  :  iiuieed,  during  Byrou's  occupa-  { 
lion,  the  only  habitable  rooms  were  some  small 
iHies  in  the  south-east  angle.     0\er  the  cloister, 
)Q  the  four  sides  of  the  btuldiog,  runs  the  gallery , 
rrum  which  doon  open  nito  %arious  apartments, 
now  htted  up  with  taste  and  elegance  for  the  ac^ 
commodatioD  of  a  family,  but  theu  empty,  and 
tost  going  to  decay.     In  one  of  the  galleries  luiuj; 
iwo  oil  paintings  of  dogs,  as  larye  ns  life  :  one  a 
red  woli-dog,  and  the  other  a  black  Newfound- 
land with  white  legs —  the  celebrated  Boatswjin. 
I  he)  both  died  at  Newstead.     Uf  the  latter  By- 
rjQ  felt  the  loss  as  of  a  dear  fiieud.    These  are 
.timost  the   only   paintings   of  Boron's  that  re- 
main at  the  Abbey. — From  the  gallery  1  entered 
the  refectory,  now  the  grand  drawing-room — 
m  apartment  of  great  dimensions,  facing  south, 
with    a    fine    vaulted   root  and    |>olished    oak 
•loor,  and  splendidly  furnished  in   the  motlern 
^t>lc.     The  walls  are  covered  with   fulUength 
portraits,  of  the  old  school.     As  this  room  has 
been  made  fit  for  use  entirely  since  the  days  of 
Syron,  there  are  not  those  associations  connected 
with  it  which  are  to  be  found  in  many  of  the 
cKhcrm,  thoogh  of  inferior  appearance.    Two  ob- 
jects there  are,  however,  which  detuand  obser- 
«ation.     The  first  that  cai^ht  my  attention  was 
'  the  portrait  of  Byron,  by  Phillips,  over  the  fire- 
'  pU(»,  upon  which  I  gazed  with  strong  feelings  : 
It  is  certainly  the  handsomest  and  most  pleasing 
likeness  of  him  1  have  seen.    The  other  is  a  tiling 
aiKMii  which  every  body  has  beard,  and  of  which 
itm  have  any  just  idea.    In  a  cabinet  at  the  end 
•rf  the  room,  carefully  preserved  and  concealed 
m  a  diding-casc,  is  kept  the  celebrated  skull  cup, 


upoo  which  are  inscribed  those  splendid  verses :~ 
Start  not, — nor  deem  my  spirit  Ord,  efe. 

People  often  suppose,  from  the  name,  that  the 
cup  reUiius  all  the  terrific  appearances  of  a  death's 
head,  and  imagine  that  they  could 

Brliold  lbrouf{h  eaili  lark-luitre,  eyrlrss  bole, 
I  liv  guy  rcccM  of  wi»doiii  and  of  wit  : 

not  at  all— there  is  nothing  whatever  startling  in 
it.  It  is  well  polished ;  its  edge  is  bound  by  a  broad 
rim  of  silver;  and  it  is  set  in  a  neat  stand  of  the 
same  metal,  which  serves  as  a  handle,  and  upon 
the  four  sides  of  which,  and  not  upon  the  skiUI 
itself,  the  verses  are  engraved.    It  is  in  short,  in 
appearance,  a  very  handsome  nteosil,  and  one 
from  which  the  most   fastidious  person  might 
( ill  my  opinion)  drink  without  scruple.     It  was 
always  pro<lured  after  dinner  when  Byron  had. 
coro|kany  at  the  Abbey,  and  a  bottle  of  claret 
poured  into  it.    An  elegant  round  library  table 
is  the  only  article  of  furniture  in  this  rnnni  that 
belonged  to  Byron,  and  this  he  constantly  used. 
Beyond  the  refectory,  on  the  same  floor,  is  By- 
ron's study,  now  used  Mt  a  temporary  diuiiig-room, 
the  entire  fnniiture  of  which  is  the  same  that 
was  used  by  him  :  it  is  all  very  plain— indeed, 
ordinary.     A  good  painting  of  a  battle,  over  the 
sideboard,  was  also  his.    This  apartment,  per- 
haps beyond  all  others,  deserves  the  attention 
of  the  pilgrim  to  Newstead,  as  more  intimately 
connected  with  the  poetical  eiistenre  of  Byron. 
It  was  here  that  he  preftared  for  the  press  those 
first  effusions  of  his  genius,  whirh  were  published 
at  Newark  under  the  title  of  •  Hours  of  Idlene««.  • 
It  was  here  that  he  meditated,  planned,  and  for 
the  most  part  wrote,  that  splendid  retort  to  the 
levere  critique   they  had    called   down,   which 
stamped  him  as  the  keenest  satirist  of  the  day. 
And  it  was  here  that  bis  tender  and  beautiful 
verses  to  Mary,  and  many  of  those  sweet  pieces 
found  among  his  mtscellaneoiis  poems,  were  com- 
posed.    His  bed-room  is  siimII,  and  still  remains 
in  the  same  stiite  as  when  he  orcopied  it.    It  cow' 
tains    little   worthy  of  notice  besi<les  the   bed, 
which  is  of  common  size,  with  gilt  posts,  lurmoan- 
trd  by  coronets.    Over  the  fire-place  is  a  picture 
of  Murray  the  old  fiimily  servant,  whoaccompjiitiod 
Byron  to  Gibraltar  when  he  first  went  aliroad. 
A  picture  of  Henry  Vlll,  and  another  |>ortrait 
ill  this  room,  ccmiplete  the  enumeration  of  all  the 
furniture  or  paintings  of  Byron's  remaining  at  the 
Abbey.      In  some  of  the  rooms   are  very  cu- 
riously carved  mantel-pieces  with  grotesque  fi- 
gures, evidently  of  old  date.     In  a  comer  of  one 
oi  the  galleries  there  still  remained  the  fencing-  i 
foils,  gloves,  masks,  and  single- sticks,  he  ii»ed  in   \ 
his  )outh;  and  in  a  comer  of  the  cloister  lies  a   ; 
stone  coffin  taken  from  the  hiirial-';ix)und  of  the   | 
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Abbey.  The  ground  Hoor  contains  some  spacious 
balls,  and  divers  apartments  for  domestic  ofBces; 
and  there  is  a  neat  little  private  chapel  in  the 
cloister,  where  service  is  performed  on  Sundays. 
Byron's  sole  recreation  here  was  his  boat  and  Jogs, 
and  boxing  and  fencing  for  exercise,  and  to 
prevent  a  tendency  to  obesity — which  he  dreaded. 
—  Ilis  constant  employment  was  writing,  for 
which  he  used  to  sit  up  as  late  as  two  or  three 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  His  life  here  was  an  en- 
tire seclusion,  devoted  to  poetry.* 

Lord  Byron  showed,  even  in  his  earliest  years, 
that  nature  had  added  to  the  advantages  of  high 
descent  the  richest  gifts  of  genius  and  of  fancy. 
His  own  tale  is  partly  told  in  two  lines  of  I.ara  : 

Left  by  \m  sire,  too  ynimj;  suoli  loss  to  know, 
Lord  of  hinisclf,  that  hciilage  of  woe. 

llis  first  literary  adventure  and  its  fate  are  well 
remembered.  '1  he  pciems  which  he  published  in 
hisminoriiy  had,  indeed,  those  faults  of  conception 
and  diction  which  arc  inseparable  from  juvenile 
attempts,  and  may  rather  be  considered  as  imi- 
tative of  what  had  caught  the  ear  and  fancy  of 
the  youthful  author,  than  as  exhibiting  origina- 
lity of  conception  and  expression.  Yet  though 
there  were  many,  and  those  not  the  wor^t 
judges,  who  discerned  in  his  •  Hours  of  Idleness» 
some  depth  of  thought  and  felicity  of  expression, 
the  work  did  not  escape  the  critical  lash  of  the 
«  Scotch  fieviewers,  •  who  could  not  resist  the 
op(H)rtunity  of  pouncing  upon  a  titled  poet,  and 
of  seeking  to  entertain  their  readers  with  a  fli|)- 
pant  article,  without  much  respect  to  the  feel- 
ings of  the  author,  or  even  to  the  indications  of 
merit  which  the  work  disjilayed.  The  review 
was  read,  and  excited  mirth  ;  the  poems  were 
neglected,  the  author  was  irritated,  and  took  his 
revenge  in  keen  iambics,  which  at  once  proved 
the  injustice  of  the  critic  and  the  ripening  ta- 
lents of  the  bard.  Having  thus  vented  his  indig- 
nation against  the  reviewers  and  their  readers, 
and  drawn  all  the  laughers  to  his  side,  Lord  By- 
rou  went  abroad,  and  the  controversy  was  for 
some  years  forgotten. 

It  was  at  Newstead,  just  before  his  coming  of 
age,  that  he  planned  his  future  travels;  and  his 
original  intention  included  a  much  larger  portion 
of  the  world  than  that  which  he  afterwards  vi- 
sited. He  first  thought  of  Persia,  to  which  idea 
indeed  he  for  a  long  time  adhered.  He  after- 
wards meant  to  sail  for  India;  and  had  so  far 
contemplated  this  project  as  to  write  for  infor- 
mation to  the  Arabic  professor  at  ('ambrid.je, 
and  to  ask  his  mother  to  inquire  of  a  friend  who 
had  lived  in  India,  what  things  would  be  neces- 
sary for  his  voyage.  He  formed  hU  plan  of  tra- 
velMng  n[»on  very  different  grounds  from  tlioM- 


which  he  afterwards  advanced.  All  men  slioiild 
travel  atone  time  or  another,  he  thought,  and  lie 
had  then  no  connexions  to  prevent  him;  when  he 
returned  he  might  enter  into  political  life,  inv 
which  travelling  would  not  incapacitate  him,  and 
he  wished  to  judge  of  men  by  experience. 

At  length,  in  July,  i8oy,  in  company  with  John 
Cam  Hobhouse,  Ksq.  (Vith  whom  his  acquaint- 
ance commenced  at  (Cambridge),  Lord  Bvron 
(Mubarked  at  Falmouth  for  Lisbon,  and  thence 
proceeded,  by  the  southern  provinces  of  .Spam, 
to  the  Mediterranean.  'I  he  objects  that  he  nifl 
with  as  far  as  Gibraltar  seem  to  have  occupied 
his  mind,  to  the  temporary  exclusion  of  his 
gloomy  and  misanthropic  thoughts;  for  a  letter 
which  he  wrote  to  his  mother  from  thence  con- 
tains much  playful  description  of  the  scenes 
through  which  he  had  pas^eil.  At  Seville,  l^nd 
Byron  lodged  in  the  house  of  two  ladies,  one  ot 
whom  was  about  to  be  married,  and  who,  tlioii[',h 
iie  remained  there  only  three  days,  paid  him  llio 
most  particular  attention.  At  parting,  she  em- 
braced him  with  great  tenderness,  cutting  o^^  a 
lock  of  his  hair,  and  presenting  him  with  one  ol 
her  own.  With  thi<  specimen  of  Spanish  femnlc 
manners,  he  proree<K"d  to  Cadiz,  where  vaiioiis 
incidents  occurred  to  confirm  the  opinion  he  had 
formed  at  Seville  of  the  Andalusian  belles,  and 
which  made  him  leave  it  with  regret,  but  willi 
a  determination  to  return  to  it.  He  wrote  to  h\> 
mother  from  Malta,  announcing  his  safety,  an«l 
again  from  Previsa,  in  November.  l'j>on  ar- 
riving at  Yanina,he  found  that  Ali  Parha  was  wiih 
his  troops  in  lllyrium,  besieging  Ibrahim  Paclia 
in  Berat;  but  the  vizier,  having  heard  that  an 
English  nobleman  was  in  his  country,  had  giNcu 
orders  at  ^anina  to  supply  him  with  e\ery 
kind  of  accommodation  free  of  expense.  From 
Yanina  l^rd  Byron  went  to  Tcpaleen.  Here  In* 
was  lodged  in  the  palace,  and  the  next  day  intro- 
duced to  All  Pacha,  who  rhclared  that  he  knew 
him  to  be  a  man  of  rank  from  the  smallness  i  I 
his  ears,  his  curling  hair,   and  his  white  hands. 

In  going  in  a  Turkish  ship  of  war,  provitlf<i 
by  All  Pacha,  from  Previsa,  intending  to  sail  lor 
Patras,  Lord  Byron  was  very  nearly  lost  in  a  mo- 
derate gale  of  wind,  from  the  ignorance  of  the 
Turkish  officers  and  sailors,  and  was  driven  on 
the  coast  ofSuIi,  where  an  instance  of  disinter- 
ested hospitality  in  the  chief  of  a  Sniiotc  viil.i<»e 
occurred.  The  honest  .\lbanian,  after  assist inj; 
iiim  in  his  distress,  snp|)lying  his  wants,  and 
lodging  him  and  his  suite,  refused  to  receive  any 
remuneration.  When  Lord  Itynm  pre-sed  liiin 
to  accept  some  money,  he  saiil,  «  I  wish  vihi  to 
love  mc  ,  not  to  pay  me!  » —  At  Yanina,  on  hi- 
return,  he  was  introduced  to  Hussein  B(  v  .nid 
Mahmout  Pacha,  two  young  children  vi  Ali  J'.i- 
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cba.    He-  •ftcrwanii  viMtod  Smyrna,  wbaoce  L« 
vent  m  the  Sabetlc  frigate  to  Conitantinople. 

On  tbe  3d  <ir  May,  1810,  wbiltf  Uwdai«clte  wa§ 
lying  at  anchor  is  the  DanlaneUct,  Lord  Byron, 
accoaafanied    by   Licntenant   Ekenbcad,   twani 
acrom  the  Hellespont  fvom  the  Kuropeau  fthore 
to  tlie  Asiatic— aboat  two  fuilct  wide.     Tbe  tide 
of  tbe  Dardanelles  rant  fo  strong,  that  it  is  im- 
potfible  ciibfcr  to  swiw  or  to  sail  to  aoy  given 
poioi.     Lord  Byron  went  fron  the  cattle  to  Aby- 
tkiA,  landing  fall  tbree  miles  below  bis  meditated 
{•bre  of  approach.     He  had  a  boat  in  attendance 
all  tbe  way  ;  to  that  00  danger  could  be  appre- 
hended, even  if  his  strength  bad  biled.  His  lord- 
fthip  records,  in  one  of  bis  minor  poem*,  that 
he  got  tbe  ague  by  tbe  voyage;  but  it  was  well 
iaown .   that  after  landing ,  he  was  to  mnch 
exiiaosted,  that  he  gladly  accepted  tbe  offer  of  a 
Turkish  Bsherman,  and  reposed  in  bit  bat  for  le- 
leral  hoars.  He  wa«  then  %ery  ill,  and  as  Lieute- 
nant Kkenhead  wa«  compelled  to  go  on  board  his 
frigacc,  he  was  left  alone.  The  Turk  had  no  idea 
of  the  f«nk  or  cooKequenoe  of  his  iomate,  bat 
{mid  him  most  maiked  attention.     Hit  wife  was 
his  narse,  and,  at  tbe  end  of  fi%edayt,  he  left  tbi^ 
as^lom,  completely  recovered.  When  about  to 
embark,   the   Turk  gave  him   a    large  loaf,  a 
cbceke,  a  skiu  filled  with  wine,  and  a  few  paras 
(ahont  a  penny  each),  prayed  Allah  to  blett  him, 
and  wished  him  safe  home.      When  bis  lordship 
arrived  at  Abydos,  he  tent  over  hi*  man  Stefa nu 
to  tbe  Turk,  with  an  amortment  of  fitbing-ncts, 
a  fowling  -  piece,  a  brace  of  pittols,  and  twelve 
\ards  of  tilk  to  omke  gowm  fur  bis  wife.     Tbe 
poor  Tark  was  astonished.  «  What  a  noble  return,* 
said  be,  •for  an  act  of  humanity !  •  He  then  forme<i 
the  rcBototioa  of  crottiog  tbe  Hellespont,  in  order 
to  thank  his  lord^ip  in  penon.    His  wife  ap- 
(«t>ved  of  the  plan;  and  he  had  tailed  about  half 
way  acrots,  when  a  sudden  M|aall  optct  hit  boat, 
and  the  poor  Tarkish  fi.<iherman  found  a  watery 
fin^e.  Lord  Byron  was  much  distretted  on  bear^ 
t«g  of  tbe  catattrophe,  and,  with  all  that  kind- 
nris  of  Jwoat"  which  wat  natnral  to  bim,  be  tent 
the  widow  fifty  dollan,  and  told  her  he  would 
e«er  be  her  friend.  I'hit  anecdote ,  so  highly  ho- 
noaraUe  fo  his  lordship't  memory ,  is  very  little 
koown.     Laeatenont  Hare,  who  was  on  tbe  tpot 
at  tbe  time,  fumitbed  the  particulars ;  and  added 
that,  in  the  year  S817,  Lord  Byron,  then  pro- 
ceeding to  Cooftantinople,  landed  at  the  tame 
spot,  and  Buole  a  haodsome  preteot  to  the  widow 
and  her  SOD. 

When  fending  at  Mitylene  he  portioocd  eight 
young  girls  very  liberally,  and  ovao  danoad  witli 
them  at  the  norriaye  feast;he  gave  a  «ow  to  one 
man,  hones  to  another,  and  cotton  and  silk  to 
sevcnl  girls  who  Uvod  by  weaving  tbtta  matariolt : 


he  alto  bought  a  new  boat  for  a  fitherman  who 
lial  lost  bit  own  in  a  gale,  and  be  often  gave 
Greek  te»tameut*  to  the  poor  children. 

It  was  not  until  after  Lord  Byrou  arrived  at 
Conttantioople  that  he  decided  on  not  going  to 
Pertia,  bat  to  past  tbe  following  tummer  in  the 
Morea.  At  Conttantioople,  Mr  Uobhouae  left 
him  to  ratom  to  England.  On  toting  hit  com- 
panion. Lord  By  run  went  alone,  to  many  of  the 
pidces  which  Jie  liad  alrea«ly  vitiicd,  and  studied 
scenery  and  manocrt,  etpecially  thote  of  Greece, 
with  the  tearcbing  eye  of  a  poet.  Hit  mind  ap- 
|jeared  occasionally  to  have  s«Jiiie  tendency  to- 
wards a  recovery  from  ihe  OMrhid  state  of  apathy 
which  it  bad  pre%ioasiy  evinced;  aod  the  grati* 
fication  he  manifested  on  obtening  the  toperi- 
ority  of  Logland  o%er  other  countries,  proved  that 
patriotitm  wat  far  from  being  eilinct  in  hb  bo- 
som. Tbe  cmharratted  ttate  of  his  affairt  at 
length  induced  him  to  return  home ;  and  he  ar- 
rived in  the  Volage  frigate  on  the  ad  of  July, 
181 1 ,  having  been  abtent  two  years.  His  health 
had  not  soGFered  by  his  tnvels,  although  it  had 
been  intarmptcd  by  two  tharp  fevers,  in  conse* 
r|ttence  of  which  he  put  himself  on  a  vegetable 
diet,  and  drank  no  wine. 

Soon  after  hit  arrival,  the  teriout  illnest  of  his 
mother  snmrooned  him  to  Newttead;  baton reacli- 
ing  the  Abbey,  he  found  that  tlie  had  breathed 
her  latt.  He  tuffered  mnch  from  tbit  loss, 
and  foom  the  disappointment  of  not  teeing  her 
before  her  death;  and  while  bis  teelingt  00  the 
subject  were  still  acute,  he  received  the  intelli- 
gence that  a  friend,  whom  be  highly  esteemed, 
had  been  drowned  in  the  Com.  Not  long  before 
be  bad  heard  of  the  death,  at  Coimbra,  of  a 
tchool-follow,  to  whom  he  wat  much  attached. 
These  three  mclauchuly  events,  occurring  within 
the  tpace  of  a  nmnth,  had  a  powerfol  effect  on 
Lord  Byrou't  feelings. 

Towards  the  termination  of  hit  •  Knglith  Banit 
and  Scotch  Beviewrrs,*  the  noble  author  had  do- 
cbred,  that  it  wat  his  intention  to  break  off,  from 
that  period,  his  newly-forroed  connexion  with 
the  Muset,  and  that,  thuuld  he  return  in  tafety 
from  the  •  minarett  •  of  C^nttantinople ,  tbe 
«  maidens  •  of  (»eorgia,  and  the  «  sublime  snows  • 
of  Mount  Cauratos,  nothing  on  earth  thould 
tempt  him  to  retume  the  pen.  Such  resolutions 
are  seldom  maintained.  In  February,  1811,  the 
first  two  cantot  of  •  Childe  Hamld't  Pilgrimage  • 
(with  the  manuscript  of  which  he  had  presented 
Mr  Dallat)  made  their  appearance,  and  produced 
an  effect  on  the  public  equal  to  that  of  any  work 
which  hat  been  published  within  tbit  or  the  last 
century. 

The  iudicatiout  of  a  powerfol  and  ori(;iaal 
mind  which  glance  through  every  line  of  Childe 
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Itarold  electritied  the  m.issof  readers,  and  placed 
at  once  upon  Lord  Byron's  head  I  he  {jarland  for 
which  other  men  of  {;enius  have  toiled  Iohji  and 
obtained  late.  He  became  pre-eminent  amon^; 
the  literary  men  of  his  country'  by  general  accla- 
mation. Thosewhohad  so  mercilessly  censured  bis 
juvenile  essays  were  thefirst  topay  homaf;e  to  his 
more  matured  efforts;  while  others,  who  saw  in 
the  sentiments  of  Childe  Harold  much  to  regret 
and  censure,  did  not  withhold  their  tribute  of 
applause  to  the  depth  of  thought  and  force  of 
expression  which  animated  the  ■  Pilgrimage. » 
Thus,  as  all  admired  the  poem,  all  were  prepared 
to  greet  the  author  with  that  fame  which  is  the 
poet's  best  reward.  It  was  amidst  such  feelings 
of  admiration  that  Lord  Ryron  fully  entered  on 
that  public  stage  where,  to  the  close  of  his  life,  he 
made  so  distinguished  a  figure. 

F.very  thing  in  his  manner,  person,  and  con- 
versation tended  to  maintain  tlie  charm  which 
his  genius  had  flung  around  him;  and  those  ad- 
mitted to  his  convers<'ition,  far  from  finding  that 
the  inspired  poet  sunk  into  ordinary  mortality, 
felt  themselves  attached  to  him  by  many  noble  qua- 
lities, and  by  the  interest  of  a  mysterious  and 
.ilniost  painful  curiosity. 

It  is  well  known  how  wide  the  doors  of  society 
are  opened  in  London  to  literary  merit  very  in- 
ferior to  Lord  Byron's,  and  that  it  is  only  neces- 
sary to  be  honourably  distinguished  by  the  pul»lic 
voice  to  move  as  a  denizen  in  the  first  circles. 
This  passport  was  not  necessary  to  Lord  Byron, 
who  possessed  the  hereditary  claims  of  birth  and 
rank.  But  the  interest  which  his  genius  attached 
to  his  presence  and  conversation,  was  of  a  nature 
far  beyond  what  these  hereditary  claims  could  of 
themselves  have  conferred,  and  his  reception  was 
enthusiastic  beyond  any  thing  imaginable.  Lord 
Byron  was  not  one  of  those  literary  men  of  whom 
it  may  be  said,  mmuitpncscntiafamam.  A  counte- 
nance, exquisitely  modeled  for  the  expression  of 
feeling  and  passion,  and  exhibiting  the  remark- 
able contrast  of  very  dark  hair  and  eye-brows, 
with  light  eyes,  presented  to  the  physiognomist 
an  interesting  subject  for  the  exercise  of  his  art. 
The  predominating  expression  was  that  of  deep 
and  habitual  thought,  which,  when  engaged  in 
interestiug  discussion,  gave  way  to  so  rapid  a 
play  of  features,  that  a  brother  poet  compared 
them  to  the  sculpture  of  a  beautiful  alabasJer 
vase,  seen  only  to  perfection  wlicn  lighted  up 
from  within.  The  Hashes  of  mirth,  gaiety,  indi{'- 
nation,  or  satirical  dislike  which  frequently  ani- 
mated his  countenance,  might,  during  an  even- 
ing's conversation,  be  mistaken  by  a  stranger  for 
its  habitual  expression,  so  happily  was  it  formed 
lor  them  all;  but  those  who  had  an  oppoitunitN 
»f  studying  his  features  for  a  length  of  time,  an.) 


on  various  occasions  of  rest  and  emotion,  knew 
that  (heir  proper  language  was  that  of  melan- 
choly, which  sometimes  interi-uptcd  even  his 
gayest  and  most  happy  moments.  The  follouiiig 
verses  are  said  to  have  dropped  from  his  pen,  to 
excuse  a  transient  expression  of  melancholy  which 
overclouded  the  general  gaiety: 

When  from  the  lionrt  wlirrc  Sorrow  sits. 

Her  dusky  slnulo",  monnts  loo  higli, 
And  o'er  tlic  rli;ii)j;in(i  uspcrt  flils, 

.\iji1  rloiifU  the  hrovv,  or  fi\U  llic  eye — 
Heed  not  the  fjlooiu  that  soon  ,sl»;dl  sitd<, 

Mv  tliniip.lits  iheir  dniifyeoti  know  too  well; 
Back  to  my  brcnsl  llie  euptlves  sliriiik. 

And  Meed  within  their  .<»ilent  cell. 

It  was  impossible  to  notice  a  dejection  belonr;- 
ing  neither  to  the  rank,  the  age,  nor  the  sucie-is 
of  (his  young  nobleinan,  without  feeling  an  inde- 
finable curiosity  to  ascertain  whether  it  had  a 
deeper  cause  than  habit  or  constitutional  teinpera- 
luent.  But,  howsoever  derived,  this  appearance  of 
melancholy,  added  to  his  mingling  in  amusements 
and  sports  as  if  he  contemned  them,  while  he  Itlt 
that  his  sphere  was  far  above  the  fashionable  ami 
fri\olouscrowdlliatsurroundedhim,gaveastu)t)(> 
effect  of  colouring  to  a  character  wliose  tint^  were 
otherwise  decidedly  romantic.  Noble  and  far 
descended,  the  pilgrim  of  distant  and  sava;;c 
countries,  eminent  as  a  poet,  and  having  cast 
arouiul  him  a  mysterious  charm  by  the  sombre 
tone  of  his  poe(ry  and  the  occasional  raclanclir)lv 
of  his  deportment,  Lord  Byron  occupied  the  e>  es 
and  interested  the  feelings  of  all.  The  enthu- 
siastic looked  on  him  to  admire,  the  serious  with 
a  wish  to  admonish,  and  the  gentle  with  a  desire 
to  console.  Even  liter.iry  envy,  a  base  sensalioii, 
from  which  perhaps  this  age  is  more  free  tliaii 
any  other,  forgave  the  man  whose  splendour 
dimmed  the  fame  of  his  competitors.  The  gem*- 
ro>iity  of  Lord  Byron's  disposition, his  readinos  to 
assist  merit  in  distress,  and  to  bring  it  forward 
where  unknown,  deserved  and  obtained  jjeneral 
regard ;  while  his  poetical  effusions,  poured 
forth  with  equal  force  and  fertility,  showed  al 
tincc  a  daring  confidence  in  his  own  powers,  and 
a  determination  to  maintain,  by  continut-d  ehurl, 
the  high  place  he  had  attained  in  British  litera- 
ture. 

At  one  of  the  fa>iliionable  parties  to  whi«-h  the 
noble  bard  was  in\ited,  llis  Majesty,  then  Prime 
Begent,  happened  to  be  present.  Lord  Byron  was 
at  some  di>(ancewhen  he  enterctl  the  room,  hut, 
on  learni'.ig  who  he  was,  His  Boyal  Hi{;hiiess  ,si»nt 
a  gentleman  to  desire  that  he  would  he  pros,  iii- 
eil.  ()t  course  the  presentation  took  plact*  ;  llu- 
lU-gent  expressed  his  admiration  ot  •Childe  II. i- 
I old's  Pilgrimage,"  an«l  entered  into  a  coii>ri^n- 
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ti4»o  which  so  findoated  the  poet,  that  had  it  not  i 
been  forao  aocideoCwhich  deferred  a  levee  intend* 
^  to  have  been  held  the  oext  day,  he  would  have 
•^ne  to  oonrt.  Soon  after,  however,  an  oofor- 
tnnale  influence  conntemcted  the  effect  of  royal 
praise,  and  Byron  permitted  himtelf  to  write  and 
5p<>ak  dtsrespertfttlly  of  the  prince. 

The  whole  of  Byron's  political  career  may  be 
vumned  «tp  in  the  following  anecdotes : 

Tbe  Farl  of  Carlisle  having  declined  to  intro- 

flore  him  to  the  House  of  Peers,  he  resolved  to 

iutroiiace  himself,  and  accordinjjly  went  there  a 

iiifte  before  the  nsnal  hour,  when  he  knew  few 

of  the  lords  vrooJd  be  present.     On  entering  be 

,   ippear^d  rather  abashed  and  looked  very  pale, 

liQt,  patring  the  woolsack,  where  the  Chancellor 

U>rd  Lidon)  was  engaged  in  some  of  the  ordi- 

lury  routine  of  the  house,  he  went  directly  to  the 

,  Lii>(«,  where  the  oaths  were  administered  to  biro. 

T  be  Lord  Chancellor  then  approached,  and  of- 

f«red  his  hand  in  the  mMt  open  friendly  manner, 

cDDgraCBlatng  him  on  his  taking  possession  of 

his  «eaL     Lord  Byron  only  placed  the  tips  of  his 

hn,-;ers  in  the  Chancellor's  band  :  the  latter  re- 

\  tamed  to  his  seat,  and  Byron,  after  lounging  a 

,  frw  minntea  on  one  of  the  opposition  benches 

I  retired.     To  Mr  Dallas,  who  followed  him  out, 

be  f^ve  as  a  reason  for  not  entering  into  the  spirit 

I  of  ibe  Chancellor,  •  that  it  might  have  lieen  sop- 

I  yr^^  he  would  join  the  court  party,  whereas  he 

,  lotrnded  to  have  nothing  at  all  to  do  with  po- 

,  litics  • 

Be  only  addressed  die  house  three  times:  the 
I  firsi  of  his   speeches  was  on  the    Frame-work 
«  Hili ;  the  second  in  favour  of  the  Catholic  claims, 
which  gave  good  hopes  of  his  becoming  an  ora- 
tor; and  the  other  related  to  a  petition  from 
I  Major  Cartwright.    Byron  himself  says,  the  Lords 
lold  him  m  his  asanner  was  not  ilignified  enough 
ior  them,  and  would  better  suit  the  lower  house ;  • 
••ihrrf  say,    they   gathered    round    him     while 
ipeaking,  listening  with  the  greatest  attention — .1 
^i,;n  at  any   rate  that  he  was  interesting.     He 
always  voted  with  tbe  opposition,  but  evinced  no 
likelihood  of  becoming  the  blind  partisan  of  either 
^le. 

Tbe  enmity  that  Byron  entertained  towards  the 
tar\  of  Cartisle  was  owing  to  two  causes :  the  earl 
h^  spoken  rather  irreverently  of  the  •  Hours  of 
,  Idleness,*  and  had  also  refused  to  introduce  hi< 
Linsman  to  tbe  House  of  Lords,  even,  it  is  said, 
<lo«bting  his  right  to  a  seat  in  that  honourable 
house.  The  Earl  was  a  great  admirer  of  the 
( i^MC  drama,  and  once  publisheil  a  pamphlet,  in 
which  he  strenuously  argued  in  behalf  of  the 
propriety  and  necessity  of  small  theatres  :  the 
^SBcday  that  this  weighty  publication  appeared, 
hff*  Mibficribed  a  thousand  pounds  for  some  piililtc 


purpose.     On  this  occasion  Byron  <»mposed  the 
following  epigram  : 

Cirliile  tttb«rril>r«  a  ibonund  powid 

Oat  of  bift  rich  doutjiiit ; 
And  for  a  4ii|tcnrr  1  in  ie«  riMiiui 

Thr  prrwlucf  of  bit  brdin*  : 
*T  it  lbu«  ibr  ditTrrcorr  too  may  hit 
Be  I  wren  bi*  fortune  and  UU  wic. 

Byron  retained  to  the  la<t  bis  antipathy  to  this 
relative.  On  reading;  some  line*^  addrr»«ed  to  l^dy 
Holland  by  the  Farl  of  (^arli^le,  fteri^uadin^;  her  to 
rejwt  the  snuff-hoz  bequeathed  to  her  l»y  Na|M>- 
Icon,  lieginning 

Ladr,  reject  tbe  Rtft,  etc. 

He  immediately  wrote  the  following  parody  : 

Lady,  acrrpi  tbe  Rift  a  brro  worr. 

In  ipitr  of  all  tbia  cIrf;MC  »l<iff : 
Lrt  not  %e\rn  «t<inr.is  wriiirn  br  a  bore 

Pmrrat  your  Udrsbip  fioni  taking  »nuff. 

On  Byron's  return  from  bis  first  tour,  Mr  Dallas 
calletl  upon  bim,  and,  after  the  nsnal  salutation.* 
inquireil  if  he  was  prrpare<l  with  any  other  work 
to  supiwrt  the  fame  which  he  had  alreaily  ac- 
quired. Byron  in  reply  delivered  to  biro  a  |K>em, 
entitled  •  Hints  from  Horace,*  being  a  paraph niM' 
of  the  Art  of  Poetry.  Mr  Dallas  promised  to  su- 
iter in  tend  its  publication  as  he  had  done  tlial  of 
the  satire;  and,  accordini'ly,  it  was  carried  to  i^iw* 
thorn  tbe  bookM'ller,  and  mjtters  arrant^inl;  but 
Mr  D.  not  thinking  the  poem  hkely  to  iucrcaM' 
his  lonlship's  reputation,  allowed  it  to  linger  in 
the  press.     It  began  thus : 

Wbo  would  not  Uup.b  if  Livrencr,  hired  to  grace 
Hi«  ro«tlT  canvj«  wtiL  carb  flattrr'd  f.icr. 
Abused  bi«  art.  I  ill  Natnre  with  a  hlu«b 
S««  riUf^mw  rrtitjnra  undrnirjtb  bit  brudi  7 
Or  tboul.l  M>me  limner  join,  for  diow  or  sale, 
A  maid  of  honour  to  a  nirrnuid  %  tjd  ; 
Or  low  !)•••  (a«  oner  ibc  wnrbi  lu^  trro) 
Den""''"  Hods  rrralurr*  in  bi*  i^riplii*  %|dren — 
Nol  .ill  lli.it  forced  p^ilitrne^  »liiili  dt-fnid* 
FooU  in  tbeir  fault*,  tould  ,:jit  bi*  RrinninR  friend*. 
Brlicve  me,  MnM-bn*.  like  lb.i(  pirlnre  ',r«-ni^ 
Tbe  book  «bi(b,  nillier  tban  .1  %nV  nun  t  dreams, 
I)i«|)|jT«  •»  «ro>id  of  lipure*  in«omplele, 
Poetir  ni*;litmarefl,  witbout  bead  or  fei-t. 

Mr  Dallas  ha\ing  expressed  bis  sorrow  that  hi> 
lordship  had  written  nothing  else,  Byron  told  hiui 
that  he  had  occasionally  corrpo«4*d  some  verses 
in  theSpen«crean  measure,  relative  to  the  countries 
he  hnd  visited.  •  They  are  not  worth  trouUiii(; 
yon  with,*  said  his  lordship,  «  but  you  shall  ha\t 
them  all  with  you.*  He  then  handed  him  ■  Chiidc 
Harold's  Pilgrimage.  -  When  Mr  Dallas  had  reud 
the  po«*m,  he  was  in  raptures  with  it,  and  resolved 
to  do  bis  utmost  to  suppress  the  •  Hints  from 
'  Horace,*  and  bring  out  Childe  Harold.     He  uq;(Hl 
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Byron  to  publish  tiiis  last  poem;  but  he  w\i.s  ;  or  CimsesJiowever,are  upto  tliis  iiu>iiieiitii)vol\e<J 
unwilHii^;.  lie  would  not  be  convinced  oF  the  |  in  mystery,  lhou(*h,  as  might  be  expected,  a  won- 
greal  merit  of  the  •  Childe,"  and  as  some  person  i  ilerful  sensation  was  excited  at  ihe  time,  and  r\er\ 
had  seen  it  before  Mr  Dallas,  and  expressed  dis-  !  description  of  contradictory  rumour  was  in  active 


approbation,  Byron  was  by  no  means  sure  of  its 
kind  reception  by  the  world.  In  a  short  time 
afterwards,  however,  he  agreed  to  its  publication, 
and  requested  Mr  Dallas  not  to  deal  with  (haw- 
thorn, but  to  offer  it  to  Miller  of  Albemarle  Street : 


circulation. 

Byron  was  fir>t  introduced  to  Miss  Milliiank  ut 

Lady s.     In  going  up  stairs  he  stumbled,  and 

remarked  to  Moore,  who  accompanied  him,  that 
it  was  a  bud  omen.     On  entering  the  room,  lit> 


he  wisheda  fashionable  publisher.    Miller  declined     perceived  a  lady  more  simply  dressed  tliasi   the 
it^  chielly  on  account  of  the  strictures  it  contained  ,  re«it  siltiuf;  on  a  sofa,      lie  asked  Moore  if  she  \%a.s 


on  Lord  higiu,  whose  publisher  he  was.    Longman 
had  refused  to  publish  the  ■  Satire,"  and  Byron 


a  humble  companion  to  any  of  the  ladies.     The 
lalter  replied,    «  She  is  a  great  heiress;    y>u 'd 


would  not  suffer  any  of  his  works  to  come  from  '  better  marry    her,   and    repair  the  old  plart*  at 
that  house.     The  work  was  therefore  carried  to    Newstead.» 

Mr  Murray,  who  had  expressed  a  desire  to  publish  i      The  following  anecdotes  on  the  subject  «d'  his 
for  Lord  Byron,  and  regretted  that  Mr  Dallas  had    marriage  are  given  from  Lord  Byron's  Conver^a- 


not  taken  the  «  English  Bards  and  .Scotch  lU- 
viewers-  to  him;  but  this  was  nficv  its  success. 

EyroQ  became  acquainted  with  Mr  Hogg,  the 
Ettrick  Shepherd,  at  the  Lakes.  Hogg  was  stand- 
ing at  the  inn  door  of  Ambleside,  when  astrappin.; 
young  man  came  out  of  the  house,  and  taking  off 
his  hat,  held  out  his  hand  to  him.  The  Shepherd 
did  not  know  him,  and  appearing  at  a  loss,  the 
other  relieved  him  by  saying,  «  Mr  Hogg,  1  hope 
you  will  excuse  me;  my  name  is  Byron,  an<l  1 
cannot  help  thinking  that  we  ought  to  hold  our- 
selves acquainted.-  The  poets  accordingly  shook 
hands,  and,  while  they  continued  at  the  Lak«'S, 
were  on  the  most  intiniatc  terms,  drinking  deeply 
together,  and  laughing  at  their  brother  bards. 
On  Byron's  leaving  the  l^kes,  he  Rent  Hogg  a 
letter  quizzing  the  Lakists,  which  the  Sheplierd 
was  so  mischievous  as  to  show  to  them. 

On  the  9.d  of  January',  iHi5,  Lord  Byron  mar- 
ried, at  Seaham,  in  the  county  of  Durham,  Anne 
l.sabella,  only  daughter  of  Sir  Balph  Millbank 
(since  Noel),  Bart.     To  this  lady  he  had  made  . 


tions,  in  his  own  words: 

>  There  was  something  pic|uant,  and  what  we 
terra  pretty,  in  Miss  Millbank;  her  features  wer«* 
small  and  feminine,  though  not  regular;  she  had 
the  fairest  skin  imaginable;  her  figure  was  per- 
fect for  her  height,  and  there  was  a  sin)plirity,  a 
retired  modesty  about  her,  which  was  very  cha- 
racteristic, and  formed  a  ha]>py  contrast  to  thir 
cold  artificial  formality  and  studied  stiffiiO'vN 
which  is  called  fashion  :  she  interested  me  ex- 
ceedingly. It  is  unnecessary  to  detail  the  prii- 
gress  of  our  acquaintance  :  I  became  daily  inort* 
attached  to  her,  and  it  ended  in  my  makin^r  her 
a  proposal  that  was  rejected;  her  refusal  was 
couched  in  terms  that  could  not  of  tend  me.  I 
was  besides  persuaded  that  in  declining  my  offer 
she  was  governed  by  the  iuHuence  of  her  mother; 
and  was  the  more  conlirmed  in  this  o|iinioii  liy 
her  reviving  our  coi  res[>ondence  hcrselt  twrlve 
nmntlis  after.  'Ihe  tenor  of  her  letter  was,  tli.it 
although  she  could  not  love  me,  she  desiied  itiy 
friendship.      Friendship  is  a  dan);erou5  word   t.>r 


proposal  twelvemonths  before,  but  was  rejected  :  i  young  ladies;  it  is  love  full-Hedged,  aud  waiting; 
well  would  it  have  been  f»)r  their  mutual   hap-  ;  for  a  Hue  d.jy  to  fly. 

piness  had  that  rejection  been  repeated.  After  |  «  I  was  not  so  yninig  when  my  father  died, 
their  marriage.  Lord  and  Lady  Byron  took  a  |  but  that  I  |  erfeclly  remember  him,  and  had  very 
house  in  London,  gave  splendid  dinner-parties,  j  early  a  horror  of  matrimony,  frojn  the  si;;!it  of 
and  launched  into  every  sort  of  fashionable  e\-  «lomeslic  broils:  this  fueling  came  over  me  very 
travagance.  This  could  not  last  long;  the  portion  ;  strongly  at  my  wedding.  Something  whimpered 
which  his  lordship  received  with  Miss  Millbank  '  n\c  that  I  was  sealing  my  own  death-warrant.  1 
(ten  thousand  pounds)  soon  melted  away ;  and,  at  '  am  a  great  believer  in  presentiments:  Socrates' 
lenjfth,  an  execution  was  actually  levied  on  the  ^  demon  was  not  a  fiction;  Monk  Lewis  had  lii^ 
furniture  ol  his  residence.  It  was  then  agreeri  i  monitor;  and  Napoleon  many  wainiiigs.  At  the 
that  Lady  Byron,  who,  on  the  lothof  Decemlier,  last  moment  I  woulil  have  retreated  if  1  coild 
ifti's  had  presented  her  lord  with  a  daughter,  have  done  so;  1  called  to  mind  a  trieml  ol  iiiino. 
should  pay  a  visit  to  her  father  till  the  storm  wa,  who  had  married  a  >onn};,  beautiful,  and  rich 
blown  over,  and  .some  arrangements  had  been  girl,  and  yet  was  miserable;  he  had  stroDjjly 
mafle  with  their  creditors.  From  that  visit  she  urged  me  against  putting  my  neck  in  tiie  -viiur 
never  returned,  and  aseparalion  en<-ued,  frir  which  yoke:  and,  to  show  you  how  firmly  1  was  rv- 
v  anons  reasons  ha\e  been  assigned;  the  real  cause    SiiKed  to  attend  to  his  advice,  I  bitted  Ha\  filty 
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Co  oar  that  I  ilioald  always  remala  tiuglc.  .  hampered  with  a  law-tuit,  which  hat  cott  me 
MX  yean  alterwaffds,  1  teot  hhn  the  mooey.    The    i4»ooo/.,  and  m  not  yet  fiobhed. 
iay  befbcc  I  propoMd  Co  Lady  iyron,  I  had  no  i      •  I  heard  afterward*  that  Mr»  Cliariaieoc  hati 
idea  of  ckiiag  so.  I  teen  the  meant  of  poitoning  Lady  Noel's  mind 

«  R  had  been  predicced  by  Mrs  Williant,  ChaC  again*C  me;  thaC  she  had  employed  herself  aii«l 
tweaty  scieu  was  Co  ha  a  dangerous  age  for  me;  others  in  waCchin|r  nie  in  London,  and  hjd  re- 
the fartano  telling  witch  was  right;  it  was  des-  ported  having  traced  me  into  a  house  in  Tort^ 
tined  to  prova  so.  I  shill  never  forget  the  ad  land-Place.  Ihere  was  one  act  unworthy  ct 
of  Janaary !  Lady  Byron  (Bym,  ha  pronoanccd  any  one  bat  such  a  confidante;  1  alluda  to  the 
it:  was  the  only  anconcemed  person  present;  lireaking  open  my  writiiig-drsk  :  a  hciok  was 
Lady  Sod,  her  mother,  cried;  1  trembled  like  a  found  in  it  that  did  not  do  ranch  credit  to  my 
leaf,  made  the  wrong  responses,  and,  after  the  taste  in  literature,  and  sonir  IctKTS  from  a  mar* 
orraiMMiy,  called  her  Mim  Mill haak.  ,  ried  woman  with  whom   I  had  lieen   intimate 

•  There  is  a  singular  history  attached  to  the  before  my  uiarri.i(;e.  The  n«e  that  wan  mude  of 
rinv;  the  very  day  the  match  was  concluded,  a  the  latter  was  most  unjustifiable,  whatever  may 
nog  of  ary  saoClier's  Chat  had  heen  lost  was  dug  be  thought  of  the  breach  of  contitlence  that  I<hI 
uy  by  the  gardener  at  Niewstead.  I  thooght  it  to  their  discovery,  l^ady  U>  ron  sent  thrm  to  the 
was  seat  on  pnrpo«  for  the  weJdiag;  bat  my  husband  of  the  lady,  wIm>  had  the  good  sen^e  to 
mether's  marriage  had  noC been  a  fortunate  one, '  take  no  notice  of  their  content*,  the  gravest 
Slid  thb  ring  was  doomed  to  be  the  seal  of  an  !  accu«atioti  that  has  been  made  again  si  me  is  that 
■ahappser  anioa  still.  of  having  intrigued  with  Mrs  Mard^n  in  my  own 

•  After  tlae  ordeal' was  over,  we  set  off  for  a  house,  introduced  her  to  my  own  talile,  etc.; 
coaatry-ecat  of  Sir  Ralph's,  and  I  was  surprised  "here  aever  was  a  more  unfounded  calumny. 
n  the  arrao^Bieala  for  the  journey,  and  some-  Being  on  the  Committee  of  Drury-Lane  Iheairr, 
what  oat  of  haiaoar  to  fiad  a  lady's  maid  stock  I  have  no  doubt  that  several  arireft»cs  called  on 
between  aie  and  my  bride.  II  was  rather  too  me;  but  as  to  Mrs  Mardyo,  who  was  a  heauiilul 
early  to  aaaome  the  fansbaad,  so  1  was  forced  lo  woman,  and  might  ha^e  been  a  dangerous  vi»i- 
adaait,  baC  ic  waa  not  with  a  very  good  grace.      !  trem,  I  was  scarcely  acquainted  (to  speak)  witli 

•  I  hare  been  accused  of  saying,  on  getting  '  her.    1  might  even  make  a  more  serious  charje 

into  the  carriage,  that  1  had  married  Lady  Byron    aj^ainst than  employing  »pies  to  watch  *u». 

om  of  spite,  mud  because  she  had  refused  me  pected  amours.  I  had  been  shut  up  in  a  d.irk 
twice.  Tboa^k  1  was  for  a  BMNaanC  vexed  at  her  street  iu  London  writing  *  The  Siege  of  (k>rintii,' 
prudery,  or  whatever  it  may  be  caHed,  if!  had  and  bad  refused  myself  to  e%ery  one  till  it  was 
made  so  aacavalier,  aoC  Co  say  bmtal,  a  speech,  finished.  I  was  surprised  one  day  by  a  doctor 
I  aa  CDnTioced  Lady  Byron  would  insuntly  and  a  lawyer  almost  forcing  tbemseKat  at  the 
have  Idt  the  carriage  Co  me  and  the  maid  (I  mean  '  tame  time  into  my  room;  I  did  not  know  till 
the  Lady's);  slie  had  spirit  enough  lo  have  done  '  afterwards  the  real  object  of  their  visit.  I 
w,  and  would  propcriy  have  reseated  the  affront,  .thought  their  questions  singular,  frivolous,  and 

•  Our  hoiiey>mooa  vras  not  all  sunshine,  it '  somewhat  importunate,  if  not  impertinent ;  but 
had  its  doade;  and  Hobbouae  has  some  letters  ■  what  sbouU  I  ha«e  thought  if  I  had  known  that 
which  woald  aerve  to  explain  the  rise  and  fall  iu  '  they  were  sent  to  provide  proof*  of  my  insanity  ? 
the  baroaieCeri  baC  tC  was  aever  <lown  at  lero.      1 1  have  no  doubt  that  my  answers  to  lhe»<;  eiini^ 

«  A  carioat  thing  happened  to  me  shortly  |  saries'  interrogations  were  not  %ery  rational  or 
after  the  honey-aiooa,  which  was  very  awkwaid  ,  consistent,    for  my  imagination  was  heated  hy 


at  the  time,  bat  has  since  amused  me  much.  It 
w  happeaed  that  three  married  women  were  on 
a  wedding  visit  to  my  wile  (and  in  the  same  room 
at  the  same  tiaw),  whom  I  had  knawn  to  be  all 
birds  of  the  saiaa  nasC.  Fancy  che  scene  of  coa- 
fosioa  chat  CBsued !    * 

•  The  world  mys  I  married  Mim  Mill  hank  for 
her  foftuae*  because  she  was  a  great  heiress.  All 
I  have  ever  received,  or  am  likely  Co  recei%e 
and  that  has  been  twice  paid  back  too),  was 
tojoooi.  My  own  income  at  this  period  was 
unall  and  somewhat  bespoke.  Newstaad  was  a 
very  anprofitable  estate,  and  brought  me  in  n 
\ian  i5oo/.  a  year;  the  Lancashire  property  vr.i^ 


other  things;  but  l)r  Baillie  could  nut  coniMricn- 
tiously  make  me  out  a  certificate  for  Bed  lain, 
and  perhaps  the  lawyer  gave  a  more  favourable 
report  to  his  employers.  The  doctor  said  after* 
wards  he  had  been  told  thai  I  always  looked 
down  when  Lady  Byron  bent  her  eyes  on  nir, 
and  exhibited  other  symptoms  eifually  inlailililf*, 
particularly  those  that  marked  the  late  kin(</s 
case  so  stron^fly.  I  do  not,  howoer,  tax  L;i<J) 
Byron  with  this  transaction :  prol><ibly  she  was 
not  privy  to  it;  she  was  the  tool  of  others.  Ilrr 
mother  aluays  detested  me  :  slie  liad  nut  ewu 
the  decency  lo  conceal  it  in  her  own  hon»e. 
Dining  one  day  at  Sir  lUlph's  (who  was  a  gooii 
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sort  of  luau,  and  uf  whom  you  may  form  some 
iilea,  Avhcn  1  tell  you  tliut  u  le(;  of  mutton  was 
always  served  at  his  tahic,  that  he  might  cut  the 
same  joke  upon  it),  1  hroke  a  tooth,  and  was  in 
<|rt*at  pain,  which  I  could  not  avoid  sho\>in{;.  *  It 
will  do  you  (}ood/  said  I^ady  Noel ;  '  I  am  glad  of 
it  I'     I  gave  her  a  look  ! 

«  Lady  Byron  had  good  ideas,  hut  could  never 
express  them  ;  wrote  poetry  too,  hut  it  was  only 
I'oud  hy  accident;  her  letters  were  always  enig- 
matical, often  unintelligihie.  8he  was  easily 
made  the  dupe  of  the  designing,  for  she  ihouglii 
her  knowledge  of  mankind  infallible.  She  had 
I'ot  some  foolish  idea  of  Madame  de  Stael's  into 
her  head,  that  a  person  may  be  better  known 
in  the  first  hour  than  in  ten  years.  She  had  the 
habu  of  drawing  people's  characters  after  she 
had  seen  them  once  or  twice.  She  wrote  pages 
on  pages  about  my  character,  but  it  was  as  unlike 
as  possible.  She  was  governed  by  what  she 
called  fixed  rules  and  principles,  squared  mathe- 
matically, she  would  ha\e  made  an  excillenl 
wrangler  at  Cambridge.  It  must  be  confessed, 
however,  that  she  gave  no  proof  of  her  boasted 
con-^istency;  first  she  refuseil  me,  then  she  ac- 
cepted me,  then  she  separated  herself  from  me— 
so  much  for  consistency.  1  ot^ed  not  tell  you  ol 
the  obloquy  and  opprobrium  that  were  cast  upon 
my  name  when  our  separation  was  made  public. 
1  once  made  a  list  from  the  journals  of  the  day 
of  the  different  worthies,  ancient  and  modern, 
to  whom  I  was  compared  :  1  remember  a  lew,— 
Nero,  Apicius,   Kpicurus,  Caligula,  Heliogabalus, 

Henry  the  l.ighth,  and  lastly,  the .  All  my 

former  friends,  e\en  my  cousin  (;eorge  I5yron, 
who  had  Ijcco  brought  up  with  me,  and  whom  1 
loved  as  a  brother,  took  ni)  wife's  part:  he  ixd- 
lowed  the  stream  when  it  was  strongest  ajjainst 
me,  and  ran  never  expect  any  thing  from  me; 
he  shall  never  touch  a -ixiicnce  of  mine.  1  was 
looked  upon  as  the  worst  of  hii>b:inds,  the  most 
abandoned  and  wicked  of  men ;  and  my  wife  as 
a  suffering  angel,  an  incarnation  of  all  the  vir- 
tues and  perfections  of  the  sex.  I  was  abused  in 
the  public  prints,  made  the  common  talk  of  pri- 
vate rom|Kinies,  hissed  as  1  went  to  the  House  of 
Lords,  insulted  in  the  streets,  afraid  to  go  to  tin- 
theatre,  whence  the  unfortunate  Mrs  Mardyn 
had  been  driven  with  insult.  The  Examiner  was 
the  only  paper  that  dared  say  a  word  in  my 
defence,  and  Lady  Jersey  the  only  person  in  the 
fashionable  world  that  did  not  look  upon  me  as  a 
monster.  •> 

«  In  addition  to  all  these  mortifications,  my 
affairs  were  irretrievably  iinoUed,  and  almost 
so  .15  to  make  me  what  tliey  wished.  1  was  com- 
pelled to  part  with  New  stead,  wiiich  I  ne%er 
could  have  ventured  to  sell  in  my  mother's  lif<- 


time.  As  it  is,  I  shall  never  forgive  myself  for 
having  done  so,  though  1  am  told  that  the  estate 
would  not  now  bring  half  as  much  as  1  got  for  it  : 
this  does  not  at  all  reconcile  me  to  lia\ing  parted 
with  the  old  Abbey.  1  did  not  make  up  my 
mind  to  this  step  but  from  the  last  necessity;  I 
had  my  wife's  portion  to  repay,  and  was  deter- 
mined to  add  io,ooo/.  more  of  my  own  to  it, 
which  I  did  :  I  always  hated  being  in  debt,  and 
do  not  owe  a  guinea.  The  moment  I  had  put 
my  affairs  in  train,  and  in  little  more  than 
eighteen  months  after  my  marriage,  1  left  Kng- 
laiid,  an  iii\oluntary  exile,  intending  it  shouici 
be  for  ever." 

We  shall  here  avail  oursel\es  of  some  oI>scr- 
vations  by  a  powerful  and  elegant  critic,'  wlios** 
opinions  on  the  personal  character  of  Lord  Hyr»>ii, 
as  well  as  on  the  merits  of  his  poems,  are,  from 
their  originality,  candour,  and  discrimination, 
of  considerable  weight. 

«  The  charge  a{;ainst  Lord  Byron,  »  says  this 
writer  ,  -  is  ,  not  that  he  fell  a  victim  to  cv- 
ces>ive  temptations,  and  a  cond)ination  of  cir— 
enm.stances,  which  it  required  a  rare  and  extra- 
ordinary degree  of  virtue,  wisdom,  prudence, 
and  steadiness  to  .surmount;  but  that  he  aban- 
doned a  situation  of  uncommon  advantages  ,  antl 
fell  weakly,  pusillanimoiiNly,  and  selfiNhly,  when 
victory  would  have  been  easy,  and  when  deleat 
was  ignominious.  In  reply  to  this  charge,  1  drj 
not  deny  that  Lord  iUron  iidierited  some  very 
desirable,  and  even  enviable  privileges,  in  the  lot 
of  life  which  fell  to  his  share.  1  should  fal>ifv 
mv  own  sentiments  if  1  treated  li(;htly  the  gift 
of  an  ancient  Liiglish  peerage,  and  a  naini*  <;l 
honour  and  venerable  antiquity  ;  but  witlunit  .-s 
fortune  competent  to  that  rank,  it  is  not  n  lu*<l 
of  roses,  nay,  it  is  attended  with  many  and  ex- 
treme ditticulties,  and  the  diHicultics  are  exact U 
such  as  a  {{tniiis  and  temper  like  Lord  By  roii  s 
were  least  calculated  to  meet— at  any  rate,  le.ist 
calculated  to  meet  under  the  peculiar  collater.tl 
circumstancis  in  which  be  was  placed.  His  iii- 
c«)me  was  very  narrow;  his  Newstead  propeitv 
leit  him  a  very  small  dioposable  surplus  ;  bis 
Lancashire  property  was,  ia  its  condition  ,  t  tc 
nnprodnclive.  A  pi'ofe:>sioii  ,  such  as  the  annv  , 
might  have  levsened  ,  or  almost  annihilated  tlu* 
(iitficiillies  of  his  [u'cidiar  position  ;  but  probablv 
his  jaineitess  rendered  (ids  imposNible.  lie  >*.*(*iiis 
to  have  had  a  love  of  independence  ,  which  wa> 
noble,  ami  probablv  even  an  intractability;  but 
this  temper  added  to  his  indis|)0>vition  to  bend 
iiiu\  a<lapl  liim-elf  to  his  lot.  A  dnil,  or  supple, 
or  iiilriguii);;  man  ,  without  a  siiij;le  good  qiialilv 
'  of  head  or  heart,  might  bave   nianageil   it   min  li 
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better;  he  might  hare  made  hiouelf  rabservient 
to  government,  anJ  wonned  himself  into  some 
IncratiTe  place;  or  he  might  have  lived  meanly, 
conformed  himself  stupidly  or  criDgingly  to  all 
bnmoors,  and  been  borne  onward  on  the  wings 
of  society  with  little  personal  eipeose. 

-  Lord  Byron  was  of  another  quality  and  tem- 
perament. If  the  world  would  not  conform  to 
him,  still  less  would  he  conform  to  the  world.  He 
had  all  the  manly,  baronial  pride  of  bis  ances- 
tofs,  thongh  he  had  not  all  their  wealth,  and 
their  means  of  generosity,  hospitality,  and  pa- 
tnmage.      He  had  the  will,  alas!   without  the 


I 


I 


I 


•  With  this  temper,  these  feelings,  this  genius, 
exposed  to  a  combination  of  such  untoward  and 
trying  circnmstances,  it  would  indeed  have  been 
inimitably  praiseworthy  if  Lord  Byron  could 
have  been  always  wise,  prudent,  calm,  correct, 
pure,  virtnons,  and  unassailable  : — if  he  could 
have  showm  all  the  force  and  splendour  of  his 
mighty  poetical  enet|ries,  without  any  miitnre 
of  their  doods,  their  baneful  lightnings,  or  their 
storms :  — if  he  could  have  preserved  all  his  sensi- 
bility to  every  kind  and  noble  passion,  yet  have 
remained  placid,  and  unaffected  by  the  attack  of 
any  blameable  emotion;— that  is,  it  would  have 
if  he  had  been  an  angel,  and  not 


•  Unhappily,  the  outrages  he  received^  the 
gross  calumnies  which  were  heaped  upon  him, 
even  in  the  time  of  bis  highest  favour  with  the 
public,  turned  the  delights  of  his  very  days  of 
triumph  to  poison,  and  gave  him  a  sort  of  moody, 
fierce,  and  violent  despair,  which  led  to  humours, 
acts,  nod  words,  that  mutually  aggravated  the  ill 
will  and  the  offiences  between  him  and  his  assail- 
ants. There  was  a  daring  spirit  in  his  temper 
and  his  talents,  whidi  was  always  inflamed  rather 
than  corrected  by  opposition. 

•  In  this  most  uopropitions  state  of  things, 
every  thing  that  went  wrong  was  attributed  to 
Lord  Byron,  and,  when  once  attributed,  was  as- 
sumed and  argued  upon  as  an  undeniable  fact. 
Tet,  to  my  mind,  it  is  quite  dear,  —quite  unat- 
tended by  a  particle  of  doubt,— that  in  many 
things  in  which  he  has  been  the  most  blamed,  he 
was  the  absolute  victim  of  misfortune ;  that  un- 
propitions  trains  of  events  (for  I  do  not  wish  to 
thift  the  blame  on  others)  led  to  explosions  and 
consequent  derangements,  which  no  cold,  prudent 
pretender  to  extieme  propriety  and  correctness 
could  have  averted  or  met  in  a  manner  less 
blameable  than  that  in  which  Lord  Byron  met  it. 

■  It  is  not  easy  to  conceive  a  character  less 
fitted  to  conciliate  general  sodety  by  his  manners 
and  habits  than  that  of  Lord  Byron.  It  is  pro- 
bable that  he  could  make  his  address  and  con- 


versation pleasing  to  ladies  when  he  chose  to 
please;  but,  tiMheyoungdandies  of  fashion,  noble 
and  ignoble,  he  must  have  been  very  repulsive  : 
as  long  as  he  continued  to  be  the  ton,— the  lion, 
—they  may  have  endured  him  without  opening 
their  mouths,  because  be  liad  a  frown  and  a  lash 
which  they  were  not  willing  to  encounter ;  but 
when  his  back  was  turned,  and  they  thought  it 
safe,  I  do  not  doubt  that  they  bunt  out  into  full 
cry  !  I  have  beard  complaints  of  his  vanity,  his 
peevishness,  his  desire  to  monopolise  distinction, 
his  dislike  of  all  hobbies  but  his  own.  It  is  not 
improbable  that  there  may  have  been  some  foun- 
dation for  these  compbints  :  I  am  sorry  for  it  if 
there  was ;  1  regret  such  littlenesses.  And  then 
another  part  of  the  story  is  probably  left  untold : 
we  hear  nothing  of  the  provocations  given  him ; 
—sly  hints,  curve  of  the  lip,  side  looks,  treachfr> 
rous  smiles,  flings  at  poetry,  shrugs  at  noble  au- 
thors, sbng  jokesi  idiotic  bets,  enigmatical  ap- 
pointments, and  boasts  of  bdng  senseless  brutes ! 
We  do  not  hear  repeated  the  jest  of  the  glory  of 
tlie  Jew,  that  buys  the  ruined  peer's  falling  castle; 
the  d— d  good  fellow,  that  keeps  the  finest  stud 
and  the  best  hounds  in  the  country  out  of  the 
snippings  and  odds  and  ends  of  his  contract;  and 
the  famous  good  match  that  the  duke's  daughter 
is  going  to  make  with  Dick  Wigly,  the  sen  of  the 
rich  slave-merchant  at  Liverpool !  Wo  do  not 
hear  the  clever  dry  jests  whispered  round  the 
table  by  Mr  —  — ,  eldest  son  of  the  new  and  rich 

Lord ,  by  young  Mr ,  only  son  of  Lord — , 

the  ei-lords  A.,  B.,  and  C,  sons  of  the  three  Irish 
Union  earls,  great  borough-holders,  and  the  very 

grave  and  sarcastic  Lord ,  who  believes  that 

he  has  the  monopoly  of  all  the  talents  and  all  the 
political  and  legislative  knowledge  of  the  king- 
dom, and  that  a  poet  and  a  bellman  are  only  fit 
to  be  yoked  together. 

•  Thus,  then,  was  this  illustrioos  and  mighty 
poet  driven  into  exile !  Yes,  driven  !  Who  would 
live  in  a  country  in  which  he  had  been  so  used, 
even  thongh  it  was  the  land  of  his  nativity,  the 
land  of  a  tlionsand  noble  ancestors,  the  land  of 
freedom,  the  land  where  his  head  had  been 
crovmed  with  laurels,  —  hut  where  his  heart  had 
been  tortured  ;  where  all  his  most  generous  and 
most  noble  thoughts  had  been  distorted  and  ren- 
dered ugly,  and  where  his  slightest  errors  and 
indiscretions  had  been  magnified  into  hideous 
crimes?* 

Ix>rd  Byron's  own  opinions  on  the  connubial 
state  are  thus  related  by  (^ptain  Parry :  -> 

•  There  are,  »  said  his  lordship,  ■  so  many  un- 
definable,  and  nameless,  and  not-lo-he  named 
causes  of  dislike,  aversion,  and  disgust,  in  the  ma- 
trimonial state,  that  it  is  always  impouible  for 
the  public,  or  the  best  friends  of  the  parties,  to 
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judge  between  man  and  wife.  Theirs  is  a  relation 
about  which  nobody  but  themselves  can  form  a 
correct  idea,  or  have  any  right  to  speak.  As  long 
as  neither  party  commits  gross  injustice  towards 
the  other ;  as  long  as  neither  the  woman  nor  the 
man  is  guilty  of  any  offence  which  is  injurious  to 
the  community  ;  as  long  as  the  husband  provides 
for  his  offspring,  and  secures  the  public  against 
the  dangers  arising  from  their  neglected  educa- 
tion, or  from  the  charge  of  supporting  them;  by 
what  right  does  it  censure  him  for  ceasing  to 
dwell  under  the  same  roof  with  a  womau,  who 
is  to  him,  because  he  knows  her,  while  others  do 
not,  an  object  of  loathing?  Can  any  thing  be 
more  monstrous  than  for  the  public  voice  to  com- 
pel individuals  who  dislike  each  other  to  con- 
tinue their  cohabitation  ?  This  is  at  least  the 
effect  of  its  interfering  with  a  relationship,  of 
which  it  has  no  possible  means  of  judging.  It 
does  not  indeed  drag  a  man  to  a  woman's  bed 
by  physical  force,  but  it  does  exert  a  moral  force 
continually  and  effectively  to  accomplish  the 
same  purpose.  Nobody  can  escape  this  force  but 
those  who  are  too  high,  or  those  who  are  too  low, 
for  public  opinion  to  reach ;  or  those  hypocrites 
who  are,  before  others,  the  loudest  in  their  ap- 
probation of  the  empty  and  unmeaning  forms  of 
society,  that  they  may  securely  indulge  all  their 
propensities  in  secret.  1  have  suffered  amazingly 
from  this  interference ;  for  though  I  set  it  at  de- 
fiance, I  was  neither  too  high  nor  too  low  to  be 
reached  by  it,  and  I  was  not  hypocrite  enough 
to  guard  myself  from  its  consequences. 

•  What  do  they  say  of  my  family  affairs  in 
England,  Parry  ?  My  story,  I  suppose,  like  other 
minor  events,  interested  the  people  for  a  day, 
and  was  then  forgotten?*  I  replied,  no;  I 
thought,  owing  to  the  very  great  interest  the  pub- 
lic took  in  bim,  it  was  still  remembered  and 
talked  about.  I  mentioned  that  it  was  generally 
supposed  a  difference  of  religious  sentiments  be- 
tween him  and  Lady  Byron  had  caused  the  pub- 
lic breach,  m  No,  Parry,  »  was  the  reply;  •  Lady 
Byron  has  a  liberal  mind,  particularly  as  to 
religious  opinions;  and  I  wish,  when  I  married 
her,  that  I  had  po$.sessed  the  same  command  over 
myself  that  1  now  do.  Had  I  possessed  a  little  more 
wisdom,  and  more  forbearance,  we  might  have 
been  happy.  1  wished,  when  1  was  first  married, 
to  have  remained  in  the  country,  particularly  till 
my  pecuniary  embarrassments  were  over.  I  knew 
the  society  of  London ;  1  knew  the  characters  of 
many  of  those  who  are  called  ladies,  with  whom 
l^dy  Byron  would  necessarily  have  to  associate, 
and  I  dreaded  her  contact  with  them.  But  I  have 
too  much  of  my  mother  about  me  to  be  dictated 
to  :  1  like  freedom  from  constraint ;  1  hate  arti- 
ficial regulations :  my  comluct  ha.s  always  been 


dictated  by  my  own  feelings,  and  Lady  Byron 
was  quite  the  creature  of  rules.  She  was  not 
permitted  either  to  ride,  or  run,  or  walk,  but  as 
the  physician  prescribed.  She  was  not  suffered 
to  go  out  when  I  wished  to  go  :  and  then  the  old 
house  was  a  mere  ghost-house;  1  dreamed  of 
ghosts,  and  thought  of  them  waking.  It  was  au 
existence  i  could  not  support.  >•  Here  Lord  Byron 
broke  off  abruptly,  saying,  «  I  hate  to  speak  of 
my  family  affairs;  though  1  have  been  compelled 
to  talk  nonsense  concerning  them  to  some  of  my 
butterfly  visitors,  glad  on  any  terms  to  get  rid 
of  their  importunities.  I  long  to  be  again  on  tbe 
mountains.  I  am  fond  of  solitude,  and  should 
never  talk  nonsense  if  I  always  found  plain  meu 
to  talk  to.  » 

In  the  spring  of  i8i6.  Lord  Byron  quitted 
England,  to  return  to  it  no  more,  lie  crossed 
over  to  France,  through  which  he  }>assed  rapidly 
to  Brussels,  taking  in  his  way  a  survey  of  the  field 
of  Waterloo.  He  then  proceeded  to  Coblentz, 
and  up  the  Hhine  to  Basle.  He  passed  the  summer 
on  the  banks  of  the  lake  of  Geneva.  With  what 
enthusiasm  he  enjoyed  its  scenery',  his  own 
poetry  soon  exhibited  to  the  world.  The  third 
canto  of  Chihle  Harold,  Manfred,  and  the  Pri- 
soner of  Chillon  were  composed  at  the  Camfxjyno 
Duniatij  at  Coljgn^',  a  mile  from  Geneva. 

The  anecdotes  that  follow  are  given  as  his 
lordship  related  them  to  Captain  Mcdwin  : 

«  Switzerland  is  a  country  1  have  been  satisfie<i 
with  seeing  once;  Turkey  1  could  live  in  forever. 
I  never  forget  my  predilections.  I  was  in  a 
wretched  state  of  health,  and  worse  spirits,  when 
I  was  at  Geneva;  but  quiet  and  the  lake,  physi- 
cians better  than  Polidori,  soon  set  me  up.  I 
never  led  so  moral  a  life  as  during  my  residence 
in  that  country  ;  but  1  gained  no  credit  by  it. 
Where  there  is  a  mortification,  there  ought  to  be 
reward.  On  the  contrary,  there  is  no  story  so 
absurd  that  they  did  not  invent  at  my  cost.  I 
was  watched  by  glasses  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  lake,  and  by  glasses  too  that  must  have  had 
very  distorted  optics.  1  was  waylaid  in  my  even- 
ing drives — 1  was  accused  of  corrupting  all  the 
griscttcs  in  the  rue  Basse.  I  belie\e  that  they 
looked  u|K>n  me  as  a  man-monster  worse  than  tbe 

«  I  knew  very  few  of  the  Genevese.  Heutsh 
was  very  civil  to  me;  and  I  have  a  great  respect 
for  Sismondi.  1  was  forced  to  return  the  civili- 
ties of  one  of  their  professors  by  asking  him,  and 
an  old  gentleman,  a  friend  of  (rray's,  to  dine 
with  me.  i  had  gone  out  to  sail  early  in  the 
morning,  and  the  wind  prevented  me  from  re- 
turning in  time  for  dinner.  I  understand  that  I 
offended  them  mortally.  Polidori  <lid  the  ho- 
nours. 
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Shttllcy,  Monk  Uwit,  aod  Hob* 
alaaat  Um  ooly  Engliih  paopk  I  mw. 
;  lihoweda  distatte  foriociety  attlttt 
wtmt  little  aaoof  the  Geoewmt ;  ba- 
I  coald  oo(  speak  Fmch.  What  b  beoone 
of  my  boalmatt  aaid  boat?  1  tappoae  the  ii  rot- 
teo  ;  eba  wM  nerer  worth  mocb.  When  1  went 
the  tour  of*  the  lake  in  bar  with  Shelley  and  Hob- 
was  ncariy  wrecked  near  the  i«ry 
floiDt-Pieaz  and  Jalia  were  in  daa|^ 
drowned.  It  would  bare  been  claiacal  to 
loet  there,  bnt  not  to  agreeable.  Sbel- 
tbe  lake  nnch  oflcner  than  1,  at  all 
honn  of  the  nigfac  and  day :  be  alaoft  lived  on 
•t ;  hie  greet  rage  is  a  boat.  We  are  both  bnild- 
ing  mam  at  Genoa,  I  a  yacht,  and  he  an  open 


•pot 

of 


m  SoMebody  pawsssed  Madana  de  Stael  with 
an  opittioB  of  ny  iaiMorality.  1  used  occasion- 
ally 10  viett  her  at  Coppot ;  and  once  she  invited 
■e  to  a  tenUy-dinnor,  and  I  found  tbefoonfttll 
of  strange ■  I,  who  had  come  to  stare  at  me  «  at 
soom  onflandisb  beast  in  a  raree-show.  One  of 
the  ladies  Csiated,  and  the  rsst  kiokcd  as  if 
mmnic  mafeaty  had  been  among  them. 
de  Stad  took  the  liberty  to  read  bm  a  lectars  be- 
hn  this  crowd,  to  which  I  onTy  mode  her  a  low 


•  His  hirdehip's  travelliog  eqnipege  was  rather 
a  singnlar  one,  and  afforded  a  strange  catalogue 
for  Att  Dogana  :  seven  servants,  five  carriages, 
aiac  horses,  a  monkey,  a  boii-dog  and  mastiff, 
two  cuts,  three  pee  fowls  and  some  hens  (1  do  not 
know  wbctber  1  have  classed  them  in  order  of 
rank),  fomed  part  of  bis  live  stock ;  these,  and 
all  his  books,  consisting  of  a  very  large  library 
of  Bwdurn  works  (for  be  bought  all  the  best  that 
came  out!),  together  with  a  vast  quantity  of  fami- 
lare,  might  well  be  termed,  vrith  Caesar,  '  impe> 


From  tbe  oommeneemeat  of  the  year  1817  to 
that  of  1810,  Lord  Byron's  principal  residence 
was  Yenieewhere  he  continued  to  employ  himself 
in  poetical  composition  with  an  eoeigy  still  in- 
creaeing.  He  wrote  there  the  Lament  of  Tasso, 
the  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold,  tbe  dramas 
of  Marino  Faliero,  and  the  Two  Foscari  ;  Beppo, 
Maacppa,  and  the  earlier  cantos  of  Don  Joan. 

Cooeidering  these  only  with  regard  to  intel- 
Icctnal  activity  and  force,  there  can  be  no  diffie- 
reace  of  opinion ;  though  there  may  be  as  to  their 
degree  of  poetical  eicellence,  the  class  in  the 
scale  of  literary  merit  to  which  they  belong,  and 
their  moral,  nrfigions,  and  political  tendencies. 
The  I  BMBsit  of  Taaso,  which  abounds  in  the  most 
perfoct  poetry,  » liable  to  no  couaterralling  ob- 
OB  the  part  of  the  momlist. 


Manfred  was  the  first  of  Lord  Byron's  dramatic 
poems,  and,  is  perhaps  the  finest.  The  melan 
choly  ismoflu  heartfelt,aod  the  stem  haughtinem 
of  the  principal  character  is  altogether  of  an  in-> 
tellectnal  cast :  the  conception  of  this  character  n 
Miltonic  Tbe  poet  has  made  him  worthy  to 
abide  amongst  those  •  polaces  of  nature,*  those 
•  icy  halls,*  •where  forms  and  foils  the  av^ 
bndie.*  Manfred  stands  up  againet  the  stupen* 
dons  scenery  of  the  poem,  and  is  as  fofty,  tower* 
ing,  and  grand  as  the  mounUtns :  when  we  plcturs 
him  in  imagination  he  assumes  a  shape  of  height 
and  independent  dignity,  shining  In  itt  own 
splendour  amongst  the  snowy  summits  which  he 
was  accustomed  to  climb.  The  paision,  in  this 
composition,  is  forvid  and  impetuous,  deep  and 
foil  throughout,  while  the  music  of  the  language 
is  solemn  and  touching.  The  first  idea  of  the 
descriptive  peasages  of  thb  beaatifol  poem  wiH 
be  easily  recognised  in  the  following  extract  from 
Lord  Byron's  travelling  memorandum-book. 

•  Sept.  27,  1816.  Left  Thun  in  a  boat,  which 
carried  us  the  length  of  this  bke  in  three  hours. 
Tbe  lake  small,  but  the  benks  fine--rocks  down 
to  the  watet^s  edge— lended  at  Newfaottse.  Passed 
Interlachett— entered  upon  a  range  of  scenes 
beyond  all  description  or  previous  eonceptiou. 
Passed  a  rock  bearing  an  inscription— two  bro* 
thers— one  asurdered  the  other •-jast  the  place 
for  it  After  a  variety  of  windings  came  to  an 
enormoos  rock — arrived  at  tbe  foot  of  the  mou»» 
uin  (the  Jongfraw)~gUders— torrents— one  of 
these  900  foot  visible  descent— lodge  at  the  cu* 
rate's— set  oat  to  see  the  valley  aboard  an  ava* 
lanche  fall,  like  thnuder!— glaciers  enormous- 
storm  comes  on— thunder  and  lightning,  and 
hail !  all  in  perfoction  and  beantifol.  The  tor» 
rent  is  in  shape,  curviog  over  the  rock,  like  the 
uil  of  the  white  horw  streaming  in  the  wind— 
just  as  might  be  conceived  would  be  that  of  the 
'  Pale  HofM,*  on  which  Death  is  mounted  in  the 
Apocalypse.  It  is  neither  mist  nor  water,  but 
a  something  between  both;  its  immense  height 
gives  it  a  wave,  a  curve,  a  spreading  here,  a  con* 
dension  there— wonderfol— indescribable. 

•  Sept  s3.  Ascent  of  the  Wingren,  the  DitiH 
dargent  shining  like  troth  on  one  side,  on  the 
other  tbe  clouds  rose  from  the  opposite  valley, 
curling  up  perpendicniar  precipices,  Uh§  thefomm 
o^  the  ocean  of  Ml  during  e  *pnng  tide  f  It  was 
white  and  solphory,  and  immeasurably  deep  In 
appearance.  The  side  we  ascended  was  of  eouive 
not  of  so  precipitous  a  nature,  hot  on  arriving 
at  the  summit  we  looked  down  on  the  other  side 
upon  a  boiling  sea  of  dond,  dashing  against  the 
crag  on  which  we  stood.  Arrived  at  the  Green- 
derwold ;  mounted  and  rode  to  the  higher  gla- 
cier—twilight, but  distinct— very  fine— glacier 


XXIV 


LIFE  OF  LORD  BYHON. 


like  a  frozen  hurricane — starlight  beautifal — the 
whole  of  the  day  was  fine,  and,  in  point  of  wea- 
ther, as  the  day  in  which  Paradise  was  made. 
Passed  whole  woods  of  withered  pines — all  wi- 
thered— trunks  stripped  and  lifeless— done  by  a 
single  winter." 

Of  lord  Dyron's  tragedies  we  shall  merely  re- 
mark, with  reference  to  the  particular  nature  of 
their  tragic  character,  that  their  effect  is  rather 
grand,  terrible,  and  terrific,  than  mollifying,  sub- 
duing, or  pathetic.  As  dramatic  poems  they 
possess  much  beauty  and  origiuality. 

The  style  and  nature  of  the  poem  of  Don  Juan 
forms  a  singularly  felicitous  mixture  of  burlesque 
and  pathos,  of  humorous  observation  and  the 
higher  elements  of  poetical  composition.  Never 
was  the  English  language  festooned  into  more 
luxurious  stanzas  than  iu  Don  Juan  :  the  noble 
author  shows  an  absolute  control  over  his  means, 
and  at  every  cadence^  rhyme,  or  construction, 
however  whimsical,  delights  us  with  novel  and 
magical  associations.  We  heartily  wish,  that 
the  fine  poetry  so  richly  scattered  through  the 
sixteen  cantos  of  this  most  original  and  astonish- 
ing production,  had  not  been  mixed  up  with 
much  that  is  equally  frivolous  as  foolish ;  and 
sincerely  do  we  regret,  that  the  alloying  dross  of 
sensuality  should  run  so  freely  through  the  other- 
wise rich  vein  of  the  author's  verse. 

Whilst  at  Venice,  Byron  displayed  a  noble  in- 
stance of  generosity.  The  house  of  a  shoemaker, 
near  his  lordship's  residence  in  St  Samuel,  was 
burnt  to  the  ground,  with  every  article  it  con- 
tained, and  the  proprietor  reduced  with  a  large 
family  to  the  greatest  iiidi{;ence.  When  his  lord- 
ship ascertained  the  afflicting  circumstances  of 
that  calamity,  he  not  only  ordered  a  new  and 
superior  habitation  to  be  immediately  built  fur 
the  sufferer,  the  whole  expense  of  which  was  borne 
by  him,  but  also  presented  the  unfortunate  trades- 
man with  a  sum  equal  in  value  to  the  whole  of 
his  lost  stock  in  trade  and  furniture. 

Lord  Byron  avoided  as  much  as  possible  any 
intercourse  with  his  countrymen  at  Venice;  and 
this  seems  to  have  been  in  a  great  measure  neces- 
sary in  order  to  prevent  the  intrusion  of  imperti- 
nent curiosity.  In  the  appendix  to  one  of  his 
poems,  written  with  reference  to  a  book  of  travels, 
the  author  of  which  disclaimed  any  wish  to  be 
introduced  to  the  noble  lord,  he  loftily  and  sar- 
castically chastises  the  incivility  of  such  a  gra- 
tuitous declaration,  expresses  his  •  utter  abhor- 
rence of  any  contact  with  the  travelling  English  ;» 
and  thus  concludes  :  «  Except  Lords  Lansdowne, 
Jersey,  and  Lauderdale,  Messrs.  Scott,  Hammond, 
Sir  Humphrey  Davy,  the  late  Mr  Lewis,  W. 
Bankes,  M.  Hoppncr,  Thomas  Moore,  Lord  Kin- 
naird,  his  brother,  Mr  Jov,  and  Mr  Hobhouse, 


I  do  not  recollect  to  have  exchanged  a  word  with 
another  Englishman  since  I  left  their  country, 
and  almost  all  these  I  had  known  before,  liic 
others,  and  God  knows  there  were  some  hundreds, 
who  bored  me  with  letters  or  visits,  I  refused  to 
have  any  communication  with ;  and  shall  be  proud 
and  happy  when  that  wi.<tli  becomes  mutual." 

After  a  residence  of  three  years  at  Venice, 
Lord  Byron  removed  to  Havenna,  towards  the 
close  of  the  year  i8iy.  Here  he  wrote  the  Pro- 
phecy of  Dante,  which  exhibited  a  new  specimen 
of  the  astonishing  variety  of  strcn[;th  and  ex- 
pansion of  facidties  he  possessed  and  exercised. 
About  the  same  time  he  wrote  Sardanapaln>«,  a 
tragedy;  Cain,  a  mystery;  and  Heaven  and  Kartli, 
a  mystery.  Though  there  are  some  obvious  rea- 
sons which  render  Sardauapalus  unfit  for  the 
English  stage,  it  is,  on  the  whole,  the  most 
splendid  specimen  which  our  language  alfords  of 
that  species  of  tragedy  which  was  the  exclusive 
object  of  Lord  Byron's  admiration.  Cain  is  one 
of  the  productions  which  has  subjected  its  ncble 
author  to  the  severest  denunciations,  on  account 
of  the  crime  of  impiety  alleged  against  it;  as  it 
seems  to  have  a  tendency  to  call  in  question  the 
benevolence  of  Providence.  In  answer  to  the 
loud  and  general  outcry  which  this  production 
occasioned.  Lord  Byron  observed,  in  a  letter  to 
his  publisher,  «If  *Cain'  Le  bla-^phemous,  'Pa- 
radise Lost'  is  blasphemous,  and  the  words  of 
the  Oxford  gentleman,  *EviI,  be  thou  ray  {;ood,' 
are  from  that  very  poem  from  tJic  mouth  of 
Satan ;  and  is  there  any  thing  more  in  that  of 
Lucifer  in  the  nivsterv?  *Cain'  is  nothinj'  more 
than  a  drama,  not  a  piece  of  argument  :  if  Lu- 
cifer and  Cain  speak  as  the  first  rebel  and  first 
murderer  may  be  supposed  to  s|>eak,  nearly  all 
the  rest  of  the  personages  talk  also  arcordiufj  to 
their  characters;  and  tlie  str()n«j[er  passions  have 
ever  been  permitted  to  the  drama.  1  have 
avoided  introducing  the  Deity  as  in  scripture, 
though  Miltou  <locs,  and  not  very  wisely  either  : 
but  have  adopted  his  angel  as  sent  to  Cain  in- 
stead, on  purpose  to  avoid  shocking  any  feelings 
on  the  subject,  by  falling  short  of  what  all  un- 
inspired men  must  fall  short  in,  vi/..  giving  an 
adequate  notion  of  the  effect  of  the  presence  of 
Jehovah.  The  old  niy>leries  introduced  him  libe- 
rally enough,  and  all  this  I  avoided  in  the  new  one.  • 

An  event  occurred  at  Havenna  during  his 
lordship's  stay  there,  which  made  a  deep  impres- 
sion on  him,  and  to  which  he  alludes  in  the  fihli 
canto  of  Don  Juan.  The  military  commandant 
of  the  place,  suspected  of  being  secutly  a  Carbo- 
naro,  but  too  powerful  a  man  to  hv.  arrested,  was 
assassinated  opposite  Lord  Byro.i'>  palace.  His 
lordship  had  his  fool  in  the  stirrup  at  the  usual 
hour  of  exercise,   when  his  horse  started   at  tlie 
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rrport  of  a  gun ;  on  looking  ap.  Lord  Byron  per- 
c«iv(^  a  man  throw  down  a  carbine  and  run 
away  at  fall  apeed,  and  another  man  atretched 
Tipon  the  paTemeot  a  few  yardt  dlitant;  it  was 
the  unhappy  commandant,  A  crowd  was  soon 
cxtUected,  bat  no  one  ventured  to  offer  the  least 
a^ustance.  Lord  Byron  directed  his  servant  to 
liit  up  the  bleeding  body,  and  carry  it  into  his  f^- 
U<-e;  tboagb  it  was  represented  to  him  that  by 
duiof^  so  he  woold  confirm  the  suspicion,  which 
WAS  already  entertained,  of  bis  belunginj;  to  the 
uiDe  party.  Such  an  apprrbetiMou  could  have 
hjfi  no  eBect  on  Byron's  mind  when  an  act  of 
homanity  was  to  be  performed:  he  assisted  in 
bnring  the  victim  of  assassination  into  the  house, 
aD«i  putting  him  on  a  bed ;  but  he  was  already 
(J^ad  from  sereral  wounds.  •  He  appeared  to  have 
breathed  his  last  without  a  struggle,*  said  his 
lordship,  wben  afterwards  recounting  the  affair. 
•  I  ne^er  saw  a  countenance  so  calm.  His  adjutant 
fallowed  the  corpse  into  the  house;  I  remember 
bu  tamentation  over  him :— 'Povero  diavolo !  non 
air«a  fatto  male,  anch^  ad  on  cane.'*  The  fol- 
io viog  were  the  noble  writer  s  poetical  reflections 
to  Don  Joan)  on  viewing  the  dead  body  : 

-I  gameS  (ai  oft  1  ga^^  ihr  lame) 


Ta  trr  if  I  cnold  wrrnch  auj^hl  out  of  dcvth, 
Whidi  abould  coafinD^  or  shake,  or  make  a  Ctitb ; 


Bol  it  was  all  a  mystery  ; — here  we  are, 
koA  there  we  go ; — bat  wherr  ?  Five  bits  of  lead, 

Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  very  f«r. 
And  it  thia  blood,  then,  fbrm'd  bat  to  be  sited? 

Cm  every  eleoaeaC  oar  rlemenU  mar  T 
lad  air,  earth.  «rater,  fire, — live,  and  wr  deed  ? 

Wr  «  boae  minds  coaiprehend  all  tbingt ! — No  more : 

B«i  let  as  to  the  story  as  before. 

That  a  being  of  such  capabilities  should  ab- 
stractedly, and  without  an  attempt  to  throw  the 
rap«>nsibt!ity  on  a  fictitioos  personage,  have 
avowed  soch  startling  doubts,  wa«  a  daring  which, 
whatever  might  have  been  Ids  private  opiuion,  he 
ought  not  to  havehaxarded. 

« It  b  difficult,*  observes  Captain  Medwin,  « to 
judge,  from  the  contradictory  nature  of  his  wrii- 
io^,  what  the  religious  opinions  of  Lord  Byron 
reallv  were.  From  the  conversations  I  held  with 
him,  on  the  whole,  I  am  inclined  to  think  that,  if 
be  were  occasionally  sceptical,  and  thought  it,  as 
he  sa^  s  in  Don  Juan, 


-A  pleasaot  voya^^e,  perhaps,  to  float 


Like  Pyrrfao,  in  a  sea  of  spcculalioa, 

yet  his  wavering  never  amounted  to  a  disbelief 
in  the  divine  Founder  of  Christianity. 

•  Calling  on  him  one  day,*  continncs  the  Cap- 
tain, *  we  found  him,  as  was  sometimes  the  case, 
•ilent,  dull,  and  sombre.  At  length  he  said  : 
'Here  is  a  little  book  somebody  has  sent  me 
about  Christianity,  that  has  made  me  very  uih 


comfortable;  the  reasoning  seems  to  me  very 
strong,  the  prood  are  very  staggering.  I  don't 
think  you  can  answer  it,  SShelley,  at  least  I  am 
sure  I  can't,  and  what  is  more,  I  don't  wish  it.' 

•  iipeaking  of  Gibbon,  Lord  Byron  said :  *  L  — 

B thought  the  question  set  at  rest  in   the 

History  of  the  Decline  and  Fall,  but  I  am  not  so 
eu«ily  convinced.  It  is  not  a  matter  of  volition 
to  nnb4'lie%e.  Who  likes  to  own  that  he  has 
been  a  fool  all  his  life, — to  unlearn  all  that  he 
has  been  taught  in  hit  youth,  or  can  think  that 
some  of  the  best  men  that  ever  lived  hcve  been 
fools?  1  don't  know  why  I  am  considered  on 
unbeliever.  I  disowned  the  other  day  that  I 
was  of  Shelley's  st'hool  in  metaphysics,  though 
I  admired  his  poetry ;  not  but  what  he  has 
changed  his  mode  of  thinking  very  much  since 
he  wrote  the  notes  to  •  Queen  Mab,*  which  I 
was  accused  of  having  a  hand  in.  I  know,  how- 
ever, that  I  am  considered  an  infidel.  My  wife 
and  sister,  when  they  joined  parties,  sent  me 
prayer-books.  There  was  a  Mr  Mulork,  who 
went  about  the  continent  preaching  orthodoxy 
in  politics  and  religion,  a  writer  of  bad  sonnets, 
and  a  lecturer  in  worse  prose,  ~  he  tried  tooon> 
vert  me  to  s«>me  new  sect  of  Christianity.  He 
was  a  great  anti-materialist,  and  abused  Locke.' 

•  On  another  occasion  he  snid  :  *l  have  just 
received  a  letter  from  a  Mr  Sheppard,  inclosing 
a  prayer  made  IVir  my  welfare  by  his  >%ife  a  few 
days  before  her  death.  The  letter  stales  that  he 
has  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  this  ambble  wo* 
man,  who  had  seen  me  at  Ramsgate,  many  \ears 
ago,  rambling  among  the  cliffs;  that  she  had 
been  impressed  with  a  sense  of  my  irreligion 
from  the  tenor  of  my  works,  and  had  often 
prayed  fervently  for  my  conversion,  particularly 
in  her  last  mnrnenls.  The  prayer  is  braulifully 
written.  I  like  dr%otion  in  uorocn.  She  must 
have  been  a  divine  creature.  I  pily  the  man 
who  has  lost  her !  I  shall  write  to  him  by  re- 
turn of  the  courier,  to  condole  with  him,  and 
tell  biro  that  Mrs  S.  need  not  ha>e  entertained 
any  concern  for  my  spiritual  affairs,  for  that 
no  man  is  more  ff  a  thristian  than  I  am,  whatever 
my  writings  may  have  led  her  and  others  to 
suspect.'* 

In  the  autumn  of  i8ii,  the  noble  bard  re- 
moved to  Pisa,  in  Tusc.'iny.  He  took  up  his  ren- 
dence  in  the  Laufranchi  Palace,  and  en{;.i(*rd  in 
an  intrigue  with  the  lieautiful  Guicciuli,  wife 
of  the  count  of  that  name,  which  conneiton,  with 
more  than  his  usual  constancy,  he  maintained 
for  nearly  three  years ;  during  which  period  the 
countess  was  separated  from  her  husband,  on  an 
application  from  the  latter  to  the  Pope. 

The  following  t4  a  sketch  of  this  •  fair  en- 
chantress,* as  takeu  at  the  time  the  itatson  was 
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formed  betMreen  her  and  Byron.     «  The  coun- 
tess is  tMrenty-(hree  years  of  age,  though  she  ap- 
pears no  more  than  seventeen  or  eighteen.  Unlike 
most  of  the  Italian  women,  her   complexion  is 
delicately  fair.     Her  eyes,  large,  dark,  and  lan- 
guishing, are  shaded  by  the  longest  eye-lashes 
in  the  world;  and  her  hair,  which  is  ungathered 
on  her  head,  plays  over  her  falling  shoulders  in 
a  profusion  of  natural  ringlets   of  the  darkest 
auburn.     Her  figure  is,   perhaps,  too  much  em- 
bonpoint for  her  height;  but  her  bust  is  perfect. 
Her  features  want  little  of  possessing  a  Grecian 
regularity  of  outline;  and  she  has  the  most  beau- 
tiful mouth  and  teeth  imaginable.     It  is  impos- 
sible to  see  without  admiring— to  hear  theGuic- 
cioli  speak  without  being  fascinated.     Her  amia- 
biUty  and  gentleness  show  themselves  in   every 
intonation  of  her  voice,  which,  and  the  music  of 
her   perfect    Italian,  give  a  peculiar  charm   to 
every  thing  she  utters.     Grace  and  elegance  seem 
component  parts  of  her  nature.    Notwithstanding 
that  she  adores  Lord  Byron,  it  is  evident  that 
the  exile  and  poverty  of  her  aged  father  some- 
times affect  her  spirits,  and  throw  a  shade   of 
melancholy  on  her  countenance,  which  adds  to 
the  deep  interest  this  lovely  woman  creates.  Her 
conversation  is  lively,  without  being  learned;  she 
has  read  all  the  best  authors  of  her  own  and  the 
French  language.     She  often  conceals  what  she 
knows,  from  the  fear  of  being  thought  to  know 
too  much,  possibly  from  being  aware  that  Lord 
Byron  was  not  fond  of  blues.     He  is  certainly 
very  much  attached   to  her,  without  being  ac- 
tually in  love.    His  description  of  the  Georgioni 
in  the  Manfrini  Palace  at  Venice  is  meant  for  the 
countess.     The  beautiful  sonnet  perfixed    to  the 
*  Prophecy  of  Dante  was  addressed  to  her.* 

The  annexed  lines,  written  by  Byron  when  he 
was  about  to  quit  Venice  to  join  the  countess  at 
Ravenna,  will  show  the  state  of  his  feelings  at 
that  time  : 

River  '  tli.'it  rollest  by  the  ancient  -vrall^ 

Where  dwells  the  lady  of  my  love,  \ihen  she 

Walks  hy  the  brink,  and  there  perchance  recjjs 
A  faint  and  fleeting  memory  of  nic  : 

What  if  thy  deep  and  ample  stream  should  be 
A  mirror  of  my  heart,  where  she  may  read 

The  thou'iand  ihouf.lits  I  now  betray  to  thee, 
Wild  as  thy  wave,  and  headlong  as  thy  speed  ? 

What  do  I  say — a  mirror  of  my  heart  ? 

Are  not  thy  waters  swcepinf;,  dnrk,  aw\  strong? 
Such  as  mv  feelinps  were  and  are,  thon  art; 

And  such  as  thou  art,  were  my  passions  long. 

Time  may  have  somewhat  tamed  ihem;  not  for  ever 
Thou  ovcrflow'sl  thy  banks ;  and  not  for  aye 

Thy  bosom  overboils,  congenial  river! 

'lliy  floods  sub&idc,  and  mine  have  sunk  away — 

'  The  Po. 


But  left  long  vrecks  behind  them,  and  again 
Borne  on  our  old  unchanged  career,  we  move  ; 

Thou  tcndest  wildly  onward  to  the  main, 
And  I  to  loving  one  I  should  not  love. 

The  current  I  behold  will  sweep  beneath 
Her  native  walls,  and  murmur  at  her  feet ; 

Her  eyes  will  look  on  thee,  when  she  shall  breathe 
The  twilight  air,  unhann'd  by  summer  s  heal. 

She  will  look  on  thee ;  I  have  look'd  on  thee 

Full  of  that  thought,  and  from  that  moment  ne'er 

Thy  waters  could  I  dream  of,  name,  or  see, 
Without  tlic  inseparable  sigh  for  her. 

Her  bright  eyes  will  be  imaged  in  thy  stream  ; 

Yes,  they  will  meet  the  wave  I  gaze  on  now  : 
Mine  cannot  witness,  even  in  a  dream. 

That  happy  wave  repass  me  in  its  flow. 

The  wave  that  bears  my  tears  returns  ho  more  : 
Will  she  return  by  whom  that  wave  shall  sweep  ? 

Both  tread  thy  banks,  both  wander  on  thy  shore  ; 
I  near  thy  source,  she  by  the  dark  blue  deep. 

But  that  which  keepeth  us  apart  is  not 

Di«itancr,  nor  depth  of  wave  nor  space  of  earth. 

But  the  distniction  of  a  various  lot. 
As  various  us  the  climates  of  our  birth. 

A  stranger  loves  a  lady  of  the  land, 

Born  far  beyond  the  mountains,  but  his  blood 

Is  all  meridian,  as  if  never  f:inn'd 

By  the  bleak  wind  that  chills  the  polar  flood- 

My  blood  is  all  meridian ;  were  It  not, 
I  had  not  left  my  clime  ; — I  shall  not  be, 

In  spite  of  tortures  ne  er  to  be  forgot, 
A  slave  again  of  love,  at  least  of  thee. 

'T  is  vain  to  stniggle — let  me  perish  young — 
Live  as  I  lived,  and  love  as  I  have  loved  : 

To  dust  if  1  return,  ftom  dust  I  sprung. 

And  then  at  least  my  heart  can  ne'er  be  moved. 

It  is  impossil.ile  to  conceive  a  more  unvaried 
life  than  Lord  Byron  led  at  this  }>eriod  in  the 
society  of  a  few  select  friends.  Billiards,  conver- 
sation, or  reading,  filled  up  the  intervals  till  it 
was  time  to  take  the  evening-drive,  ride,  and 
pistol -practice.  He  dined  at  half  an  hour  after 
sun«set,  then  drove  to  Count  Gamba's,  the  Coun- 
tess Guicciuli's  father,  passed  several  hours  in 
her  society,  returned  to  his  palace,  and  cither 
read  or  wrote  till  two  or  three  in  the  morning  ; 
occasionally  drinking  spirits  diluted  with  water 
as  a  raediciuc,  from  a  dread  of  a  nephritic  com- 
plaint, to  which  he  was,  or  fancied  himself, 
subject. 

While  Lord  Byron  resided  at  Pisa,  a  serious 
affray  occurred,  in  which  he  was  personally  con- 
cerned. Taking  his  usual  ride,  with  some  frientis, 
one  of  tlietn  was  violently  jostled  by  a  Serjeant- 
major  of  hussars,  who  dashed,  at  full  speed, 
through  the  midst  of  the  party.  They  pursued 
and   overtook  him   near   the  Piaggia  gate ;    but 
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crcdooly  by  aboie 
aad  ■wBAtty  and  an  aCtenpc  <»  the  part  of  tka 
gaafd  at  the  gale  to  armC  tbcm.  Thb  occasioaod 
a  Kvere  acaffle,  in  which  wvcral  of  Lord  Byron's 
party  were  woondad,  at  wai  also  the  hniaar.  The 
cooscqnenee  was»  that  all  Lotd  Byron  f  icrf  anti 
(who  were  waraly  attached  to  hin,  and  had 
fhowB  great  ardonr  in  hit  defsoce)  were  hanbbed 
from  Pisa;  and  with  thmm  the  Connta  Gamba, 
father  and  eon.  Lord  Byron  was  himself  advised 
to  leave  it ;  and  as  the  conntcst  accompanied  her 
£ithcr,  he  soon  after  joined  them  at  L^hom, 
and  pasieid  aiz  weeks  at  Blonte  Nero.  Hia  retam 
to  Put  wna  occasioned  by  a  new  persecntion  of 
the  ConntB  Gnmba«  An  order  was  isMicd  lor 
them  to  leave  the  Tuscan  states  in  feur  days ; 
and  after  their  embachation  for  Genoa,  the 
coaatem  and  Lord  Byron  openly  lived  together 
at  the  Lan^nchi  Palace. 

It  waa  at  PIm  that  Byron  wrote  <  Werner,*  a 
tragedy ;  the  •  Deformed  Transformed,*  and  con- 
bmed  his  •  Don  Joan*  to  the  end  of  the  sixteenth 
canto. 

Lord  Byron's  acqoaintanca  with  Leigh  Hunt, 
the  late  editor  of  the  Examiner,  originated  in  his 
gntefal  feeling  for  the  manner  in  which  BIr  Hunt 
stood  forward  in  his  justification,  at  a  tinw  when 
the  corresit  of  public  opinion  ran  strongly  against 
him.  This  feeling  induced  him  to  invite  Mr  Hunt 
to  the  Lanfranchi  Palace,  where  a  suite  of  apart- 
ments vrere  fitted  up  for  him.  On  his  arrival  in 
the  spring  of  i8aa,  a  periodical  publication  was 
projected,  under  the  title  of  >  The  Liberal,*  of 
which  Hnnt  was  to  ha  the  editor,  and  to  which 
Lord  Byron  and  Percy  Shelley  (who  was  on  terms 
of  great  intimacy  with  his  lordship)  were  to  con- 
tribute. Three  numbers  of  the  •  Liberal*  were 
publishfld  in  London,  when,  in  consequence  of 
the  unhappy  fote  of  Mr  Shelley  (who  perished  ic 
the  Mediterranean  by  the  upsetting  of  a  boat), 
and  of  other  discottr^;ing  drcnmstances,  it  was 
discontinued. 

Byron  attended  the  foneral  of  his  poefr-firiend, 
the  following  description  of  which,  by  a  person 
who  waa  present,  is  not  without  interest :  — 

«  tSth  August,  iSia. — On  the  occasion  of 
Shelley's  melancholy  fate,  1  revisited  Pisa,  and 
OB  the  day  ot  my  arrival  learnt  that  Lord  Byron 
was  gone  to  the  sea-shore,  to  assist  in  perfiirming 
the  last  offices  to  his  friend.  We  came  to  a  spot 
marked  by  an  old  and  withered  trunk  of  a  fir- 
tree,  and  near  it,  on  the  beach,  stood  a  solitary 
but  covered  with  raeda.  The  aituation  waa  well 
calculated  for  a  poet's  grave.  A  few  weeks  before 
1  had  ridden  with  him  and  Lord  Byron  to  thievery 
spot,  which  I  afterwards  visited  more  than  once. 
In  front  waa  a  magnificent  extent  of  the  blue  and 
windlcH  Meditemnean,  with  the  isim  of  Elba 


and  Guyana,— Lord  Byron's  yacht  at  anchor  in 
the  ofiiog :  on  the  other  side  an  almost  bonnd- 
lem  extent  of  mndy  wilderness,  uncultivated  and 
uninhabited,  here  and  there  interspersed  in  tufts 
with  underwood,  curved  by  the  sea^breese  and 
stunted  by  the  barren  and  dry  nature  of  the  soil 
in  which  it  grew.  At  equal  distances  along  the 
coast  stood  high  square  towers,  for  the  doable 
purpose  of  guarding  the  comt  from  smuggling, 
and  enforcing  the  quarantine  laws.  This  view 
was  bounded  by  an  immrnse  extent  of  the  Italian 
Alps,  which  are  here  particularly  picturesque 
from  their  volcanic  and  manifold  appearances, 
and  which,  being  composed  of  white  marble,  give 
their  suaunits  the  appearance  of  snow.  As  a 
foreground  to  this  picture  appeared  as  extraor- 
dinary a  group :  Lord  Byron  and  Trelawney 
were  seen  standing  over  the  homing  pile,  with 
some  of  the  soldiers  of  the  guard;  and  Leigh 
Hunt,  whose  feelings  and  nerves  could  not  carry 
him  through  the  scene  of  horror,  lying  back  in 
the  carriage, — the  four  post-horses  ready  to  drop 
with  the  intensity  of  the  noon-day  sun.  The 
stillness  of  all  around  was  yet  more  felt  by  the 
shrill  scream  of  a  solitary  curlew,  which,  per- 
haps attracted  by  the  body,  wheeled  in  such  nar- 
row circles  round  the  pile,  that  it  might  have 
been  struck  vrith  tbe  band,  and  wa«  so  feariem 
that  it  could  not  be  driven  away.  Looking  at 
the  corpse.  Lord  Byron  said: — *  Why,  that  old 
black  silk  handkerchief  retains  its  form  better 
than  that  human  body!'  Scarcely  was  the  ce- 
remony concluded,  when  Lord  Byron,  agitated 
by  the  spectacle  he  had  witnessed,  tried  to  dis- 
sipate in  some  degree  the  impression  of  it  by  his 
favourite  recreation*  He  took  off  his  clothes, 
therefore,  and  swam  to  the  yacht,  which  was 
riding  a  few  miles  distant.  The  beat  of  the  sun 
and  checked  perspiration  threw  him  into  a  fever, 
which  he  folt  coming  on  before  he  left  the  water, 
and  which  became  more  violent  before  he  reached 
Pisa.  On  his  return  he  immediately  took  a  warm 
bath,  and  the  next  morning  was  perfectly  reco- 
vered.* 

The  enmity  between  Byron  and  Soothey,  the 
poet'laureafe,  is  as  well  knovm  as  that  between 
Pope  and  Colley  Cibber.  Their  politics  were 
diametrically  opposite,  and  the  noble  bard  re- 
garded tbe  bard  of  royalty  as  a  reneg.ido  from 
his  early  principles.  It  wns  not,  however,  so 
much  on  account  of  political  principles  that  the 
enmity  between  Byron  and  Southey  was  kept  op. 
The  peer,  in  his  satire,  had  handled  the  epics  of 
the  laureate  •  too  rooghly,*  and  this  the  latter 
deeply  resented.  Whilst  travelling  on  the  con* 
tineiit,  Southey  observed  Shelley's  name  in  the 
Album,  at  Mont  Anvert,  with  >  Atftec*  written  after 
it,  and  an  indignant  comment  in  the  same  Ian- 
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guage  written  under  it;  also  the  names  oF  some 
of  Byron's  other  friends.  The  laureate,  it  is  said, 
copied  the  names  and  the  coniment,  and,  on  his 
return  to  Kngland,  reported  the  Avhole  circum- 
stances, and  hesitated  not  to  conclude  that  Bvron 
was  of  the  same  principles  as  his  friends.  In  a 
poem  he  subsequently  wrote,  called  the  « Vision  of 
Judgment,"  he  stijjniatixed  Lord  Hyron  as  the 
father  of  the  -Satanic  School  of  Poelry.»  His 
lordship,  in  a  note  appended  to  the  ■  Two  Fos- 
cari,'»  retorted  in  a  severe  manner,  and  even 
permitted  himself  to  ridicule  Southey's  wife,  the 
sister  of  Mrs  (>oleridge,  they  having  been  at  one 
time  «  milliners  of  Rath.*  The  laureate  wrote  an 
answer  to  this  note  in  the  Courier  newspaper, 
which,  when  Byron  saw  it,  enra^^ed  him  so  much 
that  he  consulted  with  his  friends  whether  or  not 
heou(;ht  to  j»o  to  Kn,';land  to  answer  it  personally. 
In  cooler  moments,  however,  he  resolved  to  write 
the  a  Vision  of  Judgment,  ••  a  parody  on  Southey's, 
and  it  appeared  in  one  of  the  numbers  of  the  •  Li- 
beral," on  account  of  which  Hunt,  the  publisher, 
was  prosecuted  by  the  «  Constitutional  Associa- 
tion,* and  found  guilty. 

As  our  readers  may  be  curious  to  know  the 
rate  at  which  Lord  Byron  was  paid  for  his  pro- 
ductions, we  annex  the  followiug  statement,  by 
Mr  Murray,  the  bookseller,  of  the  sums  given  by 
him  for  the  copy-rights  of  most  of  his  lordship's 
works : 


Childc  Harold,  I.  H. 
.    HI. 


:^^x:* 


oo 


fJool. 

I,.')-.') 

.    IV *.    .  OjlOO 

Giaour T)?..*) 

Briilc  of  .\bydos 'JiS 

I^ra ; 

Siege  of  Corinth i^^S 

Parisina ^ii!\ 

Lament   of  Tasso .Hi  5 

Manfred .'<i  5 

Beppo .'ja'i 

Don  .luan,  L  H \,:i7.^i 

UI.IV.  V i,:->,5 

Doge  of  Venice i,o:)o 

Sard.ina|)alu.s,  Cain,  and  Foscari  i ,  i  oo 

Ma7.eppa .'»'•"► 

Prisoner  of  Chillon 'rj'i 

Sundries 


Total 


4  u> 
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Several  years  ago.  Lord  Byron  presented  his 
friend,  Mr  Thomas  Moore,  with  his  «  Memoirs,- 
written  by  himself,  with  an  understanding  that 
they  were  not  to  be  published  until  after  his 
death.  Mr  Moore,  with  the  consent  and  at  the 
de«ire  of  Loid   Byron,  sold    the    manuscript   to 


Mr  Murray,  the  liookseller,  for  the  sum  of  tvro 
thousand  guineas.     The  following  statement  by 
Mr  Moore,  will  however  show  its  fate.      •  ^Vithout 
entering  into  the  respective  claims  of  Mr  Murray 
and  myself  to  the  property  in  these  memoirs  (a 
question  which  now  that    they  are  destroyed  can 
be  but  of  little  moment  to  any  one),  it  is  suKirient 
to  say  that,  believing  the  manuscript  still   to  be 
mine,  I  placed  it  at  the  disposal  of  Lord  Byron's 
sister,  Mrs  Leigh,  with   the  sole  reservation  of  a 
protest  against    its    total    destruction ;    at   Jeasr, 
without  pre\ious  perusal  and  eonsultalioii  among 
the  parties.     The  majority  of  the  persons  proeni 
disagreed  with  this  oitinion,  and  it  was  (he  only 
ftoint  upon  which  there  did  exist  any  tliffereiice 
between    us.     The    manuscript  was  aaonlinglv 
torn  and  burnt  before  our  eyes,  and  1  immediately 
paid  to  Mr  Murray,  in  the  presence  of  the  |;«mi tie- 
men  assembled,  two  thousand  guineas,  with    in- 
terest, etc.,  being  the  amount  of  what  I  owed  him 
upon   the  security  of  my  bond,  and  for  wbicli  1 
now    stand   indebted    to   my    publishers,   Messrs 
Longman    and    Co.      Sinee   then,    tin;    family  <yi 
Lord  Byron  have,  in  a  manner  hi{;hly  honourable 
to    theiuseUes,    proposed    an     arrangem»'ijt,    l»y 
which  the  sum  thus  paid  to  Mr  Murray  mi;;lii  be 
reind)ursed  me;  but  from  feelings  and  considera- 
tions, which   it  is  unnecessary  here  to  expl.uii.  I 
have  respectfully,  but  peremptorily,  declined  their 
offer." 

As  is  the  case  with  many  men  in  affluent  cir- 
cumstances, Byron  was  at  times  more  than  ge- 
nerous; and  at  other  times,  what  might  be  call- 
ed mean.  He  once  borrowed  'tool,  in  order  to 
{{ive  it  to  the  widow  of  one  who  hati  been  bis 
friend;  he  frequently  dined  on  five  pauls,  ami 
once  gave  his  bills  to  a  lady  to  be  exacnined, 
because  he  thought  he  was  cheated.  He  paid 
looo/.  fora  yacht,  which  he  sold  again  for  3oo/., 
and  n'fused  to  give  the  sailors  their  jackets.  It 
ought,  however,  to  be  obser\ed,  that  "enerositv 
was  natural  to  him,  and  that  his  avarice,  if  it  c.ni 
be  so  termed,  was  a  mere  whim  or  caprice  of  the 
moment — a  « haracter  he  could  not  long  sustain. 
He  onre  borrowed  loo/.  to  give  to  Coleridge,  the 
poet,  the  brother-in-law  of  Southcy,  when  in 
•listress.  In  his  quarrel  with  the  laureate  he  vv.is 
provoked  to  allude  to  this  eirciimstance,  which 
rertainly  he  oiij'lit  not  to  have  done. 

']  he  following  is  a  pleasiiig  ill^tan^e  of  dtlicary 
and  benevolence. 

A  young  lady  of  considerable  talents,  but  who 
had  ne\er  been  able  t.»  Mureed  in  turning  thoiti 
to  any  proiitabie  account,  was  reduced  to  j;re;il 
hardships  through  the  misfortunes  of  her  family 
The  only  |HMsons  from  whom  she  could  have 
hoped  for  reiiet  were  abroad,  and  urged  on,  more 
by  the  sulferin.Ts  of  those  she  h^'ld    dear  than   b\- 
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her  ovo,  she  MminoiMd  op  retoladoo  to  w«iK  on 
Lord  Byron  at  hit  apartments  in  the  Albany, 
and  solicit  his  subscription  to  a  volume  of  poems : 
cbe  had  t»o  previous  knowledge  of  him  eicept 
from  bii  works,  bat  from  the  boldness  and  feeliuf; 
expressed  in  them,  she  condnded  that  he  most 
be  a  Bsan  of  kind  heart  and  amiable  disposition. 
She  entered  the  apartment  with  faltering  steps 
and  a  palpitating  heart,  bat  soon  found  courage 
to  state  her  request,  which  she  did  in  a  simple 
and  delicate  manner :  he  heard  it  with  marked 
attention  and  sympathy:  and  when  she  had  done 
ipeaking,  he,  as  if  to  divert  her  thoughts  from  a 
mbjvct  which  could  not  bat  be  painfol  to  Iter, 
began  to  convene  in  words  so  fascinating  and 
tones  so  gentle,  that  she  hardly  perceived  he  had 
been  writing,  until  he  put  a  slip  of  pajier  into  hrr 
band,  saying  it  was  his  subscription,  and  that  he 
mtni  faeartilv  wished  her  success.  •  But,*  added 
be,  •  we  are  both  young,  and  the  world  is  very 
reosorionsj  and  so  if  I  were  to  take  any  active  part 
in  procuring  sobscribers  to  your  poems,  i  fear  it 
woold  do  you  harm  rather  than  good.*  The 
>oung  lady,  overpowered  by  the  prudence  siid 
delicacy  of  bis  conduct,  took  her  leave ;  and  upon 
opening  the  paper  in  ihe  street,  which  in  her 
agitation  she  had  not  previonsly  looked  at,  »lie 
foond  ic  was  a  draft  npou  his  banker  for  fihy 
pounds! 

Byron  was  a  great  admirer  of  the  Waverley 
novels,  and  never  travelled  without  them.  aThey 
are,*  said  he  to  Captain  Med  win  one  day,  •a 
library  in  themselves,— a  perfect  literary  tres- 
larc.  1  coold  read  them  once  a  year  with  new 
pleasure.*  During  that  moniiug  he  had  liefn 
reading  one  of  Sir  Walter's  novels,  and  tlelivered, 
according  to  Med  win,  the  following  criticism. 
•  How  dilBcolt  it  is  to  say  any  thing  new  !  Who 
was  that  voloptnary  of  antiquity,  who  offered  a 
reward  for  a  new  pleasure?  Perhaps  all  nature 
and  art  could  not  supply  a  new  idea.* 

The  anxious  and  paternal  tenderness  liord  By- 
ron felt  for  bis  daughter,  is  eipressed  with  un- 
equalled beauty  and  pathos  in  the  first  stanu  of 
the  third  canto  of  Childe  Harold.  •  What  do 
yoa  think  of  Ada?*  said  he  to  Meilwin,  looking; 
earnestly  at  his  daughter's  miniature,  that  huu(| 
by  the  side  of  his  writing-uble.  •  They  tell  mc 
she  is  like  me — but  she  has  her  mother's  eyes.  It 
is  very  odd  that  my  mother  was  an  only  child ;  ~  I 
am  an  only  child;  my  wife  is  an  only  child;  and 
Jbla  is  an  only  child.  It  is  a  sin(;ular  coinci- 
dence ;  that  is  the  least  that  can  be  said  of  it.  I 
can't  help  thinkii^  it  was  destined  lo  be  so ;  and 
peihaps  it  is  best.  1  was  once  anxious  for  a  son ; 
bnt,  after  our  separation,  was  glad  to  have  bad  a 
daughter;  for  it  would  have  distressed  me  too 
much  to  have  taken  him  away  from  Lady  Byron, 


and  1  could  not  have  trusted  her  with  a  son  s 
education.     I  ha%e  no  idea  of  bo)s  being  brought 
up  by  motfaen.     I  suflered  too  much  from  that 
myself:  and  then,  wandering  about  the  world  as 
I  do,  1  could  not  take  proper  care  of  a  child; 
otherwise  I  should  not  liave  left  Allegra,  p)or 
little  thing!  at  Bavenna.     .She  has  been  a  great 
resource  to  me,  though  1  am  not  so  fond  of  her 
as  of  Ada  :  and  yet  I  mean  to  make  their  fortunes 
equal— there  wdl  be  enough  for  them  both.     I 
have  desired  in  my  will  that  Allegra  shall  not 
marry  an  llnglishuian.      The  Irish  and   Scotch 
make  better  husbands  than  we  do.     You  will 
think  it  was  an  odd   fancy;  but  I  was  not  in  the 
best  of  humours  with  my  rountr^-men  at  that 
moment — you  know  the  reason.     I  am  told  that 
Ada  is  a  little  termagant ;  I  hope  not.     I  shall 
write  to  my  sister  to  know  if  this  is  the  case :  |)er- 
haps  I  am  wrong  in  letting  Lady  Byron  have  en- 
tirely her  own  way  in  her  education.     I  hear  that 
my  name  is  not  mentioned  in  her  presence ;  that  a 
green  curtain  is  always  kept  o>er  my  portrait,  as 
over  something  forbidc*en;  and  tlut  she  is  not  to 
know  that  she  has  a  fother  till  she  comes  of  agf. 
Of  course  she  will  be  taught  to  liate  me ;  she  will 
Ite  brought  up  to  it.     I<ady  Byniti  is  cou«<-ious  ot 
all  this,  and  is  afraid  that  I  shall  s^ime  day  carry 
off  her  daughter  by  stealth  or  force.     1  might 
claim  her   of  the  Chancellor,  without    having 
recourse  lo  cither  one  or  the  other;    but  I  had 
rather  Im?  uubap|»y  m\self  than  make  her  mother 
»o;  probably  I  shall  never  see  her  again.*     Here 
he  0|ienetl  his  writiug-dcsk  and  showed  me  some 
hair,  which  he  told  me  was  his  diild's. 

In  the  autumn  of  i8i9.  Lord  Byron  quitted 
Pisa,  and  went  to  (ienoa,  where  he  remained 
throughout  the  winter.  A  letter  written  by  his 
lordship,  while  at  Genoa,  is  sin|;ularly  honour- 
able to  him,  and  is  the  more  entitled  to  notice, 
as  it  tends  to  diminish  the  credibility  of  an  asser- 
tion made  since  his  ileath,  tliat  he  could  bear  no 
rival  in  fame,  and  that  he  was  animated  with  a 
bitter  jealousy  and  hatred  of  any  |>crson  who 
withdrew  the  public  attention  from  himself.  If 
there  be  a  living  being  towards  whom,  according 
to  that  statement.  Lord  By  ion  could  have  enter- 
tained such  a  sentiment,  it  must  Itave  lieen  the 
author  of  *  Waverley.  •  And  yet,  in  a  letter  to 
Monsieur  Be)le,  dated  May  39,  183  i,  the  follow- 
ing are  the  just  and  liberal  expresvions  used  by 
Lord  Byron. 

•  There  is  one  part  of  your  observations  in  the 
pamphlet  which  I  shall  venture  to  remark  upon : 
—  it  rfgards  Walter  Scott.  You  say  that  *  hi» 
character  is  little  worthy  of  enthusiasm,'  at  the 
same  time  that  you  mention  his  productions  in 
the  manner  they  deserve.  I  have  known  Waller 
ScoU  long  and  well,  and  in  occasional  situations 
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which  call  torth  the  real  ctharacter,  and  1  can 
ansuTR  you  that  his  character  is  worthy  oF  admi- 
ration;—that,  of  all  men,  he  is  the  most  open, 
the  most  honourable,  the  most  amiable.  With  his 
])olitics  1  have  luothin^;  to  do :  they  diflcr  from 
mine,  which  renders  it  difticult  for  me  to  speak 
of  them.  But  he  is  perfectly  sincere  in  them, 
and  sincerity  may  be  humble,  but  she  cannot  be 
servile.  1  pray  you,  therefore,  to  correct  or 
soften  that  passage.  You  may,  perhaps,  attri- 
bute this  ofHciousness  of  mine  to  a  false  affecta- 
tion of  candour,  as  1  happen  to  be  a  writer  also. 
Attribute  it  to  what  motive  you  please,  but  be- 
lieve the  truth.  1  say  that  Waiter  Scott  is  as 
nearly  a  thorough  good  man  as  man  can  be,  be- 
cause I  know  it  by  experience  to  be  the  case.« 

The  motives  which  ultimately  induced  Lord 
Byron  to  leave  Italy,  and  join  the  (Greeks,  strug- 
gling for  emancipation,  <ire  sufficiently  obvious. 
It  was  in  Greece  that  his  high  poetical  faculties 
had  been  Hrst  fully  developed.  It  was  necessa- 
rily the  chosen  and  fjvourite  spot  of  a  man  of 
powerful  and  original  intellect,  of  quick  and 
sensible  feelings,  of  varied  information,  and 
who,  above  all,  was  satiated  with  common 
enjoyments,  and  disgusted  with  what  appeared 
to  him  to  be  the  formality  and  sameness  of  daily 
life.  Dwelling  upon  that  country,  as  it  is  clear 
from  all  Lord  Byron  s  writings  he  did,  with  the 
fondt^t  solicitude,  and  being  an  ardent,  though, 
perhaps,  not  a  very  systematic  lover  ol  freedom, 
he  could  be  no  unconcerned  spectator  of  its  revo- 
lution :  as  soon  as  it  seemed  to  him  that  his 
presence  might  be  useful,  he  prepared  to  visit 
once  more  the  shores  of  Greece. 

Lord  Byron  embarked  at  Leghorn,  and  ar- 
rived in  Ceplialonia  in  the  early  part  of  August, 
1823,  attended  by  a  suite  of  six  or  seven  friends, 
in  an  English  vessel  (the  Hercules,  Captain  Scott), 
which  he  had  chartered  for  the  express  purpose 
of  taking  him  to  Greece.  His  lordship  had  never 
seen  any  of  the  volcanic  mountains,  and  for  this 
purpose  the  vessel  deviated  from  its  regular 
course,  in  order  to  pass  the  island  of  Stromboli, 
and  lay  off  that  place  a  whole  night,  in  the 
hopes  of  witnes.siitg  the  usual  phenomena,  but, 
for  the  Hrst  time  within  the  memory  of  man, 
the  volcano  emitted  no  fire.  The  disappointed 
poet  was  obliged  to  proceed,  in  no  good  humour 
with  the  fabled  forge  of  Vulcan. 

Greece,  though  with  a  fair  prospect  of  ultimate 
triumph,  was  at  that  time  in  an  unsettled  state. 
The  third  campaign  had  commenced,  with  several 
instances  of  distinguished  success  — her  arms  were 
every  where  victorious,  but  her  councils  were 
distracted.  Western  Greece  was  in  a  critical 
situation,  and  although  the  heroic  Marco  Bot7^ris 
li.id  not  fallen  in  vain,  yet  the  glorious  enterprise 


iu  which  he  perished  only  checked,  but  did  uot 
prevent  the  advance  of  the  Turks  towards  Ana— 
tolica  and  Missolonghi.  This  gallant  chief, 
worthy  of  the  best  days  of  Greece,  hailed  with 
transport  Lord  Byron's  arrival  in  that  country  ; 
and  his  last  act,  before  proceeding  to  the  attack 
in  which  he  fell,  was  to  write  a  warm  invitation 
to  his  lordship  to  come  to  Missolonghi.  In  his 
letter,  which  he  addressed  to  a  friend  at  Mis- 
solonghi, Botzaris  alludes  to  almost  the  Brst  pro« 
ceeding  of  Lord  Byron  in  Greece,  which  was  the 
arming  and  provisioning  of  forty  Suliotes,  whom 
he  sent  to  join  in  the  defence  of  Missolon^^hi. 
After  the  battle  Lord  Byron  transmitted  bandages 
and  medicines,  of  which  he  had  brought  a  large 
store  from  Italy,  and  pecuniary  succour  to  those 
who  had  been  wounded.  He  had  already  made 
a  generous  offer  to  the  government.  He  says, 
in  a  letter,  «  I  offered  to  advance  a  thousand 
dollars  a  month,  for  the  succour  of  Missolonrrhi, 
and  the  Suliotes  under  Botzaris  (since  killed); 
but  the  government  have  answered  me  throu(;h 

of  this  island,  that  they  wi^h  to  confer 

witli  me  previously,  which  is,  in  fact,  saying 
they  wish  me  to  spend  my  money  in  some  olher 
direction.  I  will  take  care  that  it  is  for  the  public 
cause,  otherwise  1  will  not  advance  a  para.  The 
opposition  say  they  want  to  caj«»le  me,  and  the 
|»arty  in  power  say  the  others  wish  to  seduce  me; 
so  between  the  two,  I  have  a  difficult  part  to  play  : 
however,  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  fac- 
tions,  unless  to  reconcile  them,   if  possible.* 

Lord  Byron  established  himself  for  some  time 
at  the  small  village  of  Metaxata,  in  Gephalonia, 
and  dispatched  two  friends,  Mr  Trelawney  and 
Mr  Hamilton  Browne,  with  a  letter  to  the  Greek 
government,  in  order  to  collect  intelligence  as  to 
the  real  state  of  things.  His  lord.ship's  gene- 
rosity was  almost  daily  exercised  in  his  new 
neighbourhood,  lie  provided  for  many  Italian 
families  in  distress,  and  even  indulged  the  people 
of  the  country  in  paying  for  the  religious  ceremo- 
nies which  they  deemed  essential  to  their  success. 

Whileat  Metaxata,  an  embankment,  near  which 
several  persons  had  been  engaged  digging,  fell 
in,  and  buried  some  of  them  alive:  he  was  at 
dinner  when  he  heard  of  the  accident;  starting 
up  from  table,  he  ran  to  the  s|>ot,  accom[>anieii 
by  his  physician.  The  labourers  employed  iu 
extricating  their  companions,  soon  became  alarm- 
ed for  themselves,  and  refused  to  go  on,  saying, 
they  believed  they  had  dug  out  all  the  bodies 
which  had  been  covered  by  the  rubbish.  Byron 
endeavoured  to  force  them  to  continue  their 
exertions,  but  finding  menaces  in  vain,  he  seired 
a  spade  and  began  to  dig  most  zealously;  when 
the  peasantry  joined  hiui,  and  they  succeeded  in 
saving  two  more  persons  from  certain  death. 
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la  thtt  mean  while.  Lord  Byron's  friencb  pro- 
ceeded to  Tripolitn,  and  foand  Colocotrani  (ibe 
enemy  of  Ifavrocordeto,  who  had  been  com* 
pelled  lo  flee  fron  the  presidency)  in  great 
power;  liis  palace  was  filled  with  armed  men, 
U^  the  casUe  of  some  ancient  feudal  chief,  and 
a  food  idea  of  his  character  may  he  formed 
from  the  Jangnage  he  held.  He  declared  that 
he  had  tokl  MaTrocoidato  that,  unless  he  de- 
siited  froos  his  intrigues,  he  would  put  him  on 
an  ass  and  whip  him  ont  of  the  Morea ;  and  that 
he  had  only  Bmi  withheld  from  doing  so  by  the 
representation  of  his  friends,  who  had  said  that 
it  would  iojnre  the  cause. 

They  next  proceeded  to  Salarois,  where  the 
congress  was  sitting,  and  Mr  Trdawney  agreed 
to  accompany  Odysseus,  a  braTe  mountain  chief, 
iato  Bfcgmpoot.  At  this  time  the  Greeks  were 
peepaiing  for  many  active  enterprises.  Marco 
Botans*  brother,  with  his  Sniiotes,  and  Mavro- 
cordato,  were  to  take  charge  of  Missoionghi, 
vhicfa,  at  that  time  (October,  183  3),  was  in  a 
rery  critical  state,  being  blockaded  both  by  land 
and  sea.  •  There  have  been ,  •  says  Mr  Trelawney , 
•  thirty  battle*  fooght  and  won  by  the  late  Marco 
Botraris,  and  his  gallant  tribe  of  Suliotes,  who 
are  shat  up  in  Missoionghi.  if  it  fall,  Athens 
will  be  in  danger,  and  thounands  of  throats  cut. 
A  fow  thonsand  dollars  would  provide  ships  to 
rvKeve  it ;  a  portion  of  this  sum  is  raised— and  I 
would  roin  my  heart  to  save  this  key  of  Greece!  • 
A  report  like  thb  was  sufficient  to  show  the  point 
where  snocnnr  was  most  needed,  and  Lord  Byron's 
defrrminafion  to  relieve  Mi<solonghi  was  still 
laore  decidedly  confirmed  by  a  letter  which  he 
received  from  Mavrocordato. 

Marrocordato  was  at  this  time  endeavouring 
to  collert  a  fleet  for  the  relief  of  Missoionghi, 
and  Lord  Byron  generously  oflTercd  to  advance 
four  hundred  thonsand  piastres  (about  is. 000/.) 
to  pay  for  fitting  it  ont.  In  a  letter  in  which  he 
announceil  this  noble  intention,  he  alluded  to  the 
disieasioDS  in  Greece,  and  stated,  that  if  these 
eon  tinned,  all  hope  of  a  loan  in  England,  or  of 
assislance   Irom  abroad,  would  be  at  an  end. 

•I  must  frankly  confess,*  he  says  in  his  letter, 
«  that  unless  union  and  order  are  confirmed,  oil 
hopes  of  a  loan  will  be  in  vain,  and  all  the  as- 
uAanoe  which  the  Greeks  coold  eipect  from 
abroad,  an  assistance  which  might  be  neither 
trifling  nor  worthless,  will  be  suspended  or  de- 
itroyed ;  and,  what  is  worse,  the  great  powers 
of  Europe,  of  whom  no  one  was  an  enemy  to 
Gieeee,  hot  seemed  inclined  to  fovoor  her  in 
eoasenliag  to  the  establishment  of  an  independent 
power,  will  be  persuaded  that  the  Greeks  ore  un- 
able to  govern  themselves,  and  will,  perhaps, 
themaeives  nndertake  to  arrange  your  disorders 


in  such  a  way  as  to  blast  the  brightest  hopes  jou 
indulge,  and  that  are  indulged  by  your  friends. 
And  allow  me  to  add  once  for  all,  I  desire  the 
well-being  of  Greece,  and  nothing  else ;  I  will  do 
all  I  can  to  secure  it;  but  1  cannot  consent— I 
never  will  consent,  to  the  English  public  or 
English  individuals  being  deceived  n  lo  the  real 
state  of  Greek  affairs.  The  rest,  gentlemen,  de» 
pends  on  yon ;  yon  have  fought  gloriously :  act 
honourably  towards  your  fellow-citiiens  and  to- 
wards the  world,  and  then  it  will  no  more  be 
said,  as  has  been  repealed  for  two  thousand  years 
with  the  Boman  historian,  that  Philop<rmen  was 
the  last  of  the  Grecians.  Let  not  calumny  itself 
(and  it  is  difficult  lo  guard  against  it  in  so  dif- 
ficult a  struggle)  compare  the  Turkish  Pacha  with 
the  patriot  Greek  in  peace,  after  you  have  exter- 
minated him  in  war.  ■ 

The  dissensions  among  the  Greek  chiefs  evi- 
dently gave  great  pain  to  Lord  Byron,  whose 
•ensibility  was  keenly  affected  by  the  slightest 
circumstance  which  he  considered  likely  to  retard 
the  deliverance  of  Greece.  >  For  my  part,*  be 
observes  in  another  of  his  letters,  •  1  will  slick 
by  the  rauie  while  a  plank  remains  which  can  be 
honourably  clung  to;  if  i  quit  it,  it  will  be  by  the 
Greeks'  conduct,  and  not  the  Holy  Allirt,  or  ihe 
holier  Mussulmans.-  In  a  letter  lo  bis  banker 
at  Cephalonia  he  says:  •  I  hope  tilings  here  will 
go  well,  some  time  or  other:  1  will  stick  by  the 
cauiie  a«  long  as  a  cause  exists.  • 

His  plavful  humour  sometimes  broke  out  amidst 
the  deep  anxiety  he  felt  for  the  success  of  the 
Greeks.  He  ridiculed  with  great  pleasantry-  some 
of  the  supplies  which  had  been  lent  out  from 
England  b^  the  Greek  committee.  In  one  of  his 
letters,  after  alluding  to  bis  having  advanced 
4,000/.,  and  expecting  lo  be  called  on  for  4.000/. 
more,  be  says :  •  How  can  1  refuse,  if  they  (the 
Greeks)  will  fight,  and  especially  if  1  shoidd  hap- 
pen  to  be  in  their  company?  1  llierefore  request 
and  require  that  you  should  apprise  my  trusty 
and  trust-worthy  trustee  and  banker,  and  crown 
and  sheet-anchor,  Donglai  Riniiaird  the  honour- 
able, that  he  prepare  all  monies  of  mine,  includ- 
ing the  purcbaie- money  of  Bochdale  manor, 
and  mine  income  for  tlie  year  A.  D.  1  Ha4i  to  an- 
swer and  anticipate  any  orders  or  drafts  of  mine, 
for  the  good  cauie,  in  Rood  and  lawful  money  of 
Great  Britain,  etc.  etc.  etc.  May  you  live  a 
thousand  yean!  which  is  nine  hundred  and 
ninety-nine  longer  than  the  Spanish  Cortes  con- 
stitution.* 

When  every  thing  was  arranged  two  Ionian 
vessels  were  ordered,  and,  embarking  his  horses 
and  effects,  Lord  Byron  sailed  from  Argostoli  on 
the  apth  of  December.  At  Zante,  his  lord»hip 
took  a  considerable  quantity  of  specie  on  board, 
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;  and  proceeded  towards  Missolnnghi.  Two  acci- 
dents  occurred   in    this  short   passage.     Count 

I  Gaml>a,  who  accompanied  his  lordship  from 
Lcf;horn,  had  been  charged  with  the  vessel  in 

I  which    the  horses  and  part  of  the  money  were 

1  emharked.     When  off  Chiarenza,  a  point  which 

I  lies  between  Zante  and  the  place  of  their  desti- 
nation, they  weresiirprisetl  at  daylight  on  findinf^ 
themselves  under  the  Imws  of  a  Turkish  frifrate. 
OwinfT,  however,  to  the  activity  displayed  on 
board  Lord  Bvron's  vessel,  and  her  superior 
sailiuf;,  she  escaped,  while  the  other  was  fired  at, 
brought  to,  and  carried  into  Patrns.  Count 
Oamha  and  his  companions  beinfj  taken  before 
Yusuff  Pacha,  fully  expected  to  share  the  fate  of 
some  unfortnnnte  men  whom  that  sanguinary 
chief  hati  sacrificed  the  preccdinf»  venr  at  Pre- 
visa  ;  ami  their  fears  would  most  probaMv  have 
been  realized,  had  it  not  been  for  the  presence 
of  mind  displayed  by  the  count,  who,  as'suminf; 
an  air  of  hauteur  and  indifference,  accused  the 
captain  of  the  frlj^nte  of  a  scandalnns  breach  of 
neutrality,  in  firinj^  at  and  detaining;  a  vessel 
undt-r  F-nf;lisb  colour*;  and  concluded  by  infonn- 
infj  Yusuff,  that  he  m|j,ht  expect  the  venrjeance 
of  the  British  f;o\ernment  in  thus  interniptin{»  a 
nobleman  who  was  mereiv  on  his  travels,  and 
bound  to  Cnlamo<;.  The  Turkish  chief,  on 
reco(Tnisin}»  in  the  master  of  the  vr«s«el  a  person 
who  had  saved  his  life  in  the  Black  Sea  fifteen 
vears  before,  not  onlv  consented  to  the  vessel's 
release,  but  treated  the  whole  of  the  pHs-senfjers 
with  the  utmost  attention,  and  even  ur{»ed  them 
to  take  a  day's  shootiuf;  in  the  neijjhbourhood. 

OwiufT  to  contrarv  winds.  Lord  Bvron's  vessel 
was  obH(Tpd  to  take  shelter  at  the  Srropes,  a  clus- 
ter of  rocks  within  a  few  miles  of  Missolonfrbi. 
and  while  detained  here,  he  wa«i  in  considerable 
dauf^er  of  beiufj  captured  bv  the  Turks. 

lord  Byron  was  received  at  Mis«olonf;hi  with 
enthusia<itic  demonstrations  of  jov.  No  mark  of 
honour  or  welcome  which  the  Creeks  couM  devise 
was  omitted.  The  ships  anchored  off  the  fortress 
fired  a  salute  as  he  passed.  Prince  Mavrocordato, 
ami  all  the  authorities,  with  the  troop*;  and  the 
popidation,  met  him  on  hi<  lanrlinrr,  nn<l  accom- 
panied him  to  the  liou^e  which  bad  been  prepared 
for  him,  amidst  the  shouts  of  the  multitude  and 
the  discharf»e  of  cannon. 

One  of  the  first  objects  to  which  he  turnetl  his 

attention  wa<  to  miti<;ale  the  ferocity  with  which 
the  war  bar!  been  carried  on.  Tlie  ver>'  dav  of 
his  lordship's  arri\al  wa«.  sipiialised  by  his  re- 
sciiiuj^  a  Turk,  who  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
sonu'  Creek  sailors.       The  indi\idual  thus  sa>cd  , 

haviuj^  been  clothed  bv  his  orders,  w.ts  kept  in 
the  hou>e  until  an  opportnnitv  occurred  of  seud- 

injj  lilni  to  Pafr.i*.      Nor   ha«l  his    loril«iliip   been 


loufj  at  Mi«solonf;hi,  before  an  opportunity  pre- 
sented itself  for  showing  his  sense  of  Yusuff  Pacha's 
moderation  in  releasing  Count  Gamba.  Hearing 
that  there  were  four  Turkish  prisoners  in  the 
town,  he  requested  that  they  might  be  placed  in 
his  hands.  This  being  immediately  granted,  lie 
sent  them  to  Patras,  with  a  letter  addressed  to  tbe 
Turkish  chief,  expressing  his  hope  that  the  pri- 
soners thenceforward  taken  on  both  sides  would 
be  treated  with  humanity.  This  act  was  follow- 
ed by  anotherequally  praiseworthv,  whirhprovr<i 
how  anxious  Lord  Byron  felt  to  give  a  new  turn 
to  the  svstem  of  warfare  hitherto  pur«;ued.  A 
Creek  cruiser  having  captureil  a  Turkish  boat, 
in  which  there  was  a  number  of  passengers, 
chiefly  women  and  chihlren,  thev  were  also  placed 
in  the  hands  of  Lord  Bvron,  at  his  particular  re- 
rpiest;  upon  which  a  vessel  was  immediately 
hired,  and  the  whole  of  them,  to  the  number  of 
twcntv-four.  were  sent  to  Previsa,  provided  witli 
ever>-  requisite  for  their  comfort  during  the  pas- 
sage. Tl  e  Turkish  governor  of  Previsa  thanked 
his  lordship,  and  assured  him.  that  he  would 
take  care  equal  attention  should  be  in  future 
shown  to  the  Creeks  who  might  become  pri- 
soners. 

Another  grand  o^  ject  with  Ix>rd  Bvron,  and 
one  v\hieh  he  never  ceased  to  forward  with  the 
n)ost  anxious  solicitude,  was  to  reconcile  the 
quarrels  of  the  native  chiefs,  to  make  them 
frlendlv  and  confiding  towards  one  another,  and 
snbmissive  to  the  orders  of  the  government.  He 
had  neither  time  nor  opportnnitv  to  carrv  this 
point  to  any  great  extent:  some  good  was,  how- 
ever, done. 

Lord  Bvron  lauded  at  Missolonghi  animatec! 
with  militarv  ardour.  After  paving  the  fleet, 
which,  indeed,  had  onlv  come  out  under  the  ex- 
pectation of  receiving  its  arrears  from  the  loan 
which  he  promised  to  make  to  the  provisiotral 
government,  he  set  about  forming  a  brigade  of 
Suliotes.  Five  hundred  of  these,  the  bravest  and 
most  resolute  of  the  soldiers  of  Greece,  were  taken 
into  his  pav  on  the  ist  of  .lanuarv.  iH.)|.  An 
expedition  against  I.epanto  was  proposed,  of  which 
the  command  was  given  to  lord  Bvron.  This  ex- 
pedition, however,  had  to  experience  tielay  aiul 
dis.ip[)ointment.  The  Suliotes,  conceiving  that 
tliev  had  found  a  patron  whose  wealth  wasinex- 
haustiMe,  and  whose  generositv  was  bonndles^, 
determined  to  make  the  most  of  the  orrasion.  and 
prorpede<l  to  the  most  extravagant  demands  on 
their  h-ader  for  arrears,  and  under  other  pre- 
tences. These  mountaiuers,  untanienble  in  the 
field,  and  unmanageable  in  a  town,  were,  at  this 
moment,  peculiarlv  disjiosed  to  be  obslinnte, 
riotous,  and  mercenarv.  Thev  bad  been  chietly 
instnunental  in  preserving  Missolonghi  when  be- 
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sieged  the  previoat  aatnmn  by  the  Tarks ;  had 
heen  driven  from  their  abcMles;  and  the  whole  of 
their  families  were,  at  this  time,  in  the  town,  dn- 
titnte  of  either  home  or  mfficient  raftpltrt.  Of 
tnrlmleiit  and  rrekleM  charsrter,  they  kept  the 
place  in  awe  ;  and  Mavrocordafo  having,  nnlike 
the  otlwr  raptaint,  no  toldien  of  hia  own,  was 
rUd  to  find  a  body  of  Taliant  mercenaries,  espe- 
cially if  paid  for  oat  of  the  fends  of  another, 
and,coDseqnent]y,wa«not  disposed  to  treat  them 
vith  harsbneaa.  Within  a  fbrtnifrht  after  Lord 
Byrrm's  arriTal,  a  harsher  ref ii«infr  to  <|aarter 
anme  Soliotes.  who  mdely  demanded  entrance 
into  his  hoa«e,  was  killed,  and  a  riot  entned, 
in  which  some  lires  were  lost.  I^rd  Byron's 
impatient  spirit  could  ill  brook  the  delay  of  a 
bvonrite  iicbeme,  hut  he  saw,  with  the  utmost 
chafrrin,  that  the  state  of  his  troops  was  such  as 
tA  render  any  attempt  to  lead  them  out  at  that 
tisse  impraeticable. 

The  project  of  proceeding  ajpinst  Lepanto  he- 
irr  thus  sospended,  at  a  moment  when  Lord  By- 
rrtn'«  entbnfti.ism  was  at  its  hei(;hr,  and  when  he 
had  folly  calculated  on  striking  a  blow  which 
'-noM  not  fail  to  be  of  the  utmost  ser^  ice  to  the 
Creek  canse,  the  unlooked-for  disappointment 
pr*Ted  on  bi<  spirits,  and  produced  a  degree  of 
trmability  which,  if  it  was  not  the  sole  canse, 
rmitrilnited  greatly  to  a  severe  fit  of  epilepsy, 
with  which  he  w^s  attacked  on  the  i5th  of  Fe- 
bmary.  His  lordsfhip  was  sitting  in  the  apart- 
ment of  Colonel  Stanhope,  talking  in  a  jocular 
auQoer  with  Mr  Parry,  the  engineer,  when  it 
wa«  olMerTed,  from  occasional  and  rapid  changes 
in  his  nmntenance,  that  he  was  suffering  under 
Mxne  strong  emotion.  On  a  sudden  he  complained 
of  a  weakness  in  one  of  his  legs,  and  rose,  but 
finding  himself  unable  In  walk,  he  cried  out  for 
»««>stance.  He  then  fell  into  a  state  of  nervons 
and  consruUive  agitation,  and  was  placed  on  a 
\^.  For  some  minntes  his  countenance  was 
moch  distorted.  He  however  qoii'kly  recovered 
his  senses,  his  speech  returned,  and  he  soon  ap- 
p^red  perfectly  well,  allhongh  enfeebled  and 
eihaosted  by  the  violence  of  the  sf  rugfjle.  During 
the  fit,  be  behaved  with  his  usual  extraordinafy 
6rnme«s,  and  hi*  efforts  in  contending  with,  and 
attempting  to  master,  the  di«e:ise.  are  described 
as  gigantic.  In  the  course  of  the  month,  the 
aruck  was  repeated  four  times;  the  violence  of  the 
di^rder,  at  length,  yielded  to  the  remedies  which 
hit  physicians  advised,  such  at  bleeding,  cold 
bathing,  perfect  relaxation  of  mind,  etc.,  and  he 
fradoally  recovered.  An  accident,  however,  hap- 
pened a  few  days  af^er  his  first  illness,  which  was 
ill  calculated  to  aid  the  efforts  of  his  medical  ad- 
visers. A  Soliote,  accompanied  by  another  man. 
aod  the  late  Marco  Botcaris  little  boy,  walked 


into  the  Seraglio,  a  place  which,  before  l^rd 
Byron's  arriTal,  had  been  used  as  a  sort  of  for- 
tress and  barrack  for  the  Soliotes,  and  out  of 
which  they  were  ejected  with  great  difficulty  for 
the  reception  of  the  committee-stores,  and  for  the 
oecupatioD  of  the  engineers,  who  required  it  for 
a  laboratory.  The  sentinel  on  guard  ordered 
the  Sttliote  to  retire,  which  being  a  species  of  mo- 
tion to  which  Sulintes  are  not  accustomed,  the  man 
carelessly  advanced  :  upon  which  the  serjeant  of 
the  guard  (a  German)  demanded  his  business,  and 
receiving  no  satisfactory  answer,  pushed  him 
back.  These  wild  warriors,  who  will  dream  for 
years  of  a  blow  if  revenge  is  out  of  their  power, 
are  not  slow  to  resent  even  a  push.  The  Suliote 
struck  again,  the  serfeant  and  he  closed  and 
stmgglpd.  when  the  .Suliota  drew  a  pistol  from 
his  belt;  the  serieant  wrenched  it  out  o^  his 
hand,  and  blew  the  powder  out  of  the  pan.  At 
this  moment  Captain  Sass.  a  Swe<le,  seeing  the 
firay.  came  up.  and  ordered  the  man  to  be  taken 
to  the  pnard-room.  The  Snliote  was  then  dis- 
posed to  depart,  and  would  have  done  so  if  the 
Serjeant  would  have  permitted  him.  I^nforto- 
nately.  Captain  Sass  did  not  confine  himself  to 
merely  giving  the  order  for  his  arrest ;  for  when 
the  Sniiote  stmggled  to  get  away.  Captain  Sats 
drew  his  sword  and  struck  him  with  the  flat  part 
of  it;  whereupon  the  enmgrd  Greek  flew  upon 
him,  with  a  pistol  in  one  hand  and  the  sabre  in 
the  other,  and  at  the  same  moment  nearly  cut 
off  the  Captain's  right  arm,  and  shot  him  through 
the  head.  Captain  Sa«s,  who  was  remarkable  for 
his  mild  and  courageous  character,  expired  in  a 
few  minntes.  The  Sniiote  also  was  a  man  of  dis- 
tingnisbed  bravery.  This  w.is  a  serious  affair, 
and  great  apprehensions  were  entertained  that  it 
would  not  end  here.  The  Sulintes  refused  tn  sur- 
render the  man  to  justice,  alleging  that  he  had 
)>een  struck,  which,  in  Suliole  law,  justifies  all 
the  con«eqnences  which  may  follow. 

In  a  letter  wriften  a  few  davs  after  Lord  By- 
ron's first  attack,  to  a  friend  in  Zanle,  he  speaks  of 
himself  as  rapidly  recovering.  •  1  am  a  good  deal 
better,*  he  observes,  «thon^h  of  course  weakly. 
The  leeches  took  too  moch  blood  from  mv  tem- 
ples the  day  after,  and  there  was  some  difficulty 
in  stopping  it;  but  1  have  been  np  daily*  and  not 
in  boats  or  on  horseback.  To-day  1  have  taken 
a  warm  hath,  and  live  as  temperately  as  well  can 
be,  without  any  licpiid  but  water,  and  without 
any  animal  fond.«  After  adverting  to  someWher 
subjects,  the  letter  thus  conclndn :  «  Matters  are 
here  a  little  embroiled  with  the  Siiliotes,  foreign- 
ers, etc. ;  bat  I  still  hope  better  things,  and  will 
stand  by  the  cause  as  long  as  my  health  and  ctr- 
cnmstaoces  will  permit  me  to  be  supposed  useful.  ■ 

Notwithstanding  Lord  Byron's  improvement  in 
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health,  his  friends  felt,  from  the  first,  that  he 
ought  to  try  a  chan(;e  of  air.  Missolonghi  is  a 
flat,  marshy,  and  pestilential  place,  and,  ercept 
for  purposes  of  utility,  never  would  have  keen 
selected  for  his  residence.  A  gentleman  of  Zante 
wrote  to  him  early  in  March,  to  induce  him  to 
return  to  that  island  for  a  time.  To  his  letter  the 
following  answer  was  received  :  — 

«  I  am  extremely  oblif;ed  by  your  offer  of  your 
country-house,  as  for  all  other  kindness,  in  case 
my   health  should  require   my   removal;  but  I 


mv  assistance.  I  am  a  plain  man,  and  cannot  com- 
prehend the  use  of  printincr-presses  to  a  people 
who  do  not  read.  Here  the  committee  ha\e  sent 
supplies  of  maps,  1  suppose,  that  I  may  teach  the 
young  mountaineers  geo'^raphy.  Here  are  bu^'le- 
honis,  without  bugle-men,  and  it  is  a  chance  if 
we  can  find  any  body  in  Greece  to  blow  tlicm. 
Books  are  sent  to  a  people  who  want  guns:  they 
ask  for  a  sword,  and  the  committee  give  them 
the  lever  of  a  printin{;-press.  Heavens!  one 
would  think   the  comniiltee   meant  to  inculcate 


cannot  quit  Greece  while  there  is  a  chance  of  my  '  patience  and  submission,  and  to  condenm  resist- 
being  of  (even  supposed)  utility.  There  is  a  stake  i  ance.  Some  materials  for  constructing  fortificj- 
worth  millions  such  as  I  am,  and  while  1  can  ,  tions  they  have  sent,  but  they  hn\e  chosen  their 
stand  at  all,  1  mu^t  stand  by  the  cause.  While  people  so  ill,  that  the  work  is  deserted,  and  not 
I  say  this,  I  am  aware  of  the  difficulties,  and  dis-  one  para  have  they  sent  to  procure  other  la- 
sensions,  and  defects  of  the  Greeks  themselves:    bourers.     Their  secretary,  MrUowrinj,   was  di:>- 


but  allowance  must  be  made  for  them  by  all  rea- 
sonable people.* 

It  may  be  well  imagined,  after  so  severe  a  fit 
of  illness,  and  that  in  a  great  measure  brought  on 


posed,  I  believe,  to  claim  the  privilege  of  an  ac- 
quaintance with  me.  He  wrote  me  a  long  letter 
about  the  classic  land  of  freedom,  the  hiith-place 
of  the  arts,  the  cradle  of  genius,  the  habitatiun 


by  the  conduct  of  the  troops  he  had  taken  into  of  the  gods,  the  heaven  of  poets,  and  a  gre^t 
his  pay,  and  treated  with  the  utmost  generosity,  j  many  such  fine  thing«;.  I  was  obliged  to  answer 
that  Lord  Byron  was  in  no  humour  to  pursue  his  ;  him,  and  I  scrawled  some  nonsense  in  reply  to 
scheme  against  Lepanto,  even  supposing  that  his  his  nonsense;  but  I  fancy  I  shall  get  no  raore 
state  of  health  had  been  such  as  to  bear  the  fa-  »"<^h  epistles.  When  I  came  to  the  conclusion  of 
tigue  of  a  campaign  in  Greece.  The  Snliotes,  the  poetry  part  of  my  letter,  I  wrote,  *  so  niucli 
however,  showed  some  signs  of  repentance,  and  for  blarney,  now  for  business.'  I  have  not  since 
offered  to  place  themselves  at  his  lordship's  dis-  heard  in  the  same  strain  from  Mr  Bowring.- 
posal.  But  still  they  had  an  objection  to  the  na-  «  My  future  intentions,  »  continued  he,  -  as  to 
ture  of  the  service  :  «  they  would  not  fight  against  Greece,  may  be  explained  in  a  few  words  :  I  will 
stone  walls!*       it  is  not  surprising  that  the  ex-    remain  hrre  till  she  is  secure  against  the  Turks, 


pedition  to  Lepanto  was  no  longer  thought  of 
The  following  anecdotes,  are  taken  from  Capt.  j 


or  till  she  has  fallen  under  their  power.  All  my 
income  shall  be  s|»ent  in  her  service;  but,  unless 


Parry's  •    Last   Days   (»f  Lonl   Byron;  ■   a   work    driven  by  some  great  necessity,  1  will  not  touch 
which  seems  from  its  plain  and  unvarnished  style    a  farthing  of  the  sum  intended  for  ray  sisters 


to  bear  the  impre«;s  of  truth 

In  speaking  of  the  Greek  Committee  one  day, 
his  lordship  said  —  nI  conceive  that  I  have  been 


children.  Whatever  I  can  accomplish  with  my 
income,  and  my  personal  exertions,  shall  be 
cheerfully  done.     When  Greece  is  secure  against 


already  grossly  ill-treated  by  the  committee.  In  '  external  enemies,  I  will  leave  the  Greeks  to  settle 
Italy,  Mr  Blaqniere,  their  agent,  informed  me  their  government  as  they  like.  One  service 
that  every  requisite  supply  would  be  forwarded  more,  and  an  eminent  service  it  will  be,  I  think 
with  all  dispatch.  I  was  disposed  to  come  to  I  I  may  perform  for  them.  You,  Parry,  shall  havp 
Greece,  but  I  hastened  my  departure  in  conse-  a  schooner  built  for  me,  or  I  will  buy  a  vessel ; 
quence  of  earnest  solicitations.  No  time  was  to  |  the  Greeks  shall  invest  me  with  the  character  of 
be  lost,  I  was  told,  and  Mr  Blaqniere,  instead  of  their  ambassador  or  agent;  I  will  go  to  the 
waiting  on  me  at  his  return  from  Greece,  left  a  United  States,  and  procure  that  free  and  enli;;ht- 
paltry  note,  which  gave  me  no  information  wh.1t-  ]  ened  government  to  set  the  example  of  recogni^- 
ever.  If  I  ever  meet  with  him.  I  shall  not  fail  to  i"g  the  federation  of  (;reece  as  an  independent 
mention  my  surprise  at  his  conduct;  but  it  has  stale.  This  done,  Kngland  must  follow  the  ex- 
Iwjen  all  of  a  piece.  I  wish  the  acting  committee  '  ample,  and  then  the  fate  of  Greece  will  be  per- 
had  had  some  of  the  trouble  which  has  fallen  on  man.'ntly  fixed,  and  she  will  enter  into  all  her 
me  since  my  arrival  here;  they  would  have  been  I  rights,  as  a  member  of  the  great  coinuionwealth 
more  prompt    in   their  proceedings,   and  would  ■  of  christian  Kurope.»    - 

have  known  better  what  the  country  stood  in  -This,-  observes  Captain  Parry,  in  his  plain 
need  of.  They  would  not  have  delayed  the  sup-  and  manly  manner,  «  w.is  Ix)rd  Byron's  hope, 
plies  a  day,  nor  have  sent  out  German  officers,  and  this  was  to  be  his  last  project  in  favour  of 
poor  fellows,  to  starve  at  Missolonghi,  but  for  ,  Greece.     Into  it  no  motive  of  personal  ambition 
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eniered ,  more  than  that  just  mod  proper  one,  the 
b^isis  of  all  Tirtae,  mud  the  dutioguUhed  charac 
irri»tic  of  an  honoorahle  mind— the  hope  of  gain- 
ing the  approbatioo  of  good  men.  As  an  author, 
be  had  already  attaia«l  the  pinnacle  of  popula- 
rity and  of  fame;  but  this  did  not  satisfy  his  no- 
lle aabttioo.  He  hastened  to  Greece,  with  a  de- 
>otioo  to  liberty,  and  a  seal  in  favour  of  the 
oppressed,  as  pnre  as  ever  shone  in  the  bosom  of 
a  knight  in  tlfee  purest  days  of  chivalry,  to  gain 
the  reputation  of  an  unsullied  warrior,  and  of  a 
iiiuotcrested  statesiaan.  He  was  her  unpaid,  hnt 
the  >»u*f^«y  of  all  Greece,  and  the  high  honours 
lus  own  coantrymcn  bestow  on  his  memory, 
bearing  him  in  their  hearts,  prove  that  he  was 
not  her  norewardcd  champion.* 

Lord  Byron's  address  was  afFa  ble  and  courteous ; 
kis  oMooers ,  when  in  good  humour,  and  drsir- 
•«a*  of  heiog  well  with  hi»  guest,  were  fatcinaling 
iQ  the  extreme.  He  was  open  to  a  fault— a  cha- 
HKicristic  |»robably  the  result  of  his  fearlessueu 
and  iiidepeudence  of  the  world ;  but  his  friends 
«cre  obli|*cd  to  be  upon  their  guard  with  him. 
lir  vas  the  worst  person  in  the  world  to  contide 
J  secret  to ;  and  it  a  charge  against  any  one  was 
oKOtiooed  to  him,  it  was  probably  the  first  con^ 
Eumicatioa  he  made  to  the  person  in  question. 
He  bated  scaodnl  and  tittle-tattle,  and  loved  the 
luoly  straight-forward  course  :  he  would  har- 
ioar  no  doubts,  and  never  live  with  another  with 
tj-piciotts  in  his  bosom,  lie  detested  a  lie — 
uottuog  enraged  him  so  much.  He  had  consider- 
jLle  tact  in  detecting  untruth ;  ha  avoided  the 
cuDtd  driveller,  and  generally  chose  his  com- 
pdiiicns  among  the  lo%ers  of  sincerity  and  can- 
•ioor.  People  sometimes  conceal  the  truth  from 
a  dnad  of  giviug  offence ;  — Lord  Byron  was 
ilHi%e  all  fear  of  this  sort :  he  flinched  from  telling 
no  one  what  he  thought  to  his  face ;  falsehood  is 
not  the  vice  of  the  powerful  :  the  Greek  slave 
Ues,  the  Turkish  tyrant  is  remarkable  for  his  ad- 
herence to  tmth.  The  anecdote  that  follows, 
told  by  Parry,  is  highly  characteristic : — 

•  V%  hen  the  Turkish  fleet  was  lying  off  Cape 
Papa,  blockading  Missoloiighi,  1  was  one  day  or* 
liered  by  Lord  By  run  to  accompany  him  to  the 
mooth  of  the  harbour  to  inspect  the  fortifica- 
,  luiDft,  in  order  to  make  a  report  on  the  state 
tbry  were  i>i.  He  and  I  were  in  his  own  punt, 
i  liuJe  boat  which  he  had,  rowed  by  a  boy ;  and 
IQ  s  large  boat,  accompanying  us,  were  Prince 
.Mairocdrdato  and  his  attendants.  As  I  was 
viewing,  on  one  hand,  the  I'urkish  fleet  atten- 
tively, and  reflecting  on  its  powers,  and  our 
meuis  of  defence ;  and  looking,  on  the  other,  at 
Prmce  Bfavrocordato  and  his  attendants,  perfert- 
l\  anconcemed>  smoking  their  pipes  and  gossip- 
ing, as  if  Greece  were  liberated  and  at  peace  and 


Missolonghi  in  a  state  of  complete  security,  I 
could  not  help  giving  vent  to  a  feeling  of  con- 
tempt and  indignation.  *  What  is  the  nutter,'  said 
his  lordship,  appearing  to  be  very  serious,  'what 
makes  you  so  angry,  Parry  ?'  'I  am  not  angry/ 
1  replied,  'my  lord,  but  somewhat  indignant. 
The  Turks,  if  they  were  not  the  most  stupiJ 
wretches  breathing,  might  take  the  fort  of  Vasa- 
ladi,  by  means  of  two  pinnaces,  any  night  they 
pleased :  they  have  only  to  approach  it  with  muf- 
fled oars;  they  will  not  be  heard,  I  will  answer 
for  their  not  being  seen  ;  and  they  may  storm  it 
in  a  few  minutes.  With  eight  gun-boats,  pro- 
perly armed  with  34'pottnders,  they  might  batter 
both  Missolonghi  and  Anatolica  to  the  ground. 
And  there  sits  the  old  gentlewoman,  Prince 
Mavrocordato  and  his  troop ,  to  whom  I  applied 
an  epithet  I  will  not  here  repeat,  as  if  they  were 
all  perfectly  safe.  They  know  their  powers  of  de- 
fence are  inadequate,  and  they  ha«e  no  means  of 
improving  them.  If  1  were  in  their  place,  I 
should  be  in  a  fever  at  the  thought  of  my  own 
incapacity  and  ignorance,  and  1  should  burn 
with  impatience  to  attempt  the  destruction  of 
those  stupid  Turkish  rascals.  The  Greeks  and 
Turks  are  opponents  worthy,  by  their  imbecility, 
of  each  other.*  I  had  scarcely  eiplained  myself 
fully,  when  his  lordship  ordered  our  boat  to  be 
placed  alongside  the  other,  and  actually  related 
our  whole  conversation  to  the  prince.  In  doing 
it,  however,  he  look  on  himself  the  task  of  pacify* 
ing  both  the  prince  and  me,  and  though  I  was 
at  first  very  angry,  and  the  prince,  I  believe, 
very  much  annoyed,  he  succeeded.  Mavrocor- 
dato afterwards  showed  no  disiatisbctioa  with 
me,  and  Tprited  Lord  Byron's  regard  too  much, 
to  remain  long  displeaMnl  with  a  proceeding 
which  was  only  an  unpleasant  manner  of  reprov- 
ing us  both.* 

•  On  one  occasion  (which  we  before  slightly  al- 
luded to)  he  had  saved  twenty-6>nr  Turkish  wo- 
men and  children  from  slavery  and  all  its  ac- 
company ing  horrors.  I  was  summoned  to  attend 
him  and  receive  his  orders,  that  every  thing 
should  be  done  which  might  contribute  to  their 
comfort.  He  was  seated  on  a  cushion  at  the  up. 
[>er  end  of  the  room,  the  women  and  chddren 
were  standing  before  him,  with  their  eyes  fiied 
steadily  on  him ;  and  on  his  right  hand  was  his 
interpreter,  who  was  extracting  from  the  women 
a  narrative  of  their  sufferings.  One  of  them,  ap» 
parently  about  thirty  years  of  age,  possessing 
great  vivacity,  and  whose  manners  and  dress, 
though  she  was  then  dirty  and  disfigured,  indi- 
cated that  she  was  superior  in  rank  and  condition 
to  her  companions,  was  spokeswoman  for  the 
whole.  1  admired  the  good  order  the  others  pre- 
served, never  interfering  with  tlie  explanation  or 
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interrupting;  the  single  speaker.  I  also  admired 
the  rapid  manner  in  which  the  interpreter  ex- 
]>lained  every  thing  they  said,  so  as  to  make  it 
almost  appear  that  there  \%'a:>  but  one  speaker. — 
After  a  short  time,  it  M'as  evident  that  what  I^rd 
Byron  was  hearing  afFected  his  feeluigs — his 
countenance  changed,  his  colour  went  and  came, 
and  I  thought  he  was  ready  to  weep.  But  he  had 
on  all  rccasions  a  ready  and  peculiar  km*rk  in 
turning  conversation  from  any  disagreeable  or 
unpleasant  subject ;  and  he  had  recourse  to  this 
expedient.  He  rose  up  suddenly,  and  turning 
round  on  his  heel,  as  was  Uii  wont,  he  said  some- 
thing quickly  to  his  interpreter,  who  immediate- 
ly repealed  it  to  the  woniei:.  All  eyes  were  in- 
stantly fixed  on  me,  and  one  of  the  party,  a 
young  and  beautiful  woman,  spoke  very  warmly. 
Lord  Byron  seemed  satisHed  ,  and  said  they  might 
retire.  The  women  all  slipped  off  their  shoes  in 
an  instant,  and  going  up  to  his  lordship,  each  in 
succession,  accompanied  by  their  children,  kissed 
his  hand  fervently,  invoked,  in  the  Turkish  man- 
ner, a  blessing  both  on  his  head  and  heart,  and 
then  quitted  the  room.  This  wa-J  too  much  for 
Lord  Byron,  and  he  turned  his  face  away  to  con- 
ceal his  emotion.  • 

■  One  of  Lord  Byron's  household  had  several 
times  involved  himself  and  his  master  in  per- 
plexity and  trouble,  by  his  unrestrained  attach- 
ment to  women.  In  Greece  this  had  been  very 
annoying,  and  induced  Ixird  Byron  to  think  of  a 
means  of  curing  it.  A  young  Suliote  of  the  guard 
was  accordingly  dressed  up  like  a  woman,  and 
instructed  to  place  himself  in  the  way  of  the 
amorous  swain.  The  bait  took,  and  after  some 
communication,  but  rather  by  signs  than  by 
words,  for  the  pair  did  not  understand  each 
other's  language,  the  sham  lady  was  carefully 
conducted  by  the  gallant  to  one  of  Lord  Byron's 
apartments.  Here  the  couple  were  surprised  by 
an  enraged  .Suliote,  a  husband  provided  for  the 
occasion,  accompanied  by  half  a  dozen  of  his 
comrades,  whose  presence  and  threats  territied 
the  poor  Ijcquey  almost  out  of  his  senses.  The 
noise  of  course  brought  Lorrl  Byron  to  the  spot, 
to  laugh  at  the  tricked  serving-man,  and  rescue 
him  from  the  effects  of  his  terror. /• 

m  A  few  days  after  the  earthquake,  which  tf»ok 
place  on  the  2  ist  of  February',  as  wc  were  all  sit- 
ting at  table  in  the  evening,  we  were  suddenly 
alanned  by  a  noise  and  a  sh.iking  of  the  house, 
somewhat  similar  to  that  which  we  had  experi- 
enced when  the  earth(|uake  occurred.  Of  course 
all  started  from  their  places,  and  there  was  the 
same  kind  of  cmifusion  as  on  the  former  evening, 
at  which  Byron,  who  was  present,  laughed  im- 
moderately ;  we  were  re-assured  by  this,  and  soon 


learut  that  the  whole   was   a   method    he    had 
adopted  to  sport  with  our  fears." 

-  The    regiment,    or   rather  the   brigade,    we 
formed,  can  be  described  only  as  Byron  liimseH 
describes  it.     There  was  a  Gre<-k  tailor,  who  had 
been  in  the  British  service  in  the  Ionian  Islands, 
where  he  had  married  an  Italian  woman.      'Ihis 
lady,  knowing  something  ot  the  military  service, 
|)etitioned  Lord  Byron  to  appoint  her  husband 
master-tailor  of  the  brigade.   '1  he  suggestion  was 
useful,  and  this  part  of  her  petition  was  imme- 
diately granted.     At  the  same  lime,  however,  she 
solicited  that  she  might  be  permitted  to   raise  a 
corps  of  women,  to  be  placed   under  her  oriier>, 
to  accompany  the  regiment.      She  stipulated  hir 
free  quarters  and  rations  for  them,  but  rejected 
all  claim  for  pay.     They  were   to  be  free  of  all 
incumbrance<<,  and  were  to  wa>h,  sew,  cook,  and 
otherwise  provide  for  the  men.     The  proposition 
pleased  Lord  Byron,  and,  stating  the  matter  to  nie, 
he  said  he  hoped  I  should  have  no  objection.      1 
had  been  accustomed  to  see  women  acconipniiy 
the  Lnglish  army,  andlknew  that,  though  some- 
times an  incumbrance,  they  were  on  the  whole 
more  benehcial  than  otherwise.      In  Greece  tlieie 
were    mai:y   circumstances    which    would    m.ike 
their  ser\ices  extremely  valuable,  and  I  ga\e  mv 
consent   to  the  measure.     The   tailor's   wife  did 
accordingly   recruit  a    considerable    number    ot 
unincuud)ered  women,  of  almost  all  nations,  but 
principally   Greeks,    Italians,    Maltese,   antl    Ne- 
gresses.    '  I  was  afraid,'  said  Lord  Byon,  *  when 
I  mentioned  this  matter  to  you,   vou  would   be 
crusty,  and  oppose  it,  —  it  is  the  very  thing.      Let 
me  see,   my  corj)s  outdoes  FaUtaffs  :  there   are 
Fnglish,  Germans,  French,  Maltese,   B.igusirin>, 
Italians,  Neapolitans,  Transylvanians,  Bussi.ius, 
Suliotes,  Moreotes,  and  Western  (ireeks  in  hunt, 
and,  to  bringup  the  rear,   the  tailor's  wife  and 
her  troop.    Glorious  Apollo  !  no  general  had  ever 
before  such  an  army.'" 

•  Lord  Byron  had  a  black  groom  with  him  in 
(iieece,  an  American  by  birlh,  to  whom  he  was 
ver)  partial.  Me  always  insisted  on  this  man's 
calling  him  Massa,  whenever  he  spoke  to  him. 
On  one  occasion,  the  groom  met  with  two  worneu 
of  his  own  complevion,  who  had  been  sl.ives  to 
the  Turks  and  liberated,  but  hat!  been  left  al- 
most to  starve  when  the  (ireeks  had  risen  on 
their  t)  rants.  Being  of  the  same  colour  was  a 
bond  of  sym|)athy  between  them  and  the  groom, 
and  he  applieil  to  me  to  gi\e  both  these  womrii 
quarters  in  the  .Seraglio.  I(;ranted  the  appli- 
cation, and  mentioned  it  to  Lord  Bvron,  who 
laughed  at  the  gallantry  of  hi>  groom,  and  or- 
dered that  he  should  l)e  brought  before  liiiu  at 
ten  o'clock  the  next  day,  to  ansvvcr  for  his  pre- 
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«innptioB  in  nuking  tach  an  application.  AC  ten 
•>cI«m;Il,  accordiugly,  ha  attended  his  master  with 
.^rrat  tremUing  and  fear,  hat  sUillrred  so  when 
21^  attempted  to  speak,  that  he  oouJd  not  oMke 
hiiD«elf  anderstood;  Lard  Byron  endeavouring, 
alRM»9t  in  Tain,  to  preaerve  his  gravity,  reproved 
hho  «everely  for  his  prrsanplion.  blacky  stut- 
ceretl  a  thousand  eicases,  and  was  ready  to  do 
■loy  (bin^  to  appease  his  massa's  aii(;er.  His  great 
^flstiv  eyes  wide  open,  he  trembling  from  head 
to  }<x>t,  his  wandering  and  stuttering  excuses,  his 
ii^iMe  dread — all  tended  to  provoke  laughter; 
31)  J  Lord  Byrofi,  fearing  his  own  dignity  won  Id 
br  hove  overboard,  told  him  to  hold  his  tongue, 
a»l  listen  to  his  sentence.  I  was  comma nt led  to 
f-Qter  it  in  bis  memorandum-book,  and  then  he 
pniooanced  in  a  solemn  lone  of  voice,  while 
KU  ky  stood  aghast,  expecting  some  severe  pu<- 
Bt«4iuieiiC  tho  following  doom  :  *  My  delerroioa- 
tif4i  is,  that  the  children  bom  of  these  black 
women,  of  which  yon  may  be  the  father,  shall  lie 
ftiT  property,  and  I  will  maintain  tbem.  What 
«ay  von?'  *Go — Go — God  bleis  yon,  ma5«a, 
luy  yon  live  great  while/  stuttered  out  the 
^nxim,  and  sallied  forth  to  tell  the  good  news  to 
the  two distre lied  women.* 

The  luxury  of  liord  Byron's  living  at  this  time 
may  be  seen  Cram  the  following  order,  which  he 
;pve  hia  saperinteodant  of  the  household,  for  the 
dailv  expenaea  of  his  own  table.    It  anmnnts  to 

«  u 

DO  more  than  one  piastre. 

Paras. 
Bread,  n  pound  and  a  half.     .     .     1 5 

Wine 7 

Fish 1 5 

Olives 3 

4o 

This  vras  his  dinner;  his  breakfast  consisted  of  a 
sio^^le  dish  of  tea,  without  milk  or  »u{pr. 

Ibe  drcomstances  that  attended  the  death  of 
chi«  illustrious  and  noble-minded  man,  are  de- 
v:rib<^d  in  the  following  plain  and  simple  state- 
ment by  his  faithful  valet  and  constant  follower , 
Mr  Fletcher:— 

•  Sly  master,*  says  Mr  Fletcher,  •  continued 
hi*  usual  custom  of  riding  daily  when  the  wea- 
ther woald  permit,  until  the  ^tb  of  April.  Hut 
oo  that  ill-fated  day  he  got  «ery  wet,  and  on  his 
return  home  his  lordship  changed  the  whule  of 
kis  dress;  but  he  had  been  too  long  in  bis  wet 
clothes,  and  the  cold,  of  which  he  had'complain* 
cd  more  or  less  ever  since  we  left  Cepha Ionia, 
nukle  this  atuck  lie  more  severely  felt,  lliougli 
rather  feverish  during  the  night,  his  lordship 
5lept  pretty  well,  iMit  complained  in  the  morning 
of  a  pain  in  his  bones,  and  a  head-ache  :  this  did 


not,  however,  prevent  him  from  taking  a  ride  in 
the  afternoon,  which,  I  grieve  to  say,  vms  his 
la<t.  On  his  return,  my  master  said  that  the 
saddle  was  not  perfectly  dry,  from  being  so  wet 
the  day  before,  and  obsened  that  he  thought  it 
had  made  him  worse.  His  lord»hip  was  again 
visited  by  the  same  slow  fever,  and  I  was  lorry 
to  percei%e,  on  the  next  morning,  that  his  illness 
appeared  lo  be  increasing.  He  was  very  low,  and 
complained  of  not  having  had  any  sleep  dor- 
ing  the  night.  His  lordship's  appetite  was  alM> 
quite  gone.  I  prepared  a  little  arrow-root,  o^ 
which  he  took  three  or  fonr  spoonfuls,  saving  it 
was  very  good,  but  be  oonld  take  no  more.  It 
was  not  tdl  the  third  day,  the  nth,  that  I  began 
to  be  alarmed  for  my  master.  In  all  his  former 
colds  he  alway«  slept  well,  and  was  never  affected 
by  tbii  slow  fever.  1  therefore  went  to  l>r  Bruno 
and  Mr  Millingen,  the  two  medical  attendants, 
and  inquired  minutely  into  e%ery  circumstance 
connected  with  my  master's  present  illnest :  both 
replied  that  there  was  no  tianger,  and  I  might 
make  myself  perfectly  easy  on  the  snhject,  for  all 
would  be  well  in  a  few  days.  This  was  on  the 
i3lh.  On  the  following  day,  i  found  my  master 
in  such  a  state,  that  I  could  not  feel  happy 
without  supplicating  that  he  would  send  to 
/ante  for  I)r  Thomas.  After  eipressing  my 
fears  lest  his  lordship  should  get  worse,  he  de- 
sired me  to  consult  the  doctors,  which  I  did,  and 
was  told  there  was  no  occasion  for  calling  in  any 
person,  as  they  hoped  all  would  be  well  in  a  few 
days.  Here  I  should  remark,  that  his  lordship 
repeatedly  said,  in  the  coarse  of  the  day,  he  wjs 
sure  the  doctors  did  not  tmderstand  his  disease; 
to  which  i  answered,  *Then,  my  lord,  have  other 
advice  by  all  means.'  *  They  tell  me,'  said  his 
lordship,  *  that  it  is  only  a  common  cold,  which, 
you  know,  I  have  had  a  thousand  times.*  *  I  am 
sure,  my  lord,'  said  I,  'that  yoo  never  had  one 
of  so  serious  a  nature.'  *  I  think  I  never  had,' 
was  his  lordship's  answer.  I  repeated  my  suppli- 
cations that  Dr  Thomas  should  be  sent  ft>r,  on 
the  1 5th,  and  was  again  aMured  that  my  master 
would  be  better  in  two  or  three  days.  After 
these  conSdent  assurances,  I  did  not  renew  my 
entreaties  until  it  was  too  late.  With  respect  to 
the  medicines  that  were  given  to  my  master,  I 
could  not  persuade  myself  that  those  of  a  strong 
purgative  natare  were  the  be<t  adaptr<i  for  his 
complaint,  concluding  that,  as  he  had  nothing  on 
his  stomach,  the  only  effect  would  be  to  create 
)iaio ;  indeed,  this  most  have  been  the  case  with 
a  person  in  perfect  health.  The  whole  nourish- 
ment uke^  by  my  master,  for  the  last  eight  days, 
consisted  of  a  small  quantity  of  broth,  at  two  or 
three  different  times,  and  two  spoonfols  of  arrow- 
root  on  the  i8th,  the  day  before  his  death.     The 
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first  time  I  heard  of  there  heiiig  any  intention  of 
bleedings  his  lordship  was  on  the  i5th,  when  it 
was  proposed  by  Dr  Brano,  but  objected  to  at 
first  by  my  master,  who  asked  Mr  iMillin;;en  if 
there  was  any  great  reason  for  taking  blood? 
The  latter  replied  that  it  might  be  of  service, 
but  added  it  might  be  deferred  till  the  next  day; 
and  accordingly,  my  master  was  bled  in  the  riglit 
arm  on  the  evening  of  the  i6th,  and  a  pound  of 
blood  was  taken.  I  observed,  at  the  time,  that  it 
had  a  most  inflamed  appearance.  Dr  Bruno  now 
began  to  say,  that  he  had  frequently  urged  my 
master  to  be  bled,  but  that  he  always  refused. 
A  long  dispute  now  arose  about  the  time  that 
had  been  lost,  and  the  necessity  of  sending  for 
medical  aid  to  Zante;  upon  which  I  was  in- 
formed, for  the  first  time,  that  it  would  be  of  no 
use,  as  my  master  would  be  better  or  no  more 
before  the  arrival  of  Dr  Thomas.  His  lordship 
continued  to  get  worse,  but  Dr  Bruno  said,  he 
thought  letting  blood  again  would  save  his  life ; 
and  I  lost  no  time  in  telling  my  master  how  ne- 
cessary it  was  to  comply  with  the  doctor's  wishes. 
To  this  he  replied  by  saying,  he  feared  they 
knew  nothing  about  his  disorder;  and  then, 
stretching  out  his  ami,  Siiid,  *  Here,  take  my  arm 
and  do  whatever  you  like.'  His  lordship  con- 
tinued to  get  weaker,  and  on  the  i7lh  he  was 
bled  twice  in  the  morning,  and  at  two  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon  ;  the  bleeding  at  both  times 
was  followed  by  fainting  fits,  and  he  would  have 
fallen  down  more  than  once  had  I  not  caught 
him  in  my  arms.  In  order  to  prevent  such  an 
accident,  1  took  care  not  to  permit  his  lordship 
to  stir  without  supporting  him.  On  this  day  ray 
master  siiid  to  me  twice,  •!  cannot  sleep,  and 
you  well  know  I  have  not  been  able  to  sleep  for 
more  than  a  week;  I  know,' added  his  lordship, 
Mhal  a  man  can  only  be  a  certain  time  without 
sleep,  and  then  he  must  go  mad  without  any  one 
being  able  to  save  him;  and  I  would  ten  times 
sooner  shoot  myself  than  be  mad,  for  1  am  not 
afraid  of  dying— I  am  more  fit  to  die  than  i)eople 
think!" 

«  I  do  not,  however,  believe  that  his  lordship 
had  any  apprehension  of  his  fate  till  the  day 
after  the  i8lh,  when  he  said,  'I  fear  you  and 
Tita  will  be  ill  by  sitting  continually  night  and 
day.'  I  answered,  « We  shall  never  leave  your 
lordship  till  you  are  better.'  As  my  master" h.id 
a  slight  fit  of  delirium  on  the  i6th,  1  took  care 
to  remove  the  pistol  and  stiletto,  which  had  hi- 
therto been  kept  at  his  bedside  in  the  night. 
On  the  i8lh  his  lordship  addresseil  me  fre- 
quently, and  seemed  to  be  very  much  dissatisfied 
with  his  medical  treatment.  I  then  said,  *  Do 
allow  me  to  send  for  Dr  Th)mas?'  to  which  he 
answered,    *Do  so,  but  be  quick;  I  am  sorry  I 


did  not  let  you  do  so  before,  as  I  am  sure  they 
have  mistaken  my  disease.     Write  yourself,  for 
I  know  they  would  not  like  to  see  other  doctor<^ 
here.'     1  did  not  lose  a  moment  in  obeyiu';   my 
masters   orders;   and   on    informing    Dr    Bruno 
and  Mr  Millingen  of  it,    they  said  it  was  very 
right,  as  they  now  began  to  be  afraid  themselves. 
On  returning    to    my    master's    room,  his    first 
words    were   *  have    you    sent?' — 'I   have,     my 
lord,'  was  my  answer;  upon  which  he  said,'  you 
have  done  right,  for  I  should  like  to  know  what 
is  the  matter  with  ine.*     Although  his  lordship 
did  not   appear  to  think  his  dissolution  was  so 
near,  I   could    perceive  he  was    getting   weaker 
every  hour,  and  he  even  began  to  have  occasional 
fits  of  delirium.     He    afterwards  said,  *  I   now 
begin  to  think  I  am  seriously   ill,  and  in  case  I 
should  be  taken  off  suddenly,  I  wish  to  give  you 
several  directions,  which  I  hope  you  will  be  par- 
ticular in  seeing  executed.'     1  answered  I  woulcl 
in  case  such  an  event  came  to  pass,  but  expi-esscMl 
a  hope  that  he  would  live  many  years  to  execute 
them  much    better  himself   than  I   could.      To 
thij  my  master   replied,    '  No,  it  is  now  nearly 
over  :'  and    then  added,    *  1    must   tell  you   all 
without  losing  a  moment!'    1  then  said,  *  Shall    1 
go,  my  lord,  and  fetch  pen,  ink  and  paper?'  — 
*  Oh,   my    God.'    no;    you  will    lose    loo    much 
time,    and  I  have  it  not  to  spare,  for  my  time  is 
now  short,'  sai  I  his  lordship,  and  immediately 
after,  'Now  pay  attention!'     His  lordship  coui- 
nienced   by  saying,  *You  will    be   provided   for.' 
I  beg^;od  him,  however,   to  proceed  with   thinj^> 
of  more  consequence.     He  then  continued,  •  oh, 
my    poor  de;ir  child !    my  dear  Ada  !  my  God  I 
could  I  but  have  seen   her!    Give   her  my  bless- 
ing—and my  de.ir  sister  Augusta  and   her  chil- 
dren ;    and   you   will    go    to    Lady    Byron,    ami 
say  — tell  her  every  thing,  — you  are  friends  with 
her.'      His  lordship  seemed  to  he  greatly  affecleJ 
at  this  moment.     Here  my  master's  voice  faih  tl 
him,   so  that  I  could   only   catch  a  word  at   in- 
tervals;   but  he  kept  muttering  something  very 
seriously  for  some  time,  and   would  often   raise 
his  voice,   and    saiti,   *  Fletcher,  now  if  yoti   do 
not  execute  every  order  which  I  have  given  v<m, 
I  will  torment  yon  hereafter  if  possible.'     Here 
I    told    his  lordship   in  a  state   of    the  greatest 
perplexity,  that  I  had  not  understood  a  word   of 
what    he    said  ;   to   which  he    replied,  *  Oh,   inv 
God  !   then  all    is  lost,  for  it  is    now    too  late  ! 
Can  it  be  possible  you  have  not  understood  me?' 
—  'No,  my   lord,'  s.iid  I,   *bnt  I  pray  you  to  try 
and  inform    me  once   more.'     *  How  can  I?"  re- 
joined my  master,    '  it  is  now  too  late,  and   all  is 
over!'       1    said,    'Not    our    will,    but    God's    hv 
done?'— and  he  answered,  'Yes.    not  mii^e    he 
done!— but  I  will  try.'     His  lonUhip  did  indccil 
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make  crveimi  eflbrU  to  tpeak,  bat  could  ooly 
.>peak  two  or  three  words  at  a  time,— mch  at, 
*  My  wife  !  ny  child  !  my  sister ! — you  know 
all— yon  most  say  all— you  know  my  wishes' — 
the  rest  was  quite  anintelligible.  A  consoltation 
was  now  held  (about  noon),  when  it  was  deter- 
mined to  administer  some  Peruvian  bark  and 
vine.  My  master  had  now  been  nine  day« 
vithoat  any  sustenance  whatever,  except  what  I 
have  already  mentioned.  With  the  eiception  of 
a  few  words,  which  can  only  interest  those  to 
whom  they  were  addressed,  and  which  if  re- 
f] aired  1  shall  communicate  to  themselves,  it  was 
impossible  to  understand  any  thing  his  lordship 
said  after  taking  the  barii.  He  expressed  a  wish 
to  sleep.  I  at  one  time  asked  whether  I  should 
call  Mr  Parry,  to  which  he  replied,  *  Yes,  yon 
may  call  kim.'  Mr  Parry  desired  him  to  com- 
pos himself.  He  shed  tears,  and  apparently 
»onk  into  a  slumber.  Mr  Parry  went  away  exf- 
[ecting  to  find  him  refreshed  on  bis  return, — 
iiot  it  was  the  commencement  of  the  lethargy 
preceding  his  death.  The  last  words  1  heard  my 
toaster  ntter  were  at  six  o'clock  on  the  evening 
of  the  1 8th,  when  he  said,  *  I  must  sleep  now  ;' 
DpoD  which  be  laid  down  never  to  rise  again! — 
for  be  did  not  move  hand  or  foot  during  the 
following  tweoty-four  hours.  His  lordship  ap- 
pe:ired,  however,  to  be  in  a  state  of  suffocation 
it  intervals,  and  had  a  frequent  rattling  in  the 
tbrKat;  on  these  occasions  I  called  Tita  to  assist 
rac  in  raising  his  head,  and  I  thought  he  seemed 
to  get  quite  stiff.  The  rattling  and  choking 
in  the  throat  took  place  every  ha  If- hour,  and 
we  coo  tinned  to  raise  his  head  whenever  the  fit 
came  on,  till  six  o'clock  in  the  evening  of  the 
19th,  when  1  saw  my  roaster  open  his  eyes  and 
then  shut  them,  hot  without  showing  any  symp- 
tom of  pain,  or  moving  hand  or  foot.  '  Oh ! 
my  Godr  I  exclaimed,  *1  fear  his  lordship  is 
gooef  the  doctors  then  felt  his  pulse,  and  said, 
'  Yon  are  right — he  is  gone!'* 

On  the  day  of  this  melancholy  event,  Prince 
Mavrocordato  issued  a  proclamation  expressive 
of  the  deep  and  unfeigned  grief  felt  by  all  classes, 
and  ordering  every  public  demonstration  of  re- 
spect and  sorrow  to  be  paid  to  the  memory  of  the 
iilostrions  deceased,  by  firing  minute-guns,  clos- 
ing all  the  public-offices  and  shops,  suspending 
the  ttsoal  Easter  festivities,  and  by  a  general 
mourning  and  funeral  prayers  in  all  the  churches. 
It  was  resolved  that  the  body  should  be  em- 
balmed, and  after  the  suitable  funeral  bonoors 
had  been  performed,  should  he  embarked  for 
Zante, — thence  to  be  conveyed  to  England.  Ac- 
ccirdingly  the  medical  men  opened  the  body  and 
embalmed  it,  and  having  enclosed  the  heart,  and 
brain,   and  intestines   in  separate  vessels,   they 


placed  it  in  a  chest  lined  with  tin,  as  there  were 
no  means  of  procuring  a  leaden  coffin  capable  of 
holding  the  spirits  necessary  for  its  preservation 
on  the  voyage.  Dr  Bnano  drew  up  an  acooant 
of  the  examination  of  the  body,  by  which  it  ap- 
peared his  lordship's  death  had  been  caused  by 
an  inflammatory  fever.  Dr  Meyer,  a  Swiss  phy- 
sician, who  was  present,  and  had  accidentally 
seen  Madame  de  Stael  after  her  death,  stated  that 
the  formation  of  the  brain  in  both  these  illus* 
trious  persons  was  extremely  similar,  but  that 
Lord  Byron  had  a  much  greater  quantity. 

On  the  aid  of  April,  idi4>  in  the  midst  of 
his  own  brigade,  the  troops  of  the  goTemment, 
and  the  whole  population,  the  most  precious 
portion  of  his  honoured  remains  was  carried 
to  the  church,  whera  lie  the  bodies  of  Marco 
Botzaris  and  of  General  Normann.  The  coffin 
was  a  mde,  ill-constnicted  chest  of  wood;  a  black 
mantle  served  for  a  pall,  and  over  it  were  placed 
a  helmet,  a  sword,  and  a  crown  of  laurel.  But  no 
funeral  pomp  could  have  left  the  impression, 
nor  spoken  the  feelings,  of  this  simple  ceremony. 
The  wretchedness  and  desolation  of  the  place 
itself,  the  wild  and  half-civilixed  warriors  present, 
their  deep-Celt,  unaffected  grief,  the  fond  recol- 
lections, the  disappointed  hopes,  the  anxieties  and 
sad  presentiments  which  might  be  read  on  every 
countenance — all  contributed  to  form  a  scene  more 
truly  affecting  than  perhaps  was  ever  before 
witnessed  round  the  grave  of  a  great  man.  When 
the  funeral  service  was  over,  the  bier  was  left 
in  the  middle  of  the  church,  where  it  remained 
until  the  evening  of  the  next  day,  guarded  by  a 
detachment  of  hts  own  brigade,  when  it  was  pri" 
vatcly  carried  back  by  bis  officers  to  bis  own 
house.  The  coffiu  was  not  closed  till  the  39th  of 
the  month. 

On  the  ad  of  May  the  remains  of  Lord  Byron 
were  embarked,  under  a  salute  from  the  guns  of 
the  fortress.  •  How  different,*  exclaims  Count 
Gamba,  •  from  that  which  had  welcomed  the  arri- 
val of  Byron  only  four  months  ago !«  After  a  pas- 
sage of  three  Hays,  the  vessel  reached  Zante,  and 
the  precious  deposit  was  placed  in  the  quarantine 
house.  Here  some  additional  precautions  were 
taken  to  ensure  its  safe  arrival  in  England,  by 
providing  another  case  for  the  body.  On  the 
loth  May,  Colonel  Stanhope  arrived  at  Zante, 
from  the  Morea,  and,  as  he  was  on  his  way  back 
to  England,  he  took  charge  of  Lord  Byron's  re- 
mains, and  embarked  with  them  on  board  the 
Florida.  On  the  a 5th  of  May  she  sailed  from 
Zante,  on  the  a  9th  of  June  entered  the  Downs, 
and  from  thence  proceeded  to  Stangate  Creek,  to 
perform  quarantine,  where  she  arrived  on  Thurs- 
day, July  I. 

John  Cam  Hobhouse,  Esq.  and  John  Hanson, 
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LIFE  OF   LOUD  BYRON. 


Ksq.,  Lord  Byron's  executors  after  haviii|;  proved 
his  will,  claimed  the  body  from  the  Florida,  and 
under  their  directions  it  was  removed  to  the 
house  of  Sir  Edward  RnatchbuH,  Westminster, 
where  it  lay  in  state  several  days. 

A  few  select  friends  and  admirers  of  the  nohle 
hard  followed  his  remains  to  the  prave.  As  the 
funeral  procession  passed  throuf^^Ii  tiie  streets  of 
London,  a  Hne-lookin>>  honest  tar  was  observed 
to  walk  near  the  hearse  uncovered,  and  on  bein{^ 
asked  whether  he  formed  part  of  the  coriejc,  he 
replied  he  came  there  to  pay  his  respects  to  tin* 
deceased,  with  whom  he  had  served  in  the  Levant, 
when  he  made  the  tour  of  the  Grecian  islands. 
The  poor  fellow  was  offered  a  place  by  some  of 
the  servants;  but  he  said  he  was  strong,  nnd 
had  rather  walk  near  the  hearse. 

The  interment  look  place  on  Friday,  Julv  ifith. 
Lord  Byron  was  buried  in  the  fantily  vault,  at 
the  villa(jeof  lluckneli,  ei(^;Iit  miles  beyond  Not- 
tin^jham,  and  within  two  miles  of  the  venerable 
Abbey  of  Newslead.  He  was  accompanied  to  the 
f;rave  by  crowds  of  persons  ea;;er  to  show  this 
la-it  testimony  of  res|U'ct  to  his  memory.  As  in 
one  of  his  earlier  poems  he  had  expressed  a  wish 
that  his  dust  nii(;ht  mingle  with  his  mother's, 
his  coffin  was  placed  in  the  vault  ne.'ct  to  hers. 
It  bore  the  following  inscription  : 

m  George  Gordon  Noel  Byron, 

Lord  Byron, 

of  Hochdale, 

Born  in  London, * 

Jan.  a -J!,  1788, 

died  at  Missolonghi, 

in  Western  (irt'ece, 

April    i9tli,  183/).  " 

'  Mr  D;ill;t^  mvs  Dovrr. 


An  urn  accompanied  the  coffin,  and  ou  it  wdj> 
inscribed  : 

Within  this  urn  are  deposited  the  heart, 

brain,  etc. 

of  tlie  deceased  Lord  Byron. 

An  elegant  Grecian  tablet  of  white  mail>l<\ 
lias  been  placed  in  the  chancel  of  Iliu  knell 
cliiircli,  with  the  following  iuscri[)tion  in  Io- 
nian capitals  : 

IN   THE    WCI.T   mVEATll. 
WriFP.F   MANY   OF  HIS   A  ^^;I.^T  «ill»>    VXH   HIS   MOTJTFn   Af.r 

III  nTET>, 
LIE  THE    III  M\ns  i>T 

r.Eonr.E  coudon  noll  byron. 

I-Onn    KYRON,   OF   ItoCHDME, 

IN  TBfc  COC.MY  r»F  I-\>CA»»TtR; 

THE  AITHOR  OF  «CHIIJ)K  HVHOLl/s  I'lLOHlMAr.E.  » 

HE  WAS  CORN  IN  I.OMlct.N,  ON  THE 

:'?I»  OF  JAM'ARY,  I78S. 

Ht   niED   AT   MISSOI.f»N(;ilI,  IN  WIMEUN  C.KFECF,  ON   THE 

i(jTii  OF  Arnii.,   l8?.J» 

INr.AGED   IN   THE  (iLORIOI'S   A  I  t  f  M  I*  f   TO   BFSTOP.K   TH\T 
COUNTRY  TO  HER    ANCIENT  FKKFIIOM   A .%  H  RENnWN. 


lll^    Sisll.n,   THE     nONOl'RABLE 
ACtiCSIA     MVRIl     I.EIOH, 

rtxiFn  THIS  Tir.irr  to  his  Mrvonr. 


■A 

^-  >  T 
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COMPLETE  WORKS 


or 


1L<0119>  llMlli<l)l( 


Koum  or  jfeUtiMs. 


HoMsi.  Iliad,  lo. 
H«  whklled  as  be  wenr  foe  waoc  of  thought 

DtTPIN. 

TO  THE  RIGirr  HONOURABLE  FREDERICK,  EARL  OF  nAMinx^ 

KNIQIIT  or  THE  oaktbh,  btc. 

€kiH  9tr«g  an  f ifcdM, 

■f  BIS  OBLIGED  WARD,  AND  ArrBCTlOIIATE  KIHSMAN, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


ON  LEAVING  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY. 


VW doM lhe«  balU  tb«  hall  t  Son  of  iW  wlmgud dap!  TVea 
iMkcK  froa  Iky  towOT  to-day ;  yatabw  yawa.  aad  tk*  blatt of  tba 
**««  ""i*;  It  kowla  ia  iby  •mp^J  ca«ri. 

. OSSIAN. 

Tss6o»a  thy  batilemeiics,  Newttead,  the  hollow  winds 
whistle; 
Thoa,  the  ball  of  my  fefhers,  art  gone  lo  decay ; 
ia  thy  once  smUing  garden,  the  hemlock  and  thistle 
BaTc  choked  up  the  rote  wbkh  late  bloom'd  in  the 
way. 

Of  the  mail-coTer'd  barons,  who  proudly,  to  battle 
Led  their  vacsals  from  Europe  to  Palrsiine'i  plain. 

The  escutcheon  and  shield,  which  with  every  blast  rattle, 
Are  the  only  sad  vestiges  now  that  remain. 

Ho  mon  doth  old  Robert,  with  harp-«trioging  numbers, 
laisea  dame  in  the  breast,  for  the  war-laurel'd  wreath ; 

5€ar  Aftkakm  s  Towers  John  of  Horisian  *  slumbers. 
Unnerved  is  the  hand  of  his  minstrel  by  death. 

Psal  and  Hubert  too  sleep,  in  the  valley  of  Cressy ; 

For  the  safety  of  Edward  and  England  they  fell ; 
Sly  fathers !  the  tears  of  your  country  redreu  ye ; 

How  you  foogfat !  how  you  died !  still  her  annals  can 

On  Xarsloo,*  with  Rnpert'  'gainst  traitors  contending. 
Four  brothers  enrich'd  with  their  blood  the  bleak  field ; 
Caaile,  ia  Derbyaklfa.  aa  aaclcai  Mat  of  iba  Byraa 

;  when  ika  adhera«t»  of  Ckarlot  I. 


*  TW  bocile  of  aavMoa 


I  of  tW  Eloecor  Paladso.  sad  lalaiad  lo  Cliarlaa  f . 
,  is  Ika  vatfa  af  Chariot  U. 


Ba  after' 


For  the  righu  of  a  monarch,  their  country  defending. 
Till  death  their  attachment  to  royalty  teafd. 

Shades  of  heroes,  hrewell !  your  descendant  departing 
From  the  scat  of  his  ancestors  bids  you  adieu ! 

Abroad  or  at  home,  your  remembrance  imparting 
New  courage,  he  '11  think  upon  glory  and  you. 

Though  a  tear  dim  his  eye  at  this  sad  separation, 
T  is  nature,  not  fear,  that  excites  bis  regret; 

Far  distant  he  goes,  with  the  same  emulation. 
The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne'er  can  forget 

That  fome,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he  cherish, 
lie  vows  that  he  ne'er  will  disgrace  your  renown ; 

Like  you  will  lie  live,  or  like  you  will  be  perish ; 

When  decay'd,  maybe  mio|;le  his  dust  with  your  own. 

I  Sol. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 


Armp  irystv  ^fv  tXu/nTtti  «vi  l^eaout^f  tuof. 

Labbtius. 

Oa,  Friend !  for  ever  loved,  for  ever  dear ! 
What  fruitless  tears  have  bathed  thy  honour d  birr! 
What  sifihs  re-«rho'd  to  thy  parting  breathy 
While  thou  wast  struggling  in  the  pan^js  of  death ! 
Could  t^ars retard  the  tyrant  in  lii«  course; 
Gould  Mghs avert  hu  dart's  rrlen(Ie«s  force; 
Could  youth  and  virtue  claim  a  »hort  delay, 
Or  beauty  diarm  the  spectre  from  his  prey ; 
Thou  still  hadst  lived,  to  bless  my  aching  sight. 
Thy  comrade's  honour,  and  thy  friend's  delight. 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


If,  yet,  ihy  gentle  spirit  hover  nigh 

The  spot  where  now  thy  mouldering  ashes  lie. 

Here  wilt  thou  read,  recorded  on  my  heart, 

A  grief  too  deep  to  trust  the  sculptor's  art. 

No  marble  marks  thy  couch  of  lowly  sleep, 

Rut  living  statues  there  arc  seen  to  weep ; 

Affliction's  semblance  bends  not  o'er  thy  tomb. 

Affliction's  self  deplores  ihy  youthful  doom. 

What  though  thy  sire  lament  his  failing  line, 

A  father's  sorrows  cannot  equal  mine ! 

Though  none,  like  thee,  his  dying  hour  will  cheer, 

Yet,  other  offspring  soothe  his  anguish  here: 

But  who  with  me  sliall  hold  thy  former  place  T 

Thine  image,  what  new  friendship  can  efface? 

Ah,  none  !  a  father's  tears  will  cease  to  flow, 

Time  will  assuage  an  infant  brother's  woe; 

To  all,  save  one,  is  consolation  known. 

While  sohtary  Friendship  sighs  alone. 

i8o3. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

When,  to  their  airy  hall,  my  Fathers'  voice 
Shall  call  my  spirit,  joyful  in  their  choice ; 
When,  poised  upon  tlie  gale,  my  form  shall  ride, 
Or,  dark  in  mist,  descend  the  mountain's  side  ; 
Oh !  may  my  shade  behold  no  sculptured  urns, 
To  mark  the  spot  where  earth  to  earth  returns : 
No  lengihcn'd  scroll,  no  praise-encumber'd  stone ; 
Mypitaph  shall  be  my  name  alone : 
If  that  with  honour  fail  to  crown  my  clay. 
Oh !  may  no  other  fame  my  deeds  repay; 
That,  only  that^  shall  single  out  the  spot, 
Uy  that  remember'd,  or  with  that  forgot. 

i8o3. 


THE  TEAR. 


O  Urhrymarum  font,  tenoro  Mcron 
Duccotium  ortut  ei.  •nimo  :  quatrr 
Felix  !  Ib  tmo  qui  »(-iiu>Dlcin 
Pectore  te,  pii  Nympha,  »cn»il. 


GRAY. 


Wbbn  Friendship  or  Love 

Our  sympathies  move ; 
When  Truth  in  a  glance  should  appear; 

The  lips  may  beguile, 

W^iih  a  dimple  or  smile. 
Rut  the  test  of  affection  '•  a  Tear. 

Too  oft  is  a  smile 

Rut  the  hypocrite's  wile, 
To  mask  detestation  or  fear; 

Give  me  the  soft  sigh, 

Whilst  the  soul-telling  eye 
Is  dimm'd,  for  a  time,  with  a  Tear. 

Mild  Charity's  glow, 

To  us  mortals  below, 
Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  clear; 

Compassion  will  melt. 

Where  this  virtue  is  felt. 
And  its  dew  is  diffased  in  a  Tear. 

The  man  doom'd  to  sail, 
With  the  bla<it  of  the  gale, 
Through  billows  Atlantic  to  steer; 


As  he  bends  o'er  the  wave. 
Which  may  soon  be  his  grave. 
The  green  sparkles  bright  with  a  Tear. 

The  soldier  braves  death, 

For  a  fanciful  wreath. 
In  Glory's  romantic  career; 

But  he  raises  the  foe. 

When  in  battle  laid  low, 
And  bathes  every  wound  with  a  Tear. 

If,  with  high-bounding  pride, 

lie  return  to  his  bride, 
Renouncing  the  gore-crimson'd  spear. 

All  his  toils  are  repaid. 

When  embracing  the  maid — 
From  her  eyelid  he  kisses  the  Tear. 

Sweet  scene  of  my  youth. 

Seat  of  Friendship  and  Truth, 
Where  love  chased  each  fast-flecling  year. 

Loth  to  leave  thee,  I  mouru'd, 

For  a  last  look  1  turn'd, 
Rut  thy  spire  was  scarce  !>een  through  a  Tear. 

Though  my  vows  I  can  poiu*. 

To  my  Mary  no  more. 
My  Mary,  to  Love  once  so  dear; 

In  the  shade  of  her  bower, 

I  remember  the  hour. 
She  rewarded  those  vows  with  a  Tear. 

Ry  another  possest. 

May  she  live  ever  blest. 
Her  name  still  my  heart  must  revere ; 

With  a  sigh  I  resign, 

What  I  once  thought  was  mine, 
And  forgive  her  deceit  with  a  Tear. 

Ye  friends  of  my  heart. 

Ere  from  you  I  depart. 
This  hope  to  my  breast  is  most  near, 

If  again  we  shall  meet, 

In  this  rural  retreat. 
May  we  meet,  as  we  part,  with  a  Tear. 

When  my  soul  wings  her  flight. 

To  the  regions  of  nij;hi, 
And  my  cor^c  ^h.ill  recline  on  its  bier, 

As  ye  pass  by  the  tomb. 

Where  my  ashes  consume. 
Oh !  moisten  their  dust  with  a  Tear. 

May  no  marble  bestow 

The  splendour  of  woe, 
Which  the  children  of  vanity  rear; 

No  iiciion  of  fome 

Shall  blazon  my  name, 
All  I  ask,  all  1  wish,  is  a  Tear. 

180G. 


AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE. 

Delivered  previous  to  Vie  performance  of  >*  The  Wheel 
of  Fortune, n  at  a  private  tixcatre. 

Since  the  refinement  of  (his  polish'd  age 
Has  swept  immoral  raillery  from  the  ••tape; 
Since  taste  has  now  expunged  licentious  wit. 
Which  stamp'd  disgrace  on  all  an  author  writ; 


HOURS  OF  IDLENESS. 


I 


Store,  Bov,  to  pbaM  with  panr  mcmi  we  tack, 

5or  dare  lo  call  the  blnih  frooi  Beaaty't  cbaek ; 

Oh!  Ice  tbc  modcM  Mate  mbc  pity  claim. 

lad  mm  iadUUfenes  tboafh  the  fiad  aoc  fuae. 

Sciil,  not  for  her  aloae  «e  wish  respect, 

Others  appear  more  coofcioot  of  defect ; 

To-oi^t  no  Teteran  Roscii  yoa  behold, 

Ib  jU  the  arte  of  scenic  action  old ; 

No  Cooaa,  no  Kan eu,  eaa  mlnte  yoa  here, 

No  StoDoxt  draw  the  tympethetic  tear; 

To-oi^l,  yoa  throng  to  witnew  the  debot 

Of  embryo  actors,  to  the  drama  new. 

Ben,  tiM,  oar  almost  nalledfed  win^  w«  try ; 

Qip  nac  oar  pinions  era  the  birds  can  fly; 

Failiog  in  this  our  first  attempt  to  soar. 

Drooping,  ahu  I  we  IsU  to  rise  no  more. 

Sot  ofie  poor  iremUer,  only,  fear  betrays, 

Who  hopea,  yet  almost  dreads,  to  meet  your  pnim, 

Boi  all  oar  Draomtts  Persons  wait, 

lo  food  suapensc,  this  crisis  of  their  fite. 

5o  venal  Tiews  oar  prog  rem  can  retard. 

Tour  gencroos  plaudiu  are  our  sole  reward ; 

For  these,  each  Hero  all  bts  power  dbplays. 

Each  timid  Heroine  shrinks  before  yoar  gase ; 

Nurrly  the  last  will  tome  protection  find — 

!looe  to  Che  softer  set  can  prove  unkind ; 

Whikc  Tooth  and  Beauty  form  the  female  shield, 

The  sternest  Censor  to  the  fair  must  yield. 

Tec  shoold  oar  feeble  efforto  nought  avail, 

bfaoald,  after  all,  oar  best  endeavoors  fail, 

S<ill.  let  aooie  aiercy  in  yoar  bosoms  live, 

lad,  if  yoa  can't  applaud,  al  least  forgive. 


I  OH  THE  DEATH  OF  MR  FOX. 

The  fUiomimf  iiiikerml  imprempta  mpp^mrtd  ta  a 


I 


Oca  natioa's  fees  lament  on  Fox's  death. 
Bat  Uess  the  hour  when  Pitt  resign'd  his  brmlh; 
These  feelings  wide,  let  Sense  and  Truth  undue, 
We  give  the  palm  where  Justice  points  it  due. 

To  wJUek  Aa  Amikor  of  Aem  fUeet  ami  fkt  fitUoming 

TUpfy, 
Oal  Caetioaa  viper!  whose  envcnom'd  tooth 
Weald  maagle  still  the  dead,  perverting  truth; 
What,  ihoogh  oar  «  nation's  foes  ■  lament  the  fsle, 
Wirb  generous  feeling,  of  the  good  and  great ; 
Sttail  dsatard  tongues  essay  to  blast  the  name 
Of  him,  whose  meed  exisu  ia  endless  fame  I 
When  Prrr  expired,  in  plenilade  of  power. 
Though  ill  success  obscured  hu  dying  hour. 
Pity  her  dewy  wings  before  him  spread. 
For  noble  spirits  war  not  «  with  the  dead.* 
BU  friends,  in  tears,  a  last  sad  requiem  gave, 
At  all  his  errors  slumber  d  in  the  grave ; 
He  sank,  an  Atlas,  bending  'neath  the  weight 
Of  carea  o'crwhe^ming  our  conflicting  stale; 
When,  lo !  a  Hercules,  in  Fox,  appear'd. 
Who,  for  a  time,  the  onin'd  fabric  rear'd. 
Be,  too,  is  &llen,  who  Britain's  loss  supplied ; 
Wiih  hioi  oar  fast  reviving  hopes  have  died: 
Soc  one  great  people  only  raise  his  urn. 
All  Europe's  £sr  eTtended  regions  mourn* 
•  These  feelings  wide,  let  Sense  and  Truth  lanclue. 
To  pf€  the  palm  where  Justice  poiau  it  doe;* 


Tet  let  not  canker'd  calnauiy  assail. 
Or  roaad  our  statesman  wind  her  gloomy  veil 
Fox,  o'er  whoae  cone  a  maarning  world  mntf 
Whoae  dear  ramains  in  honaar  d  asarble  sleep. 
For  whom,  at  kst,  e'en  hostile  nations  groan. 
While  friends  and  fom  alike  his  talents  own ; 
Fox  shall  in  Britaia's  fotnra  annals  shine, 
Nor  even  to  Pitt  the  patriot's  palm  resign. 
Which  Envy,  vrearing  Gaadoor's  sacred 
For  Pnr,  and  P^x  alona,  has  darad  to 


STANZAS  TO  A  LAOT. 
IFi'A  the  Foemu  9/  Cmmtoem 

Tmn  votive  pledge  of  fond  esteem. 
Perhaps,  dear  girl !  lor  me  thou  It 

It  sings  of  Love's  enchanting  dream, 
A  theme  we  never  can  despise. 

Who  blaaaes  it  but  the  envious  fool. 

The  old  and  dimppointed  maid  T 
Or  pupil  of  the  prudish  school. 

In  single  sorrow  doom'd  to  fade. 

Then  read,  dear  girl,  with  feeling  read. 
For  thou  wilt  ne'er  be  one  of  those; 

To  thee  in  vain  I  shall  not  plead. 
In  pity  for  the  Poet's  woea. 

He  was,  in  soolh,  a  genuine  bard; 

His  waf  no  faint  fictitious  flame ; 
Like  his,  may  love  be  thy  reward. 

But  not  thy  hapless  fate  the  same. 

TO  M  •  •  •. 

Oa !  did  those  eyes,  instead  of  fire. 
With  bright  but  mild  affeciiou  shine ; 

Though  they  might  kindle  less  desira. 
Love  mora  than  aaortal  would  ha  thine. 

For  thou  art  form'd  so  hmvenly  fair, 
Bowe'er  those  orbs  may  wildly  beam. 

We  must  admire,  but  still  despair. 
That  fatal  glance  forbids  esteem. 

When  NatUK  stamp'd  thy  beauteous  bulb. 
So  much  perfection  in  thee  sliooe. 

She  fear'd  that,  too  divine  for  earth. 

The  skies  might  claim  thee  for  their  owo. 

There fon>,  to  guard  her  dearest  work, 
Lest  aoerls  might  dispute  the  priie, 

She  bade  a  secret  lightning  lurk 
Within  those  ouce  celestial  eyes. 

These  might  the  boldest  sylph  appal. 
When  gleaming  with  meridian  blaze; 

Thy  beauty  must  enrapture  all. 

But  who  can  dara  thine  ardent  gair! 

T  is  said,  that  Berenice's  hair 

In  stars  adorn  the  vault  of  heaven ; 

But  they  would  ne'er  permit  thee  there. 
Thou  vonldst  so  for  outshine  the  seven. 

For,  did  those  eyes  as  planett  roll. 
Thy  sister  lighu  would  scarce  appear; 

Fen  suns,  winch  systems  now  control, 

Would  twinkle  dimly  through  their  sphere. 

1806. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


I 


TO  WOMAN. 

Woman  !  experience  might  have  told  me. 

That  all  must  love  thee  who  behold  thee, 

Surely,  experience  mi|}ht  have  taught, 

Thy  firmest  promises  are  nought; 

But,  placed  in  all  thy  charms  before  me, 

All  I  forget,  but  to  adore  thee. 

Oh  Memory !  thou  choicest  blessing, 

When  join'd  with  hope,  when  sti^  possessing; 

But  how  much  cursed  by  every  lover, 

When  hope  is  fled,  and  passion  's  over. 

Woman,  that  fair  and  fond  deceiver, 

llow  prompt  are  striplings  to  believe  her! 

How  throbs  the  pulse,  when  first  we  view 

The  eye  that  rolls  in  glossy  blue, 

Or  sparkles  black.,  or  mildly  throws 

A  beam  from  under  hazel  brows! 

How  quick  we  credit  every  oath, 

Aud  hear  her  pHght  the  willing  troth! 

Fondly  we  hope  't  will  last  for  aye, 

When  lo  !  she  changes  in  a  day. 

Tliis  record  will  for  ever  stand, 

«  Woman!  thy  vows  are  traced  in  sand.»' 


TO  M.  S.  G. 

Whepi  I  dream  that  you  love  me,  you  "11  surely  forgive ; 

Extend  not  your  anger  to  sleep,  * 

For  in  visions  alone  your  affection  can  live  ; 

I  rise,  and  it  leaves  me  to  weep. 

Then,  Morpheus!  envelop  my  faculties  fast. 

Shed  o'er  me  your  languor  benign  ; 
Should  the  dream  of  to-night  but  resemble  the  last, 

What  rapture  celestial  is  mine! 

They  tell  us,  that  slumber,  the  sister  of  death, 

Mortality's  emblem  is  given  ; 
To  f.Tte  how  I  long  to  rc>ign  my  frail  breath. 

If  this  be  a  foretaste  of  heaven  ! 

Ah  I  frown  not,  sweet  lady,  unbend  your  soft  brow, 

Nor  deem  me  too  happy  in  this; 
If  I  sin  in  my  dream,  I  atone  for  it  now, 

Thus  doom'd  but  to  gaze  upon  bliss. 

Though  in  visions,  sweet  lady,  perhaps  you  may  smile. 

Oh !  think  not  my  penance  deficient ; 
When  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumbers  beguile. 

To  awake  «ill  be  torture  sufficient. 


SONG. 

When  I  roved,  a  young  Highlander,  o'er  the  dark  heath, 
And  climb'd  thy  strep  summit,  oh !  Morven  of  Snow,' 

To  gaze  on  the  torrent  that  thundor'd  bonealh. 
Or  the  mist  of  the  tempPiit  that  gather'd  below, ^ 

'  Thfi  latt  line  it  ilmott  •  literal  tran«iation  from  ■  S|>ani»li 
proii>rl>. 

■  MorTcn.  a  lofty  moantaiB  in  Alx-rdaviuhiro  :  •  Gormal  of  Snow> 
It  an  r^proiiion  fri*<iuonll;  to  Im<  foiimi  in  O^itian. 

^  Till*  mill  not  u|i|>«-ar  CKlraordinary  lo  iliotc  who  haro  \t<<en  nr- 
ruflimird  i»  ibo  roouniuint:  it  it  l>y  no  uii;an«  uocoiumon  on  ottain- 
ini;  tht'  top  of  Ucn  t>  vi«.  Ben  y  board,  eir.,  to  prro-ivp,  bciwecu  ilio 
■  ummil  and  t\w  toIIct,  <loudt  |>ourin|;  do«%a  rain,  and  occationolly, 
a('<-oin|>aniMl  by  lii;liiuin|i,  while*  ih«^  4)MM-tator  literally  loukt  d'>nii 
no  ibe  tloriii,  (u-rtti-iU  tf«ur«  from  ilt  (■(!<«<  it. 


Untutor'd  by  science,  a  stranger  to  fear, 

And  rude  as  the  rocks  where  my  infancy  grew, 

No  feeling,  save  one,  to  my  bosom  was  dear. 

Need  1  say,  my  sweet  Mary,  t  was  centred  in  you? 

Yet  it  could  not  be  love,  for  I  knew  not  the  name; 

What  passion  can  dwell  in  th<>  heart  of  a  child  ? 
But,  still,  1  perceive  an  emotion  the  same 

As  I  felt,  when  a  boy,  on  the  crag-covcr'd  wild : 
One  image  alone  on  my  bosom  impress'd, 

I  loved  my  bleak  regions,  nor  panted  for  new ; 
And  few  were  my  wants,  for  my  wishes  were  blest. 

And  pure  w  ere  my  thoughts,  for  my  soul  was  with  you. 

I  arose  with  the  dawn;  with  my  dog  as  my  guide, 

PVom  mountain  to  mountain  I  bounded  along, 
I  breasted*  the  billows  of  £>ee'j'' rushing  tide, 

And  heard  at  a  di»lancc  the  Highlnndcr's  song: 
At  eve,  on  my  healh-coNerd  couch  of  repose. 

No  dreams,  save  of  Mary,  wore  spread  to  my  view. 
And  warm  to  the  skies  my  devotions  arosr, 

For  the  first  of  my  prayers  was  a  blessing  on  you, 

I  left  my  bleak  home,  and  my  visions  are  gone. 

The  mountains  are  vanish'd,  my  youth  is  no  more; 
As  the  last  of  my  race,  I  mu>t  wither  alone, 

And  drlight  but  in  daY*«  1  have  vitnpss'd  beforp. 
Ah!  splendour  has  raised  but  einbilter'd  my  lot, 

Moi*e  dear  vcre  the  >cenes  wliltli  my  infancy  kn<*w; 
Though  my  hopes  inayhavcfail'd,  yet  they  are  not  forgot, 

Though  cold  is  my  heart,  still  it  lingers  vitU  you. 

When  I  sec  some  dark  hill  point  its  crest  to  the  sky, 

I  think  of  the  rocks  that  o'ershadow  Colbleen;  ^ 
When  1  see  the  soft  blue  of  a  love-spcakiny  rye, 

I  think  of  those  eyes  that  endear'd  the  rude  scene  ; 
When,  haply,  some  liglit-waving  locks  I  l)rhoid. 

That  faintly  resemble  my  Mary's  in  hue, 
1  think  on  the  long  flowing  rin<jl«>tsof  gold, 

The  locks  that  were  sacrtd  lo  beauty  and  you. 

Yet  the  day  may  arrive,  vkhen  the  mountains  oncp  more 

Shall  iis«»  to  my  '^•ght,  in  their  manfh'S  of  snow: 
But  while  thcfc  soar  above  me,  imchanypd  as  before. 

Will  Mary  be  there  to  receive  uie?  ah.  no! 
Adieu!   then,  ye  hill>,  where  my  eliildliood  ^as  bred, 

Thou  sweet-flowing  Deo,  lo  thy  waters  adieu ! 
No  home  m  the  forest  '.hall  shelter  my  head; 

Ah  !  Mary,  what  home  could  be  miue,  but  with  you  * 


TO 


*  «  * 


Oh  I  yes,  I  will  own  we  were  dear  to  each  other, 

The  friendships  of  childhood,   though  fleeting,    arc 
true; 

The  loNe  which  you  felt  *as  tlie  love  of  a  brother, 
Nor  less  the  affection  I  cherish  d  for  you. 

But  Friendship  ran  vary  her  gentle  dominion. 
The  iittaehmenr  of  years  in  a  moment  expires; 

Like  Luve  too,  she  moves  on  a  swift-waving  pinion. 
Bill  glows  not,  like  Love,  with  unquen«:hable  fires. 

'    •  nrcQulinf;  the  lofiy  nir,7<*.»  — Sn*itrtA»i. 

*  The  H«'«'  i«  (I  hraiiiiful  ri»«T,   whith  ritrt  nrar  Mai   Lod(jv,  and 
fall*  inld  (h<>  Ufa  at  >'<-w  VlK'rdprn. 

'  <.oll>l(-<-n  1*11  moiiiitiiin  iirar  the  Trrp*  of  llip  llii;liland»,  not  far 
from  (be  riiin>  of  D>  f  i.a»ll«>. 


HOURS  OF  IDLENESS. 


1 


Full  oft  have  ve  vaadered  Uwoogh  Ma  tofetbar, 
Aad  blest  were  the  leeiict  of  our  yoath,  I  allow ; 

la  the  spring  of  our  life,  how  ceraie  U  the  weather! 
Bat  winter  s  rude  lempeMs  are  gatheriof  now. 

5o  man  with  Affectioo  shall  Hemory  blending 
The  wonted  deiightt  of  our  childhood  retrace; 

When  Pride  steels  the  bosom,  the  heart  is  aobeodtng, 
Aod  what  would  be  Justice  appears  a  disgrace. 

Howeter,  dear  S ,  for  I  still  must  esteem  yon. 

The  few  whom  I  love  1  can  never  upbraid. 

The  cfaaoee,  which  has  lost,  may  io  future  redeem  you, 
Repentance  wiU  can^l  the  vow  you  have  made. 

I  wiD  not  eompbio,  and  though  cbilfd  is  affection, 
With  me  no  corroding  resentment  shall  live; 

My  bosom  is  calm'd  by  the  simple  reflection. 
That  both  may  be  wrong,  and  that  both  should 
forgive. 

Ton  knew  that  my  soal,  that  my  heart,  my  existence, 
If  danger  demanded,  were  wholly  your  own  ; 

Too  knew  me  nnalier'd,  by  years  or  by  distance. 
Devoted  to  love  and  to  friendship  aiooe. 

Ton  knew, — bat  away  with  ihe  vain  retrospection ! 

Tbe  bond  of  affection  no  longer  endures ; 
Too  late  yon  may  droop  o'er  the  fond  recollection. 

And  sigh  f«M-  the  friend  who  wss  formerly  yours. 

For  the  prestnt  we  part,— I  will  hope  not  for  ever. 
For  time  and  regret  will  restore  you  at  last ; 

To  far^eC  oar  disseosion  we  both  should  endeavour ; 
I  ask  no  atonement,  but  days  like  the  past. 

TO  MARY. 
On,  receiving  her  picture. 

Tats  faint  resemblance  of  thy  chsrms, 
Thoogfa  strong  as  mortal  art  could  give, 

ly  constant  heart  of  fear  disarms, 
ftevives  my  hopes,  and  bids  me  live. 

Herr.  I  can  trace  the  locks  of  gold. 
Which  roond  thy  snowy  forehead  wave  ; 

The  cheeks,  which  sprung  from  Beauty's  mould. 
The  lips,  which  made  me  Beauty's  slave. 

Here,  I  can  trace sh  no !  that  eye. 

Whose  asnre  floats  in  liquid  fire, 
SiKt  all  the  painter's  art  defy, 

And  bid  him  from  the  task  retire. 

Here  I  behold  its  beauteous  hue, 
Bat  where  *s  tbe  beam  so  sweetly  straying  7 

Which  gave  a  Instre  to  iu  blue, 
Like  Lona  o'er  the  ocean  playing. 

Sweet  c«^>y!  fisr  more  dear  to  me, 

lifdecs  unfeeling  as  thoa  art. 
Than  all  the  li^ng  forms  could  be. 

Save  her  wbo  placed  thee  next  my  heart. 

SItt  placed  it,  sad,  with  needless  fear, 
Lot  time  might  shake  my  wavering  soul, 

Uoconscions,  that  her  image,  there. 
Held  every  sense  in  fiut  controuL 

Thro'  hoofB,  thro'  years,  thro'  lime,  *t  will  cheer; 

My  hope,  in  gloomy  momenta,  raise; 
In  life's  last  eonOict  't  wiU  appear. 

And  meet  my  fend  expiring  gase. 


DAM.fTTAS. 

In  law  an  infont,*  and  in  years  a  boy, 
fn  mind  a  slave  to  every  vicious  joy, 
From  every  soise  of  shame  and  virtue  wean'd. 
In  lies  an  adept,  in  deceit  a  fiend  ; 
Versed  io  hypocrisy,  while  yet  a  child. 
Fickle  as  wind,  of  inclinations  wild ; 
Woman  his  dupe,  his  heedless  friend  a  tool. 
Old  in  the  world,  tho'  scarcely  broke  from  school 
Damvtas  ran  through  all  the  mase  of  %io. 
And  found  the  goal,  when  others  just  begin ; 
Even  still  conflicting  passions  shake  his  soul. 
And  bid  him  drain  the  drp(^  of  pleasure's  bowl ; 
But,  pall'd  with  vice,  he  hrcsks  his  former  rhaio. 
And,  what  was  once  bis  blivi,  appears  his  bane. 


TO  MARION. 

Masiom!  why  that  pensive  brow  ? 

What  di4f»usl  to  life  lui«i  thou ! 

Chaiigr  that  discontented  air; 

Frowos  become  not  one  so  Hit. 

T  is  not  love  disturbs  thy  rest. 

Love  's  a  stranger  to  thy  breast ; 

He  io  diroplini;  smiirs  appears; 

C>r  mourns  in  swerily  timid  tears ; 

Or  bends  ihe  languid  eyrlid  down. 

But  shuns  tbe  cold  forbidding  frown. 

Then  revume  thy  former  (ire. 

Some  will  love,  and  all  admire ; 

While  that  icy  a«pert  chills  us. 

Nought  but  cold  lodiffereoce  thrills  us. 

Wouldst  thou  vrandering  lirarts  beguile. 

Smile,  at  lea<it,  or  term  to  smile  ; 

Eyes  like  thine  were  ne\er  meant 

To  hide  their  orbs,  io  dark  restraint ; 

Spite  of  all,  thou  fain  wouldst  say. 

Still  in  truant  beams  ihey  play. 

Thy  lips, — but  here  my  modest  Muse 

Her  impulse  chaste  must  needs  refuse. 

She  hlushm,  curtsies,  frowns, — in  short  she 

Dreads,  lest  the  subject  should  transport  me ; 

Aod  flying  off,  in  searrh  of  reason, 

firings  prudence  bock  in  proper  season. 

All  I  shall  therefore  say  (whate'rr 

1  think  is  neither  here  nor  there). 

Is  that  such  lips,  of  looks  endearitig, 

Were  form'd  for  better  things  than  sneering ; 

Of  sooth iog  compliments  divested. 

Advice  at  least 's  disinterested ; 

Such  is  my  artless  song  to  thee. 

From  all  the  flow  of  flattery  free; 

Counsel,  like  mine,  is  as  a  brother's, 

My  heart  is  given  to  some  others ; 

Tliai  is  to  say,  unskill'd  to  cozen. 

It  shares  itself  amongst  a  doien. 

Marion,  adieu  1  oh!  prithee  slight  not 

This  warning,  though  it  may  delight  not ; 

And,  lest  my  precepts  be  displeasing 

To  those  who  think  remonstrance  teasing. 

At  once  I  'il  tell  thee  our  opinion. 

Concerning  woman's  soft  dominion : 


I  la  law,  vvary 

nf  iweBty-«»«. 


Is  SB  iaibai  wbo  Iws  aoi  sttainvd  the  ■!(• 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


HoWer  "vre  gaze  with  admiration 
On  eyes  of  blue,  or  lips  carnation; 
Howe'er  the  flowing  locks  attract  us, 
Howe'er  those  beauties  may  distract  us, 
Still  fickle,  we  are  prone  to  rove, 
These  cannot  fix  our  souls  to  love  ; 
It  is  not  too  severe  a  stricture 
To  say  they  form  a  pretty  picture. 
But  wouldst  thou  see  the  secret  chain 
Which  binds  as  in  your  humble  train, 
To  hail  you  queens  of  all  creation,— 
Know,  in  a  word,  't  is  Anima.tion. 


OSCAR  OF  ALVA. « 

A  TALE. 

How  sweetly  shines,  through  azure  skies. 
The  lamp  of  heaven  on  Lora's  shore. 

Where  Alva's  hoary  turrets  rise, 
And  hear  the  din  of  arms  no  more. 

But  often  has  yon  rolling  moon 

On  Alva's  casques  of  silver  play'd, 
And  view'd,  at  midnight's  silent  noon, 

Her  chiefs  in  gleaming  mail  array'd. 

And  on  the  crimson'd  rocks  beneath, 
Wliich  scowl  o'er  ocean's  sullen  flow, 

Pale  in  the  scatlcr'd  ranks  of  death, 
She  saw  the  gasping  warrior  low. 

"While  maay  an  eye,  which  ne'er  again 
Could  mark  the  rising  orb  of  day, 

Turn'd  feebly  from  the  gory  plain, 
Beheld  in  death  her  fading  ray. 

Once,  to  those  eyes  the  lamp  of  Love, 
They  blest  her  dear  propitious  light : 

But  now,  she  glimmerd  from  above, 
A  sad  funereal  torch  of  night. 

Faded  is  Alva's  noble  race. 

And  grey  her  towers  are  seen  afar; 

No  more  her  heroes  urge  the  chase, 
Or  roll  the  crimson  tide  of  war. 

But  who  was  last  of  Alva's  clan  7 

W'hy  grows  the  moss  on  Alva's  stone? 

Her  towers  resound  no  steps  of  man, 
They  echo  to  the  gale  alone. 

And,  when  that  gale  is  fierce  and  high, 

A  sound  is  heard  in  yonder  hall, 
It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sky. 

And  vibrates  o'er  the  mouldering  wall. 

Yes,  when  the  eddying  tempest  sighs, 
It  shakes  the  shield  of  Osear  brave  ; 

But  there  no  more  his  banners  rise. 
No  more  his  plumes  of  sable  wave. 

Fair  shone  the  sun  on  Oscar's  birth. 
When  Angus  hail'd  his  eldest  born  ; 

The  vassals  round  their  chieftain  s  hearth, 
Crowd  to  applaud  tlie  happy  morn. 

♦  The  cauiitrophe  of  tbi*  ule  was  »D(;f;c«li*(i  hy  iho  ttory  of  ■  Je- 
ronymnand  Lurcuio,*  in  ih«  tirtt  Tolum«  of  •  The  AriDfuian,  or 
l.iboti-.Se«r.*  It  oUo  bean  soraii  re*emhlaocc  to  a  tccna  ia  ibc 
ihinl  aa  of  ■  Macboih.* 


They  feast  upon  the  mountain  deer. 
The  Pibroch  raised  its  piercing  note ; 

To  gladden  more  their  Highland  cheer. 
The  strains  in  martial  numbers  float. 

And  they  who  heard  the  war-notes  wild, 
Hoped  that,  one  day,  the  Pibroch's  strain 

Should  play  before  the  Hero's  child, 
While  he  should  lead  the  Tartan  train. 

Another  year  is  quickly  past. 

And  Angus  hails  another  son ; 
His  natal  day  is  like  the  last. 

Nor  soon  the  jocund  feast  was  done. 

Taught  by  their  sire  to  bend  the  bow, 

On  Alva's  dusky  hills  of  wind. 
The  boys  in  childhood  chased  the  roc, 

And  left  their  hounds  in  speed  behind. 

But,  ere  their  years  of  youth  are  o'er. 
They  mingle  in  the  ranks  of  war  ; 

They  lightly  wield  the  bright  claymore. 
And  send  the  whistling  arrow  far. 

Dark  was  the  flow  of  Oscar's  hair, 
W'ildiy  it  stream'd  along  the  gale ; 

But  Allan's  locks  were  bright  and  fair, 
And  pensive  seem'd  his  cheek,  and  pale. 

But  Oscar  own'd  a  hero's  soul, 

His  dark  eye  shone  through  beams  of  truth; 
Allan  had  early  learn'd  controul, 

And  smooth  his  words  had  been  from  youth. 

Both,  both  were  brave;  the  Saxon  spear. 
Was  shiver'd  oft  beneath  their  steel ; 

And  Oscar's  bosom  scorn 'd  to  fear, 
But  Oscar's  bosom  knew  to  feci. 

>Vhile  Allan's  soul  belied  his  form, 
Unworthy  with  such  charms  to  dwell; 

Keen  as  the  lightning  of  the  storm. 
On  foes  his  deadly  vengeance  fell. 

From  high  Southannon's  distant  tower 
Arrived  a  young  and  noble  dame  ; 

With  Kenneth's  lands  to  form  her  dower, 
Glenalvon's  blue-eyed  daughter  came  : 

And  Oscar  claiin'd  the  beauteous  bride. 

And  Angus  on  his  Oscar  smiled  ; 
It  soothed  the  father's  feudal  pride. 

Thus  to  obtain  Glenalvon's  child. 

Hark!  to  the  Pibroch's  pleasing  note, 
Hark  !  to  tlie  swelling  nuptial  song  ; 

In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float. 
And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

See  how  the  heroes'  blood-red  plumes, 

Assembled  wave  in  Alva's  hall; 
Each  youth  his  varied  plaid  assumes, 

Attending  on  their  chieftain's  call. 

It  is  not  Mar  their  aid  demands, 

The  Pibroch  plays  the  song  of  peace; 

To  O-scar's  nuptials  throng  the  bands. 
Nor  yri  the  sounds  of  pleasure  cease. 

But  where  is  Oscar?  sure  't  is  late  : 
Is  tlii<  a  bridegroom's  ardent  flame? 

While  thronging  guests  and  ladies  wait. 
Nor  Oscar  nor  his  brother  came. 
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Ac  Inisth  yo«af  Alkn  joio'd  th*  bride, 
•Why  comes  not  Oicur?*  Anfiu  taid; 

« Is  he  not  herel*  the  youth  repKed, 
•  With  me  he  roved  not  o'er  the  (buie. 

«  PerchuMB,  lorgecfnl  of  the  dsy, 
T  is  his  to  chase  the  booadingrae; 

Or  Oocob's  waiss  proloof  his  May, 
Tef  Oscar's  bark  is  seldom  slov.» 

« Oh!  so  tw  die  SBfninh'd  sire  rejoia'd, 
« 1I«M-  chase  nor  wave  my  boy  deky ; 

Woold  he  to  Mora  seem  onkiad  7 
Woald  aaght  to  her  impede  his  way  T 

« Oh!  seardi,  ye  chiefc I  oh,  search  anmnd ! 

Albai,  with  these  throuch  Alva  fly. 
Till  Oscar,  till  my  too  is  fbond. 

Haste,  haaCe,  nor  dare  attempt  reply.* 

All  is  confosioB— tfanngfa  the  vale 
The  name  of  Osear  hoarsely  rin^s, 

It  rtaes  on  the  mnrmariny  gaie, 
Till  night  expands  her  dusky  wings. 

It  break!  the  stillncM  of  the  night, 

Bns  echoes  throngh  her  shades  in  vain ; 
It  sowads  Aroogh  mornings  misty  light, 
eomes  not  o'er  the  plain. 

days,  three  ileeplesi  nights,  the  chief 
For  Clear  eeareh'd  each  mountain  cave; 
Then  hope  is  lost  in  bonndlets  grief, 
Bis  locks  in  grey  torn  ringlets  wave. 

'!  my  Son !— Thou  God  of  heaven ! 
the  prop  of  sinking  age; 
Or,  if  that  hope  no  more  is  given, 
Tidd  has  ■wsmiu  to  my  rage. 

«  Yes,  on  some  desert  rocky  shore, 
Vy  Oscar* s  whiten'd  bones  must  lie ; 

Then,  grant,  thou  God !  I  ask  no  more, 
With  him  his  frantic  rirs  asay  die. 

•  Tet,  he  may  Bve— away  despair; 

Becalm,  my  soul!  he  yet  may  live; 
T  arraign  my  fate,  my  voice  forbear; 

0  God  my  impious  piaycr  forgive. 

«  What,  if  he  live  for  me  no  more, 

1  link  fofigocten  in  the  dust. 
The  hope  of  Alva's  age  is  o'er; 

Alas!  can  pangi  like  Iheie  be  jnst?» 

Thus  did  the  haplas  parent  mourn. 
Till  Time,  vrho  socMhes  leverest  woe. 

Bad  bade  serenity  return. 
And  made  the  tear-drop  cease  to  flow. 

For  still  some  latent  hope  survived. 
That  Oscar  might  once  more  appear; 

His  hope  now  droop'd,  snd  now  revived. 
Till  Time  had  told  a  tedious  year. 

Ikys  rolTd  along,  the  orb  of  light 

Again  had  run  his  destined  rsce ; 
Vo  Okst  blets'd  his  Cslher's  sight, 
'  left  a  fointer  tnce. 


For  yootlifttl  Allan  still  remaio'd. 
And,  now,  his  father't  only  joy : 

lora's  heart  was  quickly  gain'd. 
For  baanty  ctown'd  the  foir-hair^d  boy. 


She  thought  that  Oscar  lovr  was  laid. 
And  Allan's  Cice  was  wondrous  fair. 

If  Oscar  lived,  norne  other  maid 

Bad  daim'd  his  fsithlcss  bosom's  care. 

And  Angus  said,  if  one  ymr  more 
In  fruitless  hope  was  pass'd  away, 

His  foodcsc  scruple  should  be  o'er. 
And  he  would  name  iheir  nuptial  day. 

Slow  roU'd  the  moons,  but  blest  at  last. 
Arrived  the  dearly  destined  morn; 

The  year  of  anxious  trembling  past. 
What  smiles  the  lover's  cheeks  adorn! 

Hark  to  the  Kbroch's  pleasing  note ! 

Hark  to  the  swelling  ouptisl  song ! 
In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float. 

And  still  the  chorsi  peal  prolong. 

Again  the  clan,  in  festive  crowd. 
Throng  through  the  gsie  of  Alva's  ball; 

The  sounds  of  mirth  re-echo  loud. 
And  all  their  former  joy  recal. 

But  who  is  he,  whose  darken'd  brow 
Glooms  in  the  midst  of  general  mirth! 

Before  his  eye  s  f sr  fiercer  glow 
The  blue  flames  curdle  o'er  the  hearth. 

Dsrk  is  the  robe  which  wraps  his  form. 
And  tall  his  plume  of  gory  red; 

His  voice  is  like  the  rising  storm, 
But  light  and  trackless  is  his  tread. 

T  is  noon  of  night,  the  pledge  goes  round. 
The  bridegroom's  health  is  deeply  quaft; 

With  shonis  the  vsulted  roofi  resound. 
And  all  combine  to  hail  the  draught. 

Sudden  the  stranger  chief  srose, 

And  all  the  ciamorons  crowd  are  hnih'd; 
And  Angus*  cheek  with  wonder  glows, 

And  Mora's  tender  bosom  blush'd. 

«  Old  man !»  he  cried,  «  this  pledge  is  done. 
Thou  saw'st  *t  was  duly  drunk  by  me. 

It  bsil'd  the  nuptials  of  thy  son ; 
Now  will  I  claim  a  pledge  from  thee. 

«  While  all  sround  is  mirth  and  joy, 
To  bless  thy  Allan's  hsppy  lot; 

Say,  hsdst  thou  ne'er  snother  boyT 
Say,  why  should  Oscsr  be  forgot  ?■ 

•  Alss !»  the  hapless  sire  replied. 
The  big  tear  starting  as  he  spoke; 

■  When  Oicar  left  my  ball,  or  died. 
This  aged  heart  was  almost  broke. 

«  Thrice  has  the  earth  revolved  her  course, 
Since  Oscar's  form  has  blest  my  sight; 

And  Allan  is  my  last  resource. 

Since  martial  Oscar's  death  or  flight* 

*T  ia  well,*  replied  the  stranger  stem. 
And  fiercely  flash'd  his  rolling  eye; 

«  Thy  Oscar's  fate  I  fain  would  learn; 
Perhaps  the  hero  did  not  die. 

«  Perchance  if  those  whom  most  he  loved. 
Would  call,  thy  Oscar  migh»  return ; 
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Perchance  the  chief  has  only  roved, 
For  him  thy  Beltane'  yet  may  burn. 

«  Fill  high  the  bowl,  the  tabic  round, 
We  will  not  claim  the  pletlye  by  {.teallfa, 

With  wine  let  every  cup  be  crown'd, 
Pledge  me  departed  Oscar's  health.* 

«  With  all  my  80ul,n  old  Angus  said, 

And  fill'd  his  goblet  to  the  brim; 
«  Here  's  to  my  boy !  ali\c  or  dead, 

I  ue'er  shall  find  a  son  like  him.n 

((Bravely,  old  man,  this  health  has  sped, 
But  why  does  Allan  trembling  stand? 

Come,  drink  remembrance  of  the  dead, 
And  raise  thy  cup  with  firmer  hand.» 

The  crimson  glow  of  Allan's  face 
Was  turn'd  at  once  to  ghastly  hue; 

The  drops  of  death  each  other  chase, 
Adowu  in  agonizing  dew. 

Thrice  did  he  raise  the  goblet  high. 
And  thrice  his  lips  refused  to  taste; 

For  thrice  he  caught  the  stranger's  eye, 
On  his  i^ith  deadly  fury  placed. 

uAnd  is  it  thus  a  brother  hails 

A  brotiier's  fond  remembrance  here? 

If  thus  affection's  strength  proails, 

What  might  we  not  expect  from  fear?» 

Roused  by  the  "sneer,  he  raised  the  bowl ; 

«  Would  Oscar  now  could  share  our  mirth !» 
Internal  fearappall'd  hissuul, 

He  said,  and  dash'd  the  cup  to  earth. 

«'T  is  he!  I  hear  my  murderer's  voice.» 
Loud  shrieks  a  darkly  gleaming  Form; 

«  A  murderers  voice !>»  the  roof  replies. 
And  deeply  swells  the  bursting  storm. 

Tiit^  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink, 
The  stranjjer's  gone,  amidst  llie  crew 

A  Form  was  seen,  in  l.irtan  green. 
And  tall  the  shade  terrific  grew. 

His  waist  was  bound  with  a  broad  belt  round, 

His  plume  of  sable  stream'd  on  higli ; 
But  liis  breast  was  bare,  with  the  red  wounds  there, 

And  fu'd  >*as  the  glare  of  his  glassy  eye. 

And  thrice  he  smiled,  with  his  eye  so  wild. 

On  Angus,  bending  low  the  knee; 
And  thrice  he  frown'd  on  a  Chief  on  the  ground. 

Whom  shivering  crowds  with  horror  see. 

Thf  bolts  loud  roll,  from  pole  to  pole, 

Tin-  tliuiulers  lhrou{;li  tlie  welkin  ring; 
And  the  gleaming  Forin,  (lirough  the  mist  of  the  storm, 

Was  borne  on  high  by  the  whirlwind's  wing. 

Cold  was  the  feast,  the  revel  cear.ed; 

Who  lies  upon  the  slouy  floor  ? 
Oblivion  presi  old  Angus'  bn-ast. 

At  length  his  iifc-puise  tlirobs  once  more. 

«Awav,  away,  let  the  leech  es^ay 
To  pour  the  liglil  on  .Allan's  eyes;« 

His  !>.iii»|  is  done, — his  race  is  run, 
Oh  I  never  more  shall  Allan  rise! 

'  il^-linnc-Troe.  — A  Hif^tiland  fr»tiT«l,  on   the    iit  of  M»y,  UeUl 
iK-ar  liri-6  li(;ljlc<t  fur  liic  occasiun. 


But  Oscar's  breast  is  cold  as  clay, 

His  locks  are  lifted  by  the  gale, 
And  .Vllan's  barbed  arrow  lav, 

With  him  in  dark  Glenianar's  vale. 

And  whence  the  dreadful  stranger  came, 
Or  who,  no  mortal  wight  can  tell; 

But  no  one  doubts  the  Form  of  Flame, 
For  Alva's  sous  knew  Oscar  well. 

Ambition  nerved  young  Allan's  hand. 

Exulting  demons  wing'd  his  dart, 
While  Envy  wa\ed  her  buruing  brand, 

And  pour'd  her  venom  round  liis  heart. 

Swift  is  the  shaft  from  Allan's  bow : 

Whose  streaming  life-blood  stains  his  side? 

Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  is  low, 
The  dart  has  drunk  his  vital  tide. 

And  3Ior.'i's  eye  could  Allan  move. 
She  bade  his  wounded  pride  rebel : 

Alas!  that  eyes,  which  beain'd  with  love, 
Should  urge  the  soul  to  deeds  of  Hell. 

Lo!  see'st  thou  not  a  lonely  tomb, 

Which  rises  o'er  a  warrior  dead! 
It  glimmers  througii  the  twilight  gloom  ; 

Oh!  that  is  Allan's  nuptial  bed. 

Far,  distant  far,  the  noble  grave, 

Which  held  his  clans  gi eat  ashes,  stood; 

And  o'er  his  corse  no  banners  wave. 

For  they  were  stain  d  with  kindred  bicod. 

What  minstrel  grey,  what  hoary  bard. 
Shall  Allans  deeds  on  harp-strings  raise? 

The  song  is  glory's  chief  reward, 

But  who  can  strike  a  murderer's  praise? 

Unstrung,  untouch'd,  the  harp  must  stand. 
No  minstrel  dare  the  theme  awake; 

Guilt  woulil  beiiumb  his  palsied  hand, 

Hi>  harp  in  shuddering  chords  would  break. 

No  lyre  of  fame,  no  hallow'd  verse. 
Shall  sound  hix  glories  high  in  air, 

A  dying  father's  bitter  curse, 

A  brother's  deaih-groan  echoes  there. 

TO  THE  DUKE  OF  D. 
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From  lliik  »ialc  of  |iri>l  ation,  very  |irO|if'rlv,  do  rnnk  l*  i'i(>mf>t  ,  I  ul 
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Thee,  cm  ^ose  head  a  firv  short  years  vill  shower 
The  gift  of  riches,  and  the  pride  of  power; 
Even  now  a  name  illustrious  is  thine  own, 
E«novo'd  in  rank,  not  for  beneath  the  throne. 
Vet,  D — r — t,  let  not  this  seduce  thy  soul. 
To  shon  Hir  science,  or  erade  control ; 
Tboof^  pasNTc  tutors,*  fearfol  to  dispraise 
The  titled  child,  whose  fbtnre  breath  may  raise. 
Vtrw  dueal  crron  with  indulgent  eyes, 
Aod  wink  at  faults  they  tremble  lo  chastise. 

Wbn  youtltfnl  parasites,  who  bead  the  knoe 

To  wealth,  ibeir  golden  idol,»not  to  thee  1 

Aod,  even  in  simple  boyhood's  opening  dawn. 

Some  slavea  are  found  to  flatter  and  to  fawn : 

When  these  declare  that  pomp  akme  should  watt 

On  one  by  birth  predestined  to  ba  great; 

That  books  were  only  meant  for  drudging  fools ; 

Thst  «  gnllaot  spihU  scorn  the  common  mles;» 

Bejtere  ihem  not, — they  point  the  path  to  shame. 

And  vek  to  blast  the  honours  of  thy  name : 

Tnro  to  the  few,  in  Ida's  early  thixmg, 

Whoce  sook  disdain  not  to  condemn  the  wrong ; 

Or  if,  amidst  the  comrades  of  thy  youth, 

5oae  dare  to  raise  the  sterner  Toice  of  truth. 

Ask  fhine  own  heart!  *t  will  bid  thee,  boy,  forb«ir, 

For  •cU  I  kaov  that  virtue  Ungers  there. 

Tes!  I  have  mark'd  thee  many  a  passing  day, 

Eat  now  new  scenes  invite  me  fiir  away ; 

Ta!  I  have  mark'd  within  that  generous  mind, 

A  fouL,  if  well  matured,  to  bless  mankind ; 

Ah'  though  myself,  by  nature,  haughty,  wild. 

Whom  Indiscretion  haifd  her  favourite  child, 

Tboagh  every  error  ilamps  me  for  her  own. 

And  dooms  my  Ml,  1  fain  would  fall  alone. 

Though  my  prood  heart  no  precept  now  can  tame. 

i  love  the  virtoes  which  I  cannot  claim. 

T  is  not  enough,  with  other  Sons  of  power. 

To  gleam  the  lambent  meteor  of  an  hour, 

To  sweU  some  peerage  page  in  fsoMe  pride, 

With  loof-drawn  names,  tliat  grace  no  page  bcakle; 

Then  share  with  titled  crowds  the  common  lot, 

lo  life  just  gaaed  at,  in  the  grave  feifot ; 

While  nought  divides  thee  from  the  vulgar  dead. 

Except  the  dull  cold  stone  that  hides  thy  head. 

The  monidering  scatcbeou,  or  the  herald's  roll. 

That  well  emhlaaoa'd,  but  neglected  scroll. 

Where  Lords,  nahonour'd,  in  the  tomb  may  find 

Ow  spot  to  leave  a  worthiras  name  behind: — 

Tkcffc  sleep,  nnnodced  as  the  gloomy  raulla 

That  veil  their  dust,  their  follies,  and  their  hults; 

A  race  with  old  armorial  I'lsts  o'erspread. 

In  records  destined  never  lo  be  read. 

Fain  would  I  view  thee,  with  prophetic  eyes, 

Exalted  more  among  the  good  and  wise ; 

A  glorioctt  and  a  long  career  pursue, 

A«  first  in  Rank,  the  first  in  Talent  too ; 

Spurn  every  vice,  each  little  meanness  shim. 

Sot  Fortooc'o  minion,  bat  her  noblest  son. 


to  dbdsia  ray  iMnoosI  •IlatkHit,  •▼«■  th«  mmi 
If  ■ratlso.  isowslly.  what  ta  too  ofteo  iho  w«k- 


Tum  to  the  annals  of  a  former  day, — 

Bright  are  the  deeds  thine  earlier  Sires  dbphy; 

One,  though  a  Courtier,  liv'd  a  roan  of  worth. 

And  caird,  proud  boa«t !  the  British  Drama  forth.* 

Another  view  I  not  less  reoown'd  for  Wit, 

Alike  for  courts,  and  camps,  or  senates  fit; 

Bold  in  tlie  field,  and  favoor'd  by  the  Nine, 

In  every  splendid  part  ordain'd  to  shine; 

Far,  far  disiin|;uish'd  from  the  glittering  throng, 

The  pride  of  Princes,  and  the  boast  of  Song.> 

Such  were  thy  Fathera,  thus  preserve  their  name. 

Not  heir  to  titles  only,  but  to  Fame. 

The  hour  draws  nigh,  a  few  brief  days  will  cl««e. 

To  me,  this  little  scene  of  joys  and  woes; 

Each  knell  of  Time  now  warns  me  to  reHi(*n 

Shades,  where  Hope,  P^ace,  and  FriendiJiip,  all  wrrv 

mine; 
Rope,  that  could  vary  like  the  rainbow's  hue. 
And  gild  their  pinions  as  the  moments  flew ; 
Peate,  ilui  rellertioo  never  frown'd  away. 
By  dreams  of  ill  to  cloud  some  future  day ; 
Friendship  who«e  truth  let  childhood  only  tell—    . 
Alas !  they  love  not  long  ulio  love  so  well. 
To  these  adieu !  nor  let  me  linger  o'er 
Scenes  hail'd,  as  exih^  hail  their  native  shore, 
Beceding  slowly  through  the  dark  blue  deep. 
Beheld  by  eyes  that  mourn,  yet  cannot  weep  . 

IV— r— t !  farewell !  I  will  not  ask  one  part 

Of  sad  remembrance  in  so  young  a  heart; 

The  coming  morrow  from  thy  youthful  mind 

Will  sweep  my  name,  nor  leave  a  trace  behind. 

And  yet,  perhaps,  in  some  maturer  year, 

Sinoe  chance  has  thrown  ui  in  the  self-same  sphere, 

Since  tlie  ume  senate,  nay,  the  same  debate, 

May  one  day  rlaim  our  suffrage  for  the  stale. 

We  hence  may  meet,  and  pa^s  each  other  by 

With  faint  regard,  or  cold  and  distJOt  eye. 

For  me,  in  future,  neither  friend  nor  foe, 

A  stranger  to  thyself,  thy  weal  or  woe; 

With  thee  no  more  again  I  hope  to  trace 

The  recollection  of  our  eaHy  race ; 

No  more,  as  once,  in  social  hours,  rejoice. 

Or  hear,  imless  in  crowds,  ihy  well-known  voice. 

Still,  if  the  withes  of  a  heart  imtaught 

To  veil  those  feelings  which,  perchance,  it  ought ; 

If  these 4 — bat  let  me  cease  the  lengthcn'd  strain. 

Oh!  if  these  wishes  are  not  breathed  in  vain. 

The  Guardian  Seraph,  who  directs  thy  fate. 

Will  leave  thee  glorious,  as  he  found  thee  greaL 

•  •  TiMHaa*  S— k-il«.  Lord  B-k-flt.  erm»»4  Eart  sT  9 by 

JsMM  Ik*  Vint,  wai  oao  of  ika  varlistt  aod  brifkiMt  sroaaMiu 
to  lk«  poatrj  of  kit  rosBtry.  aod  Iko  ttst  wko  ftodoaJ  •  NgaUr 
draaM.— AvvHMv'a  Bt4h$k  Pml$. 
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BYRON'S   WOUKS. 


TRANSLATIONS 

AND 

IMITATIONS. 


ADRIANS  ADDHESS  TO  HIS  SOUL,  WHEN 

DYING. 

Animula!  va{;uln,  bhudula, 
IIospcs,  comesque,  corporis, 
Oux  nunc  abiliis  in  loca? 
Pallidula,  rigida,  nudiila, 
Nee,  ut  soles,  dabis  jocos. 


TRANSLATION. 

Ah!  gentle,  fleetiag,  wavering  Sprite, 
Friend  and  associate  of  this  clay! 

To  -what  unknown  region  borne, 
Wilt  thou  now  vriug  thy  distant  flight? 
No  more,  with  wonted  humour  gay. 

But  pallid,  cheerless,  and  forlorn. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 


■  AD    LE5BIAM.O 


Equal  to  Jove  thai  youth  must  be, 

Greater  ihan  Jove  he  srcms  to  me. 

Who,  free  from  Jralousy's  alarms. 

Securely  views  thy  matchless  charms  ; 

That  cheek,  which  ever  dimpling  glows. 

That  mouth  from  whence  such  music  llows, 

To  him  alike  are  always  known, 

Reserved  for  him,  and  him  alone. 

Ah!  Lcsbia!  though  't  is  death  to  me, 

I  cannot  chuse  hut  look  on  thee; 

Rut,  at  the  sighl,  my  senses  My; 

I  needs  must  gaze,  but  gazing  die; 

Whilst  trembling  with  a  thousand  fears, 

Parch'd  to  the  iliruai,  my  tongue  adheres. 

My  pulse  beats  (piick,  my  breath  heaves  short, 

My  limbs  deny  their  slight  support; 

Cold  dews  my  pallid  f.ice  o'erspread, 

With  deadly  languor  droops  my  head, 

My  ears  with  tingling  echoes  ring, 

And  life  itself  is  on  the  wing; 

My  eyes  refuse  the  cheering  light, 

Their  orbs  are  veild  in  starless  night : 

Such  pangs  my  nature  sinks  beneath, 

And  fecb  a  temporary  death. 


TRANSLATION 
OF  THE  EPITAPH  ON  VIRGIL  AND  TIBULLUS. 

BT    DOMITICS    MARSrS. 

Hi  who,  sublime,  in  Epic  numbers  rolPd, 
And  he  who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  love, 

By  death's  unequal  hand  '  alike  rontroll'd, 
Fit  comrades  in  Elysian  regions  move. 

'  Thr  bond  of  I)«'aih  it  ui<i  lo  Iw  unjust,  or  uisfqual.  at  Virgil 
was  rontitlerably  uliler  ibao  Tibullui  at  bit  ilcccotf. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 


M  LUCTUS    DE  MORTE   PASSERIS.* 


Ye  Cupids,  droop  each  little  head, 
Nor  let  your  wmgs  with  joy  be  spread; 
My  Lesbia's  favourite  bird  is  dead, 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eyes  she  loved  ; 
For  he  was  gentle,  and  so  true, 
Obedient  to  her  call  he  Hew, 
No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  knew, 

But  lightly  o'er  her  bosom  moved  : 
And  softly  Huitering  here  and  there, 
He  never  sought  to  cleave  the  air; 
But  chirrup'd  oft,  and  free  from  care, 

Tuned  to  her  ear  his  grateful  strain. 
Now  having  past  the  gloomy  bourne, 
From  whence  he  never  can  return. 
His  death,  and  Lesbia's  grief,  I  mourn, 

Who  sighs,  alas!  but  sighs  in  vain. 
Oh  I  curst  be  thou,  devouring  grave  ! 
Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crave, 
From  whom  no  earthly  power  can  save. 

For  thou  hast  ta'en  the  bird  away: 
From  thee  my  I.esbia's  eyes  o'erttow, 
Her  swollen  cheeks  with  weeping  glow, 
Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  her  woe, 

Receptacle  of  iifes  decay. 


IMITATED  FROM  CATULLUS. 


TO    l.LLE:f. 


Ou  !  mi|;ht  1  kiss  those  eyes  of  fire, 
A  miUiou  scarce  would  (|uench  desire; 
Still  would  1  steep  my  lips  in  bliss. 
And  dwell  an  age  ou  e\ery  kiss; 
Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be. 
Still  would  1  kiss  and  cling  lo  thee: 
Nought  should  my  kiss  from  thine  dissever, 
Still  would  we  kiss,  and  kiss  for  ever; 
E'en  though  the  number  did  exceed 
The  yellow  har%est's  countless  seed; 
To  part  would  be  a  vain  endeavour. 
Could  1  desist? — ah !  never — never. 


TR.\NSLATI()NS  FROM  ANACREON. 


TO   HIS  LYRE. 


I  WISH  to  tune  my  quivering  lyre, 

To  deeds  of  fame,  and  note>  of  lire; 

To  echo  from  its  rising  sv^ell, 

How  heroes  fought,  and  n.iiions  fell; 

When  Atreus'  sous  .uivauced  lo  war, 

Or  Tvri.iu  Cadmus  roNcil  af.ir; 

But  siill,  to  martial  strains  unknown, 

My  lyre  recurs  to  love  .ilone. 

Fired  with  the  hope  of  future  fame, 

I  sctk  some  nobler  hero's  name  ; 

The  dying  rhords  are  strung  anew, 

To  war,  to  war  my  liarj)  is  due  ; 
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Wicb  gtowing  itris|p,  the  epic  ttnin 
To  Jove's  gtemt  son  I  raise  mg»m; 
AJcadrs  and  his  ^lorioas  deeds, 
Beocdtli  vhote  ann  the  Hydra  bleeds: 
All,  ell  in  vain,  my  wayirard  lyre 
Wakes  silver  noies  of  soft  desire. 
Adiea !  ye  diiefi  reoown'd  in  arms ! 
Adieu!  tbe  elanff  of  war's  alarms. 
To  other  deeds  my  soni  is  strung, ' 
Aad  sweeter  notes  sliall  nov  be  snof ; 
My  berp  shall  all  its  powers  reveal. 
To  tell  the  tale  my  heart  must  feel ; 
Love,  love  alone  my  lyre  «hall  claim, 
la  son^  of  blias,  and  sJsbs  of  flame. 

ODE  III. 

T  WAS  DOW  the  boar,  when  Night  had  driven 

Her  car  half  round  yon  sable  heaven; 

Booce«,  only,  seemed  to  roll 

His  Arctic  charge  around  the  Pole; 

While  mortals,  lost  in  gentle  sleep, 

Forgot  to  smile,  or  ceased  to  weep ; 

At  tbis  lone  hour,  the  Pspbian  boy, 

Desceoding  from  the  realms  of  joy, 

Quick  to  my  gale  directs  his  course. 

And  knocks  with  all  his  little  force : 

My  visions  fled,  alarm'd  I  rose; 

■  What  stranger  breaks  my  blest  repoee?* 
«Aias!«  replies  the  wily  child. 

In  faltering  accents,  sweetly  mild, 

«  A  hapless  infant  here  1  roam, 

Far  from  my  dear  maternal  home; 

Oh !  shield  me  from  the  wintry  bhtst. 

The  m^ty  storm  is  pouring  fast ; 

Re  prowling  robber  lingers  here, 

A  wandering  beby  who  can  fear  I» 

I  beard  hk  seeming  artless  tale, 

I  heard  his  sighs  npon  the  gale; 

Hy  breast  was  never  pity's  foe. 

But  fell  for  all  the  baby's  woe ; 

I  drew  the  bur,  and  by  the  light, 

Toong  Love,  the  infsnt,  met  my  sight; 

Bis  bow  across  bis  shoulders  flnng. 

And  thence  his  fatal  quiver  hung 

(Ah:  little  did  1  think  the  dart 

Would  rankle  soon  within  my  heart) ; 

Willi  care  I  lend  my  weary  guest. 

Bis  liitie  fingers  ctiiU  my  breast; 

His  glossy  curls,  hu  axure  wiog. 

Which  droop  with  nightly  showers,  I  wring: 

His  shivering  limbs  the  embers  warm, 

And  now,  reviving  from  the  storm, 

Scarre  bad  be  felt  his  wonted  glow. 

Hum  swift  be  seixcd  his  slender  bow: 

«  I  fain  would  know,  my  gentle  bosl,» 

He  cried,  «if  tliis  itt  strength  has  lost; 

I  fear,  relax'd  with  midnight  dews, 

The  strings  thrir  former  aid  refuse :« 

With  poison  tipt,  his  arrow  flies. 

Deep  in  my  tortured  heart  it  lies: 

Tbea  load  the  joyous  urchin  laugh'd, 

■  My  bow  can  still  impel  the  shaft ; 
T  IS  firmly  fit  d,  thy  sighs  reveal  it ; 

8nj,  eowrteoos  host,  canst  thoo  not  feel  it  ?i» 


FRAGMEMTS  OF  SCHOOL  EXERCISES. 

rtOM   TBI  raOMSTHKUS   TINCrUS   or   XSCHTLUS. 

GaxAT  Jove !  to  whose  Almighty  throne 

Both  gods  and  mortals  homage  pay, 
Ne'er  may  my  soul  tliy  power  disown, 

Thy  dread  behests  ne'er  disobey. 
Oft  shall  the  sacred  victim  fall 
In  sea-girt  Ocean's  mossy  hall ; 
My  voice  sliall  raise  no  impious  strain 
'Gainst  him  who  rules  the  sky  and  asure  main. 

How  diffrrent  nc»w  thy  joyless  fate. 

Since  first  Hrxione  thy  bride, 
When  placed  aloft  in  godlike  state. 

The  blufbiug  beauty  by  thy  side. 
Thou  sal'st,  while  reverend  Ocean  smiled. 
And  mirthful  strains  the  hours  beguiled ; 
The  nymphs  and  Tritons  danced  around. 
Nor  yet  thy  doom  was  fii'd,  nor  Jove  relentless  firown'd. 

ilerrow,  Dec.  i,  1804. 


THE  EPISODE  OP  NISUS  AND  EURTALUS. 

▲   PAkAPHlASI  FBOM  TBB   JKNEIO,   UB.    9. 

ElisDt  the  Kuardian  of  the  porul  stood. 

Eager  to  gild  his  arms  witli  hostile  blood ; 

Well  skill'd  in  tight,  the  quivering  lance  to  wield. 

Or  pour  his  arrows  through  ih'  eml>attled  field; 

From  Ida  torn,  he  left  liis  sylvan  cave, 

And  sought  a  foreign  home,  a  dist.int  grave; 

To  watch  the  movements  of  the  Dauoian  host. 

With  him  Euryalus  sustains  the  post : 

No  lovelier  mien  adom'd  the  ranks  of  Troy, 

And  beardless  bloom  yet  graced  ibe  n^ilant  boy; 

Though  few  the  seasons  of  his  youthful  life. 

As  yet  a  novice  in  the  martial  strife, 

T  was  his,  with  beauty,  valour's  gift  to  share, 

A  soul  heroic,  as  his  form  was' fair; 

These  bum  with  one  pure  flame  of  generous  love, 

In  peace,  in  w.ir  united  still  they  move; 

Friendship  and  glory  form  their  joint  reward. 

And  now  combined,  ihey  hold  the  nightly  guard. 

«  What  god,»  exclaim'd  the  first,  « instils  this  fire  I 
Or,  in  itself  a  god,  what  great  desire? 
My  labouring  soul,  with  anxious  thought  oppress'd. 
Abhors  ilii%  sution  of  inglorious  rest; 
The  love  of  fame  with  ihis  can  ill  accord.— 
Be  't  mine  to  seek  for  glory  with  my  sword. 
Seest  thou  yon  camp,  with  (orche«  twinkling  din, 
Where  drunken  slumbers  wrap  each  laiy  limb! 
Where  confidence  and  ease  the  watch  disdain. 
And  drowsy  Silence  holds  her  sable  reign  7 
Then  hear  my  thought: —In  deep  and  sullen  grief, 
Our  troops  and  leaders  mourn  thrir  absent  chief; 
Now  could  tlie  gifts  and  promised  prise  be  thine 
(The  deed,  tlie  danger,  and  the  fame  be  mine) ; 
Were  tbis  decreed — beneath  yon  rising  mound, 
Methinks,  an  easy  path  |iercliancc  were  found. 
Which  past,  I  .spred  my  way  to  Pallas'  walls. 
And  lead  JEaeas  from  C\anders  hsils.i* 
With  equal  ardour  fired,  and  warlike  joy. 
His  glowing  friend  address'd  the  Dardan  boy: 
«  These  deeds,  my  N'isus,  slialt  thou  dare  alone  ? 
Must  all  the  fame,  the  peril  be  thine  own! 
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BYRON  S  WORKS. 


Am  I  by  thcc  despised,  and  left  afar, 
As  one  unfit  to  sh.ire  llic  toils  of  war? 
Not  thus  his  son  the  great  Opheltes  taught, 
Not  thus  my  sire  in  Arrive  combuts  fought; 
Not  thus,  when  llion  fell  by  heavenly  hate, 
I  track'd  /Eneas  through  the  walks  of  fate. 
Thou  know'st  my  deeds,  my  breast  devoid  of  fear, 
And  hostile  life-drops  dim  my  gory  spear; 
Here  is  a  soul  with  hope  immortal  burns, 
And  life,  ignoble  life,  for  Glory  «.purns; 
Fame,  fame  is  cheaply  earu'd  by  fleeting  breath, 
The  price  of  honour  is  the  sleep  of  death. » 
Then  Nisus — «  Calm  thy  bosom's  fond  alarms, 
Thy  heart  beats  fiercely  to  the  din  of  arms  ; 
More  dear  thy  inrorth  and  valour  than  my  own, 
I  swear  by  him  who  fills  Olympus'  throne! 
So  may  1  triumph,  as  I  speak  the  truth, 
And  clasp  again  the  comrade  of  my  youth. 
But  should  1  full,  and  he  who  dares  advance 
Through  hostile  legions  must  abide  by  chance ; 
If  some  Kutulian  arm,  with  adverse  blow. 
Should  lay  the  friend  who  ever  loved  thee  low  ; 
Live,  thou,  such  beauties  I  would  fain  preserve, 
Thy  budding  years  a  lengtlien'd  term  deserve; 
When  humbled  in  the  dust,  let  some  one  be, 
Whose  gentle  eyes  will  shed  one  tear  for  me; 
Whose  manly  arm  may  snatch  me  back  by  force, 
Or  wealth  redeem  from  foes  ray  captive  corse  : 
Or,  if  my  destiny  these  Inst  deny. 
If  in  the  spoiler's  power  my  ashes  lie. 
Thy  pious  care  may  raise  a  simple  tomb. 
To  mark  thy  love,  aud  signalize  my  doom. 
Why  should  thy  doating  wretched  mother  weep 
Her  only  boy,  reclined  in  endless  sleep? 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  the  tempest's  fury  dared. 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  war's  deadly  peril  shared  ; 
Who  braved  what  "woman  never  braved  before. 
And  left  her  native  for  the  Latian  shore  ?» 
«  In  vain  you  damp  the  .nrdour  of  my  soul,» 
Ue|)li(;d  Kury.ilus,  .« it  sroriis  control; 
Hence,  let  us  haste. » — Their  brother  guards  arose. 
Roused  by  their  tall,  nor  court  again  repose; 
The  pair,  buoy'd  up  on  Hope's  exulting  wing, 
Thrir  stations  le.ive,  anrl  speed  to  seek  tlio  king. 
Now  oer  the  enrili  a  soltMnn  stillness  ran, 
Aud  luH'd  alike  the  rares  of  brute  and  man ; 
Save  where  the  Dardan  leaders  nightly  hold 
Alternate  converse,  and  their  plans  unfoM; 
On  one  great  point  the  council  are  agreed. 
An  instant  message  to  their  prince  decreed: 
Kach  lean'd  upon  the  lance  he  well  could  wirld, 
And  poised,  y,\tU  easy  arm,  his  ancient  shield; 
When  Nisus  and  his  friend  their  leave  request 
To  offer  something  to  their  high  hehc-jt. 
With  anxious  tremors,  yet  uiiawed  j)y  fear. 
The  faithful  pair  before  the  throne  ;ippcari 
lulus  greets  them ;  at  his  kind  command, 
The  elder  first  address'd  the  hoarv  band. 

«<  With  patience, »  thus  Hyrl.uidrs  b<{;;ui, 
«  Atteml,  nor  jiid(;p  from  yuntli  our  humble  plan, 
Where  yomlrr  h<Mcous,  liail-expirinij,  beam. 
Our  shiuilii  riiii;  fcn's  of  fulurt*  <  on(|iirst  dream, 
Nor  heed  that  >»r  a  stvretp.itli  havf  tra<id, 
iJelween  the  ocean  :iiu\  the  porta!  pl.»( cd  : 
Benr.uli  ihr  c.i\rii  of  ihr  hl.irkciiing  sniokr. 
Whose  sli.i'Ic  sri  nil  ly  our  d«  >ign  will  clo.ik. 


If  you,  ye  Chiefs,  and  Fortune  will  allow, 

Wc  '11  bend  our  course  to  yonder  mountain's  brow  ; 

Where  Pallas'  walls,  at  distance,  meet  the  sight. 

Seen  o'er  the  glade,  when  not  obscured^by  night ; 

Then  shall  iEneas  iu  his  pride  return, 

While  hostile  matrons  raise  their  offspring's  urn, 

And  Latian  spoils,  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead. 

Shall  mark  the  havoc  of  our  hero's  tread; 

Such  is  our  purpose,  not  unknown  the  way, 

W  lie  re  yonder  torrent's  devious  waters  stray  : 

Oft  have  we  seen,  when  hunting  by  the  stream. 

The  diintaut  spires  above  the  valleys  gleam. » 

Mature  iu  years,  for  sober  wisdom  famed. 
Moved  by  the  speech,  Alelhes  here  exclaim'd: 
M  Ye  parent  Cods!  who  rule  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Still  dwells  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy; 
When  minds  like  these  in  striplings  thus  ye  rai^e, 
Vours  is  the  god-like  act,  be  yours  the  praise; 
In  gallant  youth  my  fainting  hopes  revive, 
And  Ilion's  wontetl  glories  still  survive. » 
Then  in  his  warm  embrace  the  boys  he  press'd. 
And,  quivering,  strain'd  them  to  his  aged  breast ; 
With  tears  the  burning  check  of  each  bedew'd. 
And,  sobbing,  thus  his  first  discourse  renewd: — 
««  What  gift,  my  countrymen,  what  martial  prize 
Can  we  l)esiow,  which  you  may  not  despise  ? 
Our  deities  the  first,  best  boon  have  given, 
Internal  \iriues  are  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
What  poor  rewards  can  bless  your  deeds  on  earth, 
Doubtless,  await  such  young  exalted  worth ; 
yEueas  and  Ascanius  shall  combine 
To  yield  applause  far,  far  surpassing  mine.n 
lulus  then  :  •«  By  all  the  powers  above ! 
Uy  those  P«'nates«  who  my  country  love; 
By  hoary  V\v:ta's  sacred  fane,  I  swear. 
My  hopes  are  all  in  you,  ye  generous  pair ! 
Ucslore  my  father  to  my  grateful  sight. 
And  all  my  sorrows  yield  to  one  delight. 
Nisus  I    two  silver  goblets  .trc  thine  own, 
Saved  from  Arislia's  stalely  domes  o'erthrown  , 
My  sire  secured  them  on  ih.il  fatal  day, 
Nor  left  such  bowls  an  Ari;ive  rohlier's  prey. 
Tv^o  ni.jssy  tripods  also  shall  be  thine, 
Twt»  talents  pohsh'd  from  the  glittering  mine; 
An  .Mwieiil  cup  which  Tynan  Dido  gave, 
While  yet  our  vessels  press'd  the  Punie  wave  : 
Ilul,  when  the  hostile  chiefs  at  length  how  down, 
When  great  .-Eneas  we.irs  llesperia's  crown. 
The  cas(jue,  the  buckler,  and  the  fiery  steed. 
Which  Turnus  guides  with  more  than  mortal  speed. 
.Vre  thine;  no  en\ious  lot  shall  then  be  cast, 
I  picilge  my  word,  irrevocably  pass'd  ; 
N.iy  more,  twelve  sl.ives,  and  twice  six  captive  dames 
To  sooihe  thy  softer  hours  with  amorous  Mimes, 
And  ail  th<'  realms  which  now  the  Latians  sway, 
The  Kiboursof  to-night  shall  well  rr'pay. 
Hut  thou,  my  generous  youth,  whose  tender  years 
.Vre  near  iny  own,  whose  worth  my  heart  revcre>. 
Iloucefortli  affeetioi),  sweetly  thus  begun, 
SWill  joiu  (,ur  bosoms  ami  our  souls  in  one; 
Without  tliy  .lid  no  glory  shdl  be  mine, 
Without  lliN  ile.ir.uhiee,  no  greji  <lesign ; 
Alike,  through  life  esteeni'd,  thou  god-like  boy, 
111  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  joy. » 


I 


'    lloiueliulil  Oi.mN 


ITo  hiiB  EoTfdM : «  No  day  thall  thaoM 
Tbe  miiif  florica,  which  from  this  1  ekiia. 
I  Fortuoe  may  iaTo«r  or  the  tkies  may  frovn, 
I  Bat  vakHv,  spile  of  fete,  ohtaiok  ranown. 
,  ^^^  ««  from  hence  our  ea^er  step*  depart, 
j  One  booo  I  beg,  the  ncarett  to  my  heart ; 
I  Uy  mother  sprang  from  Priam's  royaJ  Itae, 
I  Like  thine  ennohJed,  hardJy  less  divine; 
Jior  Troy  nor  King  Aceslcs'  reahns  restrain 
Her  feehJe  age  from  danger*  of  the  main; 
AlMieshe  came,  all  selfish  fears  abore, 
^  bright  example  of  maternal  lore. 
L'nknowB,  the  secret  enterprise  I  brave, 
Le*t  grief  ahonki  bend  my  fwrent  to  the  grave : 
From  this  alone  no  fond  adiem  I  seek, 
No  fainting  mother's  lips  have  press'd  ray  cheek; 
Bv  sJoomy  Ifigfct,  and  thy  right  hand,  I  vow 

&r  parting  tears  wooJd  shake  my  porpote  now : 

Do  thou,  my  prince,  her  failing  age  sustain, 

1b  thee  her  mncb-loved  child  may  live  again ; 

Ber  dying  lM»nrs  with  pioos  conduct  bless, 

Awst  her  wants,  relieve  her  fond  distress  : 

So  dear  a  hope  must  all  my  ionl  inflame. 

To  me  in  glory,  or  to  fall  in  fome.» 

<miek  with  a  filial  care,  so  deeply  felt, 

ia  tears,  at  once  the  Trojan  varriort  malt ; 

Faoer  thno  all,  lulns'  eyes  o'erflow ; 

Sfich  love  was  bis,  and  such  had  been  his  woe. 

«  kii  tboa  hmc  ask'd,  receive,*  the  prince  replied; 

•  Nor  this  alone,  bat  many  a  gift  beside  j 

To  cheer  thy  naotber's  years  shall  be  my  aim, 

CiTttsa'&i  style  bnf  wanting  to  the  dame; 

Fortnne  an  mdwene  wayward  coarse  may  mn. 

Bat  faless'd  thy  mother  in  so  dear  a  son. 

Nov,  by  my  tife,  my  Sire's  roost  sacred  oath. 

To  thee  I  pledge  my  fall,  my  firmest  troth. 

All  the  rewards  which  once  lo  thee  were  vow'd, 

If  thon  shooldat  fall,  on  her  shall  be  bestow'd.* 

Ibos  vpoke  the  weeping  prince,  then  forth  to  view 

A  gaming  falchion  ^m  the  sheath  be  drew ; 

Lr<-aon's  atmoft  skill  had  graced  the  steel. 

For  friends  to  envy  and  for  kc%  lo  feel. 

A  tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  spoil, 

SLiio  midst  the  forest,  in  the  bunter's  toil, 

Jlo«-aheas,  to  guard  the  elder  youlh,  bestows, 

Ajad  old  Aletbes'  casque  defends  bis  brows ; 

ArtQ  d.  thence  they  gn,  while  all  the  assembled  Inin, 

To  aid  their  cause,  implore  the  gods  in  vain ; 

More  than  a  boy,  in  wi«dom  and  in  grace, 

laJas  holds  amidst  the  chiefs  his  place; 

Hit  prayer*  he  sends,  but  what  can  prayers  avail, 

Loa  in  Ibe  mnrmursof  the  sighing  gale? 

The  ireocb  is  past,  and,  fovour  d  by  the  night, 
Through  sleeping  foes  they  wheel  their  wary  flight. 
When  shall  the  sleep  of  many  a  fee  be  o'er  T 
.Ua<!  some  slumber  who  shall  wake  no  more? 
G>«riots,  axid  bridles,  mix'd  with  arms,  are  seen, 
.lad  dowing  flasks, and  scatter'd  troops  between; 
fiaorfaos  and  Mars  to  mle  the  camp  combine, 

I  A  mingled  chaos  this  of  war  and  wine. 

I  «  Now,»  cries  the  first,  •  for  deeds  of  blood  prepare, 
With  me  the  conquest  and  the  labour  share ; 

I  Here  lies  our  path;  lest  any  hand  arise, 
Wairfa  thou,  while  many  a  dreaming  cbiefUun  dies ; 

*  TW  mulktr  of  laJm,  ImI  m  iIm  aickt  wbM  Trof  «u  laksa. 


I  '11  carve  onr  passage  through  the  heedless  foe. 

And  clear  thy  road,  with  many  a  deadly  blow.* 

His  whispering  accents  then  the  youth  represt. 

And  pierced  proud  Rhamnes  through  his  panting  bfCMt ; 

Sf  retch'd  at  his  ease,  ih'  incautious  king  reposed, 

Debauch,  and  not  fetigur,  his  eyes  had  closed ; 

To  Tumns  dear,  a  prophet  and  a  prince, 

His  omens  more  than  augur's  skill  evince; 

But  he,  who  thus  foretoM  the  fete  of  all, 

0>uld  not  avert  his  own  nntimely  fhll. 

Next  Remus*  armour-bearer,  hapless,  fell. 

And  three  unhappy  slaves  the  eamage  swell : 

The  charioteer  along  his  courser's  sides 

Eipires,  the  steel  his  severed  nerk  divides; 

And,  last,  bis  lord  is  number'd  with  tlie  dead. 

Bounding  convulsive,  flies  the  (^sping  head ; 

From  the  swollen  veins  the  blackening  tomnis  poor, 

Suin'd  is  the  couch  and  earth  with  clotting  gars. 

Young  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  neit  expire. 

And  gay  Scrrairas,  fill'd  with  youthful  fire; 

Half  the  long  night  in  childish  games  was  past, 

Lull'd  by  the  potent  grape,  he  slept  at  last; 

Ah !  happier  fer,  had  he  the  mom  survey'd. 

And,  'till  Aurora's  dawn,  his  skill  display'd. 

In  slaugbter'd  folds,  the  keepen  lost  ia  sleep, 
His  hungry  fengs  a  lion  thus  may  steep; 
Mid  the  sad  flock,  at  dead  of  night,  lie  prowls. 
With  rourdrr  glutted,  and  in  carnage  rolls ; 
Insatiate  still,  through  teeming  herds  he  roams 
In  seas  of  gore,  the  lordly  tyrant  foams. 

Nor  less  the  other  s  deadly  vengeance  cani«| 
But  fells  on  feeble  crowds  without  a  name ; 
His  wound  unconscious  Fadus  scarce  can  feel. 
Yet  wakeful  Hhnsus  sees  the  threatening  slecl; 
His  covirard  breast  behind  a  jar  he  bides. 
And,  vainly,  in  the  weak  defence  confides; 
Full  in  his  heart,  the  falchion  search'd  his  veins, 
The  reeking  weapon  bears  alternate  stains ; 
Thro'  wine  and  blood,  commingling  as  Ihey  flow, 
1  he  feeble  spirit  seeks  the  shades  below. 
>fow,  where  Mrssapus  dwelt  they  bend  their  way. 
Whose  fires  emit  a  feint  and  trembling  ray; 
There,  unconfined  behold  each  graxing  steed, 
Unwaich'd,  unheeded,  on  tlte  herbage  feed; 
Brave  Nisus  here  arrests  his  comrade's  arm. 
Too  flush'd  with  carnage,  and  with  conquest  warm  : 
«  Hence  let  us  haste,  the  dangerous  path  is  past. 
Full  foes  enough,  to-night,  have  breathed  their  last; 
Soon  will  the  day  tliose  eastern  clouds  adorn, 
Now  let  us  speed,  nor  tempt  the  rising  mom.» 

What  silver  arms,  with  various  arts  emboss'd. 
What  bowls  and  mantles,  in  confusion  toss'd. 
They  lea«e  regardless!  yet,  one  glittering  prise 
Attracts  the  younger  hero's  wandering  eyes; 
The  gilded  harness  Rhamnes'  coursers  felt, 
The  gems  which  stud  the  monarch's  golden  belt; 
This  from  tlie  pallid  corse  was  quickly  torn. 
Once  by  a  line  of  former  chieftains  worn. 
Th'  exulting  boy  the  studded  girdle  wears, 
Messapus'  helm  his  head,  in  triumph,  bears; 
Then  from  tlie  tents  their  cautious  steps  they  bend, 
To  seek  the  vale,  where  safer  paths  extend. 

Just  at  this  hour,  a  band  of  Latian  horse 
To  Turnus'  camp  pursue  their  destined  course ; 
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While  the  slow  foot  their  Lirdy  march  delay, 
The  kuijliis,  impatient,  spur  aloug  the  way : 
Three  liiiiulred  mail-clad  men.  by  Volscens  led. 
To  Turnits,  with  their  muster's  promise  sped: 
Now,  thev  .ipproach  the  trench,  nod  view  the  walls, 
When,  on  the  left,  a  lijht  reflection  falls; 
The  pliinder'd  helmet,  through  the  waning  night, 
Slieds  forth  a  silver  radiance,  (jiancing  bri^'ht; 
Volscen<>,  with  question  loud,  the  pair  alarms — 
(t Stand,  stram;li-rs!  stand!  why  early  thus  in  arms? 
From  whence?  to  whomT»    He  meets  with  no  reply, 
Trustini;  the  covert  of  the  night,  they  fly; 
The  thicket's  depth,  with  hurried  pace,  they  tread. 
While  round  the  wood  the  hostile  squadron  spread. 

With  brakes  entangled,  scarce  a  path  between. 

Dreary  and  dark  appears  the  sylvan  scene; 

Euryalus  his  heavy  spoils  impede. 

The  bou|;iis  and  winding  turns  his  steps  mislead; 

But  Nisu>  SI  ours  along  the  fore'>t's  maze, 

To  where  Laiinus'  steeds  in  safety  graze. 

Then  backward  o'er  the  plain  his  eyes  citend. 

On  e\ery  side  they  seek  his  absent  friend. 

wO  God!  my  boy,*»  he  cries,  «of  me  l»erefl, 

In  what  impending  perils  art  thou  lefi'.n 

Listening  he  runs — al>ove  the  waging  trees. 

Tumultuous  \oices  swell  the  passing  breeze; 

The  war-cry  rises,  thundering  hoofs  around 

Wake  the  <lark  echoes  of  the  trembling  ground; 

Again  he  turns — of  footsteps  hears  the  noise. 

The  sound  elates — ihc  sight  his  hope  destroys; 

The  hapless  boy  a  ruffian  train  surround. 

While  lengthening  shades  his  weary  way  confound, 

Ilim,  with  loud  shouts,  the  furious  knights  pursue. 

Struggling  in  vain,  a  captive  to  the  crew. 

What  can  his  friend  'gainst  thronging  numbers  dare? 

Ah  !  must  he  rusli,  hi*,  comrade's  fate  to  share! 

Wliat  force,  what  aid,  what  stratagem  essay, 

Back  to  redeem  the  Latian  spoilers  prey! 

His  life  a  votive  ransom  nobly  gi\e, 

Or  die  willi  him  for  whom  he  wish'd  to  live! 

Poising  with  strength  his  lifted  lance  on  high, 

On  Luna's  orb  he  cast  his  fren/iej  eye : 

«  Goddess  serene,  transcending  every  star! 

Queen  of  the  sky !  whose  beams  are  seen  afar, 

liy  niglit,  Hea>eu  owns  thy  sway,  by  day.  the  grove. 

When,  as  eliasie  Dian,  here  thou  dei|;nsi  to  ro%e; 

If  e'er  myself  or  sire  have  sought  to  grace 

Thine  altars  with  the  produce  of  the  chase; 

Speed,  speed,  my  dart  to  pierce  yon  vjunting  crowd. 

To  free  my  frit  nd,  and  scatter  far  tiie  proud. » 

Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  Hung; 

Through  parted  shides,  the  hurtling  weapon  sung; 

The  thirsty  point  in  Sulmos  enir liU  l.iy, 

Transiix'd  his  heart,  and  sireicli'd  him  on  the  clay: 

He  sobs,  he  dies, — the  troop,  in  wild  amaze. 

Unconscious  whence  the  death,  with  horror  gaze; 

While  pale  tl»ey  stare,  through  Tagus'  temples  riven, 

A  secoHil  shaft  with  equal  force  is  <lriven; 

Fierce  V'oUcens  rolls  aruunil  his  lowering  eyes, 

Veil'd  by  the  niglit,  secure  the  Trojan  Iic^. 

Burning  with  wrath,  he  \iow  il  his  soldiers  fall; 

«Thou  youth  accurst!  thy  life  shall  piy  for  all.» 

Quick  from  the  sheath  his  flaming  gl  ii\e  he  drew, 

And,  raging,  on  the  boy  defencclcs)>  flew. 


Nisus  no  more  the  blackening  shade  conceals, 

Forth,  forth  he  starts,  and  all  his  love  reveals; 

Aghast,  confused,  his  fears  to  mathiess  rise. 

And  pour  these  accents,  shrieking  as  he  fli«^  : 

u  Me,  me.  your  vengeance  hurl  on  me  alone. 

Here  sheatlie  the  steel,  my  blood  is  all  your  own ; 

Ycstairy  >phcres!  ihuu  conscious  Heaven  attest! 

He  coubl  not— durst  not — lo!  the  guile  confcst! 

All,  all  was  mine — his  early  fate  suspend, 

He  only  loved  too  well  his  hapless  friend; 

Spare, spare,  ye  chiefs!  from  him  your  rage  remove, 

His  fault  was  friendship,  all  his  crime  was  love. » 

He  pray  d  in  vain,  the  dark  assa.ssin's  sword 

Pierced  the  fair  side,  the  snowy  bosom  gored; 

Lowly  to  earth  inclines  his  plume-clad  crest. 

And  sanguine  torrents  mantle  o'er  his  breast  : 

As  some  young  rose,  whose  blossom  scents  the  air. 

Languid  in  death,  expires  beneath  the  share; 

Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  •diower. 

Declining;  gently,  falls  a  fading  flower; 

Thus.  SN^eetiy  drooping,  bends  his  lovely  head. 

And  lingering  Beauty  hovers  round  the  dead. 

But  fiery  Nisus  stems  the  battle's  tide, 
Revenge  his  leader,  and  l)esj)air  his  guide; 
Volscens  he  seeks,  amidst  the  gathering  host, 
Volscens  must  soon  appease  his  comrades  ghost; 
Steel,  flashing,  pours  on  sieel,  foe  crowds  on  foe, 
Rage  nerves  his  arm,  Fate  gleams  in  every  blow; 
In  vain,  beneath  unniimber'd  wounds  he  bleeds. 
Nor  wouiuis,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisus  heeds; 
In  viewless  circles  wheel'd  his  falchion  flies, 
Nor  quits  the  Hero's  grasp  till  Volscens  dies; 
Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found. 
The  tyrant's  soul  fled  groaning  through  the  wound. 
Thus  Nisus  all  his  fond  affection  proved. 
Dying,  revenged  the  fate  of  him  he  loved; 
Then  on  his  bosom,  .souglit  his  wonted  place. 
And  death  was  heavenly  in  his  friend's  embrace! 

Celesti.il  pair!  if  aught  my  v«Tse  can  claim, 
Wafted  on  Time's  broad  pinion,  yours  is  fame! 
Ages  on  ages  shall  your  fate  admire; 
No  future  d.iv  sh.dl  see  y^'ur  names  expire; 
While  stands  the  Capitol,  iiiimortil  dome! 
And  vanquish d  millions  hail  their  Empress,  Home! 

TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  MKDEA  OF 
KLHIPIDKS. 

Whfn  fierce  conflicting  passions  urge 

I  he  breast,  vvheie  love  is  wont  to  glow, 
What  mind  lan  stem  the  stormy  surge. 

Which  rolls  the  tide  of  hilinaii  woe? 
The  hope  of  pr.iise,  thf  dread  of  shame, 

Can  rouse  ihe  tortured  breast  no  more; 
The  wild  desire,  the  guilty  flime, 

Absorbs  e.tch  wish  it  felt  befoic. 

But,  if  affection  gently  thrills 

The  soul.  by  purer  dre.niis  possest, 
The  pleasing  balm  of  mortal  ills. 

In  love  can  soothe  the  aching  breast; 
If  fhus,  thou  comest  in  gentle  guise. 

Fair  Venus!  from  thy  native  heaven, 
What  heart,  unfeeling,  would  <lespise 

"  he  sweetest  boon  the  gods  have  given? 


HOURS  OF  IDLENESS. 


firom  tby  golden  bow 

May  I  bcmolh  tbe  §h»h  npiio, 
WboM  creeittDg  veaooi,  sore  and  ilow, 

Awakrs  an  aJkcoosamiag  fire ; 
Te  ncking  doobis !  y<  jealous  fieon  I 

With  others  vafe  etenul  war; 
Eepeotance!  source  of  future  tears, 

From  me  be  ever  distant  fisr. 

I  M*f  BO  distracting  tkaoiifkis  dcstrof 

The  holy  calm  of  sacred  love! 
May  all  the  boors  be  wiog'd  with  joy. 

Which  hover  faithful  hearts  above! 
Fair  Venus !  oo  tby  myrtle  thrioe. 

May  I  with  some  food  lover  si^ ! 
Whose  heart  may  miogle  pore  with  mine. 

With  me  to  live,  with  me  to  die. 

My  aatiTe  soil !  beloved  before, 

!low  dearer,  as  my  peaceful  home, 
Se'er  oiay  I  qnit  thy  rocky  shore, 

A  hapless,  banish'd  wretch  to  roam ; 
This  very  day,  this  very  hour. 

May  I  reUgo  this  Heeling  breath, 
5oc  quit  my  silent,  humble  bower — 

A  doom,  to  me,  far  worse  than  death. 


ve  I  not  heard  the  exile's  fttgh  ? 

Aisd  seen  the  exile  s  silent  tear? 
ThstMEgb  distant  dimes  condcmo'd  to  fly, 

A  penuve,  weary  wanderer  here  : 
Ah!  haplcm  dame!*  no  sire  bewails, 

5o  firieod  tby  wretched  hte  deplores. 
No  kindred  voi«w  with  rapture  hails 

Thy  steps,  within  a  strangers  doors. 

Perish  the  fiend !  whose  iron  heart. 

To  fsir  Affection's  truth  unknown, 
Midi  her  he  fondly  lovad  depart, 

rnpitied,  helpiess,  and  alone; 
WTio  ne'er  unlocks,  with  stiver  key,* 

The  milder  treasures  of  his  soul; 
May  sneh  a  friend  be  br  from  me. 

And  Ocean's  storms  between  us  roll! 


FUGITIVE  PIECES. 


THOUGHTS  SUGGESTED  BT  A  COLLEGE 
EXAMINATION.  3 

Hica  in  the  midat,  sorronnded  by  his  peers, 
Macjics  his  ample  front  sublime  uprears; 
Plared  on  bis  chair  of  stale,  he  seems  a  god, 
While  Sophs  and  Freshmen  tremble  at  bis  nodj 
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As  all  around  sit  wrapt  in  speechless  gloom. 
His  voice,  in  thunder,  shakes  the  sounding 
Denouncing  dire  reproach  to  luckless  fools, 
DnskilI'd  to  plod  in  mathemaiie  rules. 

Happy  the  youth !  in  Euclid's  axioms  tried, 
Tbougti  little  versed  io  any  art  beside ; 
Who,  scarcely  skilfd  an  Eo(;lish  line  to  pen. 
Scans  Attic  metres  with  a  critic's  ken. 
What !  thou(;h  he  know*  not  ho«  his  fathers  bled. 
When  civil  discord  piled  the  fields  with  dead; 
When  Edward  bade  bis  conquering  bands  advance, 
Or  Henry  trampled  oo  the  cre*i  of  France: 
Though  marv'lmg  at  the  name  of  Magna  Charta, 
Ycl,  oell  he  rerollcru  the  laws  of  Sparta ; 
Can  tell  what  ediciA  «a|>i>  Lycur^us  made, 
While  Rlarkslooe  's  on  the  slielf  neglected  biid; 
Of  Grecido  dramas  « aunts  the  deathless  bme, 
Of  Avon's  bard  remembering  scarce  the  name. 

Such  is  the  youth,  whose  scientific  pale, 
Cla^s-honours,  medals,  felloo ships,  await; 
Or  even,  perhaps,  the  declamation  priie. 
If  to  such  glorious  height  he  lifts  his  eyea. 
But,  Io  I  no  common  on  tor  cau  hope 
The  envied  silver  cup  within  his  scope : 
Not  that  our  Heads  much  eloquence  require, 
Th'  Athenian's  t;loviing  style,  or  Tully's  fire. 
A  manner  clear  or  warm  is  useless,  since 
We  do  not  try,  by  «pe.iking,  lo  convince; 
Be  other  orators  of  pleasing  proud. 
We  speak  lo  please  ourscl%c«,  not  move  the  crowd; 
Our  i;ravity  prefers  the  muttering  lone, 
A  proper  mixture  of  the  iqucitk  and  groan; 
No  borrow'd  grace  of  action  must  Ik  seen. 
The  ftii(;htest  motion  oould  dispieaftc  the  Dean; 
WhiUl  every  slanng  Graduate  itouid  prate 
Against  what  he  could  never  imii.ite. 

The  man,  who  hopes  i'  obtain  the  promised  cup, 
Mast  in  one  posture  stand,  and  ne'er  look  up; 
Nor  slop,  but  rattle  o%er  every  word, 
No  matter  what,  so  it  can  not  be  heard -> 
Thus  let  him  hurry  oo,  nor  think  lo  rest! 
Who  speaks  the  fj»lest  's  sure  to  speak  the  best : 
Who  utters  most  within  the  shortest  space, 
May  safely  hope  to  win  the  wordy  race. 

The  sons  of  science  these,  who,  thus  repaid. 
Linger  iu  ease  in  Crania's  slup.gish  shade; 
Where,  on  Cam's  sedgy  baok<,  supine  they  lie, 
Unknown,  uohonour'd  live,— unwept  for,  die; 
Dull  as  the  pictures  wliirh  adorn  their  halls. 
They  think  all  learning  fix'd  within  their  walls; 
hi  manners  rude,  in  foolish  forms  precise, 
All  modem  arts  affecting  to  despise; 
Yet  priiiog  Bxntlbt  s,  Bauncx's,'  or  Poason's*  note. 
More  than  the  verte  oo  which  the  critic  wrote; 
Vain  as  their  honours,  heavy  a«  their  ale, 
Sad  as  their  wit,  and  tedious  as  their  tale. 
To  frieodHhip  dead,  though  not  untaught  to  feel. 
When  Self  and  Churrh  demand  a  bigot  seal. 
With  eager  hasia  tliey  court  the  lord  of  power, 
Wliether  lis  Pitt  or  P— rrr  rules  the  hour.< 

•  Calebraiad  rrrtles. 

■  Th«  praaeal  Creak  Pwifwor  at  Triotty  CoU^a.  Cawbridffe;  a 
■aa  wbi'te  powart  of  Miad  aail  «rUia(a  m»j  pcrbap*  Jattify  their 


*  Macs  tbU  was  wriuaa,  Lord  H.  P y  baa  last  bU  plaea.  sad 
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To  him,  'with  suppliant  smiles,  they  beud  the  head. 
While  (lislaot  mitres  to  their  eyes  are  spread; 
But  should  a  storm  o'erwhelm  him  with  disgrace. 
They  'd  tly  to  seek  the  next  who  fill'd  his  place. 
Such  are  the  mea  who  learuing's  treasures  guard, 
Such  is  their  practice,  such  is  their  reward; 
This  much,  at  least,  we  may  presume  to  say — 
The  premium  can't  exceed  the  price  they  pay. 

1806. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  *  *  •. 


«  Tu  tcinpor  amoric 
Sit  momor,  et  cari  oomiiii  no  abtoedat  imnf^o.* 

VALERIUS  FLACCl'S. 


FRisriD  of  my  youth!  when  young  we  roved, 
Like  striplings  mutually  beloved. 

With  Friendship's  purest  glow; 
The  bliss  which  wing'd  those  rosy  hours. 
Was  such  as  pleasure  seldom  showers 

On  mortals  here  below. 

The  recollection  seems,  alone, 
Dearer  than  all  the  joys  I  've  known. 

When  distant  far  from  you  ; 
Though  pain,  't  is  still  a  pleasing  pain, 
To  trace  those  days  and  hours  again. 

And  sigh  again.  Adieu! 

My  pensive  memory  lingers  o'er 
Those  scenes  to  be  enjoy'd  no  more. 

Those  scenes  regretted  ever ; 
The  measure  of  our  youth  is  full. 
Life's  evening  dream  is  dark  and  dull, 

And  we  may  meet — ah !  never ! 

As  -when  one  parent  spring  supplies. 

Two  streams,  which  from  one  fountain  r'x^c, 

Togctlier join'd  in  vain; 
How  soon,  diverging  from  their  source, 
Each  murmuring  seeks  another  course, 

Till  mingled  in  the  main. 

Our  vital  streams  of  weal  or  woe. 
Though  near, alas!  distinctly  flow, 

Nor  mingle  as  before; 
Now  swift  or  slow,  now  black  or  clear. 
Till  death's  unfathom'd  gulph  appear. 

And  both  shall  quit  the  shore. 

Our  souls,  my  Friend !  which  once  supplied 
One  wish,  nor  breathed  a  thought  beside, 

Now  flow  in  different  channels; 
Dis<lainiug  humbler  rural  sports, 
'T  is  yours  to  mix  in  polish'd  courts. 

And  shine  in  Fashion's  annals. 

T  is  mine  to  waste  on  love  my  time, 
Or  vent  my  reveries  in  rhyme, 

Without  the  aid  of  Reason; 
For  Sense  and  Reason  (Critics  know  it) 
Have  quitted  every  amorous  Poet, 

Nor  left  a  thought  to  seize  on. 

(nhM><]npnily  (I  had  nlmoit  taid  covoQuctirLt)  th(t  Iioaour  of  re- 
prcM'ntini;  the  UniTrriity  :  n  fort  •<>  gUring  rrqiiire*  no  i-omoirni. 


Poor  Little  !  sweet,  melodious  bard ! 
Of  late  cstecm'd  it  monstrous  hard, 

That  he,  who  sang  before  all; 
He,  who  the  love  of  lovcexpantled. 
By  dire  reviewers  sliould  be  branded. 

As  void  of  wit  and  moral.  • 

And  yet,  while  Beauty's  praise  is  thine. 
Harmonious  favourite  of  the  Nine! 

Repine  not  at  thy  lot; 
Thy  soothing  lavs  may  still  be  read. 
When  Persecution's  arm  is  dead. 

And  Critics  are  forgot. 

Still,  I  must  yield  those  worthies  merit. 
Who  chasten,  with  unsparing  spirit, 

R.id  rhymes,  and  those  who  write  them  ; 
And  lhou{;h  myself  may  be  the  next 
By  critic  san  asm  to  be  vext, 

I  really  will  not  hglit  them  ;' 

Perhaps  they  w  ould  do  quite  as  well, 
To  break  the  rudely  sounding  shell 

Of  such  a  young  beginner; 
He  who  offends  at  perl  nineteen. 
Ere  thirty,  may  become,  I  ween, 

A  very  harden'd  sinner. 

Now ,  I  must  return  to  you, 

And  sure  apologies  are  due; 

Accept  then  my  concession ; 

In  truth,  dear ,  in  fancy's  flight, 

I  soar  along  from  left  to  right. 

My  muse  admires  digression. 

I  think  I  said't  would  be  your  fate 
To  add  one  star  to  royal  stale; 

May  regal  smiles  attend  you: 
And  should  a  noble  Monarch  reign. 
Von  will  not  seek  his  smUes  in  vain, 

If  worth  can  recommend  you. 

Yet,  since  in  danger  courts  abound, 
Where  specious  rivals  glitter  round, 

From  snares  may  Saints  preserve  you  ; 
And  grant  your  love  or  friendship  ne'er 
From  any  riaim  a  kindred  care. 

But  those  who  best  deserve  you. 

Not  for  a  moment  may  you  stray 
From  Truths  secure  uuerring  way. 

May  no  deli^j^liis  decoy; 
O'er  roses  m.iy  your  footsteps  move, 
Your  smiles  be  ever  smiles  of  love, 

Your  tears  be  tears  of  joy. 

Oh  !  if  you  wish  that  happiness 

Your  coming  days  and  years  may  bless, 

And  virtues  crown  your  brow  : 
Be,  still,  as  you  were  wont  to  be. 
Spotless  as  you  'vc  been  known  to  me. 

Be,  still,  as  you  are  now. 

'  Tlic«if  Sian;ai  wt^rc  writu-n  »ooo  ofter  th«»  «pp<'arnDr<<  of  a  1^ 
Trie  rritiqiir  in  a  !Vortbcrn  rovi*>«,  un  «  ni-w  pulilii-ntion  of  t\><' 
Briti«h  \uai  rvoa. 

*  A  Hard  (hi>rrc»ro  r^'fcrpn*")  dffitnJ  LU  reriewor  In  mortal  com- 
l>flt.  If  lhi'»  (•vample  l>«'conn-«  prt-volfiit,  our  prritnlii"*!  rroi"''- 
niiikl  lN-dii>i  ill  ilir  rivrr  Sjvs,  for  whal  J-Uf"  rao  ioonro  lh«'m  fn^m 
llu'  nnineron*  hon  of  thoir  cnrat;rd  a««iiluo»«? 


H0UB8  OP  IDLENESS. 


•7 


And  thoa^  some  irifling  dure  of  pcmue, 
To  cbccr  my  Luc  declaniog  dayt, 

To  me  wcrv  doubly  4ev; 
Whikt  bfeMm^  yow  beloved  name, 
I  'd  w«rve  ac  ooec  e  Feef  j  fime, 

To  jpvwe  e  ^luffcif  Aerw. 


GRANTA,  A  MEDLEY. 


Ob  !  eoold  Lk  Sao^s  •  demon  •  ^H 
Be  renlned  at  my  <ktire, 
asg^t  my  trembling  form  he  'd  Kit, 
To  pkfee  it  on  St  Mary^t  spire. 

woald,  onroofd,  old  Graou's  bnlU 
Pmfantic  inmates  foil  diaplay ; 

who  dream  on  lawo,  or  stalk, 
Tbe  price  of  TenaJ  votea  to  pay. 

vooJd  I  view  each  rival  wigbt, 
F— Cty  and  P — Im— «t — n  survey; 

canvass  tbere  witb  all  Cbeir  might, 
Against  the  neil  elective  day. 

candidates  and  voters  lie. 

Ay  lalTd  in  sleep,  a  goodly  nambar ! 

rmovrn'd  for  piety, 
TVboce  conscience  won't  disturb  their  slumber 

Lord  H ,  indeed,  may  not  demur, 

Fellowa  are  sage,  reflecting  men ! 

Tlaey  kuov  preferment  can  occur. 
Bat  very  seldom, — now  and  then. 

Tliey  know  tbe  Chancellor  has  got 

Some  pretty  livings  in  disposal ; 
Each  hopes  tlut  one  may  be  hi*  lot. 

And,  therefore,  smiles  on  his  propoaal. 

Now,  from  the  soporific  scene 

1 11  turn  mine  rye,  as  night  grows  hter. 
To  v^w,  unheedrd  and  unseen. 

The  sludioos  aona  of  Ahna  Mater. 


Lo! 

A 


%  in  apartments  tnull  and  damp, 
Tbe  candidate  for  college  prises 
Sitt  poring  by  the  midnight  lamp-* 
Goca  late  lo  bed,  yet  early  rieaa. 

He,  sorely,  vretl  deserves  to  gain  them, 
With  all  the  honours  of  his  college. 

Who,  striving  hardly  to  obtain  them, 
Tlias  seeks  unprofitable  knowledge ; 

Who  sacrifices  hours  of  rest, 

To  scan,  precisely,  metres  Attic, 

Or  agitates  bi«  aniions  breast 

In  solving  problems  mathematie ; 

Who  reads  false  quantities  in  Sele,  * 
Or  punles  o'er  the  deep  triangle. 

Deprived  of  many  a  wholesome  meal. 

In  burbarous  Latin'  doom'd  to  wrangle  { 


«  TW  Mahl*  BolMac  •#  U  t«M,  vtor*  Aamoimt,  tb«  dMoii. 
fimam  Daa  U«olu  oa  •■  devalad  •liaatioa,  ftad  ■aroofi  tbe  boaMM 
br  hU  IwmfmaUm. 

•  S«l«'«  paUkaiiM  M  Crwfc  aMrM  ditpUvt  erMi«id<>rt!  \f  t«l»i 
mad  i»tc««ity.  bM,  M  alght  ba  «pwl«d  is  to  diflaiU  a  work.  It 
•M  11— rbitiln  for  mermtmcf. 

■  Tta  Laita  af  tho  Msbooli  U  of  tli#  £«■!«■  •rt*.t%».  sod  sol  fory 
iBtctllgitli». 


Bcnooncing  every  pleasing  page 

From  authors  of  historic  use; 
frderring  to  the  letter'd  sage 

The  square  of  the  bypocbimta.  • 

Still,  harmleas  are  these  occupationa. 

That  hurt  none  but  the  hnplaas  ifdwl. 

Compared  with  other  recreations. 

Which  bring  together  the  imprudent  $ 

Whose  daring  revela  shock  the  sight. 

When  vice  and  inhmy  combine, 
When  dmnkennesa  and  dice  unite. 

And  every  sense  is  steep'd  in  wiiip. 

Not  so  the  methodistic  crew, 

Who  plans  of  reformation  lay  : 
la  humble  attitude  they  sue, 

And  for  the  sins  of  others  pray. 

Forgetting  that  their  pride  of  spirit. 

Their  eiuJtation  in  their  trial. 
Detracts  most  largely  from  the  merit 

Of  all  their  boasted  aelf-dcniaJ. 

T ta  mora,— from  these  I  tm  my  «ght: 
What  scene  is  this  which  meeu  the  eye? 

A  oamerous  crowd,  arrayd  in  white,  * 
Aerom  the  green  in  numbcn  By. 

Loud  rings,  in  air,  the  chapel  bell; 

T  is  bush'd :  What  sounds  an  theae  I  bear? 
Tht  organ's  soft  oeleatial  ewell 

BoUs  deeply  osi  the  liateonig  ear. 

To  this  is  joined  tbe  sacred  song, 

Tbe  roydl  minftrel't  baltow'd  strain ; 

Though  he  who  hears  the  music  long 
Will  never  wish  to  hear  again. 

Oar  choir  would  scarcely  be  eicuaed. 
Even  as  a  band  of  raw  beginocrt  ^ 

AU  mercy,  now,  must  be  refused 

To  such  a  set  of  croaking  siaaers. 

If  Divid,  when  hit  loila  wera  ended, 

■ad  heard  these  hloehheads  sing  befeiw  hin^ 
To  as  bis  psalms  had  ne'er  descended, 

la  farious  aaood  be  would  have  ton  'em. 


The  luckless  IsraeKtes,  when  taken 
By  some  inhuman  tyrant's  order. 

Were  ask'd  to  sing,  by  joy  formkea. 
On  Babylonian  river's  border. 

Oh  !  had  they  song  in  nofe«  like  these. 
Inspired  by  stratagem  or  fear. 

They  might  have  set  ibrir  bearu  at  ease- 
Tbe  devil  a  soul  bad  stay'd  to  hear. 

But,  if  I  scribble  longer  now, 

The  deuce  a  soul  will  stay  to  read; 

My  pen  is  blunt,  my  ink  ia  low, 

T  is  almost  time  lo  slop  indeed. 

Therefore,  farewell,  old  GaAVTs's  spires. 
No  more  bke  Gleofas,  I  fly ; 

No  more  thy  theme  my  Muse  iospim. 
The  reader's  tired,  and  so  am  I. 


iSoA. 


<  Thi>  diMATory  of  Py tb«80«oft,  tboc  lM  ■^■ato  of  tW^ypatWooM 
(•  oqaal  to  tbo  tqoarat  of  ibo  eibor  two  iMot  of  a  rlf^»«affl«d  trU 

*  Oa  a  Salat  day  tbe  •ladaau  waar  Mrplioa*  lo  ctafol. 
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LACniN  Y  GAIR. 

LtCMiir  T  GiiB,  or,  as  ii  i«  pronoun  rd  in  tho  ErM>,  Loci  Mi  Gift*, 
lower*  iiroodly  prr-Rmintnl  in  tito  \orlh«rn  lligblnnd*.  near  In- 
Tercauld.  Oaa  of  our  ronvirrn  louri«li  nicnlion*  il  «•  ihc  highctt 
mnunuin,  (>«rhap>.  In  Great  Driiain  ;  l>e  itiu  at  it  may,  it  i» 
certainly  one  of  the  mott  <nl>limo  and  piciare«(|ue  ani'.n;;*!  <'ur 
a  Calodonian  Aipi.*  lu  appearance  ii  uf  a  du»ky  liu«,  l>ui  iltc 
auramit  i»  the  >vat  of  riernnl  snowi.  >'oar  Lnrhin  y  Gair  I  «|»<*ni 
■onie  of  ibn  «*arly  part  of  luy  lif(%  ibo  reoollccliun  of  wbich  bat 
giTeo  birib  tu  ibe  followiag  !>lauzaa. 


Away,  ye  gay  landscapes,  ye  (jardeiis  of  roses  I 

In  you  let  the  minions  of  luxury  rove  ; 
Restore  me  the  rocks  where  tlie  siiow-llake  reposes, 

Tlioujli  still  they  are  sacred  to  freedom  and  love: 
Yet,  Caledonia,  beloved  arc  thy  mouutaiiK, 

Round  tlicir  white  summits  thou{]h  elements  war, 
Thou{jh  cataracts  foam,  'stead  of  smooth^ilowing  foun- 
tains, 

I  si(jti  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Ah!  there  my  young  footsteps  in  infancy  wander'd, 

My  cap  was  the  bonnet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid;  < 
On  chieftains  long  perish'd  my  memory  pondcr'd. 

As  daily  I  strode  through  the  piue-cover'd  glade: 
I  sought  not  my  home  till  the  day's  dying  glory 

Gave  place  to  the  rays  of  tlie  bright  polar  star; 
For  Fancy  was  cheer'd  by  traditional  story 

Disclosed  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

«  Shades  of  the  df-ad !  have  1  not  heard  your  voices 

Rise  on  the  night-rolling  breath  of  the  gale  ?» 
Surely  the  soul  of  the  hero  rejoices, 

And  rides  on  the  wind  o'er  his  own  Highland  vale: 
Round  Loch  na  Garr,  while  the  stormy  mist  gathers, 

Wi.iter  presides  in  hi*  cold  icy  car; 
Clouds  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  fathers — 

They  d^ieil  in  the  tempests  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

M  Ill-starrd,'  thniijh  brave,  did  no  \isions  foreboding 

Tell  you  that  Fate  had  fors;iken  your  cau!>e?>> 
Ah!  were  you  destined  to  die  at  Cnllodcn,^ 

Victory  crown'd  not  your  fall  with  applause: 
Slill  were  you  happy,  in  death's  early  slumber 

You  rest  with  your  clan,  in  the  caves  of  Braemar  ;  4 
The  Pibroch 5  resounds  to  the  piper's  loud  number 

Your  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Years  have  roll'd  on,  Loch  na  Garr,  since  I  left  you ; 

Years  must  elapse  ere  I  tread  you  again; 
Nature  of  verdure  and  (lowers  has  bereft  you, 

Yet,  still,  arc  you  dearer  than  Albion  s  plain. 
England!  thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic 

To  one  who  has  roved  on  the  mountains  afar; 
Oh  !  for  the  crags  that  are  wild  and  majestic, 

The  steep  frowning  glories  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr  ! 

'  Thit  word  is  orroot-outly  pronounced  n**  :  ilic-  |>r<ip^r  pronun- 
ciation (at'cordinj;  to  lli«  Si-oii  b)  ia  tliown  I  y  the  or(lio,;rap)iy. 

'  I  alludf  bcrc  to  my  mnivrna!  aiurkior*.  ■  ib  ■  GoBantu,*  many 
of  wliom  fou|;ht  fur  ibe  uur<iriunni«  Priiiit*  ( Jiarl<<«,  iHsiter  kitonn 
l)v  lb(7  name  «f  ibi*  l*r<  it-udcr.  Tint  hram  b  Ma*  iit-arl^  allic<i  l<y 
blood,  a*  Will  at  attarlrmcnl,  to  ibc  Sitwtktt.  G(>or);v,  iht  »rcoiid 
Karl  uf  lluntl(*y,  marrit-*!  ibf  Prinrrkt  Vonalcllu  SicMiirt.  dnii;;lii(*r 
(if  Jaroi  I  tl.i*  Mrtt  of  Stutlund  ;  by  ber  be  leti  four  »on»:  iba  ibird, 
Sir  William  Gordon,  1  bave  ibe  bonoiir  to  claim  at  one  of  my  pro- 
grnilort. 

*  Wheilifr  anv  peri«b(Hl  in  ibc  btlllff  of  (!nllo<lrn  f  am  uol  certain  ; 
but  Bk  many  fell  in  lb«  iuturnn  lion,  1  bovc  u>cd  ibf  name  of  ib<< 
principal  action.  •  part  pro  ioto.> 

*  A  tract  of  ibe  UigUlandt  to  called;  there  It  alto  a  Cattle  o 
Brarmar. 

»  Tbr  I  n,';pi|>«. 


TO  ROMANCE. 

Parent  of  golden  dreams,  Romance  ! 

Anspirious  queen  of  childish  joys! 
Who  Irad'st  along,  in  airy  dance, 

Tliy  \ Olive  train  of  girls  and  boys  : 
At  Irngih,  in  spells  no  longer  bound, 

I  break  the  fetters  of  my  youth ; 
No  more  I  tread  thy  mystic  round. 

But  leave  tliv  realms  for  those  of  Truth. 

And  yet,  't  is  hard  to  quit  the  dreams 

NVhich  haunt  the  unsuspicious  soul, 
Where  every  nymph  a  goddess  seems, 

WIiohc  eyes  through  rays  immortal  roll; 
While  Fancy  holds  her  boundless  reign, 

And  all  assume  a  varied  hue, 
AVhen  virgins  seem  no  longer  vain, 

And  even  woman's  smiles  arc  true. 

And  must  we  own  thee  but  a  name, 

And  from  thy  hall  of  clouds  descend; 
Nor  fin<I  a  sylph  in  every  dame, 

A  Pylades  *  in  every  friend  ! 
But  lea\e,  at  once,  thy  realms  of  air, 

To  mingling  bands  of  f  liry  elves  : 
Confess  that  >»oman  's  false  as  fair, 

And  fiiends  have  feelings  for — themselves. 

With  shame,  I  own,  I  "ve  felt  thy  sway, 

llepentanl,  novi  thy  reign  is  o'er; 
No  more  thy  precepts  1  obey. 

No  more  on  fancied  pinions  soar: 
Fond  fool!   to  love  a  spark'ing  eye. 

And  think  that  eye  to  Truth  was  dear. 
To  trust  a  passing  wanton's  sigh, 

And  melt  beneath  a  wanton's  tear. 

Romance!  disgusted  with  deceit, 

Far  from  thy  motley  court  I  fly. 
Where  .Vffceiitiioii  holds  her  seal. 

And  sickly  Sensibility; 
Whose  silly  te  «rs  can  never  flow 

For  any  pings  excrpiiog  thine; 
Who  turns  aside  from  real  woe, 

To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  shrine: 

Now  join  with  sable  sympathy, 

NN'itli  cypress  crown'd,  arrayed  in  weeds. 
Who  heaves  with  thee  her  simple  sigh. 

Whose  breast  for  every  bosom  bleeds; 
And  call  thy  sylvan  female  quire. 

To  mourn  a  .swain  for  e\cr  gone. 
Who  once  could  glow  with  eqn;il  fire, 

but  bends  not  uow  before  thy  throne. 

Ye  genial  nymphs,  whose  ready  tears. 

On  .ill  occasions,  swiftly  How; 
Whose  bosoms  heave  vith  f.inrie'd  fears, 

With  f.iiieietl  (lames  and  frenzy  glow: 
Say,  will  you  mourn  my  absent  name. 

Apostate  from  your  gentle  train? 
An  infant  IJard,  at  leasj,  may  claim 

From  you  a  sympaihetic  strain. 

'  It  i*  bar«lly  TH'c*!i*i\r^  to  add,  tbai  l*yln<lrf  ivat  thff  com;  anion  of 
On*«li-«.  unii  0  partner  in  one  of  ilio*e  rrri-iiJ.«bipi  wliiL'b,  i>iihihi><o 
'  of  Vriiillf  and  Pa  roc  u»,  .M*us  and  buryaiuk,  Ilnmon  nn  1  I'yiliint. 
Ua\r  licf  II  l)iind«-d  d'i>\n  lo  pii.tUTity  at  reniaritalil  -  iii»lniii~<-«  f  (  al- 
tacbmcntt  «bich,  in  all  |iro  iliiliiy,  nc«<*r  cxi»tcd,  l><'>un<l  ib«>  ima- 
gination of  tbe  puet.  the  pa);c  of  an  bittorian,  or  luodcrn  noitliit. 


HOURS  OF  IDLENESS. 
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Adira!  food  race,  a  long  adien ! 

The  hour  of  faic  »  hovering  nigh ; 
Even  now  the  gnlf  appears  to  view. 

Where  uniaroeoied  jou  most  lie : 
ObUvkmt  bUckeniog  lake  w  teen 

Convulsed  by  gales  you  caoooC  vreather. 
Where  yon,  and  eke  your  gentle  queen, 
mnai  pcrith  altogether. 


ELECT  (m  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY.* 


ItUtI 


tkat  an  fgM!  iImj  mU  htiton  ■•  «{ik 

OSMAff. 


^r«m4D>  fa«t-liBirnig,  once  resplendent  dome! 

Rdigioa's  shrine!  repentant  Huibt's'  pride? 
Of  varriors,  monks,  and  dames  the  cloister' d  tomb, 

Whow  pensive  shades  around  thy  ruins  glide : 

Hail  to  tby  pile !  more  hononr'd  in  Ihy  fa»» 
Than  modem  mansioos  in  their  pillar  d  state ; 

Piremlly  majestic  frovns  thy  vaulted  hall, 
Scowling  defiance  on  the  hiatt  of  fate. 

'  50  maiWIad  ser^s  obedient  to  their  lord, 
la  grim  array,  the  crimson  cross 4  demand. 
Or  gay  assemble  raund  the  festive  boaid. 
Their  duef's  retainers,  an  immortal  bond. 

Else  might  iospiriog  Fancy's  magic  eye 

ftetrace  their  progress,  through  the  lapse  of  time; 
Jbrking  cnch  ardent  youth,  onlain'd  to  die, 

A  Totive  pilgrim,  in  Judea's  clime. 

fine  not  from  thee,  dark  pile!  deparu  the  Chief, 

Bis  feudal  realm  in  other  regions  lay ; 
In  thee,  the  wounded  consdenee  couru  relief, 
from  the  garish  blaie  of  day. 


Tea,  in  thy  gloomy  cells  and  shades  profound. 
The  monk  abjured  a  world  he  ne'er  could  view; 

Or  blood-stain  d  Guilt  repenting  sohce  found, 
Or  lanoeence  from  stem  Oppres«ioo  Uew. 


A  meoarch  Lode  thee  from  that  wild  ariae. 

Where  Sherwood's  outlaws  once  were  wont  to  prowl ; 

And  Swperstition's  crimes,  of  various  dyes. 
Sought  shdier  in  the  priest's  protecting  cowL 

Where  now  the  pass  exhales  a  murky  dew. 
The  humid  pall  of  life-extingnish'd  clay, 

la  sainted  fisme  the  sacred  Others  grew, 
Bor  niaed  their  pious  voiees,  but  to  pray. 

Where  now  the  bats  their  wavering  wings  extend. 
Soon  as  the  gloaming  ^  spreads  her  waning  shade. 

The  choir  did  <ift  their  mingling  vespers  blend, 
Or  matin  orisoiu  to  Hary*  paid. 

'  JU  •■•  psw  OS  ibU  rabJMi  It  prisMd  la  tb*  b«(;isslsf .  tb« 
had  orifiaaiiy  ■«  iaieBti«a  of  iaiertlag  ib«  follow  lac .  It  !• 
Mad  ai  thm  partiealar  rai|aa*i  of  ■oia  f^teadt. 

*  ■»«»  IL  fa—dad  Wiwiiaad  aaaa  afiw  tha  Batdar  «f 


•  Tbb  wm4  It  atad  by  Waltn-  Scott,  la  bit 
.•  at  tyaaafawat  «itb  fattal. 
raaibo 


•  At  •  Clvalaf. 
l«artiealarly  fir 

t 


•  Tba  Wild 


of  tbo  Cratadart. 

far  Twiiigbt.  It  far 
by  Baayoaiaaat  liiarary 
ia  bit  Letiart  le  Barat,  I  bava  vaaiarad  to 
I  of  Itt  banaoay. 


Yean  roll  on  years— to  ages,  ages 
Abbots  to  abbots  in  a  line  succeed, 

Belijjion  s  charter  their  protecting  shield. 
Till  royal  sacrilege  their  doom  decreed. 

One  holy  UiaaT  rear'd  the  Gothie  walls. 
And  bade  the  pious  innsates  rest  in  pence ; 

Another  Hinst  *  the  kind  gift  recals. 
And  bids  devotion  s  hallow'd  echoes 


Vain  is  each  threat,  or  supplieating  prayer, 
lie  drive*  them  exiles  from  their  Uest  abode. 

To  roam  a  dreary  world,  in  deep  despair,— 
No  friend,  no  home,  no  refuge  hut  their  God. 

Hark !  how  the  hall,  reaomiding  to  the  strain, 
Sliakcs  with  the  martial  music's  novel  din  ! 

Tbr  herakis  of  a  warrior  s  haughty  rrign, 

lligh-cresled  banners,  wave  thy  waUs  within. 

Of  changing  sentinels  the  distant  hum. 
The  mirth  of  frasis,  tlie  riaog  of  humish'd  ama. 

The  braying  trumpet,  and  the  hoarser  drum. 
Unite  in  concert  with  increased  alarma. 


An  abbey  once,  a  regal  fSartrem  *  now. 

Encircled  by  insulting  rebel  povsera ; 
War's  dread  machines  o'erhang  thy  threalening  brow. 

And  dart  destruction  in  sulphureous  showers. . 

Ah !  vain  defence !  the  hostile  traitor's  siege, 
Tliough  oft  rrpulsed,  by  guile  o'ercomes  the  bnva ; 

Ili«  thronging  foe*  oppress  the  faithful  liege, 
Bebellum's  reeking  standards  oer  him  wave. 

Not  unavenged,  llie  raging  baron  yiekU, 
The  blood  of  traitors  smears  the  purple  plain; 

Uocooqucr'd  aill  his  faulchion  there  lie  wields, 
And  ilays  of  glory  yet  for  him  remain. 

Still,  in  that  hour  the  warrior  wtsli'd  to  strew 
Sclf-gaiherd  laurels  on  a  self-sought  grave ; 

But  Cliarles'  proieciiog  genius  hither  Hew, 
The  monarch's  friend,  the  monarch's  hope,  to  mve. 

Trembling  she  snalch'd  him*  from  the  iiiPir«|iw'  strife. 

In  other  helds  ihe  torrent  to  repel, 
For  nobler  combats  here  reserved  his  life. 

To  lead  the  band  where  godlike  Falklako  4  fell. 

From  thee,  poor  pile!  to  lawless  plunder  given. 
While  dyiog  groans  their  painful  requiem  sound. 

Far  differeni  incense  now  ascends  to  lieaven— 
Such  victims  wallow  on  the  gory  ground. 

Tlirre,  many  a  pale  and  ruthlest  robber's  corse. 
Noisome  and  gliast,  defiles  thy  sscrcd  sod ; 

O'er  miu(;ling  man,  and  horse  commix'd  with  horse. 
Corruption's  heap,  the  savage  spoilen  trod. 

Graves,  long  with  rank  and  sighing  vreeds  o'erapread, 

Ransack'd,  resign  perforee  their  mortal  mould ; 
From  ruffian  f.ings  escape  not  e'en  ihe  dead. 

Raked  from  repose,  in  search  of  buried  gold. 

I  At  iba  DUaolalioB  of  tbo  Mooatieriot.  Haary  VUI.  batiowad  ^ 
Xawttoad  Abhry  oa  Sir  Joba  Byroa. 

<  >««ttcad  tatialaad  a  aoaaldorabla  tlofs  ia  tba  ««r 
Cbarim  I.  tod  kit  Pbi liaaioat. 

»  Lord  Byroa  tad  bit  l.roibar  Sir  Williaa  bald  blgb 
ia  Iba  royil  arwy  i  iba  forw*r  wat  G«a«ral  ia  Lbief  ia  Iralaad. 
Liaolaaaai  of  tbo  Towar.  aad  GoTaraor  la  Jaatot  fiobo  of  Vorb,  of> 
Ivntafdt  tbo  aabsppy  JoaM*  II.  Tbo  laitor  bad  a  priacipal  tbara 
ia  maay  actloat.    Km/«  Clamdoa.  Haau*.  ate 

*  Laeiat  Lary.  I^ord  Viteooat  FalkUad.  tba  BMat  aceaaplUbad 
■aaaf  bltaga.  «it  killod  at  tbobattfaaf  Rawbarry,  cbatfiaf  la 
tba  raobt  of  Lord  Byroa'i  raf  iwaat  af  cavalry. 


llusird  is  the  harp,  unstrung  the  warlike  lyre, 
The  minstrel's  palsied  hand  reclines  in  death ; 

No  more  he  strikes  the  quiverinfj;  chords  with  fire, 
Or  singi  the  glories  of  the  martial  wreath. 

At  length,  the  sated  murderers,  gorged  with  prey, 
Itetire — the  clamour  of  the  fight  is  o'er; 

Silence  again  resumes  her  awful  sway, 
And  sahle  Horror  guards  the  massy  door. 

Here  Desolation  holds  her  dreary  court; 

NVIiat  satellites  declare  her  dismal  reign ! 
Shrieking  their  dirge,  ill-omened  birds  resort 

To  flit  their  vigils  in  the  hoary  fane. 

Soon  a  new  morn's  restoring  beams  dispel 
The  clouds  of  anarchy  from  Britain's  skies 

The  fierce  usurper  seeks  his  native  hell. 
And  Nature  triumphs  as  the  tyrant  dies. 

Willi  storms  she  welcomes  his  expiring  groans. 
Whirlwinds  responsive  greet  his  labouring  breath; 

Earth  shudders  as  her  cave  receives  his  bones, 
Loathing  '  the  offering  of  so  dark  a  death. 

The  legal  Ruler*  now  resumes  the  helm. 

He  guides  through  gende  seas  the  prow  of  state 

Hope  cheers  with  wonted  smiles  the  peaceful  realm, 
And  heals  the  bleeding  wounds  of  wearied  Hate. 

The  gloomy  tenants,  New^itead,  of  thy  cells, 

Howling  resign  tlirir  violated  nest; 
Again  the  master  on  his  tenure  dwells, 

Enjoy'd,  from  absence,  with  enraptured  test. 

Vassals  within  thy  hospitable  pale, 

Loudly  carousing,  bless  their  lord's  return ; 

Culture  again  adorns  the  gladdening  vale, 

And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  to  mourn. 

A  thousand  songs  on  tuneful  echo  float. 
Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o'er  the  trees; 

And,  hark!  the  horns  proclaim  a  mellow  note. 
The  hunter's  cry  hangs  lengthening  on  the  breeze. 

beneath  their  coursers'  hoofs  the  valleys  shake: 
What  fears,  what  anxious  hopes  attend  the  chase ! 

The  dying  stag  seeks  refuge  in  the  lake, 
Exulting  shouts  announce  the  finish'd  race. 

Ah  !  happy  days !  too  happy  to  endure ! 

Such  simple  sports  our  plain  forefathers  knew  : 
No  splendid  vices  gliiter'd  to  allure — 

Their  joys  were  many,  as  their  cares  were  few. 

From  these  descending,  sons  to  sires  succeed. 
Time  steals  along,  and  Death  uprears  his  dart ; 

Another  civief  impels  the  foaming  steed. 
Another  crowd  pursue  the  panting  hart. 

Newstead  !  what  saddening  change  of  scene  is  thine ! 

Thy  yawning  arch  betokens  slow  decay  ; 
The  last  and  youngest  of  a  noble  line 

Now  holds  thy  mouldering  turrets  in  his  sway. 

Deserted  now,  he  scans  thy  gray-worn  towers — 
Thy  vaults,  whe^re  dead  of  feudal  ages  sleep — 

'  TkU  it  an  hittorlc-al  fart.  K  Tiolnnt  irinpett  ocnirr<>d  {nin«^ 
dialHy  subioqufiii  to  ihr  ileaih,  or  iDtrriii«-iii.  of  ([.roiuwrll,  wbioti 
orraiion<*d  many  di»|>uie<  heiwrtrn  hi«  partitant  and  l\w  ravalien  ; 
both  interpreted  ib"  circumtianre  ioio  dJTine  interputilinn,  hul 
fubotheras  approliaiiao  or  mndemnation,  we  leave  lo  the  catui»l« 
of  that  tf^e  to  decide.  I  bate  made  >uch  uku  nf  the  ocrurrence  at 
tailed  ihe  aabject  of  my  poem. 

*  Charletil. 


Thy  cloisters,  pervious  to  the  wintry  showers — 
These,  these  he  views,  and  views  them  but  lo  weep. 

Yet  are  his  tears  no  emblem  of  regret, 
Cherish'd  affection  only  bids  them  flow ; 

Pride,  Hope,  and  Love  forbid  him  to  forget. 
Rut  warm  his  bosom  with  impassion'd  glow. 

Yet,  he  prefers  thee  to  the  gilded  domes. 
Or  gewgaw  grottoes  of  the  vjjinly  great ; 

Yet  lingers  'mid  thy  damp  and  mossy  tombs. 
Nor  breathes  a  murmur  'gainst  the  will  of  fate. 

H.iply  thy  sun  emerging  yet  may  shine. 

Thee  to  eradiate  with  meridiun  ray; 
Hours  splendid  as  the  past  may  .still  be  thine. 

And  bless  thy  future  as  thy  former  day. 

TO  E.  N.  L.  ESQ. 


Ifil  ego  conittlerim  jucuodo  aanat  amico. 


UOR.  £. 


Dear  L ,  In  this  sequester'd  scene. 

While  all  around  in  slumber  lie. 
The  joyous  days  which  ours  have  been 

Come  rolling  fresh  on  Fancy  s  eye : 
Thus,  if  amidst  the  gathering  .storm. 
While  clouds  the  darkeu'd  noon  deform, 
Yon  heaven  assumes  a  varied  glow, 
I  hail  the  sky's  celestial  bow. 
Which  spreads  the  sign  of  future  peace. 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempests  cease. 
Ah  !  though  the  present  brings  but  pain, 
J  think  those  days  may  come  again  ; 
Or  if,  in  melancholy  mood. 
Some  lurking  envious  fear  intrude, 
To  check  my  bosom's  fondest  thought, 

And  interrupt  the  golden  dream  ; 
I  crush  the  liend  with  malice  fraught. 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  theme. 
Although  we  ne'er  again  can  trace, 

In  Granta's  vale,  the  pedant's  lore. 
Nor,  through  the  groves  of  Ida,  chase 

Our  raptured  visions  as  before  ; 
Though  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  pinion. 
And  Manhood  claims  his  stern  dominion, 
Ago  will  not  every  hope  destroy, 
but  yield  some  hours  of  sober  joy. 

Yes,  I  will  hope  that  Time's  broad  wing 
Will  shed  around  some  dews  of  spring ; 
I  ut,  if  his  scythe  must  sweep  the  flowers 
Which  bloom  among  the  fttiry  bowers. 
Where  smiling  Youth  delights  to  dwell, 
And  hearts  with  early  rapture  swell ; 
If  frowning  Age,  with  cold  control, 
(tontines  the  current  of  the  soul, 
(Congeals  the  tear  of  Pity's  eye, 
Or  rliecks  the  sympnlheiic  sigh, 
Or  hears  unmoved  Alisfortunc's  groan, 
.\n<l  bids  me  feel  for  self  alone  ; 
Oh  I  may  my  bosom  never  learn. 

To  sooth  its  wonted  heedless  flow. 
Still,  still,  despise  the  censor  stern, 

Rut  neer  forget  another's  woe. 
Yes,  as  you  knew  me  in  the  days 
0>T  which  Remembrance  yet  delays. 


HOURS  OF  IDLENESS. 


ax 


Scin,  may  I  rove  aattiiof^d,  vUd, 
AjmJ,  even  in  age,  aC  heart  a  duld. 


oo  airy  vmoat  bome, 

To  yott  ny  Mml  ia  ctill  the  same. 
Oft  ha*  it  been  my  fiiie  to  noam. 

And  all  my  fbrmer  joyt  are  tame. 
Bet,  hMice!  ye  hours  of  lahle  hae; 

Tour  frowns  are  gone,  my  sorrow  '•  o'er ; 
if  every  bli«i  my  childhood  knew, 

I  'II  think  npon  yoitf  shade  no  more. 
Thua,  when  the  wbirlwind't  rage  ia  paat. 

And  caves  their  tuUen  roar  encloeef 
We  heed  no  more  the  wintry  blast, 

When  Jnll'd  by  se|^yr  to  repose. 
Fnii  often  has  ray  iofcot  Hose 

Attuned  to  love  her  languid  lyre; 
But  now,  without  a  theme  to  ehuse. 

The  stnins  in  stolen  aighs  ex|Nre ; 
My  youthful  ayropha,  alas!  are  Hown; 

E is  a  wife,  and  C a  mother, 

And  Carolina  sighs  alone. 

And  Hary  's  giten  to  another; 
And  Cora's  eye,  which  roU'd  on  roe. 

Can  now  no  more  my  love  recal ; 
lo  truth,  dear  L ,  't  was  lime  lo  flee. 

For  Cora's  eye  will  shine  on  all. 
And  though  the  sun,  with  genial  rays. 
Bis  beams  alike  to  all  displays. 
And  every  lady's  eye  's  a  lan. 
These  last  should  be  confioed  to  one. 
The  soul's  meridian  don't  become  her 
Whose  sun  displays  a  general  tuaiaier. 
Thns  feint  is  every  former  flame. 
And  Passion's  self  is  now  a  name: 
As,  when  the  ebbing  flames  are  low. 

The  aid  which  once  improved  their  light. 
And  bade  them  bam  with  fiercer  glow. 

Now  quenches  all  their  sp^irksin  night; 
Than  has  it  been  with  passion's  fires. 

As  ■anay  a  boy  and  girl  remembers, 
While  all  the  force  of  love  rxiMres, 

Eatingaish'd  with  the  dying  embers. 


Bat  now,  dear  L ,  *t  is  midnight's  noon, 

And  clouds  obscure  the  watery  moon, 
Whose  beauties  I  shall  not  rehearse. 
Described  in  every  stripling's  verse ; 
For  why  should  I  the  path  go  o'er. 
Which  every  bard  has  trod  before? 
Tei.  ere  you  silver  lamp  of  night 

Bas  thrice  perform'd  her  slated  ronad, 
Has  thrice  retraced  her  path  of  light. 

And  chased  away  the  gloom  profound, 
I  trust  that  we,  my  gentle  friend, 
Sliall  see  her  rolling  orbit  wend 
Above  Uic  dear-Iov'd  peaceful  seat. 
Which  once  coatain'd  oar  youth's  retreat ; 
And  then,  with  those  oar  childhood  knew. 
We  II  mingle  with  the  festive  crew ; 
While  maay  a  tale  of  former  day 
Shall  wing  the  laughinf;  hours  away; 
And  all  the  flow  of  soul  shall  poar 
The  sacred  intellectual  shower, 
X or  cease,  till  Luna's  waning  bora 
Scarce  ^immfCn  throa|^  the  mist  of  Mora. 


TO . 

Oa !  had  my  fete  baea  join'd  with  thiae. 
At  once  this  pledge  appear'd  a  lokea. 

These  follies  had  not  then  been  mine. 
For  then  my  peace  liad  not  been  broken. 

To  thee  these  early  faults  I  owe, 
To  thee,  the  wise  and  old  reproviag; 

Tbey  know  my  sins,  but  do  not  know 

T  was  thine  to  break  the  bonds  of  loving. 

For  once  my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pare. 
And  all  its  rising  fires  could  smother; 

But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 
fieoow'd  by  thee  upon  another. 

Perhaps  his  peace  I  could  destroy. 
And  spoil  the  blisses  that  await  him; 

Yet  let  my  nval  smile  in  joy, 
For  thy  dear  sake  I  cannot  hate  hiaa. 

Ah !  since  thy  aogrl  form  is  gone. 
My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any ; 

But  witat  it  sought  in  iliee  alone. 
Attempts,  alas!  to  find  in  many. 

Then  fere  thee  well,  dereitfnl  maid, 

T  were  vain  and  fruitless  to  regret  thee; 

Nor  hope  oor  memory  yield  tlieir  aid. 
But  pride  may  leach  me  lo  forget  thee. 

Yet  all  this  giiJdy  waste  of  years. 
This  tiresome  round  of  palling  pleasures, 

Tliese  varied  loves,  these  matron's  fears, 

Thete  thoughtless  strains  lo  passion's  measures. 

If  thou  wert  mine,  had  all  been  hush'd; 

Thin  cheek,  now  pale  from  early  riot. 
With  Passion's  hectic  nerr  had  llu«h'd. 

But  bloom'd  in  calm  domestic  quiet. 

Yes,  once  the  rural  scene  was  sweet. 
For  nature  seem'd  to  smile  before  thee; 

And  once  my  breast  abhorr'd  deceit. 
For  then  it  beat  but  to  adore  thee. 

But  now  I  seek  for  other  joys; 

To  think  would  drive  my  mmiI  to  madaets ; 
In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noise, 

I  conquer  half  my  bosom's  sadness. 

Yet  even  in  these  a  thouglit  wilt  steal. 

In  spite  of  e«ery  vain  endeavour ; 
And  fiends  might  pity  wliat  1  feel, 

To  know  that  ihou  art  lost  for  ever. 


STANZAS. 

I  vrooLD  I  were  a  careless  child. 

Still  dwelling  in  my  Highland  cave. 
Or  roaming  through  the  dusky  wild. 

Or  bounding  o'er  the  dark  blue  wave. 
The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Saxon*  pride 

Accords  not  vrith  the  free-bora  soul. 
Which  loves  the  mountain's  craggy  side. 

And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  roll. 

Fortune !  lake  back  these  cultured  lands, 
Take  back  this  name  of  splendid  sound! 

I  hate  the  touch  of  servile  hands — 
I  hale  the  slaves  that  cringe  around : 


'  8*tM>a*fk,  or  8s 
nr  EnQlith. 


•  CmUc  wont  sifBif^laff  sltksr  Lovlaai 
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Place  me  along  the  rocks  I  love, 

Which  sound  lo  ocean's  wildest  roar; 

I  ask  but  this^-again  to  rove 
Through  scenes  my  youth  hath  known  before. 

Few  arc  my  years,  and  yet  I  feel 

The  world  was  ne'er  design'd  for  me ; 
Ah!  why  do  darkening  shades  conceal 

The  hour  when  man  must  cease  to  be? 
Once  I  beheld  a  splendid  dream, 

A  vision.iry  scene  of  bliss; 
Truth  !  wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam 

Awake  me  to  a  world  like  this? 

I  loved — but  those  I  loved  are  gone; 

Had  friends — my  early  friends  are  fled  ; 
How  cheerless  feeU  the  heart  alone. 

When  all  its  former  hopes  arc  dead  ! 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  o(  ill, 
Though  Pleasure  stirs  the  maddening  soul, 

The  heart — the  heart  is  lonely  still. 

How  dull  to  hear  the  voice  of  those 

Whom  Rank  or  Chance,  whom  Wealth  or  Power, 
Have  made,  though  neither  friends  nor  foes, 

Associates  of  the  festive  hour. 
Give  me  again  a  faithful  few. 

In  years  aud  feelings  still  the  same, 
And  1  will  (ly  the  midiMght  crew, 

Where  boisterous  Joy  is  but  a  name. 

And  Wom.in  I  lovely  Woman,  thou. 

My  hope,  my  comforter,  my  all ! 
How  cold  must  be  my  bosom  now, 

When  e'en  thy  smiles  begin  to  pall ! 
W'ithoui  a  sigh  would  I  resign 

This  busy  scene  of  splendid  woe, 
To  make  ili.it  calm  contentment  mine 

Which  Virtue  knows,  or  seems  to  know. 

Fain  would  I  lly  the  haunts  of  men — 

I  seek  to  shun,  not  hate  mankind  ; 
My  breast  requires  the  sullen  glen, 

Whose  gloom  may  sunt  a  darken'd  mind. 
Oh  !  that  to  me  the  wings  were  given 

Which  bear  the  turtle  to  her  nest  I 
Then  would  I  cleave  the  vault  of  Heaven, 

To  llee  away  and  be  at  rest.* 

LINES 

Waim.t    BSNKATH    AN    ELM    M    TUK   CHURCHYARD 
OP    HABROW-ON-TUE-HILL. 
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Spot  of  my  youth  I  whose  lioary  branches  sigh. 
Swept  by  the  breeze  that  fans  thy  cloudless  sky  ; 
Where  now  alone  1  muse,  who  oft  have  trod. 
With  those  1  loved,  thy  soft  and  verdant  sod; 
With  those  who,  scatlcr'd  far,  perchance  deplore, 
Like  me,  the  happy  scenes  they  knew  before: 
Oil  !  as  I  trace  again  thy  winding  hill. 
Mine  eyes  admire,  my  heart  adores  thee  still, 
Thou  drooping  Elm!   beneath  whose  boughs  I  lay, 
And  frequent  mused  the  twilight  hours  away; 
Where,  as  they  once  were  wont,  my  limbs  recline, 
But  ah!  without  the  thoughts  which  then  were  mine  : 

*  P»alm  It.  ».('!.—.  And  I  taid,  Ob!  ibat  I  had  wio;;*  likr  a  dore, 
then  would  I  fl^  away  and  b«at  r«»t.«  Tbii  Tf>ru>  alto  conttilule* 
a  |iari  of  tho  uiott  bcauliful  anthem  io  our  languaga. 


How  do  thy  branches  moaning  to  the  blast, 

Invite  the  bosom  to  recal  the  past; 

And  seem  to  whisper,  as  they  gently  swell, 

uTake,  while  thou  canst,  a  lingering  last  farewell  !»» 

When  Fate  shall  chill,  at  length,  this  fever'd  breast. 

And  calm  its  cares  and  passiions  into  re>t, 

Oft  have  I  thought  't  would  sooth  my  dying  hour, 

If  aught  may  sooth  when  life  resigns  her  power. 

To  know  some  humbler  grave,  some  narrow  cell. 

Would  hide  my  bosom  where  it  loved  to  dwell : 

With  this  fond  dream  metliinks  't  were  sweet  to  die — 

And  here  it  lingered,  here  my  heart  might  lie  ; 

Here  might  I  sleep,  where  all  my  hopes  arose, 

Scene  of  my  youth,  and  couch  of  my  repose  : 

For  ever  strelch'd  beneath  this  mantling  shade, 

Pressd  by  the  turf  where  once  my  childhood  play'd, 

Wrapt  by  the  soil  that  veils  the  spot  I  loved, 

31ix'd  with  the  earth  o'er  which  my  footsteps  moved. 

Blest  by  the  tongues  that  charm'd  my  youthful  ear, 

Mourn'd  by  the  few  my  soul  acknowledged  here, 

Deplored  by  those  in  early  days  allied, 

Aud  unrcmember'd  by  the  world  beside. 

THE  DEATH  OF  CALMAR  AND  ORLA. 

AN    IMITATION    OF 

MACPIIERSONS  OSSIAN.' 

Dear  are  the  days  of  youth  !  Age  dwells  on  their  re- 
membrance through  the  mist  of  time.  In  the  t«ili<;ht 
he  recnls  the  sunny  hours  of  morn.  He  lifts  hio  spear 
with  trembling  hand.  ««  Not  thus  feebly  did  I  raisf  the 
steel  before  my  fathers !»»  Past  is  the  race  of  lieroe*  ! 
but  their  fame  rises  on  the  harp;  their  souls  ride  on 
the  vvings  of  the  wind  !  they  hear  the  sound  through 
tlie  sighs  of  the  storm,  and  rejoice  iii  their  hall  of 
clouds  !  Such  is  Calmar.  The  gray  stone  marks  his 
narrow  house.  lie  looks  down  from  eddying  tempests, 
he  rolls  his  form  in  the  whirlwind  ;  and  hovers  on  the 
blast  of  the  mountain. 

In  Morven  dwelt  the  chief;  a  beam  of  war  to  Fingnl. 
His  steps  ill  the  field  were  marked  in  blood;  Lochlm's 
sous  had  fled  before  his  angry  spear:  but  mild  was  (he 
eye  of  Calmar  ;  soft  was  the  flow  of  his  yellow  locks — 
they  streamd  like  the  meteor  of  the  niglit.  No  maid 
was  the  sigh  of  his  soul  ;  his  thoughts  were  given  to 
friendship,  to  dark-haired  Oria,  destroyer  of  heroes! 
Equal  were  their  swords  ill  battle  ;  but  fierce  was  the 
pride  of  OrIa,  gentle  alone  to  Gilmar.  Together  they 
dwelt  in  the  cave  of  Oithona. 

From  Lochlin,  Swaraii  bounded  over  the  blue  waves. 
Erin's  sons  fell  beneath  his  might.  Fingal  roused  his 
chiefs  10  combat.  Their  ships  cover  the  ocean!  Tlieir 
hosts  throng  on  the  green  hills.  They  come  to  the  aid 
of  Erin. 

Night  ro<;e  in  clouds.  Darkness  veils  the  armies; 
but  the  blazing  oaks  gleam  ihron^h  the  valley.  The 
sons  of  Lochlin  slept:  their  dre.ims  were  of  blood.  They 
lift  the  spear  in  thought,  and  Fingnl  flies.  Not  so  the 
host  of  .Morven.  To  watch  was  the  post  of  Orl.i.  Cal- 
mar stood  by  his  side.  Their  spears  were  in  their  hands. 
Fingal  called  his  chiefs.  They  stood  around.  The  king 
was  in  the  midst.  Cray  were  his  locks,  but  strong  was 
the  arm  of  the  king.     Age  withcr'd  not  his  powers. 

'  ll  may  l>*  necPnuiry  to  obierfo.  ibni  ihc  tlory.  thoajjh  coD*i- 
derabiy  ^arit>d  in  th<>  cataslropbc,  i»  taken  from  •  .Nitiu  and  Enr)- 
alu»,«  of  vihicb  c|)iMid«  a  irantlaiioa  hat  l>e«D  already  gitca. 


HOURS  OP  IDLENESS. 
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*  Soos  «f  llorrco,*  mid  the  bero,  «  to-morrow  we  men 
tbe  foe;  bat  vbcre  n  Catbuilia,  the  tbieUl  of  Krin  ? 
Be  rcsU  IB  ibe  balls  of  Tura:  he  knows  ao€  of  oiir 
comio^.  Wbo  will  speed  tbrougb  Lochltn  to  the  hero, 
lod  call  ibe  chief  to  arms  ?  The  path  is  by  the  swords 
ef  foesi,  bat  many  are  my  heroes.  They  are  thuoder* 
bc'lu  of  war.     Speak,  ye  chtcfe !  who  will  ar'uie  ^m 

«  Soo  of  Treomor,  nrioe  be  the  deed,B  taid  dark- 
bairrd  OrU.  m  and  mine  alooe.  What  is  death  to  me? 
I  kivc  Ibe  deep  of  the  mighty,  but  little  is  the  danger 
Tbe  ftoos  of  Locblia  dream.  I  will  seek  car-bome 
CuifaoUin.  If  1  fait,  nise  the  toag  of  bards,  and  lay 
mt  by  tbe  stream  of  Lobar.*— «  And  shalt  ibon  fall 
ilooe  ? »  said  fair*bair  d  Galmar.  «  Wilt  ihou  leave  thy 
fnrad  afir,  Cbief  of  Oiihooa  7  not  feeble  is  my  arm  in 
tL:bL  Coold  I  see  thee  die,  and  not  lift  tbe  spear  T  Ko, 
(>n* '  oatrs  has  been  tbe  cliase  of  tbe  roe-buck,  and  tbe 
it^i  of  shells ;  ours  be  tbe  path  of  danger :  ours  has 
Wra  ibe  eare  of  Oiibona ;  oars  be  the  narrow  dwelling 
oa  the  honks  of  Lubar.*— «  Calmar  l»  said  the  chief  of 
Oiibooa,  m  why  sboald  thy  yellow  locks  be  darkened 
m  the  doat  of  Erin  T  Lei  me  fisll  alone.  My  btber 
dwdk  is  bss  ball  of  air:  be  will  rejoice  in  his  boy:  bol 
tite  blue-eyed  Mora  spreads  the  feast  for  her  too  in 
MofifQ.  She  listens  to  the  steps  of  the  hnoler  on  the 
bf^di,  and  citiaks  it  it  the  tread  of  Calmar.  Let  him 
BAi  %3j.  *  Calmar  is  fallen  by  the  steel  of  Locliliii ;  he 
•iird  with  (looay  Oria,  tbe  chief  of  the  dark-brow.' 
^in  bboald  tears  dim  the  anire  eye  of  Mora?  Why 
ibrittkl  her  voice  curse  Orla,  llie  destroyer  of  Calmar? 
Lit^  Calmar,  live  to  raise  my  siooa  of  moas;  live  to 
rvvrage  me  in  Cbe  blood  of  Lochno!  Join  tbe  son|*  of 
bards  above  my  grave.  Sweet  will  be  the  soo(;  of  death 
lo  i  *rU.  from  tbe  voice  of  Calmar  My  gliost  shall  smile 

09  the  notes  of  prai^.»— •  Orin  !»  said  the  son  of 
Mora,  «  coold  I  raise  the  song  of  death  lo  my  friend? 
Coukl  1  give  hb  fame  to  the  winds?  No;  my  liean 
wotdd  speak  in  sighs ;  faint  and  broken  are  the  sounds 
of  «orrow.  f>rla  !  our  soubi  sliall  hear  tlir  song  logf'itter. 
One  ctottd  shall  be  oars  on  high ;  the  bards  will  mingle 
the  names  of  Oria  and  Calmar.* 

They  quit   the  cirrle  of  the  cbiefi.     Their  steps  are 

10  (be  host  of  Lochlin.  The  dying  blaie  of  Oiik  dim 
rviuklf^  through  the  night.  Ttie  norlliem  star  points 
the  path  to  Tura.  Swarao,  the  king,  rests  on  bis 
kmw-lv  liilL  Here  the  troops  nn  mixed  :  thry  frown  in 
iie*^  their  diields  beneath  their  heads.  Their  swords 
fleam,  at  dismnce,  in  heaps.  The  fires  are  faint ;  their 
embers  foil  in  smoke.  All  is  hushed  ;  but  the  gale 
Hi^fas  on  the  rocks  above.  Lightly  wheel  the  heroes 
tbrougb  the  slumbering  band.  Half  the  journey  is 
pa»t,  when  Matboo,  resting  on  bis  shield,  meets  the 
eyie  of  Oris.  It  rolls  in  flame,  and  glistens  through  the 
sh^de :  bis  spear  is  raised  on  high.  «  >Vby  dost  thou 
bend  thy  brow.  Chief  of  Oitliona^*  said  fjir-luired 
Calmar.  «  We  are  in  the  midst  of  foe«.  Is  this  a  time 
for  delay?*  — «  It  is  a  time  for  vengeance,*  said  Orla 
of  the  gloomy  brow.  «  Maihon  of  1  orhlio  sleeps :  seest 
thcMi  hb  spear*  Its  point  is  dim  with  the  gore  of  my 
father.  Tbe  Mood  of  Matboo  shall  reek  on  mine  ;  but 
(hail  I  slay  bim  sleeping,  son  of  Mora?  tfo!  he  sliall 
fed  hb  woand  ;  my  fame  shall  not  soar  on  tbe  blood 
of  slumber.  Rise,  Maihon!  rise!  the  soo  of  Goonal  calls ; 
thy  life  b  bb:  rise  to  combat*  Maihon  starts  from 
deep,  bal  did  be  rise  alone  ?     No :  the  galbering  chieh 

on  tbe  plain.     •  Fly,  Calmar,  fly'*  said  dark- 
Orla:  « Matboo  b  mane;  I  shall  die  io  joy;  but 


Locblio  crowds  aroond ;  fly  throngb  the  shade  of  nighl.» 
Orla  tnms;  the  bclm  of  Matlion  b  cleft;  bb  shield 
falls  from  his  arm :  he  shudders  in  his  blood.  He  rolb 
by  the  side  of  the  blaxiog  oak.  Sirumon  sees  him  filL 
His  wrath  rises;  his  weapon  gbtiers  on  the  bead  of 
Orla ;  but  a  spear  pierced  hb  eye.  lib  brain  gushes 
through  the  wound,  and  foams  on  the  spear  of  Calmar. 
As  roll  tbe  waves  of  ocean  on  two  mighty  barks  of  tba 
north,  so  ponr  the  men  of  Lochlin  on  tbe  chiefs.  As, 
breaking  the  surge  in  foam,  proudly  steer  the  barks  of 
the  north,  so  rise  tite  chiefs  of  Morven  on  tbe  scattered 
crests  of  Lochlin.  Tlie  din  of  arms  came  to  ilie  ear  of 
Fiogal.  lie  strikes  bb  shield :  hb  sons  throng  around ; 
the  people  poor  along  the  heath.  Ryno  hounda  in  joy. 
Oasbn  stalks  in  hb  arma»  O^car  shiikes  the  spear.  The 
eagle  wing  of  Killan  floats  on  the  wind.  Dreadful  b 
the  cbng  of  death!  many  are  the  widows  of  '-yrMiWi 
Morven  prevaiU  in  iu  strength. 

Mom  glimmers  on  tbe  hilb!  no  living  foe  baaeii; 
bnt  the  sleepers  are  many:  grim  they  lie  on  Eria.  TIm 
hreeae  of  Orean  lifts  their  locks :  yet  they  do  ucM  awaka. 
The  hawks  scream  above  llieir  prey. 

Whose  yellow  locks  wave  o'er  the  breast  of  a  cbbf ; 
bright  as  the  gold  of  the  stranger,  Ihey  mingle  with  ibe 
dark  hair  of  hb  friend.  T  b  Calmar— he  lies  on  the 
bosom  of  Orla.  Theirs  b  one  stream  of  blood.  Fierce 
is  tlie  look  of  llic  gloomy  Oris.  He  breathes  not ;  b«| 
hb  eye  b  still  a  fl.tme;  it  glares  in  death  unclosed, 
lib  band  b  grasped  io  Calmai's;  but  Calmar  Uves;  ha 
lives,  though  low.  ahise,*  said  the  king,  *  rise,  soo  of 
Mora,  'l  b  mine  to  heal  the  wonnds  of  heroes.  Qilour 
may  yet  bound  on  ihe  hilb  of  Morven.* 

•  Never  more  sh.ill  Calmar  rliase  il»e  deer  of  Morven 
with  Oria;*  said  the  hero,  *  wliat  were  the  chase  to 
me.  alooe  I  Who  would  sliare  tlie  Mpoils  of  battle  with 
Calmar?  Orla  b  at  rest!  Rough  was  thy  soul,  Orla! 
yet  soft  to  me  as  the  dew  of  mom.  It  gUrcd  oo  others 
in  lightning:  lo  me  a  siKer  beam  of  oigliL  Bear  my 
sword  to  blue-eyed  Mora;  let  it  liang  io  my  empty  ball. 
It  b  not  pure  from  blood:  but  it  could  uot  sa%e  Oria. 
Lay  me  with  my  friend :  raise  the  song  when  I  am 
dark.* 

They  are  laid  by  ihe  stream  of  Lubar.  Four  gray 
stooes  mark  the  dwelling  of  Orla  and  Calmar. 

When  Swiiraa  was  bound,  our  sails  rose  on  Ihe  Una 
waves,  Tlie  winds  gave  our  barks  lo  Morven.  Tbe 
Bards  raised  tbe  song. 

*  WItat  form  rises  on  the  roar  of  clonda?  whose  dark 
ghost  gleams  oo  tbe  red  streams  of  tempests  ?  hb  voice 
roils  on  the  thunder.  T  b  Oris ;  the  brown  chief  of 
Oithona.  Ue  was  unmatch'd  in  war.  Peace  lo  thy 
soul,  Oria  I  thy  fame  will  not  perisli.  Nor  thine,  Cal- 
mar !  lovely  wast  thou,  son  of  blue-eyed  Mora ;  but 
irat  harmless  was  thy  sword,  it  Itangs  io  thy  cave. 
The  gho«ts  of  Lochlin  shriek  aroond  iu  steel.  Hear  thy 
praise,  Cilmar !  it  dwells  on  the  voice  of  tlie  mighiy. 
1  by  name  shakes  on  the  echoes  of  Morven.  Then  raise 
thy  fair  locks,  son  of  Mora ;  spread  them  oo  the  arch 
of  ilie  rmiubow,  and  smile  tbrougb  tba  tean  of  the 
storm.*  * 


'  I  fearLalan't  ltt«  •dittoa  kat  cnaplnely  oTsrikrowa 
tkai  llac^b«r*(ia'i  OmIs*  aigSi  pr*««  Ik*  Tr**fttail«a  af  a  mrim  of 
Po«aii.  aamfiM  la  ilwa«*l«a«;  bal.  wkila  tba  lapaaiara  U  ditr*- 
varad.  tIte  Mrrii  af  ibawork  raaislat  aadUpaiad.  ikoagb  aot  «iik- 
oat  hall*,  partiraUrly.  iatoaeparu,  largidaad  boabatlie  dinioa. 
Tba  prMaat  kaabia  laiitailoa  will  ba  pardoaad  by  iba  adairan  af 
iba  oriciaal.  at  aa  atlsapc.  bowavar  ioisriar,  wMcb  svlssss  oa  SO* 
tacbaaat  la  ibair  fatoarlu  aaiber. 
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m 

A  SATIRE. 


I  hid  rallirr  b«>  ■  kiltro,  and  rry  mow ! 

TbaD  ODC  of  ihrtc  ume  moiro  l>allad-nioii>;pri. 

Sll\kSPE.4nE. 

Surh  khamolcu  Rards  mo  have;  and  yot,  'lit  true. 
There  tire  as  mad,  abandoDi*d  Criiii;^  loo. 

POPE. 


PREFACE. 


All  my  friends,  h^arnrd  and  unlearned,  have  urged  me 


than  the  author,  that  some  known  and  ahle  irriter  had 
undertaken  their  expo-^ure;  hut  Mr  Cifford  has  i\r- 
vofed  himself  to  JHassiiijjcr,  and,  in  the  ahsince  i»f  ilw 
regular  physician,  a  country  praciihoner  may,  in  ra-rs 


not  to  puhli.sh  this  Satire  with  my  name.     If  I  i»ere  to  '  of  'l^solutc  necessity,  he  all.i«rd  lo  prescrihe  his  uos- 
hc  «  turned  from  the  career  of  my  humour  hy  quihhies     ^^um,   to    prevent    the  extension  of  so  d.-piorahie  an 
quick,  and  paper  huliels  of  the  hniin,n  I  should  have    <-pidemie,  provided  there  he  no  qu:ickery  in  his  treat- 
complied  with  their  counsel.     But  I  am  not  to  be  ter-     "»'^"'  of  »'•«  malady      A  caustic  is  here  offered,  as  it  is 
rifled  hy  abuse,  or  bullied  by  reviewers,  with  or  with-     'o  be  feared  nothiii|;  short  of  ictnal  caniery  can   reco- 
out  arms.     I  can  safely  say  that  I  have  attacked  none  i  """^  ^lie   numerous   pad.iiis  afflicted  with  the  present 
persomtlly  who  did   not  commence  on  the  offensive.  '  prevalent   and  distr.ssin{;  rnbia  for  rhyming.— As   to 
An  author's  works  are   pnhlic  properly:  he  who  pur-     ''"^  Edhihuryh    Revit-wers,  it  would   indeed  requite  a 
chases  may  judge,  and  publish  his  opinion  if  he  pleases;     Herculrs  to  crush  the  Hydra;  but  if  the  author  sur.-.rils 
aud  the  authors  I  have  endeavoured  to  commemorate  '  '"  '"''''•■'>'  "  l""i-''M;  one  of  the  hcails  of  the  serpent... 
may  do  hy  mc  as  I  have  done  by  them  :  I  dare  say  they  '  ••'"•>gl'  '"'*  "wn  hand  should  suffer  in  the  encounter, 
will  succeed  better  in  condemning  my  scribbhngs  than  ,  "^  ^'''  he  amply  sanslic<!. 
in  mending  their  own.     Dut  my  object  is  not  (o  prove 


that  I  can  write  well,  but,  if  posiibte,  to  make  oilier; 
write  belter. 

As  the  Poem  has  met  with  far  more  success  than  I 
expected,  I  have  endeavoured  iu  lhi.s  edition  to  make 
some  additions  and  alterations,  to  render  it  more  wor- 
thy of  public  pc.  usal. 

In  the  first  edition  of  this  Satire,  published  anony- 
mously, fourteen  lines  on  the  snhjrct  of  iSovkles's  Fo|>e 
were  written  aud  inserted  at  the  request  of  ,\i\  inge- 
nious friend  of  mine,  who  lias  now  in  the  press  a  vo- 
lume of  poetry.  In  the  present  edition  they  are  erased, 
and  some  of  my  omii  Kubstiluied  in  llirir  stead;  my 
only  reason  for  this  being  that  which  I  conceive  would 
operate  with  any  other  person  in  the  same  manner — a 
determination  not  to  publish  with  my  name  any  pro- 
duction which  was  not  entirely  aud  exclusively  my  own 
composition. 

With  regard  to  the  re.il  talents  of  many  of  the  poet- 
ical persons  whose  performances  are  mentioned  or 
alluded  to  iu  the  following  pages,  it  is  presumed  by  the 
author  that  there  can  be  little  difference  of  opinion  in 


ENGLISH  BARDS, 

etc.,  etc. 


Still  must  I  hear? — shall  hoarse  Fitzgerald'  bawl 
His  creaking  couplets  in  a  tavern  hall. 
And  I  not  sing,  lest,  hiply,  Scotch  Reviews 
Should  dub  nie  scribbler,  and  denouiKT  my  Muse? 
Prepare  forrlivme — I  '11  publish,  right  or  wrong: 
Fools  are  my  theme,  let  Satire  be  my  song. 

Oh!  Nature's  noblest  gift — my  gray  goose-quill! 
Slave  of  my  ihonglito,  obedient  lo  my  will, 
lorn  from  thy  pirent  bird  lo  form  a  pen, 
Tli.it  mighty  insiruinent  of  little  men! 
The  pen!  foredooni'd  lo  aid  the  mental  throes 
Of  brains  ihat  lahnnr.  big  v*ith  verse  or  prose, 
Though  nymphs  forsake,  and  critics  may  dt  ride, 
The  lovers  solace,  aud  the  author's  pride  . 


Whit  wits,  wli.il  poets  do'-l  tlion  daily  r.iise! 
the  public  at  large;   thougli,  like  other  sectaries,  laeh  I  How  frequent  is  thy  n^e.  how  sm.ill  lliy  praise! 
has  his  separate  labernaelc  of  proselytes,  by  whom  his     Condemn  <l  at  lengih  lo  he  forgotten  quite, 
abilities  are  overrated,  his  faults  overlooked,  and   his  ,  ^vi,|,  ..,||  the  pa.;es  winch   t  wa^  thine  to  write, 
metrical  canons  received  wiihout  scruple  and   wiihoni     |,„,  ,|,.,„   ,,(  |,.  ,^,    „,i„^.  „,,  „  r^iwcuii  pen! 
con^idenlion.      But  the  iinf|nesiioii.il*|e   po'.se^siun   of 
considerable  genius  by  several  of«ihe  writers  here  cen- 
sured,  renders  their  mental    prosiiiniion    more   lo   be 
regretted.       Imbecility    may    be    pitied,   or,    at    wor^t, 

laui'hed  at  and   fori'otlen;   perverted   powers  diinand         „    ,,  ,  , 

the  most  decided  reprehension.     No  one  can  wish  more  '  ,.„,,.  ;„„,.,,  ,,„  „.„.,„,  „;,,„„. ,.,  „  ,.',.  ,.„  „,.. .  ,.„..,,, ^  ,.„„j  . 

not  ('Oiii)-iit  n  nil  \%  niin;;,    l»«-  »|Mjulk  in  |>«M»'>n.   dficr   tin-  r(iiii|i.inY 
■  Thi>  Prrfart*  na*  wriilrn  for  the  tccoml  ediiioa  of  this   Ports,      tmvc  IiuImI  ni  a  r.  atniijilc  (|u.iut)ij  ol  l>.-iil  |>ori,    in  mal-li'  ilii-ui  !■> 
and  |>riDi«-d  with  it.  tiuiaio  ibr  u(M-riitioii. 


Oiice  laid  asiile,  but  now  a>-nined  again, 

•  nilTVTIO.N. 

•  Somprr  «-(jo  nuililiir  lantuiu  !   iiuiii|ii.imnr  rf*|M.ii«ni, 
Vciaiiik  lolu-ii  rmn  1    riici«-i>lr-  (  (Kin  '•  —  lurnml.  .Sii/.  i. 


Chir  task  complelc,  like  IbiDel't,*  shall  b«  fret; 
Tbongli  spom'd  by  others,  yei  beloved  by  at : 
Then  let  us  soar  lo^y;  no  cominoo  theme, 
I  Xo  eastera  Tisioa,  ao  distemper'd  dream 
Inihpirps — oar  path,  though  full  of  ihoros,  is  plain; 
Smooth  be  ilie  Tene,  and  easy  be  the  strain. 

When  Vice  triumpliant  holds  her  sovereign  sway. 
And  men,  through  life  her  willing  slaves,  obey; 
Wben  FoUy^  frequent  harbinger  of  crime, 
Infolds  her  raoiiey  store  CO  suit  the  time; 
WlM-n  knaves  and  fools  combined  o'er  all  prevail, 
Wbcn  Justice  halts,  and  Ri|;ht  begins  Co  fail, 
L>o  then  the  boldest  start  from  public  sneers. 
Afraid  of  sliame,  unknown  to  other  fears, 
More  darkly  sin«  by  Saiire  kept  in  awe, 
Ami  shrink  from  ridicule,  though  not  from  law. 

Sacb  is  the  force  of  Wit !  but  not  belong 
To  me  the  arrows  of  satiric  song; 
The  royal  vices  of  our  age  demand 
A  keener  weapon,  and  a  mightier  hand. 
Siill  there  are  follies  e'en  for  me  to  chase. 
And  yield  at  least  amusement  in  the  race : 
Lsugh  when  I  laugh,  I  seek  no  other  fame — 
The  cry  is  up,  and  2»cnbblers  are  iby  game; 
Speed,  Pega«asl — ye  strains  of  great  and  small, 
<>de.  Epic,  Elegy,  have  at  you  all! 
I  too  can  scrawl,  and  once  upon  a  lime 
I  pour'd  along  the  town  a  flood  of  rhyme — 
A  school-boy  freak,  unworthy  praise  or  blame  ; 
I  printed— older  children  do  the  same. 
T  i«  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print; 
A  book  *s  a  book,  altbmigh  tliere  's  nothing  in  't. 
Son  that  a  title's  sounding  charm  can  save 
<>  scrawl  or  scribbler  from  an  equal  grave : 
Tins  Lsnaa  must  own,  since  his  p.itrician  name 
Faii'd  to  preserve  the  spurious  farce  from  shame.* 
!lo  mailer,  Gaoaca  continues  still  to  wrife,^ 
Though  now  the  name  is  veiPd  from  public  sight. 
Moved  by  the  grmt  example,  I  pursue 
The  self-same  road,  but  make  my  ovrn  review : 
5oc  seek  great  JcrrmiTs— yet,  like  him,  will  be 
Self-OMistttuted  ju<lge  of  porsj. 


I 
I 


A  man  most  serve  bb  time  to  every  trade, 
&a%e  censure — critics  all  are  ready  made. 
Take  backoey'd  jokes  from  Millks,  got  by  role. 
With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misquote; 
A  mind  vrell  skill'd  to  find  or  forge  a  fault, 
A  torn  for  punning,  call  it  Attic  salt; 
To  JsrrsEY  go,  be  silent  and  diu'reet, 
Bu  pay  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet : 
Fear  not  to  lie,  *t  will  seem  a  lurky  hit ; 
.%rink  not  from  bUsphemy,  *t  will  pass  for  wit ; 
Cjre  not  for  feeling — pass  your  proper  jest. 
And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  caress'd. 


And  shall  we  own  such  judgment? 
Seek  roses  in  December,  ire  in  June; 
Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  corn  in  chaff; 
Believe  a  woman,  or  an  epitaph ; 


soon 


■•■■V  BcavMau  praaitct  r«pa««  i»  his  pea  la  iW  last 
ut  D»«  QvimoTB.    Oh  th«i  Mir  volaaiaoM  fraUy  '^■l^' 

faMtow  ih«  •saapl*  of  i.i*  HAStt  ■«■»»« tLi ! 
'  Th»  iafsaioM  joaih  ti  ■■■ile«»d  aore  parilcslsrif.  with  hit 

prodartioa,  is  saotber  plan. 

'    la  the  EstB»V»«B  ■•¥!•«. 


Or  any  other  thing  that  *s  hise,  before 
You  trust  in  critics  who  themselves  are 
()r  yield  one  single  thought  to  be  misled 
By  JirrtcT's  laeart,  or  Lamm's  Baoiiaa  head.* 

To  these  young  tyrants,*  by  themselves  misplaead. 
Combined  usurpers  on  the  throne  of  Taste; 
To  these,  when  authors  bend  in  humble  awe. 
And  Itail  their  voire  as  truth,  their  word  as  law; 
While  tliese  are  censors,  't  would  he  sin  to  spare ; 
While  such  are  critics,  why  sliould  I  forbear? 
But  yet,  so  near  ail  modern  worthies  run, 
T  is  doubtful  whom  to  seek,  or  whom  losbun; 
Nor  know  we  when  to  spare,  or  where  to  strike. 
Our  bards  and  censors  are  so  much  alike. 

'Tlien  should  you  ask  me,  why  I  venture  o'er 
The  path  which  Port  and  Girroao  trod  before; 
If  not  yet  sickeu'd,  you  can  still  proceed  : 
Go  on;  my  rhyme  will  tell  you  as  you  read. 

lime  was,  ere  yet  in  these  degenerate  days 
Ignoble  tliemes  obtain'd  mistaken  praise, 
U  hen  Sense  and  Wit  with  poesy  allied,. 
No  fsbied  Graces,  flourish'd  side  by  side, 
From  the  same  fount  tlieir  inspiration  drew. 
And,  rcar'd  by  Ta«te,  bloom'd  fairer  as  they  grew. 
Then,  in  this  happy  isle,  a  Port's  pore  strain 
Sought  the  rapt  soul  to  charm,  nor  sought  in  vain; 
A  polidi'd  nation's  praise  aspired  to  claim. 
And  raised  the  people's,  as  the  poet's  f^me. 
Like  him  great  Dbydin  pour'd  the  tide  of  song, 
In  stream  less  smooth,  indeed,  yet  doubly  strong. 
Then  Corcbsvb'^  scenes  could  chrer,  or  Otwat's  mdl— 
For  nature  thfld  an  £n(;lish  audience  felt. 
But  why  these  names,  or  greater  still,  retrace. 
When  all  to  feebler  bards  resign  their  place? 
Yet  to  such  times  oar  lingering  looks  are  cast. 
When  ta&te  and  reason  with  those  times  are  past. 
Now  look  around,  and  turn  each  trifling  page, 
Surrey  the  precious  works  that  please  llie  age ; 
This  truth  at  least  let  Satire's  self  allow. 
No  dearth  of  bards  can  be  complain  d  of  now : 
The  loaded  press  beneath  her  labour  groans. 
And  printers  devils  sliake  their  weary  bones; 
While  South  it's  epics  cram  the  crenkiug  slielves, 
And  LiTTLt's  lyrics  shine  in  hol-press'd  twelves. 

Thus  saith  the  Prearher,4  « nought  beneath  the  sun 
Is  new:i>  yet  still  from  change  to  change  we  run; 
What  varied  wonders  tempt  us  as  they  pa^s  ? 
The  cow-poi,  tractors,  galvanism,  and  gas. 
In  tnrns  appear,  tom.ikr  the  vul(;ar  stare. 
Till  the  swoln  bubble  bursts— and  all  is  air! 
Nor  less  new  schools  of  poetry  arise. 
Where  dull  pretenden  grapple  for  the  priie: 
O'er  Taste  awhile  these  p»eudo-bards  prevail; 
Each  country  book-club  bows  the  knee  to  Uaal, 

'  MeMTt  Jiffviir  sad  Ltaia  are  the  4lpb«  lad  Oawsa,  iW  tiM 
•ad  la«t  ef  the  KaiiiVMa  kviaw  :  the  other*  are  ■eaiteaed  hete 
after. 

•  •  8«elia  e«t  deaeatla,  caai  let  ekiqae 

.-.— occarrai  peritanr  part-vre  rbanie.*— iaMwii>  5er.  t. 

i  turr^Tio?!. 

B  Car  lanea  hoc  potia*  lilK<ei  ilccorrvre  raaipe 

IVr  qeeat  aiaffaut  cx^ up*  \urea(w  flfi.il  alaiiiBat; 

Si  vaoat,  ei  )flacidi  raiioeea  adaiillilit,  9dmm.»—Jmr.  Smt.  i. 

*  E.cie«ia«te»,  chap.  i. 
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LACHIN  Y  GAIR. 

Licmn  rGiii,  or,  as  it  it  pronoun  rtl  in  fhc  ErM*,  Loca  m  Giti, 
lowrri  proo'lly  pre-rininf  nt  in  the  \orlhern  IlighlaDtlt,  nrar  Iii- 
rrraiiild.  Oua  of  our  motifrn  iouri»li  mention*  il  at  iliv  bi);ho*t 
mountain,  perbo|ii(,  in  Great  Rriioin  ;  Ii4<  iliii  aa  it  may,  il  it 
rorlninly  one  of  ibp  nio*t  tubliinti  aud  pictur««i)u«  ura'.ii|;iii  ••nr 
■  CaliNlonian  Al|>t.>  lu  a(>|iL>arnnct<  ia  of  a  Jukl>y  liut>.  I<ui  ibc 
•umiuit  ii>  tbo  >L<at  of  rlrrnnl  »nuw«.  >i^ar  Lurbin  y  (iair  I  i>|)(miI 
soiuo  of  ibn  early  part  of  my  life,  tbo  reiollection  of  which  ha« 
(jiTPO  birib  tu  tbe  followinj  Slaniag. 


Away,  ye  pay  landscapes,  ye  gardens  of  roses  ! 

Ill  you  let  (he  miiiioas  of  luxury  rove  ; 
Restore  ine  I  lie  rocks  wliere  ilic  siiov-Hako  reposes, 

Tliou(;li  *.till  lliry  are  sacred  to  fivedom  and  love: 
Yc(,  Giledoniii,  beloved  are  (Ity  inouiitaiits. 

Round  their  white  summits  tlioii(;h  eleiiients  war, 
TJiou^h  cataracts  foam,  'stead  of  sinooth-llowing  foun- 
tains, 

I  si(;li  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Ah !  there  my  young  footsteps  in  infancy  ^ander'd, 

My  rap  v^as  the  bonnet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid; ' 
On  chieftains  long  perish'd  my  mcniory  pondcr'd, 

As  daily  I  strode  through  the  pine-co\cr'<l  glade: 
I  sought  not  my  home  till  the  day'.s  dying  glory 

Ga>c  place  to  the  rays  of  the  hri{]ht  polar  star; 
For  Fancy  was  clieer'd  by  tradition.ii  >iory 

Disclosed  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

M  Shades  of  the  dead!   have  1  not  heard  your  voices 

Rise  on  the  niglit*roHing  breaih  of  the  gale  ?» 
Surely  the  soul  of  the  hero  rejoices, 

And  rides  on  the  wind  o'er  his  own  Highland  vale: 
Round  Loch  na  Garr,  wliile  liie  stormy  mist  (gathers, 

Wi.ster  presides  in  his  cold  icy  car; 
Clouds  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  f.ithers — 

They  dviell  in  the  tempests  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

M  Ill-Starr d,'  though  brave,  did  no  visions  foreboding 

Tell  you  that  Fate  had  fois;»keii  your  CdnNC?« 
Ah!  were  you  destined  to  die  .si  (iiilloclrii,  ^ 

Yiciory  croMii'd  not  your  fall  wiih  applause: 
Still  were  you  happy,  iu  death  s  early  slumber 

You  rest  with  your  clan,  in  the  raves  of  Kraemar ;  4 
The  I'ibroch*  resounds  to  the  piper's  loud  niiiiiber 

Your  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Years  lia>e  roll'il  on.  Loch  na  (>arr,  since  1  left  you; 

Years  must  elapse  ere  I  tread  yon  ag.iin; 
Nature  of  verduie  aud  tlowers  has  bereft  you. 

Yet,  still,  arc  you  dearer  than  Albion  s  pl.iin. 
England!  thy  beauties  arc  tame  and  doniesiic 

To  one  who  bas  roved  on  (he  mount. lius  afar; 
Oh  I  for  (he  crags  that  are  wild  and  niaje-.tic, 

The  steep  frowning  (jlories  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr ! 

'  Tbi»  word  i>  orront-ou»ly  pronuuni-rtl  ri«»:  ib«*  |iro|»*"r  prtiouii- 
ciaiioii  (aic-ordinj;  to  ibc  Sioii  b)  i«  *lu>w»  I  j  ibe  orllio.jriipliy. 

*  I  allude  bin-  to  my  mni<-rnal  iiui-ckidrt,  •  ib  -  (>«ii>n^t,«  mnnv 
of  nliom  fuu{;bt  for  tbt*  uiirorluiinic  I'riiiic  (.baric*.  I>eili-r  I>ii>>smi 
bv  llic  name  of  ibe  i'rc  irtidcr.  Tlii*  liramb  wiu  nc:irU  nllicil  hv 
biooil,  a*  wkll  ■•  aitai'bmetil.  to  tbo  Si>%v«tf)i.  (iniri^r,  tbe  nerond 
Karl  of  llunllfT,  married  ibe  i'rinie»k  \unal  elln  Mi-Marl,  dnii;;lit<-r 
(>f  JaiiK  t  lliK  Kirtt  of  Siolland  ;  l>y  her  be  Irli  four  mmii  :  ibc  ilnrd. 
Sir  Will. am  Gordon,  I  bare  tbe  buuour  to  rlaiin  ai  one  of  my  pro- 
geiiilort. 

»  Wlielbrr  any  peri.hrd  In  tbe  baiilp  of  I  iill<Mlen  I  Dm  not  rrri.iin  ; 
bul  B»  niniij  fell  in  ibe  inturr.n  tion.  I  bnir  u.eti  ibo  nnme  of  lli<- 
principal  atiion.  •  pars  pto  lolo.* 

*  \  tract  of  tbf  Ui|>blaod»  »o  railed ;  tbvr«  it  alto  a  Cattle  o 
Braemar. 

'  Tbe  I  n{;pi|i«. 


TO  ROMANCE. 

Parent  of  golden  dreams,  Romance  ! 

Auspicious  queen  of  childish  joys ! 
Who  lead  St  along,  in  airy  dance. 

Thy  voiivc  (rain  of  girls  and  boys: 
At  len{;ili,  in  spells  no  longer  bound, 

1  break  the  fetters  of  my  youth  ;  I 

No  more  I  tread  tliv  mystic  round, 

But  leave  thy  realms  for  those  of  Truth. 

And  yet,  't  is  hard  to  quit  the  dreams 

NVhicli  haunt  the  unsuspicious  soul. 
Where  every  nymph  a  (;o«ldess  seems, 

Whose  eyes  through  rays  iniinorial  roll; 
While  F.iiK  y  holds  her  boundless  reign, 

Aiitl  all  assume  a  varied  hue, 
When  virgins  seem  no  lon(;er  vain, 

Aud  evtfn  wom:in's  smiles  are  true. 

And  must  we  own  thee  but  a  name, 

.\n<l  fiom  thy  hall  of  clouds  descend; 
Nor  fiiul  a  sylph  in  every  dame, 

A  Pyladcs  •  in  every  friend  ? 
Dnt  leave,  at  once,  tliy  realms  of  air, 

To  mintjiing  bands  of  f  dry  el\es  : 
Confess  (hat  ^^olnall  's  false  as  fair, 

Ami  fiiends  have  feelings  for — themselves. 

With  shame,  I  o>»n,  I  've  felt  thy  sway, 

rte[>en(.in(,  novi  (by  reij;n  is  o'er; 
No  more  (by  precep(s  I  obev. 

No  more  on  fancied  pinions  soar: 
Fond  fool!   to  lovr  a  sparkling  eye. 

And  (liink  (hat  eve  (o  Trudi  was  dear. 
To  (rii';t  a  p.issing  wan(ou's  si(;h. 

And  melt  beneatli  a  wan(oii's  (ear. 

Romnire  I  disgusted  widi  deceit, 

Far  frf»in  thy  moiby  cour(  1  fly. 
Where  .\rfi-<-ta(ioii  holds  her  seal. 

Ami  sickly  Sensibility; 
Whoso  silly  (eirs  can  never  flow 

For  any  pan|;s  excepting  (bine; 
Who  I  urns  aside  from  real  woe. 

To  s(eep  in  dew  (by  gaudy  shrine: 

Now  join  vkiih  sable  sympathy. 

With  cypress  crown'd,  arrayed  in  weeds. 
Who  heaven  v^ith  (bee  her  simple  si|;h, 

Whose  breast  for  every  bosom  bleeds; 
Aud  call  thy  sylvan  female  quire, 

To  mourn  a  swain  for  ever  gone, 
Who  oine  could  j'.low  with  equal  fire, 

lint  bends  not  now  before  thy  throne. 

Ye  geni.il  nymphs,  whosr  ready  tears, 

On  .ill  occ.isioiis,  swiftly  (low; 
Whose  bosoms  lie.ive  v^itii  f.incied  fears, 

With  f.incird  (lames  and  frenzy  glow: 
Say,  will  yon  n.ourn  my  absent  name, 

.\postate  from  voiir  j'.entle  (rain? 
An  infaiK  (litrd.  a(  least,  may  claim 

From  you  a  synipailie(ic  strain. 

♦  It  i*  bflrdiv  nf(  e«4ary  lo  nd<l.  thai  P\  In.le*  nni  ih^  ooroj  anion  of 
(>r<-*te».  Olid  a  |>arii)iT  in  tme  nf  ll.o.o  friendtliip*  «  bi 'b.  ^litliib  •>« 
of  Vi'iille.  .iiid  I'a  ro  '  u«,  Msu*  and  Kurvaliii.  I)nm'>n  nn  i  I'yibiiv, 
bii*e  Ih-<'ii  Ii.iim1i'(I  lionn  to  |Mi>t*T>iv  at  r<-niar*alil  '  in>iai.  '%  t  (  ai- 
tiiibioent*  Mbicb,  in  nil  |  ro  3l>iliiy,  nc^rr  i.-iititsi,  l.<-\ond  ibe  ima- 
;Maaii<>n  of  tbe  poci,  tb<'  pai;c  of  an  bitturian,  or  luodern  noit  lt»t 
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food  race,  ■  long  adieu  ! 
Kwr  of  fine  is  boverinf  ni^ ; 
Even  oov  the  |pilf  appean  in  view. 

Where  nniamented  you  mu«t  lie: 
OfaCvion'f  blackeniog  lake  is  teen 

CooTuked  by  gales  you  cannot  weather. 
Where  you,  and  eke  your  gentle  queen, 
!  must  perish  altogether. 


EIXGT  ON  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY. 


I 


.fcvsTKAo!  fast-ftllibg,  once  resplendent  dome! 

KriigioD's  shrine !  repenUnt  IlawtT  s  *  pride ! 
tjf  varriors,  monks,  and  dames  the  cloister  d  tomb, 

Wboae  pensive  shades  around  thy  ruins  glide  : 

Hail  to  thy  pile !  more  hooonr  d  in  thy  fiill, 

Than  osodem  mansions  in  their  pilhr  d  slate ; 
Proudly  majestic  firovns  thy  vaulted  tiall, 
defiance  on  the  blast  of  ^le. 


No  mail-clad  aerlk,'  obedient  to  their  lord, 
In  grim  array,  the  crimson  cross  4  demand^ 

Or  (Txy  assemble  round  the  festive  board. 
Their  cfaiers  retainers,  an  immortal  band. 

Eke  might  iospiriog  Fancy's  magic  eye 

Ketr«ce  their  progress,  tliroogb  the  lapse  of  lime; 
liarkin^r  cncfa  ardent  youth,  oitJain'd  to  die, 
I      ▲  votive  pilgrim,  in  Judea's  clime. 

But  not  from  thee,  dark  pile!  departs  the  Chief, 
I      Bis  feudal  realm  in  other  regions  lay ; 
{  In  ihre,  the  vouaded  ronsnence  courts  rdief, 
I      Ketirittg  from  the  garish  blaie  of  day. 

Tcs,  in  thy  gloomy  cells  and  shades  profound, 
The  meok  abjured  a  vorid  he  ne'er  could  view ; 

Or  Uoed-siain'd  Guilt  rrpenltng  solace  found, 
Or  Imioccnec  from  stem  Oppression  flew. 

A  mooarcb  bode  thee  from  that  wild  arise. 
Where  Sherwood's  outlaws  once  were  wool  to  prowl ; 

And  Superstition  s  crimes,  of  various  dyct. 
Sought  shelter  in  the  priest's  protecting  cowL 

Where  nov  the  grass  exhales  a  murky  dew. 
The  hnmid  paN  of  life-eiiinguish'd  clay, 

la  samted  feme  the  sacred  fethers  grew, 
5or  raiaed  their  pioas  voices,  but  to  pray. 


the  bats  their  wavering  wings  extend, 
the  gloaming  ^  spreacb  her  waning  shade. 
The  choir  did  oft  their  mingling  vespers  blend. 
Or  maiin  orisons  lo  Mary'  paid. 


*  Tfci* 


M  iki«  Mbjcd  h  prlsMd  la  tk«  iMelaalaf ,  ik« 
hmd  orif  issily  mo  lacevii^a  of  (■••rtiaff  th«  fellow  [b(  :  It  it 

•t  iW  paniealar  raqaatt  of  MM*  M—dt. 
Tf  U.  faasi>J  WswUMii  aMS  aflcr  Um  Harder  sT 


h  MMd  by  Waltar  Soatt,  la  Ut  poMS   •  Tha  Wild 
•ya4Wf  BMa*  villi  VaiMl. 

tW  bmdf  of  ika  CraMdert. 

Id  for  Twiliffct.  U  for  aan 
bj  BSay  aailacat  IJianry  iMa. 
I,  la  hU  Leuar*  M  Barst,  I  kavs  Vistand  lo 
II  of  IM  ktrmamj. 


dadicaMdMifcoVk|ia. 


Yeari  roll  on  yran— to  ages,  ages 
Abbott  to  abbots  in  a  line  succeed, 

Eeltcion's  charter  their  protecting  shiekl. 
Till  royal  sacrilege  their  dooot  decreed. 

One  holy  UinaT  rear'd  the  Gothk  walla. 
And  bade  the  pious  inmates  rest  in  peace ; 

Another  HmaT  •  the  kind  gift  recals, 
And  bids  devotion's  hallow'd  echoes 


Vain  is  each  threat,  or  supplicating  prayer. 
He  driven  them  exiles  from  their  blest  abode. 

To  roam  a  dreary  worid,  in  deep  despair, — 
No  friend,  no  home,  no  refuge  but  their  God. 

Ilnrk !  how  the  ball,  resounding  to  the  strain, 
Sliakrs  with  the  martial  music's  novel  din  ! 

The  heralds  of  a  warrior's  haughty  rrign, 
lligh-crested  banners,  wave  thy  walls  wiihio. 

Of  changing  sentinels  the  distant  hum. 
The  aairtb  of  feasts,  tlie  clang  of  bumish'd  aruM, 

The  braying  trumpet,  and  the  hoarser  drum. 
Unite  in  concert  with  increased  alarms. 

An  abbey  once,  a  regal  fortress  *  now. 

Encircled  by  insulting  rebel  powers; 
War's  dread  machines  o'erhang  thy  tluvalening  brow. 

And  dart  destruction  in  sulphureous  showers. 

Ah !  vain  defence  *  the  hostile  traitor's  siege, 
Though  oft  repulsed,  by  guile  o'ercomes  the  bravt ; 

lli«  throaging  foes  oppress  the  feiibful  liege, 
Hebellu»u's  reeking  standards  o'er  him  wave. 

Not  unaven|red,  the  raging  baron  yields. 
The  blood  of  traitors  smeara  the  purple  plain | 

Uocooquer'd  ktill  his  feulchion  there  he  wields. 
And  days  of  glory  yet  for  him  remain. 

Still,  in  that  hour  the  warrior  wislid  to  sti«w 
Sclf-gaiherd  laurels  on  a  self-sought  grave ; 

Bui  Charles'  protecting  genius  hither  flew. 
The  moiurch's  friend,  the  monarch's  hope,  to  inve. 

Trembling  slie  snatch'd  him'  from  the  unequal  strife. 

In  otbrr  fields  tlie  torrent  to  repel. 
For  nobler  combats  here  reserved  his  life, 

To  lead  the  band  where  godlike  Falkl4Ro4  felt 

From  thee,  poor  pile!  to  lawless  plunder  given. 
While  dying  croans  their  painful  requiem  sound. 

Far  different  incense  now  ascends  to  licaven— 
Such  victims  wallow  on  the  gory  (ground. 

There,  many  a  pale  and  ruthless  robber's  corse. 
Noisome  and  glMsi,  defiles  thy  sacred  sod; 

O'er  mingling  man,  and  hone  commix'd  with  hone, 
Gorruptioo's  heap,  the  savage  spoilers  trod. 

Graves,  long  with  rank  and  sighing  weeds  o'eraprend, 
Ransaek'd,  resign  perforce  their  mortal  mould ; 

From  ruffian  fang*  escape  not  e'en  ibe  dead. 
Raked  from  re|)osc,  in  search  of  buried  gold. 

'  Al  tto  DUaolaiioa  of  iho  HoaatieriM,  Hoary-  VUI.  bosMwad  ^ 
XvwMcad  Abtwy  ea  Mr  Joka  Byroa. 

■  Now  •lead  ••«taiaod  a  eoaddorabla  tlofo  la  ibo  war 
(.korlM  I.  lad  hit  Parliaaoai. 

»  i.ofd  Byroa  aad  hU  l>ro«li«r  Sir  WilUoa  ImM  high 
la  ilio  rayal  ar«y ;  ibo  farwwr  «rai  Goaoral  la  Chief  la  IroJaad, 
Lioaloaaal  of  the  Towor.  aad  Govoraor  lo  Jaaiot  Dako  of  York,  af. 
ivrvifdo  iho  aabappy  Jaaoa  II.  Tko  lauor  kad  a  priaeipal  akara 
la  aoay  aoiioat.    VtJm  Llarvadoa,  Haair,  oie. 

*  Loci  at  Cary.  l.ord  Viteaoai  Falklaad,  tko  Moot  aoeoaipiiskad 
•aaef  kltafn.  wae  killod  at  tko  l>auio  sf  Rawkarry.  ckarfiaf  la 
tko  raakt  of  Lord  Byroa '•  rof  Ismbi  of  aavslry. 
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Ilusli'd  is  the  harp,  unstruug  ihe  ivarlike  lyre, 
The  minstrel's  palsied  hand  recliaes  in  death ; 

No  more  he  sirikeft  the  quivering  chords  with  fire, 
Or  sings  the  glories  of  the  martial  wreath. 

At  length,  the  sated  murderers,  gorged  with  prey, 
Retire — the  clamour  of  the  fight  is  o'er; 

Silence  again  resumes  her  awful  sway. 
And  sable  Horror  guards  the  massy  door. 

Here  Desolation  holds  her  dreary  court; 

^^'hat  satellites  declare  her  dismal  reign ! 
Shrieking  their  dirge,  ill-omened  birds  resort 

To  flit  their  vigils  in  tlie  hoary  fane. 

Soon  a  new  morn's  restoring  beams  dispel 
The  clouds  of  anarchy  from  Britain's  skies 

The  fierce  usurper  seeks  his  native  hell, 
And  Nature  triumphs  as  the  tyrant  dies. 

With  storms  she  welcomes  his  eipiring  groans, 
Whirlwinds  responsive  greet  his  labouring  breath; 

Earth  sliuddcrs  as  her  cave  receives  his  bone«, 
Loathing  '  the  offering  of  so  dark  a  death. 

The  legal  Ruler*  now  resumes  the  helm. 

He  guides  through  gentle  seas  the  prow  of  stale 

Hope  cheers  with  wonted  smiles  the  peaceful  realm, 
And  heals  the  bleeding  wounds  of  wearied  Hate. 

The  gloomy  tenants,  Newstead,  of  thy  cells, 

Howling  resign  their  violated  nest; 
Again  the  master  on  his  tenure  dwells, 

Enjoy'd,  from  absence,  with  enraptured  test. 

Vassals  within  thy  hospitable  pale, 

l<oudly  carousing,  bless  their  lord's  return ; 

Culture  again  adorns  the  gladdening  vale. 

And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  to  mourn. 

A  thousand  songs  on  tuneful  echo  float, 
Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o'er  the  trees; 

And,  hark!  the  horns  proclaim  a  mellow  note, 
The  hunter's  cry  hangs  lengthening  on  the  breeze. 

Kcneath  their  coursers'  hoofs  (he  valleys  shake: 
What  fears,  what  anxious  hopes  attend  the  chase! 

The  dying  stag  seeks  refuge  in  the  lake. 
Exulting  shouts  announce  the  finish'd  race. 

Ah  !  happy  days!  too  happy  to  endure! 

Such  simple  sports  our  plain  forefathers  knew  : 
No  splendid  vices  glitter'd  to  allure — 

Their  joys  were  many,  as  their  cares  were  few. 

From  these  descending,  sons  to  sires  succeed. 
Time  steals  along,  and  Death  uprears  his  dart ; 

Another  cli.ief  impels  the  foaming  steed. 
Another  crowd  pursue  the  panting  hart. 

Newstead!  what  saddening  change  of  scene  is  thine! 

Thy  yiwning  arch  betokens  slow  decay  ; 
The  last  and  youngest  of  n  noble  line 

Now  holds  thy  mouldering  turrets  in  his  sway. 

Deserted  now,  he  scans  thy  gray-worn  towers — 
Thy  v.iults,  where  dead  of  feudal  .iges  sleep — 

'  Tbit  it  an  hidorical  fact.  A  violcDl  tempest  ocrarred  imm^ 
clialply  lubiitfiiuiiiii  lo  the  deaih,  or  iniiTiueni,  of  (Iroinvtcll,  wbicli 
o'^anicjord  many  dii>|>uie«  lH'i«T<f<*n  his  pnr(i»An»  and  (he  caraliert  ; 
both  interprfied  iLm  rircunuian««  ioio  divine  inl«rpii»ilion.  bai 
whfibrr  a»  opprritiQiioD  or  condemDatioo,  wo  loova  to  ibv  cakui»ti 
of  ibat  ai^e  to  dt'cidv.  I  hare  madi)  >ucb  iim>  of  the  oocurrenco  at 
tailed  ibe  jobjeict  of  my  pnpm. 

*  Chariot  11. 


Thy  cloisters,  pervious  to  the  wintry  showers — 
'These,  these  he  views,  and  views  them  hut  to  weep. 

Yet  are  his  tears  no  emblem  of  regret, 
Cherish'd  affection  only  bids  them  flow ; 

Pride,  Hope,  and  Love  forbid  him  to  forget. 
But  warm  his  bosom  with  impassiou'd  glow. 

Yet,  he  prefers  thee  to  the  gilded  domes. 
Or  gewgaw  grottoes  of  the  viiinly  great; 

Yet  lingers  'mid  thy  damp  and  mossy  tombs, 
Nor  breathes  a  murmur  'gainst  the  will  of  fate. 

H;)ply  thy  sun  emerging  yet  may  shine. 

Thee  to  eradiate  with  meridian  ray; 
Hours  splendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  thine. 

And  bless  thy  future  as  thy  former  day. 

TO  E.  N.  L.  ESQ. 


Nil  ego  coniulerim  jocundo  tanai  amteo. 


aoR.  E. 


Dear  L ,  In  this  sequesler'd  scene, 

Wiiile  all  around  in  slumber  lie, 
The  joyous  days  which  ours  have  been 

Come  rolling  fresh  on  Fancy  s  eye ; 
Thus,  if  amidst  the  gathering  storm, 
While  clouds  the  darkcn'd  noon  deform. 
Yon  heaven  assumes  a  varied  glow, 
I  hail  the  sky's  celestial  bow. 
Which  spreads  the  sign  of  future  peace. 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempests  cease. 
Ah  !  though  the  present  brings  but  pain, 
I  think  those  days  may  come  again  ; 
Or  if,  in  melancholy  mood. 
Some  lurking  envious  fear  intrude, 
To  check  my  bosom's  fondest  thought. 

And  interrupt  the  golden  dream  ; 
I  crush  ilie  fiend  with  malice  fraught, 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  theme. 
Althougii  we  ne'er  again  can  trace. 

In  Gnintu's  vale,  the  pedant's  lore. 
Nor,  through  the  groves  of  Ida,  chase 

Our  raptured  visions  iis  before; 
Though  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  pinion. 
And  3lanhood  claims  his  stern  dominion, 
.Age  will  not  every  hope  destroy. 
But  yield  some  hours  of  sober  joy. 

Yes,  I  will  hope  that  Time's  broad  wing 
Will  shed  around  some  di-ws  of  spring; 
!  ut,  if  his  srythc  must  sweep  the  flowers 
Which  bloom  among  the  fairy  bowers. 
Where  smiling  Youth  deli^'hts  to  dwell. 
And  hearts  with  early  mpiure  swell ; 
If  frowning  Age,  with  cold  control, 
(Confines  the  current  of  the  soul, 
Congeals  the  tear  of  Pity's  eye. 
Or  tlierks  the  sympniUelic  sigh, 
Or  hears  unmoved  Misfortune's  groan, 
Ami  liicis  me  feel  for  self  .done  ; 
Oh  !  may  my  bosom  never  learn. 

To  sooth  its  wonted  heedless  flow. 
Still,  still,  despise  the  censor  stern. 

But  ne'er  forget  another's  woe. 
Yes,  as  yon  knew  me  in  the  days 
0>r  which  Uemembrancc  yet  delays. 
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StiD,  any  I  rove  unUtioc'd,  vild. 
And,  even  in  age,  at  heart  a  child. 

Tboa^  now  on  airy  ▼iaioas  borne, 

To  yoo  my  mniI  is  %tiU  the  same. 
Oft  has  it  been  my  fisie  lo  moam. 

And  ail  my  former  jo]^  are  tame. 
Bnc,  hence!  ye  boors  of  mble  hoc; 

Your  frowns  are  gone,  my  sonow  *i  o'er; 
By  every  blisa  my  childhood  knew, 

I  H  think  upon  yoiar  shade  oo  more. 
Thos^  when  the  whirlwind's  rage  is  past. 

And  caves  their  sullen  roar  enclose. 
We  heed  no  more  the  wintry  blast, 

When  luli'd  by  sephyr  to  repose. 
Foil  often  has  my  infisnt  Muse 

Attuned  to  love  her  languid  lyiw; 
But  now,  without  a  tlieme  to  chose, 

The  straina  in  stolen  sighs  expire ; 
Hy  yonifaftil  nymphs,  alas!  are  flown; 

E is  a  wife,  and  C~  a  mother. 

And  Carolina  sighs  alone. 

And  Blary  '%  given  to  another ; 
And  G>ra's  eye,  which  rolt'd  oo  me. 

Can  now  no  more  my  love  recal ; 
In  truth,  dear  L ,  't  was  time  to  flee, 

For  Cora's  eye  will  shine  mi  all. 
And  though  the  sun,  with  genial  rays, 
Oi»  beams  alike  to  all  displa3^, 
Aod  every  lady's  eye  's  a  suit, 
These  last  should  be  confined  to  one. 
TUe  souTs  roen<ILin  don't  become  her 
Whose  M&n  displays  a  general  saMuaer. 
Thus  faint  is  every  former  flame. 
And  Passion's  self  is  now  a  name: 
1«,  when  the  ebbing  flames  are  low. 

The  aid  which  once  improved  their  light. 
And  bade  ihem  bum  with  fiercer  glow, 

>'ow  qnencbes  all  their  sparks  in  night; 
Thus  has  it  been  with  passion's  fires. 

As  mnsy  a  boy  and  girl  remembers. 
While  all  the  force  of  love  eipires, 

Estingnish'd  with  the  dying  embers. 

Bat  now,  dear  L ,  *t  is  midnight's  noon. 

And  clouds  obscure  the  watery  moon, 
Whose  beauties  I  shall  not  rehearse. 
Described  in  evnry  stripling's  verse ; 
For  why  should  I  the  path  go  o'er. 
Which  every  bard  has  irod  before? 
Tct,  ere  yon  silver  lamp  of  night 

Has  thrice  perform'd  her  staled  round. 
Ha*  thrice  retraced  her  path  of  light. 

And  chased  away  the  gloom  profound, 
I  trost  that  we,  my  gentle  friend, 
SAlmH  see  her  rolling  orbit  wend 
Above  the  dear-lov'd  peaceful  seat. 
Which  once  contain'd  our  youth's  retreat ; 
Aod  then,  with  those  our  childhood  knew. 
We  II  mingle  with  the  festive  crew; 
While  many  a  tale  of  former  day 
Shall  wing  the  laughinff  boors  away; 
And  all  the  flow  of  soul  shall  poor 
The  sacred  intellectual  shower, 
!iior  cease,  till  Luna's  waning  horn 
Scarce  glimmert  throng  the  misc  of  Mora. 


TO . 

Oa !  had  my  fate  been  join'd  with  thine. 
As  once  this  pledge  appear'd  a  token. 

These  follies  had  not  then  been  mine. 
For  then  my  peace  liad  not  been  broken. 

To  thee  these  early  faults  1  owe, 
To  ibee,  the  wise  and  old  reproving; 

Tbey  know  my  sins,  but  do  not  know 

T  wa«  thine  lo  break  llie  bonds  of  loving. 

For  once  my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pure. 
And  all  its  rising  fires  could  smother; 

But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 
ficstow'd  by  thee  upon  another. 

Perhaps  his  peace  I  could  destroy. 
And  spoil  Ihe  blisses  that  await  him; 

Yet  let  my  rival  smile  in  joy, 
For  thy  dear  sake  1  cannot  hale  htm. 

Ah !  since  thy  aog^l  form  is  gone. 
My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any ; 

But  what  it  sought  in  lliee  alone. 
Attempts,  alasl  to  find  in  many. 

Then  (are  thee  well,  deceitful  maid, 

T  were  vain  and  fruitless  to  regret  thee ; 

Nor  hope  nor  memory  yield  their  aid. 
But  pride  may  teach  me  to  forget  thee. 

Yel  all  this  giddy  waste  of  years. 
This  tircMime  round  of  palliog  pleasures. 

These  varied  loves,  these  matron's  fears. 

These  thoughtless  strains  to  p.i«ftton's  measores. 

If  thou  wert  mine,  had  all  been  hush'd ; 

This  cheek,  now  pale  from  early  riot. 
With  Passion's  hf^:lic  necr  had  llu»hd. 

But  btoom'd  in  calm  domestic  quiet. 

Yes,  once  the  rural  scene  was  sweet. 
For  nature  seem'd  lo  smile  before  thee; 

And  once  my  breast  abhorr'd  deceit. 
For  then  it  beat  but  to  adore  thee. 

But  now  I  seek  for  other  joys; 

To  think  would  drive  my  soul  to 
In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noise 

1  conquer  half  my  bosom's  sadness. 

Yel  even  in  these  a  Ihouglit  will  steal. 

In  spite  of  every  vain  endeavour; 
And  fiends  might  pity  what  1  feel. 

To  know  that  ihou  art  lost  for  ever. 


STANZAS. 

I  WOULD  I  were  a  careless  child. 

Still  dwelling  in  my  Highland  cave. 
Or  roaming  through  the  dusky  wild. 

Or  bounding  o'er  the  dark  blue  vrave. 
The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Saxon*  pride 

Accords  not  vrith  the  free-bom  soul. 
Which  loves  the  mountain's  craggy  side. 

And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  roll. 

Fortune !  lake  back  these  cultured  lands, 
Take  back  this  name  of  splendid  sound! 

I  hate  the  touch  of  servile  liands — 
1  hate  the  slaves  that  cringe  around : 


I  (l*M«Ba(h,  or  8a 
nr  EB(;liih. 


a  Gaallc  waed  Ofalf^Iaf  althar  Levlaad 


22 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Place  me  along  the  rocks  I  love, 

Which  sound  Co  ocean's  wildest  roar; 

I  ask  but  this — again  to  rove 
Through  scenes  my  youth  hath  known  before. 

Few  are  my  years,  and  yet  I  feci 

The  world  was  ucVr  design'd  for  me  ; 
Ah\  w^hy  do  darkening  shades  conceal 

The  hour  when  man  must  cease  to  be? 
Once  1  beheld  a  splendid  dream, 

A  visionary  scone  of  bliss; 
Truth  !  wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam 

Awake  me  to  a  world  like  this? 

I  loved  —  but  those  I  loved  are  gone; 

Had  friends — my  early  friends  are  fled; 
IIow  checrli»ss  feels  the  heart  alone, 

When  all  its  former  hopes  are  dead  ! 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill, 
Though  Pleasure  stirs  the  maddening  soul, 

The  heart — the  heart  is  lonely  still. 

IIow  dull  to  hear  the  voice  of  those 

Whom  Rank  or  Chance,  whom  Wealth  or  Power, 
Have  made,  though  neither  friends  nor  foes. 

Associates  of  the  festive  hour. 
Give  me  again  a  faithful  few, 

lu  years  aud  feelings  still  the  same, 
And  I  will  fly  the  midnight  crevr, 

Where  boisterous  Joy  is  but  a  name. 

And  Woman  I  lovely  Woman,  thou. 

My  hope,  my  comforter,  my  all ! 
How  cold  must  be  my  bosom  now, 

When  e'en  thy  smiles  begin  to  pall ! 
W^ithoui  a  sigh  would  1  resign 

This  busy  scene  of  splendid  woe, 
To  make  ihit  calm  contentment  mine 

Which  Virtue  knows,  or  seems  to  know. 

Fain  would  I  (ly  the  haunts  of  men — 

I  seek  to  shun,  not  hate  mankind  ; 
My  breast  requires  the  sullen  gicn. 

Whose  gloom  may  suit  a  darken'd  mind. 
Oh !  that  to  me  the  wings  were  given 

Which  bear  the  turtle  to  her  nest! 
Then  would  I  cleave  the  v;iult  of  Heaven, 

To  flee  away  and  be  at  rest.* 
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Spot  of  my  youth!  whose  hoary  branches  sigh. 
Swept  by  the  breeie  that  fans  thy  cloudless  sky  ; 
Where  now  alone  1  muse,  who  oft  have  trod. 
With  those  I  loved,  thy  soft  and  verdant  sod; 
With  those  who,  scattcr'd  far,  perchance  deplore. 
Like  mc,  the  happy  scenes  they  knew  before: 
Oh  !  as  I  trace  n^ain  thy  winding  hill, 
Mine  eyes  admire,  my  heart  adores  thee  still. 
Thou  drooping  Elm!   beneath  whose  boughs  I  lay, 
And  frequent  mused  the  twilight  hours  away; 
Where,  as  they  once  were  wont,  my  limbs  recline, 
But  ah!  without  the  thoughts  which  then  were  mine  : 

I  Psalm  It.  v.  6,  —  ,  And  I  taid,  Ob !  that  I  bad  win,';*  like  a  dove, 
then  would  I  fl%  away  and  tw  at  rc*l.*  Tbit  rcrto  alto  coDkiiiutet 
a  |>art  of  lbs  luoil  beautiful  anibvin  io  our  language. 


How  do  ihy  branches  moaning  to  the  blast, 

Invite  the  bosom  to  recal  the  past; 

And  seem  to  whisper,  as  they  gently  swell, 

M  Take,  while  thou  canst,  a  lin(]ering  last  farewell  !» 

When  Fate  shall  chill,  at  length,  this  fevcr'd  breast. 

And  calm  its  cares  and  passions  into  rest, 

Oft  have  i  thought  't  would  sooth  my  dying  hour, 

If  aught  may  sooth  when  life  resigns  her  power. 

To  know  some  humbler  grave,  some  narrow  cell, 

Would  hide  my  bosom  where  it  loved  to  dwell : 

With  this  fond  dream  methinks  't  were  sweet  to  die — 

And  here  it  lingered,  here  my  heart  might  lie ; 

Mere  might  1  sleep,  where  all  my  hopes  arose, 

Scene  of  my  youth,  and  couch  of  my  repose  : 

For  ever  stretch'd  beneath  this  mantling  shade, 

Prcssd  by  the  turf  where  once  my  childhood  play'd, 

\>'rapt  by  ihe  soil  that  veils  the  s[)ot  I  loved, 

Mix'd  with  the  earth  o'er  which  my  footsteps  moved, 

Blest  by  the  tongues  that  charm'd  my  youthful  ear, 

Mourn'd  by  the  few  my  soul  acknowledged  here, 

Deplored  by  those  in  early  days  allied, 

Aud  unremember'd  by  the  world  beside. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CALMAR  AND  ORLA. 

AN    IMITATION    OF 

MACPHEBSONS  OSSIAN.' 

Dear  are  the  days  of  youth  !  Age  dwells  on  their  re- 
membrance through  the  mist  of  time.  In  the  twilight 
he  recals  the  sunny  hours  of  morn.  He  lifts  his  spear 
with  trembling  hand,  u  Not  thus  feebly  did  I  raise  the 
steel  before  my  fathers I»  Past  is  the  race  of  heroes! 
but  their  fame  rises  on  the  harp;  their  souls  ride  on 
the  wings  of  the  wind  !  they  hear  the  sound  through 
tlie  si(;hs  of  the  storm,  and  rejoice  in  their  liall  of 
clouds !  Such  is  Calmar.  The  gray  stone  marks  his 
narrow  house.  He  looks  down  from  ed<lying  tempests, 
he  rolls  his  form  in  the  whirlwind ;  and  hovers  on  the 
blast  of  the  mountain. 

In  Morven  dwelt  the  chief;  a  beam  of  war  to  Fingal. 
His  steps  in  the  held  were  marked  in  blood;  Lochliu's 
suns  had  fled  before  his  an(;rv  spear:  but  mild  was  the 
eye  of  Cdniar  ;  soft  was  the  How  of  his  yellow  locks — 
they  streain'd  like  the  meteor  of  the  niylit.  No  maid 
WJS  the  sigh  of  his  soul  ;  his  thoughts  were  given  to 
friendship,  to  dark-haired  Oria,  destroyer  of  heroes! 
Equ:il  were  their  swords  in  battle;  but  fierce  was  ilie 
pride  of  OrIa,  gentle  alone  to  Gilmar.  Together  they 
dwelt  in  the  cave  of  Oilhona. 

From  Lochlin,  Sw.iran  bounded  over  the  blue  waves. 
Erin  s  sons  fell  beneath  his  niight.  Fingal  roused  his 
cliiefs  to  combat.  Their  ships  cover  the  ocean  !  Their 
hosts  throng  on  the  green  hills.  They  come  to  the  aid 
of  Erin. 

Nielli  rose  in  clouds.  Darkness  veils  the  armies; 
but  the  Iija/ing  oaks  pleam  through  the  valley.  Tlic 
sons  of  Lochlin  slept :  their  dre»ms  were  of  blood.  They 
lift  the  spear  in  thougiil,  and  Fingal  flies.  Not  so  the 
ho'st  of  Morven.  To  watch  was  tlie  post  of  Orli.  Cil- 
mar  stood  by  his  side.  Their  spears  were  in  their  hands. 
I'in[',al  called  his  chiefs.  They  stood  around.  The  king 
was  in  tlie  midst.  Cray  were  his  locks,  but  strong  was 
the  arm  of  the  king.     Age  withcr'd  not  his   powers. 

•  It  niiiy  l»r  iier«-»»ary  to  obirrte,  that  the  •lorr.  though  con«i- 
d<Tal)ly  >uri<-d  in  ihi*  rata»irophe,  i»  taken  from  «  Nitni  and  Lar)- 
olut, «  of  nhicb  vpikodv  a  irantlation  has  b«eo  already  giTco. 
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of  llorrea,*  nid  llie  bero,  «  lo-norrow  we  meet 
the  foe;  bat  where  k  GucbuJlio,  the  shield  of  Eria  1 
He  mis  in  the  halb  ot  Tun:  he  koowt  not  of  our 
cooun^.  Who  viU  ftpeed  ihrou^  tocblin  to  the  hero, 
asd  eaiJ  the  chief  lo  arms  1  The  path  is  by  che  swords 
ef  fiaes,  bof  nsaay  are  my  heroes.  They  are  thuoder^ 
itolt%  of  war.     Speak,  ye  chiefs !  who  will  ari«e  ?■ 

■  Smi  of  Trenmor,  mioe  he  the  deed.*  said  dark- 
baired  OrU.  «  and  mine  alone.  What  is  death  lo  me? 
I  to««  ibe  sleep  of  ilie  mif;hly,  bat  little  is  the  dan^r 
The  sons  of  Lochlin  dream.  1  will  seek  ear-boroe 
CaibnOin.  If  1  f*\\,  nise  the  sone  of  bards,  aod  lay 
we  by  ibe  atrenm  of  Lubar.»— «  And  shall  tbon  fall 
aifioe?*  said  6iir-liair'd  Galmar.  «  Wilt  thou  leave  thy 
fineod  afir.  Chief  of  Oiihooa  ?  not  feeble  is  my  arm  in 
b^bL  CooJd  I  ace  thee  die,  and  not  Uft  the  spear  T  Ko, 
Oia !  oar%  baa  been  the  chase  of  the  roe-buck,  and  the 
fraa  of  sbello;  ours  be  the  path  of  danger:  ours  has 
bp«i3  the  cave  of  Oiihooa ;  ours  be  the  oarrow  dwellin({ 
Ml  ibe  bonk*  of  Lubar.»— «  Galmar  >  said  the  chief  of 
Oubooa,  «  why  sboold  4by  yellow  locks  be  darkened 
m  the  dost  of  Erin  ?  Let  roe  fall  alone.  My  fisther 
ewdk  ia  his  hall  of  air:  be  will  rejoice  in  bit  boy:  but 
ifar  blne-cyed  Hora  spreads  the  feast  for  her  son  in 
lorten.  She  listens  to  the  stepa  of  the  hunter  on  the 
ivath.  and  thinks  il  is  the  tread  of  C^lmar.  Let  him 
BflC  »y,  *  Galmar  iii  fallen  by  the  sieel  of  Loclilio  ;  he 
lUed  with  floooay  OHa,  Ibe  chief  of  the  dark-brow.' 
WiiT  shoald  tears  dim  the  asurt  eye  of  Mora  ?  Why 
slmakl  her  voice  cttne  OrU,  the  destroyer  of  Galmar  7 
Lirp,  Galmar,  live  to  raise  my  stone  of  mos«;  live  to 
reveof e  me  in  the  blood  of  Lochfio !  Join  the  song  of 
Unk  above  my  ^rave.  Sweet  will  be  the  son(;  of  death 
le  Ota.  from  the  voice  of  Gaimar  My  gliost  sliall  smite 
«a  the  notes  of  praise.*— «  OHa !»  said  the  son  of 
Borx,  •  could  I  raise  the  song  of  death  lo  my  friend? 
Could  I  pre  his  bme  to  the  winds?  No;  my  lieart 
would  speak  in  sighs;  faint  and  broken  are  the  sounds 
of  Mrrow.  Oria  !  our  souU  sliall  hear  ihr  song  logeilier. 
Oat  ckmd  shall  be  oars  on  high ;  the  bards  will  mingle 
die  names  of  Orla  and  Galmar. • 

Tbey  ipiit  the  circle  of  the  chiefs.  Their  steps  are 
to  the  host  of  Lochlin.  The  dying  blaie  of  oak  dim 
twinkles  ihroagh  the  night.  The  northern  star  points 
ibe  path  to  Tura.  Svarao,  the  king,  rests  on  his 
bofiy  bilL  Here  the  troops  are  mixed :  they  frown  in 
tWp,  their  rtiielda  beneath  their  heads.  Their  swords 
giram,  at  distaisee,  in  heaps.  The  fires  are  fiiint ;  llieir 
embers  f^il  in  unoke.  All  is  hushed ;  but  the  gale 
Hfbs  on  the  rocks  above.  Lightly  wlieel  the  heroes 
ihrDogb  Ibe  slomberiog  band.  Half  the  journey  is 
pa^i,  wfaeti  Mathon,  resting  on  his  shield,  meets  the 
eyle  of  Orla.  It  rolls  in  flame,  and  glistens  through  the 
iiade :  bis  spenr  is  raUed  on  high.  «  Why  dost  thou 
brad  thy  brow.  Chief  of  Oitliona?*  said  fair>haired 
Caimar.  «  We  are  in  the  midst  of  foes.  Is  this  a  time 
Oar  delay?*  — «  It  ii  a  time  for  vengeaoce,*  said  Orla 
«f  the  giocNny  brow.  «  Maihoo  of  Lochlin  slerps :  seest 
thou  his  spear  ^  Its  point  is  dim  with  the  gore  of  my 
hiker.  The  blood  of  Ma  tbon  shall  reek  on  mine  ;  but 
U»U  I  slay  bim  sleeping,  son  of  Mora?  No!  he  shall 
frd  his  woand ;  my  fsme  sliall  not  soar  on  the  blood 
of  tlumbcr.  Riae,  Natlioo!  rise!  the  sou  of  Goonal  calls; 
lirv  life  is  bis :  rise  to  combat.*  Mathon  starts  from 
deep,  bat  did  be  rise  alone  ?  No :  the  gathering  chiefs 
baand  oa  the  plain.  ■  Fly,  Galmar,  fly '»  said  dark- 
haired  Orla  :  •  Malboa  is  nine;  I  shall  die  in  joy;  bni 


Lochlin  crowds  aroand ;  fly  throogb  the  shade  of  nighl.» 
OHa  Uims;  the  helm  of  Mathon  is  cleft;  his  sliield 
falls  from  his  arm :  he  shudders  in  his  blood.  He  rolls 
by  the  side  of  the  biasing  oak.  Strumoo  sees  him  fall. 
His  wrath  rises;  bis  weapon  glitters  on  the  head  of 
Orla ;  but  a  spear  pierced  his  eye.  His  brain  guslies 
through  Ibe  wound,  and  foams  on  the  spear  of  Galmar. 
As  roll  the  waves  of  ocean  on  two  mighty  barks  of  iha 
north,  so  poor  the  men  of  Lochlin  on  the  chie^  As, 
breaking  the  surge  in  foam,  proudly  steer  ilie  barks  of 
the  north,  so  rise  the  chiefs  of  Morven  on  the  scattered 
cresu  of  Lochlin.  Tlie  din  of  arms  came  to  ihe  ear  of 
Fiogal.  He  strikes  his  shield :  his  sons  throng  around ; 
the  people  pour  along  the  heath.  Ryno  bounds  in  joy. 
Oasiau  stalks  in  his  arms.  O^car  shakes  the  spear.  The 
eagle  wing  of  Killan  floats  on  the  wind.  Dreadful  » 
the  cbng  of  death !  many  are  the  widows  of  liHyrhlin. 
Morven  prevails  in  its  strength. 

Mom  glimmers  on  the  hills !  IM  living  foe  is  seen ; 
but  tlie  sleepers  are  many :  grim  ibey  lie  on  Erin.  Tlia 
breeie  of  Ocean  lifu  tlieir  locks :  yel  they  do  aoiawnka. 
The  liawks  scream  above  ilicir  prey. 

Whose  yellow  locks  wave  o'er  the  breast  of  a  chief; 
bright  as  the  gold  of  the  stranger,  they  mingle  with  the 
dark  hair  of  his  friend.  T  is  Galmar — he  lies  on  the 
bosom  bf  Orla.  Theirs  is  one  stream  of  blood.  Fierce 
is  tlie  look  of  ilia  gloomy  Oria.  He  breathes  not ;  but 
bis  eye  is  si  ill  a  flime;  it  glares  in  death  unclosed. 
His  band  is  grasped  in  Galmai's;  but  Galmar  lives ;  ha 
lives,  though  low.  «  Rise.s  said  the  king,  ■  rise,  son  of 
Mora,  'l  is  mioe  to  heal  the  wounds  of  heroes.  Galnur 
may  yet  bound  on  the  hills  of  Mor%en.» 

■  Never  more  sh.ill  Galmar  chase  tlie  deer  of  Morren 
with  OHa;*  said  the  hero,  «  what  were  the  chase  to 
me,  alone  I  Who  would  sliare  tlie  spoils  of  battle  with 
GaluuirT  Orla  b  at  rest!  Rough  nas  thy  soul,  Orla! 
yet  soft  to  me  as  the  dew  of  mom.  It  glared  on  others 
in  lightning :  to  me  a  silver  beam  of  nigliL  Bear  my 
sword  to  blue^yed  Mora;  let  it  liang  in  my  empty  hall. 
it  is  not  pure  from  blood:  but  it  could  uot  sa%e  Oria. 
Lay  roe  with  my  friend :  raise  the  song  when  I  am 
dark.* 

They  are  laid  by  the  stream  of  Lubar.  Four  gray 
slooes  mark  the  dwelling  of  Orla  and  Caimar. 

When  Swaraa  was  bound,  our  sails  rose  on  the  blue 
waves.  The  winds  gave  our  barks  to  Morven.  The 
Bards  railed  the  song. 

•  Wliat  form  rises  on  the  roar  of  clouds?  whose  dark 
ghost  gleams  on  the  red  sirrams  of  tempests?  his  voice 
rolls  on  the  thunder.  T  is  OrU  ;  the  brown  chief  of 
Oithona.  He  was  unmatch'd  in  war.  I^ace  lo  thy 
soul,  Orla  !  thy  hme  will  not  perisli.  Nor  thine,  Gal- 
mar !  lovely  wast  thou,  son  of  blue-eyed  Mora ;  but 
not  harmless  was  thy  sword.  It  hangs  in  thy  cave. 
The  gho«is  of  Lochliu  shriek  around  its  steel.  Hear  thy 
praise,  Galmar!  it  dwells  on  the  voice  of  tlie  mi(;hly. 
1  by  name  shakes  on  the  echoes  of  Morven.  Then  raise 
thy  ^r  locks,  son  of  Mora ;  spread  them  on  the  arvh 
of  tlic  raiobowy  and  smile  through  the  tears  of  iha 
storm. » ■ 

'  I  fear  LaIsr'*  Ism  dlltles  ksa  oaapl«i«ly  evsiihrima  svwy  bop* 
tiMl  llacpb«n<ia'i  Omias  aiifkl  pravv  ibt  TraatlatiMi  sf  a  wria*  of 
PoMU,  ee«p!«i«  la  ihawaalva*;  bat.  while  iba  iwpoatsra  U4iM«> 
vvrad.  ib«  arrii  ef  ibawark  raauilat  asdUpaiad.  lbo«||b  aat  »iih- 
a«t  fanlit,  particalarly.  laMMcparu,  tarffidaad  bealiattledirtioa. 
Tba  pretaai  baabia  taiitailoa  will  ba  pardoaad  by  iba  adailrvra  of 
iba  origlaal,  at  aa  aitaaipt,  kawovar  tafwior,  n^kk  sviaeaa  as  a^ 
lackaaat  le  ikair  fa>oariu  aalbor. 


J 
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CRITIQUE 

EXTRACTED    FROM    THE    EDINBURGH    REVIEW,    NO.    22,    FOR   JANUARY    l8o8. 


Hours  of  Idleness;  a  Series  of  Poenis,  original  and 
translated.  By  George  Gordon,  Lord  Btron,  a  Minor. 
8vo.  pp.  200. — Newark,  1807. 

The  poesy  of  this  young  Lord  belongs  to  the  class 
which  neither  gods  nor  men  are  said  to  permit.  Indeed, 
ve  do  not  recollect  to  have  seen  a  quantity  of  verse 
-with  so  few  devi.i lions  in  either  direction  from  that 
exact  standard.     His  effusions  are  spread  over  n  dead 
flat,  and  can  no  more  get  above  or  below  the  level,  than 
if  they  were  so  much  slaKuant  water.  As  an  extenuation 
of  this  offence,  the  noble  author  is  peculiarly  forward 
in  pleading  minority.     We  have  it  in   the  title-page, 
and  on  the  very  back  of  the  volume;   it  follows  his 
name  like  a  favourite  part  of  his  ityle.     Much  stress  is 
laid  upon  it  in  the  preface,  and  the  poems  are  connected 
with  this  general  statement  of  his  case,  by  particular 
dates,  substantiating  the  age  at  wiiich  each  w:is  wrilten. 
Now,  the  law  upon  the  point  of  minorily  we  hold  to  be 
perfectly  clear.     It  is  a  plea  available  only  to  the  de- 
fendant; no  plaintiff  can  offer  it  as  a  supplementary 
ground  of  action.     Thus,  if  any  suit  could  be  brought 
against  Lord  Byron,  for  the  purpose  of  fompelling  him 
to  put  into  court  a  certain  qujutity  of  poetry,  and  if 
judgment  were  given  against  him,  it  is  hiylily  probable 
that  an  exception  would  be  taken  were  he  to  deliver 
for  poetry  the  contents  of  this  volume.     To  this  he 
might  plead  minority:  but,  as  he  now  makes  voluntary 
tender  of  the  article,  he  hath  no  right  to  sue,  on  that 
ground,  for  the  price  in  good  current  praise,  should 
the  goods  be  unmarketable.     This  is  our  view  of  the 
law  on  the  point,  and,  wc  dare  to  say,  so  will  it  be  ruled. 
Perhaps,  however,  in  reality,  all  that  he  tells  us  ahout 
his  youth  is  rather  wi^h  a  view  to  increase  our  wonder, 
than  to  soften  onr  ceusure>.    He  possihiy  means  to  say, 
M  See  how  a  minor  can  write!  This  poem  was  actually 
composed  by  a  young  man  of  eighteen,  and  tlii-;  by  one 
of  only  sixteen!" — But.  alas!  we  all  remember  the  poetry 
of  Cowley  at  ten,  and  Pope  at  twelve ;  antl  so  far  from 
hearing,   with  any  degree  of  surprise,   that  very  poor 
verses  were  written  by  a  youth  from  hi>  leaving  srlioo! 
to  his  leaving  college,   inclusive,  we  really  believe  tliifi 
to  be  the  most  common  of  all   occurrences;    that  it 
happens  in  the  life  of  nine  men  in  ten  who  are  edu- 
cated in  Knglaod;  and  that  the  tenth  man  writes  belter 
verse  than  Lord  Uyron. 

His  other  plea  of  privilege  our  author  rather  brings 
forward  in  order    to  waivj-  it.     lie  certainly,  hov^cver, 
does  allude  frequently  to  bis   family  and  ancestors — 
sometimes  in   poetry,  sometimes  in  notes;  and  while 
giving  up  his  claim  on  the  score  nf  rank,  he  t.ikes  care 
to  remember  us  of  Dr  Johnson's  saying,  that  when  a 
nobleman  appears  as  an  auiluir,  bis   merit  >liould  be 
handsomely  ;ickuowle«lged.     In  truth,  it  is  thi>  consi- 
deration  only,   that  induces  us  to  give   Lord  Byron's 
poems  a  place  in  our  review,  beside  our  de<,ire  to  coun- 
sel him,  that  he  do  forthwith  abandon  poetry,  and  turn 
his  talents,  which  are  considerable,  and  his  opportuni- 
ties, which  are  great,  to  better  account. 


With  this  view,  we  must  beg  leave  seriously  to  assure 
him,  that  the  mere  rhyming  of  the  final  syllable,  even 
when  accompanied  by  the  presence  of  a  certain  number 
of  feet ;  nay,  although  (which  does  not  always  happeu 
those  feet  should  scan  regidarly,  and  have  been  all 
counted  accurately  upon  the  fingers, —  it  is  not  tb»* 
whole  art  of  poetry.  We  would  entreat  him  to  believe, 
that  a  certain  portion  of  liveliness,  somewhat  of  fancy, 
is  necessary  to  consliiule  a  poem,  and  that  a  poem  in 
the  present  day,  to  be  read,  must  contain  at  least  on*- 
thought,  either  in  a  little  degree  different  from  t\to 
ideas  of  former  writers,  or  differently  expressed.  Wr 
put  it  to  hi'*  candour,  whether  there  is  any  thing  so  de- 
serving the  name  of  poetry  in  verses  like  the  following', 
written  in  1806;  and  whether,  if  a  youth  of  eigUlti'u 
could  say  any  thing  so  uninteresting  to  his  ancestors,  a 
youth  of  nineteen  should  publish  it: 

«  Sliadeit  of  hcr(K-t.  farewrrll!  your  descendant,  drpartin({ 
l-'roui  till*  scat  of  liiit  auccoiors,  l>i<lii  you  ndlfu  I 

At)road  or  at  hom«-,  >onr  rfmpiuhraniv  iinpartiaij 
>it»w  courai;»%  Im''1I  iliiuk  ujion  fjlory  aud  you. 

«  TI)OU{;h  a  tear  dim  bi«  o^e  at  this  tail  st'paraiioo, 

T  i»  nature,  not  frar,  that  o\riirs  hi»  r«*i;rcl: 
For  djtiant  lie  f^oet,  uilli  llit-  same  croulniion  ; 

Tbo  fame  of  lii^  futli«;r»  lio  ne'er  cau  l'or{;el. 

■  That  fame,  and  that  memory,  sliil  vrill  hv  cben'tb, 
lie  >ow»  ihot  be  u<'er  will  dinj-roiu  your  renown  ; 

Like  you  nill  \u;  li^r,  or  like  you  «%jll  be  |><;rith  ; 

^'beu  decay'd,  moy  be  miu)>le  hi>  du»t  wilb  your  own.> 

Now  we  positively  do  assert,  that  there  is  nothing 
better  than  these  stanzas  in  the  whole  compass  of  llw 
noble  minor's  volume. 

Lord  Byron  should  also  have  a  care  of  atteinptiiig 
what  the  greatest  poets  have  done  before  hiiu,  for 
comparisons  fas  he  must  have  had  occasion  to  see  at 
his  writing-master' <•)  arc  odious. — Gray's  Ode  on  Eton 
College  should  really  have  kept  out  the  ten  hol>bliii|^ 
stanzas  «  On  a  distant  view  of  the  village  and  school  of 
Harrow, » 

•  Wbrre  fan<y  yrt  joys  to  rflraco  tlio  re«enihlBn<'e 
(If  i'xjiur:id<-»,  in  frit  ii<iilii|t  ami  niin  bief  ullieii  ; 

Uow  w«'Ii-oiiif  In  III*'  your  iM-'iT-ladiiij;  ii-iueuiiiniiir»», 
Wbii-b  re>i»  in  the  I-o»odi,  lboii|;li  bop<-  is  denied.* 

In  like  manner,  the  extpiisile  lines  of  Mr  Rogers  «  <)« 
n  Teiir,*^  might  have  warned  the  noble  author  off  those 
premises,  and  spared  us  a  whole  dozen  such  stau/as  j< 
the  folloMiiig: 

•  Mild  rbnriiy'*  clow. 
To  uii  nioriiiln  Ix-lnw, 

Sbow«  ill  ■•  soul  from  larlitirity  clear; 

<J()in|in.4»!(.iii  \>ill  m<'li, 

Wb- Tf  iliiit  virtiii"  in  felt, 
And  it«  den  is  dilliist^i  in  a  Tear. 

•  Tlie  man  dooni'd  to  itnil, 
Willi  llie  liliut  of  lb'-  (pile, 

Throii;;b  billows  Vtbiutii  to  sner. 
As  b>'  l>«  lid*  o  er  tin-  «iMe, 
Wliiib  niiiy  i-i.on  h»  lii\  (7rntc, 
Tb'-  r.rcen  kf>ariki'-.«  brijht  >\iili  a  Tear.- 
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Aod  «o  of  instances  io  which  fonner  poets  bad  foiled. 
Thus,  ve  do  not  think  Lord  Byroo  «as  made  for  Iran*- 
Uting.  during  bis  oo»«^«  Adrian  s  Address  lo  his  Sool, 
vbro  Pope  succeeded  so  indifforrntly  in  the  allempl. 
If  our  readers,  bowever,  are  of  amoiher  opinion,  tlicj 
may  look  at  it. 

•  Ak !  gaall*,  ••■tjag.  wavcria*  tprii^. 
Friead  and  UM>-iii«  of  (bi«  cla j ! 

Ta  what  aakacma  regioa  >  orac. 
Will  ihoa  ao»  wiaj  ihv  di»uat  iigkl  t 
IVo  Bwra  with  wealed  kaanar  fay. 

•ai  pallid,  cbeMlaa*,  aad  forlata.* 

Howerer,  be  this  as  it  may,  ve  fear  his  translations 
and  imitatioos  are  great  favouriirs  witli  Lord  Ryron. 
We  bave  them  of  all  kinds,  from  Anacreon  to  OsMan ; 
and,  virviog  them  as  school  exercises,  ihey  may  pa«s. 
Oo!y.  why  print  them  after  they  Iiave  bad  their  day 
indsmred  tbrirtumTAnd  why  call  i|i«>  thiag  in  p.  79,' 
4  tnuMiatioo,  wrbere  Civo  words  {^uut  y^sytiv)  of  the 
Mipoal  are  expanded  into  four  lines,  and  tlie  01  her 
tiling  in  p.  Si,*  where  /igvovuxTtMi  H'jff  &</&«(;,  U  ren- 
dered by  means  of  six  hobbling  ver^e*?  As  to  his  0«- 
sisflie  poesy,  we  are  not  very  good  judges,  being,  io 
truth,  so  moderately  skilled  in  thai  species  of  compo- 
uiioa.  that  we  should,  in  all  probabiliiy.  be  criticising 
Mkote  bit  of  the  genuine  Macpberson  iisrif,  were  we  to 
eiprr^  our  opiuion  of  Lord  Byron's  rlupsodirs.  If, 
lu^.  the  following  beginning  of  a  «$oog  of  lUnlt  ■  is 
by  his  Lordship,  we  venture  to  objixt  to  it,  as  fjr  as  we 
r^n  romprebend  it.  «  What  form  rises  00  the  roar  of 
cloods,  whose  dark  ghost  gleams  00  the  red  siream  of 
irmpe%u  ?  His  voice  rolls  on  the  thunder ;  't  is  Orta,  the 
brown  chief  of  Oithooa.  lie  was,*  etc.  After  detaining 
this  a  brown  chief  a  some  time,  the  bards  conclude  by 
giving  bim  their  advice  to  « raise  bis  fair  locks;  »  then 
to  •  sprend  them  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow;  a  and  « to 
«inile  throfigh  Che  tears  of  the  storm.*  Of  this  kind  of 
tbmg  there  are  no  less  than  niite  pages;  and  we  can  so 
for  venture  an  opinion  in  their  favour,  that  ihey  look 
very  like  Macpberson;  and  we  are  positive  ihey  are 
pretty  nenrly  as  stupid  and  tiresome. 

Il  k  a  sort  of  privilege  of  poeu  to  be  egotist*;  but 
ihey  slMNild  «  use  it  as  not  abusing  it;*  and  particu- 
larly one  who  piques  hlmbclf  (iliough  indeed  at  the 
ripe  age  of  nineteen  )  of  being  «an  infant  bard, »  — 
'«  The  artless  Helicon  I  boa«t  is  youth  ;>*) — should  either 
not  know,  or  should  seem  not  lo  know,  so  much  about 
bis  own  ancestry.  Besides  a  poem  above  riled,  on  the 
fooiiiy  seat  of  the  Byrons,  we  bave  another  of  eleven 
page&,  on  the  self-same  subject,  introduced  with  an 
apoiogy,  «  be  certainly  had  no  intention  of  insentng 
it.»  bat  really  « the  particular  request  of  some  friends, » 
etc^  etc.  It  concludes  with  five  stanxas  on  himself,  athe 


II. 


last  and  youngest  of  a  noble  line.*  There  is  a  good 
deal  al«o  about  his  maternal  anceiviors,  in  a  poem  on 
Lachin  y  Gair,  a  mountain  where  he  spent  part  of  his 
youth,  aod  might  ha«e  learnt  tbjt  pibroch  ia  not  a 
bagpipe,  any  more  than  duet  means  a  fiddle. 

As  the  autlior  ha«  dedicated  so  lar(;e  a  part  of  bis  vo- 
lume to  immorlaliie  his  employments  at  school  and 
college,  we  cannot  possibly  dismiss  il  without  present- 
ing Ibe  reader  with  a  specimen  of  these  ingenious  effu- 
sions. In  an  ode  with  a  Greek  motto,  called  Granta, 
we  have  the  follow  ing  magnificent  stanxas : 

•  Tbrrp,  ia  aitarta^nu  taiall  aad  daaip, 

Tk^  iautJt«l<ic  for  tttUrff  prijM 
SIuporiBf;  (<T  ibr  niitlBi,;ki  lamp; 

Cora  laip  lo  brd,  yei  farly  riara. 

■  Wko  reati*  fait*  «|«aailli««  la  S»la. 

Or  fuiilt%  n  rr  ib*  tlrrp  iriaa^la, 
Daprivrd  of  many  a  wbol^MMaa  aM«i, 

la  barlwiout  Latin  duoai'd  IO  wraaffl'. 

■  ReaooBriajf  <*Tcry  pl«>a«lB«  |iagr. 

Injai  aaihoM  of  kitionr  aae, 
Fyafrrria,-;  im  il«f>  Ifllrr'd  ■•(•• 

Tbe  MiBAre  of  ih«  bypoibraeie. 

■  Slill  liarail»M  ar«  ilwa»  orrapaiioaa. 

That  ban  aooo  bat  ib(>  baplvw  Madaal. 
CoaiparMi  with  o«b  rraiTra tiooa. 

Wbiib  briofi  tu(«iber  iha  iaipr«d*«t.» 


We  are  sorry  to  hear  so  bad  an  account  of  the  col- 
lege psalmody  as  is  contained  in  the  following  Attic 
stanxas  : 

■  Oar  rboir  woald  anrivly  h»  t^rmm>d 

Evrn  at  a  fiaa<i  of  ra«  li«>fSinaart; 
All  mfrrj  now  aiaai  t«  n>fat<Ni 

To  atwb  a  aat  of  croakiaf  aiai 


•  ir Dav  Id.  wbaa  bi«  tnlli  were  i>adod. 

Had  b^anl  iKet^  hlo  khradt  tiag  bofsfO  biw. 
To  at  hia  ptaiaa  bad  aa'er  dfaraadfid  : 

la  faruMu  laood  bo  woaid  bava  taaa  'aai  !• 

But  whatever  judgment  may  be  passed  on  tbt  pocoit 
of  this  noble  minor,  it  seems  we  must  take  tliem  as  we 
find  llirra,  and  be  content;  for  ihry  are  the  bst  we 
shall  ever  have  from  him.  He  i^,  at  best,  he  says,  but 
an  intruder  into  iLe  n^ov^  of  Partiasiius:  he  ne%er  lived 
in  a  garret,  like  thorougli-hred  ports;  and  « though  he 
onc«>  roved  a  careli>ss  mountaineer  in  the  Highlands  of 
Scotland,*  he  has  not  of  late  enjoyed  this  advantage. 
Moreover,  he  expects  no  proHt  from  his  publication; 
and,  whether  ii  surreeds  or  not,  « it  is  highly  improba- 
ble, from  his  situation  and  pursuits  hereafter,  a  that  he 
sliould  again  roitile\rrnd  to  Itecome  an  author.  There- 
fore, let  us  take  what  we  gel,  and  be  thankful.  What 
right  have  we  poor  deviU  to  be  nice?  We  are  well  off 
lo  have  got  so  much  from  a  man  of  this  Lord's  station, 
who  does  not  live  in  a  garret,  but  abas  the  sway  a  of 
Newsleed  Abbey.  Again,  we  say,  let  ns  be  tliankful; 
and,  with  honest  Sancho,  bid  God  hle«a  the  giver,  nor 
look  the  gift  hone  in  the  mouth. 


26 


BYUON'S  WORKS. 


A  SATIRE. 


I  had  ralher  be  a  kitteo,  and  rry  mew  I 
Than  one  of  thcte  samo  nietrti  ballad-oaoni;'*rs. 

SIIAKSPEARE. 

Such  »haniel»»*s  Bard«  rtf  hare;  and  yet.  'l  i<  true. 
There  are  as  mad,  abandoat-U  Critini  too. 

POPE. 


PREFACE. 


All  my  friends,  Irariied  and  unlearned,  have  urged  me 
not  to  publish  lliis  Satire  with  my  name.  If  I  ^orc  to 
be  «» inrned  from  the  career  of  my  humour  by  quibbles 
quick,  and  paper  bullets  of  the  brain, »  I  should  have 
complied  with  their  counsel.  But  I  am  not  to  be  ter- 
rilied  by  abuse,  or  bullied  by  reviewers,  with  or  with- 
out arms.  I  can  safely  say  that  I  have  aliacked  none 
personally  who  did  not  commence  on  the  offensive. 
An  authors  works  are  public  properly:  he  who  pur- 
cha.ses  may  judi^e,  and  publish  his  opinion  if  he  pleases ; 
and  the  authors  I  have  endeavoured  to  commemorate 
may  do  by  me  as  I  have  done  by  them  :  I  dare  say  they 
will  succeed  belter  in  condemning  my  srribblin{;s  tli.ui 
in  meudini;  their  own.  But  my  object  i.s  not  to  prove 
that  I  can  write  well,  but,  if  possible^  to  make  others 
write  belter. 

As  the  Poem  has  met  wiih  far  more  success  than  I 
expected,  I  have  endeavoured  iu  this  edition  to  make 
some  additions  and  alteratioas,  to  render  it  more  wor- 
thy of  public  pc:  usal. 

In  the  (irst  edition  of  this  Satire,  piibliNhed  anony- 
mously, fourteen  lines  on  the  stibject  of  no>»less  P(»pc 
were  written  and  inserted  at  ilie  request  of  an  ini;e- 
nious  friend  of  mine,  who  has  now  in  the  press  a  vo- 
lume of  poetry.  In  the  present  edition  they  are  erased, 
and  some  of  my  own  substituted  iu  their  stead;  my 
only  reason  for  this  beii»t;  that  which  I  conceive  would 
operate  with  any  other  person  in  the  same  manner — a 
determination  not  to  publish  with  my  name  any  pro- 
duction which  was  not  entirely  and  exclusively  my  own 
composition. 

With  regard  to  the  real  talents  of  many  of  the  poet- 
ical prr^ons  whose  performances  are  mentioned  or 
alluded  to  in  the  follow inj;  pages,  it  is  presumetl  by  the 
author  that  there  can  be  little  difference  of  opinion  in 
the  public  at  large;  though,  like  other  sectaries.  <arh 
has  iiis  separate  tabernacle  of  proselytes,  by  wluim  his 
abilities  are  overrated,  his  faults  overlooked,  anti  his 
metrical  canons  received  wiihoiit  scniple  and  >»iiiioiil 
con'^iderntion.  But  the  unqnesiioiiable  po-se^sion  of 
considerable  genius  by  several  of 'I  he  writers  here  cen- 
sured, renders  their  mental  prosiiiiiiion  more  to  be 
regretted.  Imbecility  may  be  pitied,  or,  at  worst, 
laughed  at  anti  forgoiien;  perverted  powers  demand 
the  most  decided  reprehension.     No  one  can  wish  more 

•  Thii  Prefart*  «««  written  for  the  »econd  edition  of  this  Poem, 
and  printed  with  it. 


than  the  author,  that  some  known  and  able  writer  had 
undertaken  their  exposure;  but  .Mr  Gifford  has  tie- 
voted  himself  to  ]Ma>singer,  anti,  in  the  absence  of  the 
reguldir  physician,  a  country  practitioner  may,  '"  cases 
of  absolute  necessity,  be  allowed  to  prescribe  his  nos- 
trum, to  prevent  the  extension  of  so  deplorable  an 
epidemic,  provided  there  be  no  quackery  in  his  treat- 
ment of  the  malady  A  caustic  is  here  offered,  as  it  is 
to  be  feared  nothing  short  of  actual  cautery  can  reco- 
ver the  numerous  patients  afflicted  with  the  pre-rnt 
prevalent  and  distr«'Ssiiig  rnbies  for  rhyming.— As  to 
the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  it  would  indeed  requite  a 
Hercules  to  crush  the  Hydra;  but  if  the  author snrccetk 
in  merely  «  bruising  one  of  the  heads  of  the  serpent,'' 
though  his  own  hand  should  suffer  iu  the  encounter, 
he  will  be  amply  satislied. 


ENGLISH  BARDS, 

etc.,  etc. 


Still  must  I  hear?— shall  hoarse  Fitzgerald'  bawrl 
Ilis  creaking  couplets  in  a  t.ivern  hall. 
And  1  not  sing,  lest,  hiply,  Scotch  Reviews 
Should  tinb  me  scribbler,  and  denounce  my  Muse? 
Prepare  for  rhyme — I  Ml  publish,  right  or  wrong  : 
Fools  arc  my  theme,  let  Satire  be  my  song. 

Oh!  Nature's  noblest  gift— my  gray  goose-quill! 
Slave  of  my  ihouglits,  (d>edienl  (t>  my  wdl, 
lorn  from  thy  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen. 
That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men  ! 
The  pen!  fore<loom  d  to  aid  the  mental  throes 
Of  brains  tliil  lalmnr,  big  with  verse  or  prose, 
Though  nymphs  forsake  iind  critics  may  deride. 
The  lovers  solace,  aud  the  author's  pritle  : 
What  wits,  \tliat  poets  do-.t  tliou  tiaily  raise! 
How  frequent  is  thy  n'-e,  how  sm;ill  thy  praise! 
Condemnd  ;it  length  t<>  b*-  for^;oi((<ii  quite. 
With  :ill  the  ptges  which    t  was  tliiiic  to  write. 
Hut  ilion,  at  le.«si,  miiu'  <»w  n  especiiil  pen! 
Once  l.iid  aside,  but  now  as>umed  agnn, 

•  IMITVTtON. 

•  Seni|ier  rgo  auditor  taiiiinn  ?  Huni|iiiiinne  reponam. 

V<\atu*  tolic*  raiiti    ftuifi'le  t,<Mlr)  !•  —  /m-rnal.  Sat.    i. 

^Ir  t"if/<.  m  .1  0,    fa  eliiiiisly   Iciiiied    l>\  '.oiittr   Ou"   »  Sin  ill-IU-^ 
l»o<l.«  iiitli.i.  )iii>  ;junii.il  IrilMili- of   v<  r^e  on  tlir  -  t.inrars   hunt!  ; 
not  toiil'iit  wilh  nriliri;;,    tif  r,|ioulii  iu  |>«i%oii,   aftci    ilir     i-(iin|>^ii; 
litne  ifut>ile<l  n  DatDuai  le  iju.iiitil)  o(  b:i<l  |>ort,   tueiial>le  thciit  H 
»u»idiu  ilie  upcrutiou. 


ENGLISH  BARDS  AND  SCOTCH  REVIEWERS. 
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Onr  task  complete,  like  HftOMt't,*  shall  be  free; 
Thoo^b  sporn'd  by  otben,  yet  beloved  by  ae : 
Tbcn  let  us  aoer  Co-day;  no  commoii  tbeme. 
No  ractem  Tisioo,  bo  distenper'd  dream 
lD«pirr« — our  pach,  iliough  full  of  iboros,  is  plain; 
Smooth  be  the  verse,  and  easy  be  the  strain. 

When  Vice  iriumphanl  holds  her  sovereign  svray. 
And  mm.  through  life  her  williag  slaves,  obey; 
Wbru  FoUy,  frequent  harbinger  of  crime, 
(□folds  ber  mociey  store  to  suit  the  lime; 
Wbro  knaves  and  fools  combined  o'er  all  prevail, 
Wliro  Justice  baits,  and  Ri^ht  begins  to  fail, 
E  ru  then  tbe  boldest  start  from  public  sneers, 
Afntd  of  sbaine,  unknown  lo  other  fears, 
Uore  darkly  sin,  by  Satire  kept  in  awe. 
And  shrink  from  ridicule,  though  not  from  lav. 

Sncb  is  tbe  force  of  Wit !  but  not  belong 
To  aae  tbe  arrows  of  satiric  song; 
Tbr  royal  vicea  of  our  age  demand 
A  keener  weapon,  and  a  mightier  hand. 
bull  there  are  follies  e'en  for  me  to  chase, 
And  yield  at  least  amusement  in  the  race : 
Lsngh  vfaen  I  laugh,  I  seek  no  other  fame — 
Tke  aj  ia  op,  and  Scribblers  are  fby  game; 
Speed,  PegsMis  !~-ye  strains  of  great  and  small, 
(Hie.  Epic,  Elegy*  have  at  you  all! 
1  too  can  scraarl,  and  once  upon  a  time 
I  poar'd  along  the  town  a  flood  of  rhyme— 
A  srhool-boy  ft«ak,  nnworihy  praise  or  blame  : 
1  prioied^-oUler  children  do  the  same. 
T  is  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print; 
A  book  's  a  book,  although  tliere  's  nothing  in  *t. 
Not  that  a  title's  aonnding  charm  can  save 
<  *r  tcmwl  or  scribbler  from  an  equal  grave : 
ThU  LAnac  must  own,  since  his  psitriciao  name 
Fail  il  to  pre*crve  the  spurious  farce  from  shame.* 
No  matter,  Ccoani  continues  still  to  write,' 
Tbno^h  now  the  name  is  veil'd  from  public  sight. 
Voted  by  the  great  eiample,  I  punue 
The  sdf-samc  road,  but  make  my  own  review : 
Not  seek  great  JcvraiTs— yet,  like  him,  will  be 
Sdf-coosutnled  judge  of  porsj. 

A  man  must  serve  bis  time  to  every  trade, 
S-ne  censttre— critics  all  are  ready  made. 
Take  hackney'd  jokes  from  Millkb.  got  by  role, 
With  jttst  enough  of  lesroing  to  misquote; 
A  mind  well  skill'd  to  find  or  forge  a  fault, 
A  tarn  for  punning,  call  it  Attic  salt; 
To  JsrraaT  go,  be  silent  and  divreet. 
His  pjy  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet : 
Frsr  not  to  lie,  *t  will  seem  a  lucky  hit ; 
S^iriok  not  from  blasphemy,  *t  will  past  for  wit ; 
Cire  iM>t  for  feeling — pass  your  proper  jest. 
And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  caress'd. 

And  shall  we  own  such  judgment  ?  no-*aa  soon 
Sr^k  roaes  in  December,  ire  in  June; 
Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  com  in  chaff; 
fidievc  a  woman,  or  an  epitaph ; 

'  Cn  ■•■««  Ba»««*«M  fTMSMM  rapoM  |»  kit  pea  la  (Ik  lati 
'Mpur  of  D»«  Q«tm«v«.    Oh  il*ai  •■?  volaaiams  fratry  «<m1<1 

*  ThM  iageawu  youtk  U  ■— it»a»4  aors  psrtkalsrif .  wllk  kit 
(•rada<-ii(Mi.  ta  saotkcr  pls«r. 

*  la  tha  E«iBa««sa  Bftvisw. 


Or  any  other  thing  tlwt  *•  false,  before 
You  trust  in  critics  who  themselves  are 
Or  yield  one  single  thought  lo  be  misled 
By  JirraxTS  lieart,  or  Lamm's  Bmotian  bead.* 

To  these  young  tyrants,*  by  ibemselves  misplaced. 
Combined  usurpers  on  tbe  throne  of  Taste; 
To  these,  wh«'0  authors  bend  in  humble  awe, 
And  liail  tlieir  voice  as  truth,  their  word  as  Uw; 
While  tliese  are  censors,  'l  would  be  sin  to  spare ; 
While  such  are  critics,  why  sliould  I  forbear  I 
ikit  yet,  so  near  all  modern  worttiies  run, 
T  is  doubtful  whom  lo  seek,  or  whom  to  shun ; 
Nor  know  we  wlien  to  spare,  or  where  to  strike. 
Our  bards  and  censon  are  so  much  alike. 

'Tlien  should  you  ask  me,  why  I  venture  o'er 
The  path  which  Port  and  Girroso  trod  before; 
If  not  yet  sickeu'd,  you  can  still  proceed  : 
Go  on;  my  rhyme  will  tell  you  as  you  read. 

Time  was,  ere  yet  in  these  degenerate  dayt 
Ignoble  themes  obtain'd  mistaken  praise, 
U  hen  Sense  and  Wit  with  poesy  alli«^,. 
No  fabled  Grarr«,  flourisli'd  side  by  side. 
From  tlie  same  fount  their  inspiration  drew. 
And,  rear'd  by  Ta^te,  bloom'd  fairer  as  they  grew. 
Then,  in  this  happy  i«le,  a  Port's  pore  strain 
Sought  the  rapt  soul  to  charm,  nor  sought  in  vain; 
A  poliftli'd  nation's  praite  aspired  lo  claim. 
And  raised  the  people's,  as  the  poet's  fame. 
Like  him  great  iUYoia  pour'd  the  tide  of  song. 
In  stream  less  smooth,  indeed,  ypt  doubly  strong. 
Then  Comgb eve's  scenes  could  chrer,  or  Otwat's  mtlt— 
For  nature  thad  an  £n(;lish  audience  felt. 
But  why  these  names,  or  greater  stdl,  retrace, 
When  all  to  feebler  bsrds  re«i(;n  their  place? 
Yet  to  such  times  our  lingering  looks  are  cast. 
When  tafite  and  reason  with  thoise  times  are  past. 
Now  look  around,  and  turn  each  trifling  page, 
Surrey  the  precious  works  that  please  tlie  age; 
This  truth  at  least  let  Satire's  self  allow, 
No  dearth  of  bards  can  Im*  complain'd  of  now : 
The  loaded  press  beneath  her  labour  groans. 
And  printers  devils  shake  their  weary  bones; 
While  SoL'TiiEv's  epics  cram  the  cre.iking  slielvet. 
And  Littlk's  lyrics  shine  in  hot-pres«'d  twelves. 

Thus  saith  the  Prearher,4  «tnonght  beneath  the  sun 
Is  new:i>  yet  still  from  ch.inge  to  change  we  run; 
What  varied  wonders  tempt  us  as  they  pa>s ) 
The  cow-poE,  tractors,  gaUnnism,  and  gas. 
In  turns  appear,  to  m.ike  the  vul(;ar  stare. 
Till  the  swoln  bubble  burst«— and  all  it  air! 
Nor  less  new  schools  of  poetry  arise. 
Where  dull  pretenders  grapple  for  the  priie: 
O'er  Ta«tc  awhile  these  p»eudo-bani«  prevail; 
Each  country  book-club  bows  the  knee  to  Haal, 

I  M«Mn  Jirvair  sad  L*a«a  ar*  tk«  \lpli«  aad  Oawira,  iW  tffM 
•B«l  la«t  af  tlw  KaiitsMa  Aavi^w  :  iW  allMr*  sf*  mmmunm^A  hw9 
■  tier. 

•  ■  fUalia  att  cIvaMatia,  raa  tat  «l>ii|aa 

■  i  ■— aocarri  parlianr  panvrr  rltar1J».»>-Ja»raat  Smt.  •. 

i  t^trr^Ttov. 

■  flnr  laam  bor  ftAiiat  lihf«i  dtnarrcra  raaipa 

Ppr  qurai  aia((Du«  (M|a<*«  \urun<ir  flc&ii  alainaaf ; 

Si  vaoal,  el  plaridi  ralioaPM  adaiituiia,  9d»m.»—Jm0.  S^t.  i. 

*  E.t'letUtte*.  rbap.  i. 
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And,  hurling  lawful  genius  from  the  throne, 
Erects  a  shrine  and  idol  of  its  own ; 
Some  leaden  calf — hut  whom  it  matters  not. 
From  soaring  Soutbey  down  to  groveling  Stott.' 

Dchold!  in  various  throngs  the  scrihbHug  crew, 
For  notice  ea|;er,  pass  in  long  review  : 
Each  spur*  his  jaded  Pegasus  apace,, 
And  rhyme  and  blank  maintain  an  equal  race; 
SonneLson  sonnets  crowd,  and  ode  on  ode; 
And  tile-i  of  terror  jostle  on  the  road; 
Immeasurable  measures  move  along; 
For  simpering  Folly  loves   a  varied  song, 
To  strange  mysterious  Duloess  still  the  friend. 
Admires  the  strain  she  cannot  comprehend. 
Thus  Lays  of  Minstrels  ' — may  they  he  the  last ! 
On  half-strung  harps  whine  mournful  to  the  blast. 
While  mountain  spirits  prate  to  river  sprites. 
That  dames  may  listen  to  their  sound  at  nights; 
And  goblin  brats,  of  Gilpin  Horner's^  brood. 
Decoy  young  border-nobles  through  the  wood. 
And  skip  at  every  step.  Lord  knows  how  high. 
And  frighten  foolish  babes,  the  lx>rd  knows  why; 
While  high-!iorn  ladies  in  tlieir  magic  cell, 
Forbidding  knights  to  read  who  caimot  spell, 
Dispatch  a  courier  to  a  wizard's  grave, 
And  fight  with  houest  men  to  shield  a  knave. 

Next  view  in  state,  proud  prancing  on  his  roan, 
The  golden-r rested  haughty  Mirmion, 
Now  forging  scrolls,  now  foremost  in  the  fight, 
Not  quite  a  felon,  yet  but  half  a  knight; 

*  Sr  orr,  better  knowD  Id  the  •  MorniDcPott*  by  tbe  name  of 
H*rii.  Tb{*  pereonage  it  at  present  tbe  nio«t  profound  explorer  of 
tbe  bnibot.  I  remember,  to  ibe  reign  in*;  family  of  Portugal,  a  tpe- 
clal  od«    of  Mailer  Stott'*  bejinning  tbos: 

(Sioit  loquitur  quoad  Ilibernla.) 
•  Princely  off»prio{;  of  Bron;on/a, 
Erin  greeis  lb«;e  nitb  a  stanza,*  etc.,  etc. 

Alto  a  Sonnet  to  Rats,  well  worthy  of  tbo  subject,  and  a  most  thun- 
deriuQ  ode  cummencin  j  a*  follows : 

>  Ob  for  a  lay,  loud  n«  the  tnr^.e 
That  lashes  Laplaud's  soundini;  shore. ■ 

Lord  bare  mercy  OD  us!  the  •  Lny  of  the  Last' Minstrel «  was  no- 
thitii;  to  this. 

*  See  the  •  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel,*  pnfsim.  Netor  was  any 
plan  so  inconiiruoiis  and  alxiirl  as  llie  ([roundwnrk  of  this  pro<liir- 
tlon.  The  euuanre  of  Thnmlrr  and  Li>;hrnia,';  prolo;;ui»iti{;  to 
Hayes'  trajje^ly,  unfortiinaiidy  lakes  nwny  ilic  merit  of  ori|;inaiily 
from  the  diaio.'^iio  between  Me««iciir»  |/i«- Spirits,  of  Floo^J  and  r«dl. 
in  tbo  first  canto.  Then  we  have  ihe  nniinhie  Willimu  of  Deloniinr*. 
•  a  siark  mo>s-irooper ,-  ridelicei,  a  h:ip|*y  roropound  of  poacher, 
sbe-p-«t<'nlf>r,  and  hi(;hwaymnn.  The  |.ri>[.ri*-ly  of  hi*  ma(;lral  la- 
dy's iiijunciion  not  lo  read  ran  only  Ihj  e.jti.ill«>d  hy  liis  <-,indid  ac- 
knowlcdi;ineiit  of  bin  indcpeiidi'inv  i>f  ihr  irnrameU  of  »p<'llin,'], 
allhou;;h,  to  iiM-lii&  own  cletjnni  |dirase,  «  t  was  bis  ncck-vt-rse  ai 
liairilx*!'."  i.e.  llie  {;ullow<(. 

*  The  ltior;raphy  of  (Gilpin  Ilorner,  nnd  iLe  marTellous  peilesirian 
page,  who  tra>ellil  iwiic  n*  fa*i  .it  hi*  uiii^icr'*  lior«f.  wiihoui  tin- 
aid  of  «eTen-liM(^ii«-»l  boor*,  ar*-  ch.,\lt;tii'uirc  in  lh»-  iaiprorr-moui 
of  lasle.  Fur  ill' idem  we  lia\«'  iIm-  in^i»il.|p,  l»ui  l>y  uo  m>-nos  !>|i.i- 
rinf,.  boson  Hie  t-ar  Iwnlowrd  mi  ilie  |>.i;;i>.   and  llie  eiilriim-ft  of  a 

j     kni|;bt  and  (.har(jcT  into  ilii-  rai»ll«-.  under  lli.-  v.ry  iiaiinal  di«(;iii»o 
'    of  u  wHiii  ol  hay.      Mannioii.  Ih<'  Idt'*  of  ilic  l!iii)r  njiiininf,   i<i  vx- 
adly  what  Williaiu  of  l><'lor.iiiic  would  jiavo  Ixi-ii,  had  lie  bi-rn  aldf 
to  ii-ad  or  writ)-.     The^  Piwin  wa*  iiMiiufii:  lured    for  .^leinr*  (..o'iri- 
iLr,  Musii«r.  and  .Millci     wnrsliipfiil  Il<Milt»fl|..rk.    in  <-<iiisideraii(iu 
of  the  reci'ipi  of  a  sum  i>f  ra-inry  ;  (lud  iniU,  roii»idfriii,;  ilic  inspi- 
ration, it  u  a  \ory  rri'litullc  prtKlniiiou.      If  ,'^lr  S.otr  will   write 
^     for  hire,  lei  him  do  hi»  In-*!  for  hi*  pnyiii,i»ters,  but  not  di»i;iar»-  his 
;    f;niiii»,  which  i»  undoubtedly  yriwt,  by  a  ri-puUtjon  of  black-letter 
I     imitation*. 


The  gibbet  or  the  field  prepared  to  grace— 

A  mighty  mixture  of  the  great  and  base. 

And  think'st  thou,  Scott!  by  vatn  conceit  perchance, 

On  public  tcisie  to  foist  thy  stale  romance, 

Though  Murray  with  his  Miller  may  combine 

To  yii'ld  thy  muse  just  half-a-crowu  per  line? 

No !  wlieu  the  sous  of  song  tlescend  lo  trade, 

I  heir  bays  are  sear,  their  former  laureU  fade. 

Let  such  forego  the  pool's  s;icicd  name, 

Who  rack  their  brains  for  lucre,  not  for  fame : 

Low  may  thry  sink  lo  merited  contempt. 

And  scorn  remunerate  the  mean  attempt! 

Such  be  their  meed,  such  still  the  just  reward 

Of  prostituted  muse  and  hireling  bard  I 

For  this  we  spurn  Apollo's  venal  son. 

And  bid  a  long  «  good  night  to  Marmion.»' 

These  are  the  themes  that  claim  our  plaudits  now; 
The<e  are  the  bards  to  whom  the  muse  must  bow ; 
While  Milton,  DRvnEN,  Popk,  alike  forgot, 
Resign  their  hallo w'd  bays  to  Walter  Scott. 

The  time  has  been  when  yet  the  mu^e  was  young. 
When  Homer  swept  the  lyre,  ami  Maro  sung, 
An  epic  sc:iree  ten  eeiiluries  could  claim. 
While  awe-slrurk  nations  hail'd  the  magic  name  : 
The  work  of  e.ich  iniinorlal  btrd  appears 
The  single  wonder  of  a  thousand  years.' 
Kmpirts  have  moiilderd  from  the  f.iee  of  earth, 
Tongues  have  expired  with  those  who  gave  them  birth, 
Without  the  glory  such  a  strain  can  give, 
As  even  in  ruin  bills  the  language  live. 
Not  so  with  us,  though  minor  har«h,  content. 
On  one  great  work  a  life  of  labour  spent : 
With  eagle  pinions  soaring  to  the  skies, 
Behold  the  ballad-inoni;er,  Soi:they,  rise! 
To  him  let  Cimoens,  Milto.n,  Tasso,  yield. 
Whose  annual  ^trains,  like  armies,  take  the  field. 
First  in  the  ranks  see  .loan  of  Are  advance. 
The  scourgtr  of  Enjjiand,  and  the  boast  of  France! 
Thoui;h  burnt  by  wicked  hEnroRu  for  a  witch, 
Rehold  her  statue  placed  in  glory's  niche; 
Her  h'lters  burst,  and  just  released  from  prison, 
A  virgin  Phteuix  from  her  ashes  risen. 
Next  see  tremendous  Tlial.iba  come  on,^ 
.Vr.ibia's  inonsirous,  wild,  and  wondrous  son; 
Doindaniel's  dread  dcNtroyer,  who  o  erthrew 
More  mad  magicians  than  the  vorld  ccr  knew. 
Immortal  hero  I  .til  thy  foes  o'ercoine. 
For  ever  reign — the  riv.tl  of  Tom  Thumb! 
Since  sluriled  metre  lli;d  before  thy  f:ice, 
Well  wert  thou  doomd  the  last  of  ;ill  thy  race! 
Well  ini(;lit  triuiiiphant  Oenii  bear  thee  hence, 
Ulusti  ions  conqueror  of  common  seiiNC ! 

'  •  fiiKxi  ni;;lii  toMarniion,  —  the  pailieiir  and  al.'.'i  pro)  liMi>  c\~ 
<'l. I  Ilia  I  ion  id  lleasr  lUot  vi,  K..>i|iiirt',  on  the  lieiilli  ol  lioucst  .M«irnii'>ii. 

*  .V%  llie.  Od>  »»<■>■  i>  i>o  I  lo»i(v  .Ollto-iltd  Willi  the  «tory  of  ifi'* 
lliiiil,  tiny  niny  aliii"i'«t  i'eila>»'-d  as  one  ;;r!irid  hi»lorir«l  I'l  i-m.  In 
iilliidiii,;  i<i  MiLToi  aii<i  T  i»*o,  we  lOiKi.h-r  ih  ;  »  l'aradi»t;  Lu»t-  and 
»  tiierniileiiiiiie  Lilicnild  »  ii»  tlwir  Ki,iii<iurd  elf.>rlK,  siiin-  nritlxT 
till  .  Jeru-ali-m  (.«iiMHier<'d  -  of  the  llilian.  nor  llif  -  l'ar;idi<.f  fi.-- 
(;.iiiiril  ^  'pf  il)i'  Kii;jli»li  I'ard.  o!  t.iincd  >i  |iro[Mii  tioiritc  i-«~le'.riiy  to 
tli'ir  foniKT  poems,     tjiu-ry  :  NVlia  li  of  Mr  S">  inn   >  »« ill  sun  i««  * 

^  Tbal.il  n,  Vir  N«(  iiiBi's  »»'i  uiul  poi-in,  i*  wriiti'ii  in  op»  d  «if  fi.iri"  e 
of  prr'itilinl  and  poiiry.  ?Ir.  S.  wii)o-d  to  pr'^ltire  .oiikiIi  n, 
iiov  1,  :uiil  sill-  ce.lcl  ton  niira'de.  Jo.m  of  \r>'  was  ninr^cllou, 
nioii;;li,  Init  Th.ilal-.i  was  one  of  iliosf  poi-ni.s  -  wliirli  (in  the  wt  rl* 
of  iNisio^;  >mII  Im- rcail  wlitii  llonii-r  auij  \  ir>;il  nr-- ior;;oii>-n,  but  — 
iiul  It /I  rli.  ,1 . ' 
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a3»ii  be  ciilier  droll  or  pslhetic,  descriptive  or  leoti- 
meotMl^  trader  or  utirical,  at  die  hiunoar  ttrikcs  me ; 
tar,  if  I  mittoke  wrt,  the  nMOMre  which  1  hove  adopted, 
Ainnis  equally  of  all  thaae  kiodt  of  coropotitioo.*  ■ — 
Mreogthcaed  io  my  opinion  by  loch  aalhority,  and  by 
;be  example  of  tome  in  ihe  hiehett  order  of  Italiao 
pons,  I  OwU  make  oo  apolofj  for  allemptt  at  timiUr 
fariatioaa  in  the  followiof  eompoaiiioa ;  mtisficd  that, 
if  they  an  aaaacceaafol,  their  failure  most  be  in  the 
exrcocioai,  rather  than  io  the  design  sanctioned  by  the 
pnctice  of  Ariosto«  Thomson,  and  fieattae. 

ADDITION  TO  THE  PREFACE. 

I  have  now  wailed  till  almost  all  our  periodical  jonr- 
luk  have  dislribated  their  usual  portion  of  criticism. 
To  the  jnatice  of  the  geocraliiy  of  their  criticisms  I 
bare  aechiBY  to  object ;  it  woold  ill  become  me  to 
«|u>rrH  with  their  very  slight  degree  of  censure,  when 
pcrhsps.  if  they  had  been  less  kind  they  bad  been  more 
candaL  Retaming.  therefore,  to  all  and  each  my  best 
tbaaks  for  their  liberality,  on  one  point  alone  shall  I 
tratore  an  obaenration.  Amoogsi  the  many  objections 
ja«dy  ur^td  to  the  very  indifferent  character  of  the 
»  ragnot  Qulde*  (whom,  notvitlutanding  many  hinu 
to  tbc  contrary,  I  still  maintain  to  be  a  fictitious  per- 
«Mn^c;„  it  has  been  stated  that,  besides  the  anachroo- 
esm.  be  is  ^ery  unkniyhUy»  as  the  times  of  the  knighu 
vfre  times  ot  love,  honour,  and  to  forth.  Now  it  to 
iuppeas  that  the  good  old  times,  when  «  Pamour  du 
boa  «icaz  temps.  Tamour  antiques  floorished,  were  the 
most  profligate  of  all  possible  centuries.  Tho«e  who 
bare  any  doubts  on  this  subject  may  consult  St  Pislaye, 
T^iom^  and  more  particularly  vol.  ii,  page  69.  The 
«o«s  of  chivalry  were  no  better  kept  than  any  other 
«ow»  whalaoever,  and  the  songs  of  the  Troubadours 
vrre  not  OMkre  decent,  and  certainly  were  much  less 
rehned,  than  those  of  Ovid.— Tlie  «iGours  d'amoor,  parle- 
mras  damoar,  on  de  eourtoisie  et  de  gentilesse,*  bad 
nuMch  more  of  love  than  of  courtesy  or  gentleness. — Sec 
Koandoo  the  same  subject  with  St  Palaye.^Wbatever 
other  objection  may  be  orged  to  that  most  unamiablc 
pn>ooage,Childe  Harold,  he  was  so  far  perfectly  knight- 
ly in  his  attribotes — «  No  waiter,  but  a  knight  tem- 
plar. »>— By  the  bye,  I  fear  that  Sir  Tristram  and  Sir 
Lsocek»t  were  no  better  than  they  should  be,  although 
very  poetical  personages  and  true  knights  «  sans  peur,» 
iboogfa  noc  «  mns  r«proche.»— If  the  story  of  the  imti- 
totjoa  of  the  «  Gorier*  he  not  a  Cable,  the  knights  of 
that  order  have  for  several  centuries  home  the  badge  of 
a  Cxnmtcaa  of  Sohshury,  of  indifferent  memory.  So 
iDoch  for  chivalry.  Burke  need  not  have  regretted 
that  tiB  days  are  over,  though  Marie  Antoinette  was 
quiie  m  ehastt  as  most  of  those  in  whose  honours 
knees  were  shivered,  and  knights  onhorsed. 

Before  the  days  of  Bayard,  and  down  to  those  of  Sir 
Joseph  Banks  (the  most  chaste  and  celebrated  of  an- 
cient and  modem  times),  few  exceptions  will  he  found 
to  this  stalcoBcnt,  and  I  fear  a  Htlle  investigation  will 
(each  oa  not  to  regret  Ihoso  moaslroiu  mummerica  of 
the  middle  age^ 

I  now  leave  sChilde  Harold*  to  live  his  day,  soeh  as 
be  is ;  it  had  been  mors  agreeable,  and  oeruinly  more 
easy,  to  have  drawn  an  amiable  character.  It  had  been 
easy  to  varnish  ov«r  his  fonlls,  to  make  him  do  more 


39 


and  express  less,  but  he  never  was  iaicnded  as  an  ex- 
ample, further  than  to  show  thai  mriy  perversion  of 
mind  and  morals  leads  to  satiety  of  past  piearares  and 
disappointment  in  new  oues,  and  that  even  the  beauties 
of  nature,  and  the  stimulus  of  travel  (except  ambition, 
ihe  most  powerful  of  all  esciiemenu).  are  lost  on  a  soul 
so  constituted,  or  rather  misdirected.  Had  I  proceeded 
with  the  poem,  this  character  would  have  deepened  as 
he  drew  to  the  close,  for  the  oudine  which  I  once 
meant  to  fill  up  for  him  was  ^i»h  aome  exception, 
tlie  sketch  of  a  modem  Timou,  pcrfaapa  a  poetical 
Zeluco. 


TO  lANTHE. 
Not  io  those  climes  where  I  liave  late  been  straying. 
Though  beauty  long  hath  there  been  matchle«deem'd{ 
Not  in  those  visions  to  the  heart  displaying 
Forms  which  it  sighs  but  to  have  only  dream'd. 
Hath  aught  like  thee,  iu  truth  or  fency  teem'd : 
Nor,  having  seen  thee,  shall  I  vainly  seek 
To  paint  those  charms  which  varied  as  they  beam'd~ 
To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  word<i  were  weak ; 
To  those  who  gate  on  thee  what  language  coiUd  they 
speak? 

Ah!  maysi  thou  ever  he  what  now  thou  art. 
Nor  nnbeseem  the  promise  of  thy  spring. 
As  fsir  in  form,  as  warm  yet  pure  in  heart. 
Love's  image  upon  earth  without  hia  wing. 
And  guileless  beyond  hopes  imagining! 
And  surely  she  who  now  so  fondly  rears 
Thy  youth,  in  thee,  thus  houriy  brightening, 
Beholds  the  rainbow  of  her  future  years. 
Before  whose  heavenly  hues  all  sorrow  disappears. 

Young  Peri  of  the  West  !->'t  is  well  for  m« 
My  years  already  doubly  number  thine ; 
My  loveless  eye  unmoved  may  gase  on  thee. 
And  safely  view  thy  npeniog  beauties  shine; 
Happy,  I  ne'er  shall  see  them  in  derline, 
Happier,  that  while  all  younger  hearto  shall  bleed. 
Mine  shall  escapo  the  doom  thine  eyes  assign 
To  iImmo  whose  admiration  shall  succeed. 
But  mix'd  with  pangs  to  love's  even  loveliest  hours  de- 
creed. 

Ob!  let  that  eye,  which,  wild  as  the  gaxelle's* 
Now  brightly  bold  or  beauiifully  shy, 
Wins  as  it  wanders,  daules  where  it  dwells. 
Glance  o'er  thi«  page,  nor  to  my  verse  deny 
That  smile  for  which  my  bre«si  mii;ht  vainly  sigh. 
Could  I  to  thee  be  ever  more  than  friend: 
This  much,  dear  maid,  accord  ;  nor  question  why 
To  one  so  young,  my  strain  I  would  commend. 
But  bid  me  with  my  wreath  one  matchless  lily  blend. 

Such  \%  thy  name  with  this  my  verse  entwined; 
And  long  as  kinder  eyes  a  look  shall  cast 
On  Harold's  page,  lanthe's  here  enshrined 
Shall  thu«  be  first  behekl,  forgotten  Inst : 
My  days  once  number  d,slioti  Id  this  homage  past 
Attract  thy  fsiry  fingers  near  (he  lyre 
Of  him  who  haiFd  thee,  loveliest  as  thou  wast, 
Such  is  the  most  my  memory  may  desire; 
Ihough  more  than  hope  can  claim,  conid  friendship 
less  require? 
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Of  u  5Iusic*<i  Triumphs  n  all  who  rrad  may  s'wear 
Thai  luckless  Music  never  triumph*d  there.' 

Moravians,  r\%e !  bestow  some  meet  reward 
On  dull  Devotion — lo!  llieSibbadi  Bard 
•Sepulchrnl  Grxhame,  pours  ins  uoies  sublime 
In  mandird  prose,  nor  e'en  aspires  to  rhyme, 
Breaks  into  blank  the  Gospel  of  St  Luke, 
And  boldly  pilfers  from  tlic  Pentateuch  ; 
AnrI,  undisturb'd  by  cou«cientious  qualms, 
Perverts  the  Prophets,  and  purloins  the  P»alms.' 

Hail,  Sympathy!  thy  soft  idea  brin<;s 
A  thousand  vicious  of  •!  thousand  tilings. 
And  shows,  dissolved  in  thine  own  melting  tears, 
The  maudlin  prince  of  mournful  sonneteers. 
And  art  tbou  not  their  prince,  harmonious  Bowles? 
Thou  first  great  oracle  of  tender  souls  ! 
Whether  in  si(;iiiiig  winds  tliou  seek'sl  relief, 
Or  consolation  in  a  yellow  leaf; 
Wbcilier  thy  muse  most  lamentably  tells 
What  merry  sounds  proceed  from  Oxford  bells,' 
Or,  still  in  bells  delighting,  finds  a  friend 
In  every  chime  that  jingled  from  Ostend? 
Ah  !  how  much  juster  were  tby  Muse's  bap. 
If  lo  thy  bells  tbou  wouldst  but  add  a  cap! 
Dcligbiful  Boui.Fs!  still  blessing  and  still  blest, 
All  love  thy  strain,  but  cbiUiren  like  it  best. 
T  is  thine,  with  gentle  LmtE's  moral  song. 
To  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amorous  throng! 
With  thee  our  nursery  damsels  shed  their  tears. 
Ere  Miss  as  yet  completes  her  infant  years: 
But  in  her  teens  thy  whining  powers  arc  vain: 
She  quits  poor  IJowlfs  for  Litti.es  purer  strain. 
Now  to  soft  themes  thou  scornest  to  confine 
The  lofty  numbers  of  a  h  irp  like  thine: 
«  Awake  a  louder  and  a  loftier  strain, »4 
Such  as  none  heard  before,  or  will  agiin; 
Where  all  disc(»\ cries  jumbled  from  the  flood, 
Since  first  the  leaky  .trk  reposed  in  mud, 
by  more  or  h'ss,  are  sung  in  every  book. 
From  Caj^t.iin  Niuii  down  to  Captain  Cook. 
Nor  this  .done,  but  pausing  on  the  road, 
The  bani  sighs  fordi  a  jjentle  episode;^ 
And  »;r.»vfiy  ti'lls — alteiid  each  beauteous  Miss!— 
When  (ir>t  Madeira  trembled  to  a  kiss. 
Bowles!  in  thy  memory  let  this  precept  dwell, 
Stick  to  thy  sonnets,  man!  at  h  msI  they  sell. 

'  IIitlit'*  tMo  nio«l  nntorioun  nfrtf  |inxlurtiont  nro,  ■  Trium|ili« 
of  TcmpiT."  ami  •  Triiini|>))*  uf  Mu»ic.<  lit- lia*  iiU<i  wrilivu  iiiui  li 
tximcily  ill  rliyiiif,  L|>ittli.«,  ii.-.,  cic-  As  li«'  i*  ruilicr  an  )-l<-,;iiiit 
%»rHiri>f  ii>>ii'»  aixl  l>!  i  ;r;i|>liv.  I'l  us  r«'.  oiiiiufud  I'oix*'*  atlvur-io 
\Vrrni»Lir  tn  Mr  11.'*  i  nrial<l<Tnlioii  ;  y''t.  *  lo  conviTt  lii»  |t<M'ir> 
inio  j.ro»r.«  wliirli  in.ij  l>o  <«til)  tiono  ly  takio;;  awoy  iht-  Hnol  »yl- 
lal>li>  (if  ■•n>'li  xiuffl   1. 

*  Mr(ik>n>Mr  li.i»  piiurcil  fnrlh  two  T«>luro«*«  of  i.aal,  uiuli-r  ihe 
Diinir  uf  •  SdMunli  >\.ilk«  •  niitl  .  Il'l>li.-;il  l*i<  lure*  > 

'  .S»'««  llnwi  i»'»  S'liiiui*.  ••tc  — •  Nonii«*l  loUvforil,*  and  •  SunzAt 
au  liriirin,;  ilx'  Itillt  of  0»irnd.- 

*  •  AmuWi'  u  loud  -r,"  rl».,  etc  .  i*  llif  tirsi  lin«*  in  Bowi.t«'»  S|iirit 
of  Uitcn^cry  ,•  a  »rrY  ii|Hrii  d  .lO'l  pr  iiy  Dwarf  Lpic.  AmoDj;  olht-r 
ciijuitil'-  lin«->  w«*  iiatf  till"  follo»*iii,;  :  — 

■ — ^ A  ki.<i« 

hioli- 'in  ilir  iuiniiii;  kili-iitc.  iic^crvri 

il«-r<' h<-ard  ;  tlu-j  imiiliKd  i-vcu  ■!•  il  tin- power, •  etc.,  vie. 

— Tlioi  i«.  ilic  wi«r>.|t  of  M;iii«  irrt  ircmMi-.l  to  :t  ki**,  vi-rv  much  atto- 
oi»h<-i|,  ii«  wi  II  ilii-y  iiii,;lii  l)f.  lit  »ui  II  a  |ili  iiiiiii''niin. 

*  The  (■|ii»otl)  alioo-  dlltidfd  to  lit  ith'  .tiiiry  of  .  IliilMTl  a  Marliin, 
ntid  Xnnad'Atfa-i,*  .1  p  <ir  of  iiiii»innl  lover*  m  ho  p.-rforincd  iL(<  kiitii 
alxitc-iufiitioui.-)!,  tliJl  kt.iriird  llu-  woodsol  M;i<l.-ir<i. 


But  if  some  new-born  whim,  or  larger  bribe, 

Prompt  thy  crude  brain,  and  claim  liiee  for  a  scribe  ; 

If  chance  some  bard,  though  once  by  dunces  fear'd. 

Now,  prone  in  dust,  can  only  be  revered ; 

If  Pope,  whose  fame  and  genius  from  the  first 

Have  foil'd  the  best  of  critics,  needs  the  worst, 

Do  thou  essay;  each  fault,  each  failing  scan; 

The  first  of  poets  was,  alas!  but  man! 

Kake  from  each  ancient  dunghill  every  pearl, 

Consult  Lord  Fanny,  and  confide  in  Curll;' 

l^'t  all  the  scandals  of  a  former  age 

Perch  on  thy  pen  and  flutter  o'er  thy  page ; 

.Affect  a  c.iudour  which  ihou  canst  not  feel, 

Clothe  envy  in  the  garb  of  honest  zeal ; 

Write  as  if  St  John's  soul  couhl  siill  Inspire, 

And  do  from  hale  what  Mai.lrt  '  did  for  hire. 

Oh!  hadst  thou  li\ed  in  that  congenial  time. 

To  n\c  villi  Dennis,  and  with  IUlpu  to  rhyme,^ 

Throng'd  with  the  rest  around  bis  living  head. 

Not  raised  thy  hoof  against  the  lion  dead, 

.\  meet  reward  had  crown'd  thy  glorious  gains, 

And  link'd  thee  to  the  Diinciad  for  thy  paius.4 

Another  Epic  !  who  inflicts  again 
More  books  of  blank  upon  the  sons  of  men? 
Boeotian  Cottle,  rich  Bristowa  s  boast, 
Imports  old  stories  from  the  (^iinbrian  coast. 
And  s^'uds  his  goods  to  market — all  alive  ! 
Lines  forty  thousand,  Cantos  iwenty-five  ! 
Fresh  fish  from  Helicon!  who  'II  buy?  who  '11  buy? 
The  precious  bargain  's  cheap — in  faith  not  I. 
Too  much  in  turtle  Uristols  sons  delight. 
Too  much  o'er  bowls  of  'rack  prolong  the  night: 
If  Commerce  fills  the  pui*se,  she  clogs  the  brain. 
And  Amos  (Bottle  strikes  the  lyre  in  \ain. 
In  him  an  author'>>  luckless  lot  behold  ! 
Condemn'd  to  make  th(>  books  which  once  he  sold. 
Oh!  AmosCoiilr!  —  iMicebus  !  what  a  name 
To  fill  ihe  s|H. iking  iruinp  of  future  fame! — 
Oh!  .\mos  (]i)iii.f!  for  a  moment  think 
What  meagre  profits  spread  from  pen  and  ink! 
When  thus  dcvoleil  to  poclic  dreams. 
Who  will  peruse  thy  prosiimicd  reams? 
Oh  !  pen  ])ervcrled  I  p.iper  misapplied! 
Had  (^>rri.E''  still  adorn  d  the  counter's  side, 
Bent  o'er  the  desk,  or,  born  to  useful  toils. 
Been  taught  to  make  ihe  paper  whieh  he  soils, 
Plough'd,  delved,  or  plied  llic  oar  with  lusty  limb, 
lie  had  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  I  of  him. 

As  Sisyphus  against  the  infernal  steep 
Rolls  the  huge  rock,  whose  motions  ne'er  may  sleep, 

I  (!o  ki  L  i*  (.iiK*  of  ilii>  |i«Tor4  of  the  t>(iiii  lad,  and  nai  a  ImoWm-IIct. 
Lord  Innny  is  ilic  |><i4-ii<';il  iiaiiic  of  Loril  llr.kVtT,  auilior  of  «  Li»n 
lo  til.'  Iiiiitiilor  iif  ll<>r:i>(<.> 

'  l.<iril  BoLKuikoir  hirrtl  MmiT  In  Iriidur*-  Pori  afirr  hi*  d^ 
rrii»<-,  In-.  jiii«>'  ill)'  |«><'i  )i:ii|  ri'i.iin<-il  \<>iiii- r<i|iit««  of  a  «iork  \>\  L*  rd 
II<>Li^<.i>t<<ii  tlif  P.iirjoi  Kill,'),  wliiili  tli;it  ii|dr-ndid  t<ut  luaiijoaBl 
(;ciiiii<i  Imd  i.rdiTi'il   lo  Lt' df^iroj  i»l. 

*  t)i!i<iii  till'  iTitii  .  und  U>Li-n  ilic  rli\  niotiT. 

•  Silciii')-.  >>'  w<>l«  •->  °.   wliili    rialjili   lo  *  >  iilhia  howU, 
M.ikiiii;  in,;lii  liid»ou»  —  ,iii»w«t  Iihii  yrowUl* — IlumctMi. 

*  Sec  \',(i\\Ltt'i  l;ilc'  i-dilion  ot  I'ort  i  work«.  lor  wbii'l.  lit"  ri'iTiTfJ 
i'-i  I.  :  lliii>  Ml  II.  Iia»  ('\|irri<'iii  t'd  liow  iiiurli  oiui<-r  il  i>  lo  prvkl 
i>T  ilii-  r>'|>iit.ili<>n  of  uijiiiliir,   ih.iii  l>i  •  l<'>ui(   lii>  nnii. 

»  Mrl.i'itLi,  \ii'>i  <irJf»«pM,  I  d.iii  I  know  w  lin  h,  hnt  o«^  •* 
IhiiIi.  ohi  1'  ullrr.  ol  |io(ik»  tloy  d  :il  iii-l  w  rilr,  and  now  wrilfrtol 
|H>ok*  tlini  du  not  Acll,  Innc  f.ulili»li.d  >i  |iiiii  of  t.fU.  »  :  •  Mtrrd.' 
(|><H*r  Allii-d.  I'll  lijk  l>oon  at  Iniu  too!;  ai.<l  iIk  lull  oi  •  (^mUit4.< 
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'     Tlie  nils  vere  filTd,  mkI  fair  the  lisbt  wvmU  bbw. 

Is  glad  U»  waft  hUn  from  bit  oatite  borne; 
1      Aod  fast  the  vhite  rocks  faded  from  hit  view, 

J  ^ 

And  soon  were  lost  in  nrromambieoi  foam  : 
Aod  ibeo,  it  may  be.  of  his  with  lo  roam 
I      K«peated  he,  bot  in  bit  bosom  tlepl 
I      The  saleot  ibooght,  nor  from  hit  lips  did  come 
I      One  word  of  wail,  whilst  oibera  safe  and  wept, 
I  And  to  the  rerfclesa  galet  nnmaaly  moanios  kept. 

I  xin. 

I      Bat  when  the  son  was  tiakiog  in  the  tea, 
t      Be  teiied  hi&  harp,  which  be  at  limes  could  string 
!      And  strike,  albeit  with  untaught  melody, 
When  deem*d  he  no  strange  ear  wa^  li«tenin«  : 
And  now  hi«  fingers  o'er  it  be  did  fling, 
Aod  toned  hii  ^rrwell  in  the  dim  twilight. 
While  flew  the  vessel  on  her  snowy  wing, 
And  fleeting  shores  receded  from  his  sight. 
That  to  the  elements  be  poor'd  hisU«t  •  Good  Nighl.s 


I. 
■  Adicc,  adieu !  my  native  shore 

Fades  o'er  the  waters  blue; 
The  night-winds  sigli,  tlie  breaken  roar. 

And  ahrieks  tlie  wild  tea-mew. 
Too  son  that  sets  npon  the  sea 

We  follow  in  his  flight ; 
Farewell  awhile  to  him  and  thee, 

My  native  Land — Good  Night ! 


a. 
«  A  few  short  boon  and  be  will  rite 

To  give  the  morrow  birth; 
And  I  shall  hail  the  nuio  and  tkies, 

Bot  not  my  mother  earth. 
Deserted  i»  my  own  good  hall, 

Ita  hearth  is  desolate; 
Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  the  wmll ; 

My  dog  liowU  at  the  gala. 


•  Come  hither,  hither,  my  little  page! 

Why  do«t  thou  weep  and  wail? 
Or  dost  thoo  dread  the  billows'  rage. 

Or  tremble  at  the  gale? 
Bat  dash  the  tear-drop  from  thine  eye ; 

Onr  ^ip  is  swift  and  ttroog  : 
Onr  fleetest  falcon  tcarce  can  fly 

More  merrily  along.* 


*Let  windt  be  shrill,  let  waves  roll  high, 

I  fear  not  wave  nor  wind ; 
Yet  marvel  not.  Sir  Childe,  that  I 

A  m  torrowf ol  in  mind ; 
For  I  have  from  my  father  gone, 

A  mother  whom  1  love. 
And  have  no  friend,  tave  these  alone, 

Bot  thee~aiid  one  above. 


*  My  father  blett'd  me  fervently, 

Tel  did  not  much  complain ; 
Bat  sorely  will  my  mother  sigh 

Till  1  come  back  again.' — 
■  Enough,  enough,  my  little  lad 

Such  tears  become  tluneeye; 
If  1  thy  guileless  bosom  had. 

Mine  own  woold  not  be  dry. 


6. 

«Come  hither,  hither,  my  stannch  yeoman, 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  pale? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  a  French  foeman  ? 

Or  «hi«er  at  the  gale?* — 
'  IVem'st  thou  1  tremble  for  my  life? 

Sir  Childe,  I  'm  not  so  weak; 
Bat  ih inking  on  an  absent  wife 

Will  blanch  a  faithful  cheek. 


thy  hall. 


'My  spooM and  boys  dwell 

Along  the  bordering  lake. 
And  when  they  on  tlieir  father  call. 

What  answer  shall  she  make?*— 
«  Enough,  enongh,  my  yeoman  good. 

Thy  grief  let  none  gainsay; 
But  I,  who  am  of  lighter  mood. 

Will  laugh  to  flee  away. 


•  For  who  would  trust  the  seeming  tight 

Of  wife  or  paramour? 
Fresh  ferret  will  dry  the  bright  bloe  eyes 

We  late  taw  streaming  o'er. 
For  pleasure!  past  I  do  not  grieve. 

Nor  perils  gathering  near; 
My  greatest  grief  i«  that  I  leave 

Mo  thing  that  claims  a  tear. 


«  And  DOW  t  'm  in  the  world  alooe. 

Upon  tlie  wide,  wide  nea  : 
Bat  why  thould  I  for  othert  groan. 

When  none  will  sigh  for  me  ? 
Perchance  my  dog  will  whine  in  vain. 

Till  frd  by  stranger  hands ; 
Bat  long  ere  I  come  back  again. 

He  'd  tear  me  where  he  stands. 


10. 

«  With  thee,  my  bark,  I  U  swifdy  go 

Athwart  the  foaming  brine; 
Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'sl  me  to, 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  welcome^  ye  dark>blae  wavaa! 

Aad  when  yoa  fail  my  sight, 
Welcome,  ye  descrtt,  and  ye  caves! 

My  native  Und— Good  Night !  • 
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BYRO?^'S  WORKS. 


Smii(j  Sydney  '  too  lliy  bitter  piRc  sliall  serk, 
And  classic  IIallam,'  much  reiiowiiM  for  Creek. 
Scott  may  percliance  iiis  name  and  influence  lend, 
And  pallry  Pillans^  sliall  traiiucc  his  friend: 
Whlje  gay  Thalia's  luckless  votary,  Lambe,^ 
As  he  himself  \ras  damn'd,  sliall  try  to  damn. 
Known  be  thy  name,  unbounded  he  thy  sway! 
Thy  Holland's  banquct-i  shall  each  toil  repay; 
While  j;ratefiil  Britain  yields  the  praise  she  owes 
To  Holland's  hirt-liojjs,  and  to  Lcarnin(;'s  foes. 
Yet  mark  one  camion, — ere  thy  next  Review 
Spread  its  li{',ht  win|;8  of  saffron  and  of  blue. 
Beware  lest  blunderinj;  Broigiiam^  destroy  the  sale, 
Turn  beef  to  bannock'^,  cauliflowers  to  kail.w 
Thus  having;  said,  the  killed  goddess  kist 
Her  son,  and  vanishd  in  a  Scottish  mist.^ 
Illustrious  Holland!  hard  would  be  his  lot. 
His  hirelings  mention'd,  and  himself  forgot  f 
Holland,  with  Henry  Petty  at  his  hack. 
The  whipper-in  and  huntsman  of  the  pack. 
Blest  be  (he  banquets  spread  at  Holland  House, 
Where  Scotchmen  feed,  and  critics  may  carousel 
Lont;,  long  beneath  that  ho>pi(ahle  roof,    - 
Shall  riTub-street  dine,  while  duns  are  kept  aloof. 
Sec  honest  II\llam  lay  asiile  his  furk. 
Resume  his  pen,  review  his  lonlslnp's  work, 
And,  graieful  to  the  founder  of  the  feast. 
Declare  his  landlord  can  translate,  at  least!? 
Dunedin  !  view  thy  children  with  dcli(;lit. 
They  write  for  food,  and  feed  because  they  write : 
And  le*t,  when  heatetl  wiili  th'  unusual  i;rape, 
Some  ^lowint;  thoughts  should  to  the  press  escape, 

•  Tbe  RfT.  Sf  »ntT  S*iTB.  tlio  ropulcd  Author  of  Pelcr  Plymlpj'* 
Letters,  ond  tundry  (Tiliritoiit. 

■  Mr  QtLktM  r«-virmed  I'*tsb  Kvir.Rr't  T«»lr,  and  wa»  excrpdinj-ly 
•eTcro  on  loim*  Greek  tpt**!  ihereiu  :  ii  «ai  not  di».'o»«'r««d  ilLit  ihc 
liar*  wore  1*1* pt»'i,  nil  llu*  pro*«  r«-adcr»-d  i(  ini|>o>»il)lr  to  CMiurl 
the  criliqor.  nhicli  still  stands  an  cvurluslinj  mouumi'nl  of  11*l- 
Ltit'i  io;^r'nuilT. 

The  said  llttLta  is  inrensrd,  Wcauie  hr  i»  fals'-ly  accufed,  »a>in(; 
tlial  be  ne»cr  dint-iliat  Holland  Iloon'  If  ilii*  I-*'  lru««,  I  .un  sorry  — 
nol  for  tiavinj^  said  so,  l>ui  on  hi*  ar<oiint,  ns  I  mid  rtlnnd  Lis  lortl- 
sliip's  fcatit  arc  |»rcf»Tal)l<*  lo  liisx  iiiM|>o»iinins.  1 1  ho  'iid  nol  r»M  ivvr 
Lor  I  HoLL»!«o'«  per  forma  me,  I  aro  i;ljd,  Uiaiise  it  must  luvc  luni 
painful  to  read,  iind  irU»ome  to  prni^r  it.  If  >lrlKi.LtM  wi!l  tr|| 
n»e  who  did  review  il,  the  re.il  n.m»r  «liall  Hnd  a  placf  in  the  levi, 
provided  neTcrtliele<s  ihe  4:iid  niimt- l«ei>f  two  oriliodox  miiMiiil  «yl- 
iahlet,  and  will  i-uiue  into  the  \erse;  till  then,  11>llam  must  siund 
for  want  of  a  better. 

1  PiLLsPs  is  a  tutor  at  Eton. 

*  The  Hod.  G.  LtMse  reviewed  >  lltsiiross'i  M!serie«;i>  and  h 
moreover  author  of  a  Farct*  enuiied  wilh.mu  h  apphiUM;  at  the 
Priory.  Stanniore.  and  dnnined  wiih  ijreai  expedition  at  the  late 
Theatre  l.ovrnt-tinrtien.    It  wa»riiiul«i|  -  >Vhi»ile  tor  it  - 

»  MrlUoion.B,  lu  No  \\V  ul  ihi  Kd  nl  ur,;h  U.vicw.  ihr<iti{;hout 
Ihenrii  h- i-<iii- eriiiii;;  Ikin  Pedm  de  Oiall.s,  ha*  di%|.liiyi<i  ni..ri- 
polilux  than  poll.  »  .  miiny  of  ih'-  xw.rlliy  I  iir,:ii.»e>i  of  Kdiiiliurjjh  le- 
in  :  so  inieiispd  >il  ihf  iiif.iinoiia  pnu<  iple«  it  eviute*.  as  to  bu^e 
wilhdraxvu  (heir  kiil>k>  ripti<iii«. 

It  se»*m»  that  Mr  l5»oi  i.nta  it  m-t  a  I'i't  as  I  »iippo».(l,  hut  a  hor- 
«ierer.  and  hi.  iiani*-  i»  prouduii  <  d  Urii..iii    IroniTrnit  loT.iy.  So  !>«•  it 

•  I  ou,;ht  ti)  iipol'i.iv  i'>  ihf  wiiiihy  l»<  iiii-*  for  iniriHluL  inj;  a  inw 
GiMlde*^  will)  shori  pilti<o,ii»  lo  th<ir  niili<  «•  ;  h-il.  iila»  '  wh.il  >*ii>  to 
l»e  done?  I  lould  nol  »i«y  t..il(d.iiiia  «  (.<  nins,  it  lein;;  wc  II  knonu 
there  i»  no  tienius  to  l>'' loiind.  Iritin  (.Itirliui.innun  (■■  l.niihiioii :  yei 
wiihoiii  »ii|.<Tuiiiural  H(;rnij.  h.iw  uik  Jtriuy  (o  !«•  »a><  d  T  The 
•  ntiiionni  Kelpies,-  el<-.  ure  I  o  uiip  eiir.il,  inut  ihc  .llru»\  oi«'«»  nnil 
>  (Imle  \ei,;hU>»rs"  (spirit*  of  a  (;i»oii  <li.sp<MUion.)  refused  lorxtri- 
ratr  him.  A  Gtiddr,*  there!.. rr  hii»  l>»in  cjllc.l  f  .r  the  pur|>o!»f,  and 
j;reai  ou(;ht  to  he  ihe  j;ratilud»'  ol  Jcl1r<'> .  •.(••■lii];  ii  i»  iIm*  only  i  oui- 
inunoaiion  In-  ever  lo  Id  nr  i»  liktly  lo  li'ild  witli  any  thin;;  h»  avenly . 

*  Lord  H  ha»  trau»laied  some  spei  innii*  o(  Lf>p»>  d*-  Ve|',u  in«»  rii-d 
in  bis  Life  of  the  Author  :  both  are  bepraised  l>y  his  ditinttrrtted 
jiest. 


And  tinge  with  red  the  female  reader's  cheek. 
My  lady  skims  the  cream  of  each  critique; 
Breathes  o'er  the  page  her  purity  of  soul, 
Reforms  each  error  and  rchues  the  whole.' 

Now  10  the  Drama  turn:  Oh  motley  sight ! 
What  precious  scenes  the  wonderitig  eyes  invite ! 
Puns,  and  a  prince  within  a  barrel  pent,^ 
And  DiBDiNS  nonsetise,  yield  complete  content. 
Thoui;li  now,  thank  Hkavfn  !  the  Roscionjani-i  s  o'er. 
And  lull-grown  actors  are  emlured  once  more; 
Yet  what  avail  their  \ain  attempts  to  please, 
While  Bi  itish  critics  '.uffer  scenes  like  these  ? 
While    REYNOLDS    vents    his    «  dammes,  poohs ,    and 

«  younds,»^ 
And  common-place,  and  common  sense  confound*? 
While  Ke>ny's  Worjtl,  jusi  suffer'd  lo  proceed. 
Proclaims  the  audietice  \ery  kind  imleed  ? 
And  Beal-.mont's  pilfer'd  Caratach  affords 
A  tragedy  complete  in  all  hut  words ?^ 
Who  but  must  mourn  while  these  are  all  the  mgc. 
The  degradation  of  our  vaunted  stage? 
Heavens  I  is  .ill  sense  of  shatne  and  talent  gone  ! 
Have  we  no  li\ijig  bard  of  ini'iii? — none! 
Awake,  (>korgk  (Jolman,  Ci  ubkrland,  awake! 
Ring  the  alarum-bell,  let  folly  (|uake! 
O  SuEBiOAN  !  if  aught  can  move  thy  pea. 
Let  Comedy  resume  hrr  thtoue  a;jaiu, 
Abjure  the  mummery  of  German  schools, 
Lca\e  mw  Pi/arros  to  Irall^latillg  fools; 
Ci\e,  as  thv  last  nu*morial  to  the  age. 
Otic  classic  Drama,  and  reform  the  sl.ige. 
Gods  I  oer  those  boards  shall  Folly  rear  herhe.id 
Where  Garrici;  trod,  and  Kemble  lives  to  tread? 
On  those  shall  Farce  display  Buffoonery's  mask. 
And  HooRE  conceal  his  heroes  in  a  cask  ? 
Shall  sapient  managers  new  scenes  produce 
From  (hiLRRY.  Skfkkington.  and  Mother  (ioosB  ? 
While  SiiAKSPEARE.  Orw*Y,  Massinger,  forgot. 
On  stalls  must  moulder,  or  in  closets  rot? 
Lo  !  with  whit  pomp  the  daily  pritus  proclaim 
The  rival  candidates  for  .\ttic  fame! 
Ill  grim  array  though  Lewis'  spectres  rise, 
Still  Skkkvinoion  and  Goi»se  divide  the  prire. 
And  sure  ijri'ut  Srejfinoton  must  claim  our  prai'if. 
For  skinless  co.its  and  skeletons  of  play* 
Renown  d  alike;  ^luse  genius  ne'er  confines 
Her  Hio.ht  to  garnish  (jI'.efn\»ood's  gay  designs  ;* 
Nor  sleeps  with  »<  Sleeping  Beauties, »  but  anon 
In  five  facetious  acts  conies  thundering  on,^ 
Wliile  poor  .loliu  Bull,  bcwilder'il  with  the  scene. 
Stares,  wondering  what  the  devil  it  can  mean  ; 

•  ticTiriin  il  ih,  h'*r  ?.ld\^hip  i*  tiisperled  of  haviniT  displa>ir«l  her 
mail  hl'-*«  nil  in  th'-  Kdiiil.iir|;h  lletieM  -  however  tlut  nin*  l<,  «!«. 
I, lion  from  i;ii<hI  .luihorily  ili.ii  t).'-  ni:iiiii>i  ript>  are  kulimiiie>l  t<>  L-r 
pi-rii*<il  -no  >l..iil-(  lor  I  ol  F'*.  lion. 

'  In  tli<-  ii)i-lo-dr.iiiie  nf  Ti-ki  Ii,  that  heroic  prinee  Is  riopt  iulAa 
iiari  (-I  on  ili<-  »i.i,;i-—  n  new  a«\  limi    lor  d  i»ir«''<'.i'.i  h'Tiw*. 

'  All  ill.  >•■  .ir<-  Lnuiirile  e\prt  rvjuii.,  (if  .Mr  U.,  aii<i  promincot  in 
his  (.onii-iiirt.  \\\  in,;  and  defiiiii-i. 

•  Ml  T.  Sn»»ii.4»,  il.i-  iii«  '^!annj;»'r  of  Drtiry-I.anr  Th»*air-, 
\lri|.(i>l  the  Ti:t';«'i|y  of  lH>iidui'ii  ol  iliv  Hiilojiio,  and  ethiliiied  ih' 
»i  ino  ii«  till' «pe<  lai  !(■«  of  i.ara<'!iirii!>.  Waitthit  worth)  of  hissirr. 
or  of  hini'«<-U  '. 

•  Mr  <>i.r  I  ^iTi-wiB  in.  w».  l><licvi\  Sreni^Paintir  lo  Drury-L*nc  TIk- 
alre  :   n»  tii.  h  Mr  S.  \\  lum  h  iiid'ltf'l  to  him. 

"  Mr  S.  it  ili<-   illn^liioiit  author  of  ilir   >  Slerpinf;  iU'anlT  :*  a<»«1 
sono'  <  oni'-die*!,   paiiiiuliily    •  .Maids  ;ind  Da(.tic-lor> ;«    liJivalaur< 
lia<  iilo  uin|;ik  iiii.iiii  lauro  di;.ui. 
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XXVI. 
Aod  cTcr  siao»  cbat  maiiial  aymMl  met, 
BrUaoon  uckcm,  Ciatra !  al  thy  mow; 
Aad  folks  in  office  ai  iIm  nttaiioo  fret. 
Awl  foia  -«oal4  blush,  if  blush  ibry  cooid,  for  shame. 
Bow  will  posterity  the  deed  proclaim ! 
Will  not  our  owo  and  fellow-aacioos  sneer, 
To  view  cbcse  cbampioos  cheated  of  their  fune, 
By  fees  in  fight  o'erthrown,  yet  victors  here. 

Where  scora  her  finger  points  ihrouf  h  many  a  coming 
year? 

XX  VII. 
So  daeia'd  the  Cfailde,  as  o'er  the  iWonnlMiH  ha 
Did  uke  lua  way  to  soliury  guise : 
Sweet  was  the  scene,  yet  soon  he  tbon^t  to  6ee 
More  restless  than  the  swallow  in  the  skies : 
Tboofh  here  awhile  be  leain'd  to  moralisep 
For  medilaiion  fix'd  at  times  on  him ; 
iad  nowscious  reason  whisper'd  to  despim 
■is  early  yooth,  mispeot  in  maddest  whim  { 

bu  as  ha  fued  on  irath  his  aching  eyes  grew  dim. 

xxvin. 

To  hone!  to  hone!  lie  quiu,  for  ever  quits, 
A  ccroc  of  peace,  though  toothing  to  his  soul : 
Again  he  rouses  from  his  moping  fits. 
But  seeks  not  imw  the  hariot  aod  the  bowL 
Onward  be  flies,  nor  fix'd  as  yet  tlie  goal 
Where  be  shall  rest  him  on  hb  pilgrimage; 
And  o'er  bim  many  changing  scenes  must  roll 
Ere  toil  his  thirst  for  irarel  can  assuage. 
Or  he  shall  calm  his  breast,  or  learn  experience  mge. 

XXIX. 
Tet  Maffira  shall  one  moment  daim  delay,' 
Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Losian's  luckless  queen ; 
Aitd  chnrrh  and  court  did  miof;le  their  array, 
And  aaass  aad  revel  were  alleroale  seen ; 
Lordliags  and  freres— ill-eoried  foy  I  ween ! 
Bat  here  the  Babylonian  whore  hath  built 
A  dome,  where  flaunts  she  in  such  ^orious  sheen, 
That  men  fbrgrt  the  blood  which  she  hath  spilt. 
And  bnw  tha  knee  to  pomp  that  loves  to  varnish  guilt 

XXX. 

0er  Tales  that  teem  with  fraits,  romantic  hills, 
(Oh,  that  sweh  hills  upheld  a  freebom  race !) 
Whereon  to  gaae  the  eye  with  joyaunce  fills, 
Childe  Harold  wends  Cbrough  many  a  pleasant  place. 
Thoogh  sluggards  deem  it  but  a  lliM>li«h  chase. 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  easy  chair. 
The  toilamne  way,  and  long,  long  Imgne  Co  trace. 
Oh !  there  is  swectnem  in  the  mountain  air. 
And  life,  that  bloated  earn  can  never  hope  lo  share. 

X.XXf. 
More  bleak  to  view  the  hills  at  length  recede, 
Aad,  less  luxuriant,  sooootber  vales  extend : 
Immense  horiatw-bonnded  plains  succeed! 
far  as  the  eye  diseema,  withouieo  end, 
Spain's  realms  appear  whereon  her  shefdienls  tend 
Flocks,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  trader  knows— 
Now  must  the  paAor's  arm  his  lambs  defend  : 
For  Spain  is  compass'd  by  unf  ieldiog  foes, 
A^  all  must  shield  their  all,  or  share  subicctian's  wees. 


xxxn. 

Where  Lusitania  and  her  sitter  meet. 
Deem  ye  what  bounds  the  rival  rcalnu  divide) 
Or  ere  the  jealous  queens  of  nations  greet. 
Doth  Tayo  interpose  bis  mighty  tide  I 
Or  Dark  Sierras  rice  in  craggy  pride  ? 
Or  fence  of  art,  like  China's  vasty  wall ! — 
Se  barrier  wall,  ne  river  deep  and  wide, 
Ne  horrid  crags,  iwr  moonuins  dark  and  tall, 
lUse  like  the  rocks  that  part  Hispania'slaad  from  Ganl : 

XXXIII. 

Bnt  these  between  a  silver  strmmlet  glides, 
Aad  scarre  a  name  distiognisheth  the  brook. 
Though  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant  sides. 
Here  leans  the  idle  shepherd  on  his  crook. 
And  vacant  on  the  rippUlg  wavm  doth  look. 
That  praceful  siill  'twixt  bitterest  foemeu  flow; 
For  proud  each  peasant  u  the  noblest  duke : 
Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  tha  difference  know 
Twixt  him  and  Luisian  slave,  tha  lowest  of  the  low.* 

XXXIV. 
But,  ere  the  mingling  bounds  have  for  been  pam'd, 
Dark  Goadiaiu  rolls  his  power  along 
In  sullen  billows,  murmuring  and  vast, 
80  noted  ancient  roundelays  among. 
Whilome  upon  his  banks  did  legions  throog 
Of  Moor  and  knight,  in  mailed  splendour  drcst : 
Here  ceased  the  swift  their  race,  here  sunk  the  strong; 
Tiie  Payoim  turban  and  tlie  Christian  crea 
Mix'd  on  the  bleeding  stream,  by  Uoaliog  hosu  oppreas'd. 

XXXV. 

Oh,  lovely  Spain !  reoown'd,  romantic  land ! 
Where  is  that  standard  which  l*ebgio  bore. 
When  Cava't  trsitor-sire  first  called  the  band 
Tliat  dyed  thy  mouuuio  sirmms  with  Gotliic  gore?7 
Where  are  those  bloody  banners  which  of  yora 
Waved  o'er  thy  sons,  victorious,  to  tlie  gale. 
And  drove  at  last  the  spoors  to  their  shore  ? 
Bed  gleam'd  the  cross,  aod  waned  the  crrscent  pale. 
While  Afric's  ecbom  thriU'd  with  Moorish  matrons*  wa^. 


XXXVI. 

Teems  not  each  ditty  with  the  glorious  laleT 
Ah!  snch,  alas'  the  hero's  amplest  fate! 
When  granite  moulden  and  wlien  records  foil, 
A  peasant's  plaint  proloogs  his  dubious  date. 
Pride!  l^d  tliioe  eye  from  heaven  to  thine  esuia^ 
See  how  the  mighty  slirink  into  a  song! 
Can  volume,  pillar,  pale  prrserve  the  grmt? 
Or  mmt  thou  trust  tradition's  simple  tongue. 

When  flattery  sleeps  with  thee,  and  history  does  thee 
wrong? 

XXXVII. 
Awake!  ye  sons  of  Spain !  awake !  advanca! 
Lo!  Chivalry,  your  ancient  goddess,  cries. 
But  wields  not,  as  of  old,  lier  thirtty  lance, 
Kor  shakes  her  cnmson  plumage  in  the  skies: 
Mow  on  the  smokt  of  blaaiog  bolu  she  flies, 
Aod  speaks  in  thunder  through  yon  eogine't  roar : 
In  every  peal  the  calls— >«  Awake !  arise!* 
Hay,  is  her  voice  more  feeble  than  of  yore. 

When  her  war-song  wm  heard  on  Andalusia'*  kbore  ? 
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As  for  the  smaller  fry.  who  swarm  in  shoals, 
From  silly  Hafu'  up  to  simple  Bowles, 
^Yhy  should  we  call  them  from  their  dark  abode. 
In  broad  St  Giles's  or  ia  Tottenham  Road  ? 
Or  (since  some  men  of  fashion  nobly  dare 
To  scrawl  in  verse)  from  Bond-street,  or  the  Square? 
If  things  of  ton  their  jmrmless  lays  indite. 
Most  wisely  doomd  to  shun  the  public  siyht, 
What  harm  ?  in  spile  of  every  critic  elf, 
Sir  T.  may  read  his  stanzas  to  himself; 
Miles  Andrews  still  his  strength  in  couplets  try, 
And  live  in  prologues,  though  his  dramas  die. 
Lords  too  are  bards:  such  things  at  timej*  befal, 
And  't  is  some  praise  in  peers  to  write  at  all. 
Yet,  did  or  taste  or  reason  sway  the  times. 
Ah  !  who  would  take  their  titles  with  their  rhymes? 
Roscommon!  Sheffield!  with  your  spirits  fled, 
No  future  laurels  deck  a  noble  head ; 
No  muse  will  cheer,  wiih  renovating  smile, 
The  paralytic  puling  of  Carlisle: 
The  puny  school-boy  and  his  early  lay 
Men  pardon,  if  his  follies  pass  away  ; 
Rut  who  forgives  the  senior's  ceaseless  verse, 
Whose  hairs  grow  ho;»ry  a*  his  rhymes  grow  worse? 
What  heterogeneous  honours  deck  the  peer! 
Lord,  rhymester,  pctit-maitre,  pamphleteer  !* 
So  dull  in  youth,  so  drivelling  in  his  age, 
His  scenes  alone  had  damn'd  our  sinking  stage  : 
Rut  managers  for  once  cried  «  hold,  enough  !» 
Nor  drugg'd  their  audience  with  the  traj;ic  stuff. 
Yet  at  ihrir  judgment  let  his  lordship  laugh. 
And  case  his  volumes  in  congenial  c.ilf : 
Yes!  doff  that  covering  where  morocco  shines, 
And  hang  a  calf-skin^  on  those  recreant  lines. 

With  you,  ye  Drnids!  rich  in  native  lead. 
Who  daily  scribble  for  your  daily  bread. 
With  you  I  war  not:  C.ifford's  heavy  hand 
Has  crush'd,  without  remorse,  your  numerous  band. 
On  M  all  the  talents  >»  \ent  your  venal  spleen. 
Want  your  defence,  let  pity  be  your  screen. 
Let  monodies  on  Fox  regale  your  crew, 
And  Melville's  Mantle  ♦  prove  a  blanket  too! 
One  common  Lethe  waits  each  hapless  bard. 
And  peace  be  with  you !  't  is  your  best  reward. 
Such  damning  fame  as  Dunciads  only  give, 
Could  bid  your  lines  beyond  a  morning  live,- 
Rut  now  at  once  your  fleeting  labours  close. 
With  names  of  greater  note  in  blest  repose. 
Far  be  't  from  me  unkindly  to  upbraid 
The  lovely  Rosa's  prose  in  masquerade, 

<  W)iai  woiilii  I'fl  ibp  n^ntioDfiHsof  lhePer«i«n  Antcreon,  II»rii. 
rould  lio  rim!  from  hi»  s|ilfndiit  sfpnlchrc  nt  Shi-erm.  whore  h»'  rp- 
p4)«c»>i«iili  K«ii.oi'»i  and  Sibi,  ibo  <)ri««nUil  llo»i»  Jind  Circ  li.v«,  and 
h4-l)old  hi*  nani«'n«»uii>«l  hy  on<-  Stoii  of  lUfmoir.  ibc  n>o«t  impu- 
deni  Qiid  ('vi-craMt' of  literary  ih).ii-Iut»  for  ihi"  dnily  priiiUT 

»  The  Earl  of  Carlislo  ha»  laii-ly  |.ul'li*hcd  on  eij',hl»Mn-pt-nny 
|.aiii|.hl.-i  on  the  iii.ii«'  of  the  «tor;«'.  and  ofT.-ri.  hi*  plan  for  huildin,-;  a 
n«'w  ihtalri-:  il  is  lohr  hopi-d  lii»  loni^hip  will  I  o  pfrinillod  to  bring 
forward  any  thing  for  the  staji-,  except  hit  own  iracedie*. 

»  .Doff  that  lion'*  hid*?. 
And  ban(;  a  calf-tklo  on  lbot«'  rccrranl  limbt.* 

SH>t(.      Kintj  John. 

Lord  «:."»  works.  mo«i  r»«»plondently  boood,  form  a  roo«picaout  or- 
nament 10  his  book-kbel  <•«: 

•  Tbi-  r««t  i»  all  but  leather  and  prnnella.* 
*  McLTiitK  •  Mooilc,  a  parody  on  •  Elijah'*  Manilw,*  a  poem 


Whose  strains,  the  faithful  echoes  of  her  mind, 
Leave  wondering  comprehension  far  behind.' 
Though  Crusca's  bards  no  more  our  journals  fill, 
.Some  stragglers  skirmish  round  their  columns  still; 
Last  of  the  howling  host  Mhich  once  was  Bells, 
Matilda  snivels  yet,  and  Hafu  yells; 
And  Merry's  metaphors  appear  anew, 
Chaiu'd  to  the  signature  of  O.  P.  Q.' 

When  some  brisk  youth,  the  tenant  of  a  stall. 
Employs  a  pen  less  pointed  than  his  awl. 
Leaves  his  snug  shop,  forsakes  his  store  of  shoes, 
St  Crispin  quits,  and  cobbles  for  the  Muse, 
Heavens  !   how  the  vulgar  stare!  how  crowds  applaud  I 
How  ladies  read,  and  literati  laud  ! 
If  chance  some  wickeil  wag  should  pass  his  jest, 
T  is  sheer  ill-n.ilure,  don't  the  world  know  best? 
Genius  must  guide  when  wits  admire  the  rhyme. 
And  Capel  Lofft3  declares  't  is  quite  sublime. 
Hear,  then,  ye  happy  sous  of  needless  trade! 
Swains!   quit  the  plough,  resign  the  useless  spade; 
Lo!  Burns  and  Uloomfield,^  nay,  a  greater  far, 
GiFFORD  was  born  beneath  an  adverse  star. 
Forsook  the  labours  of  a  servile  staie, 
Stemm'd  the  rude  storm,  aud  triumph'd  over  Fate. 
Ihen  why  no  more?  if  Phopbus  smiled  on  you, 
Rloomfielu  !  why  not  on  brother  Nathan  too  ? 
Him  too  the  Mania,  not  the  Muse,  has  seized  ; 
Not  in«piratioii,  but  a  mind  diseased  : 
And  now  no  boor  can  seek  his  la<>t  abode, 
No  common  be  inclosed,  without  an  ode. 
Oh  !  since  increased  refinement  deigns  to  smile 
On  Britain's  sons,  and  bless  our  genial  isle, 
Let  Poesy  go  forth,  perv.ide  the  whole, 
Alike  the  rustic  and  mechanic  soul : 
Yc  tuneful  cobblers!  still  your  notes  prolong. 
Compose  at  once  a  slipper  and  a  song; 
So  shall  the  fair  your  liandi\tork  peruse; 
Your  sonnets  sure  shall  please — perhaps  your  shoe*. 
MayMoorlaud^  weavers  boast  Piiidiric  skill, 
And  tailors  lays  be  longer  than  their  bill! 
While  punctual  beaux  reward  the  grateful  notes, 
And  pay  for  poems — wlien  they  pay  for  coats. 

To  the  fumed  throng  now  paid  the  tribute  due, 
Neglected  Genius  !  let  me  turn  to  you. 
Come  forth,  O  Campbell  I^  give  thy  talents  scope  ; 
Who  dares  aspire  if  thou  must  cease  to  hope? 
And  thou,  melodious  Rogers!  rise  at  last, 
Recal  the  pleasing  memory  of  the  past ; 

'  Thi»  lovfly  lilile  J^»»ii-a,  ih*"  daoi'bler  of  the  noted  Jew  K . 

«rt>ins  to  be  n  folluwcr  ol  the  IV-lln  t.rii*i-a  SduKd.  and  ha%  puMi«h'  d 
Iwo  %uliiiDr»  of  >rrry  r^-sporidbb;  ah(urditi<M  io  rhymf,  a»  tinrtr*  (;<i ; 
b.«id»»  sundry  no*r|»  in  ihc  My  If  of  the  tirtl  edition  of  th  ■  Monk. 

'  Thft«*  or«'  ihr  sit;natun-«  of  tnrinu*  worlbici  who  liguru  iu  lb* 
pwtiofll  dcpartiucnlft  of  ibi»  mrwtpapcr*. 

'  <.«r«L  Lorrt,  E.»q,.  ih<'  3l»^fna»  of  kboomakrrt,  and  Prrftrt*- 
writcr  (^«rnL'ral  to  diiklr<-a!>>-<J  v(>r«<  ni<<n  ;  a  kind  of  {;rRli»  aro>ii  be-iir 
lo  tho>cr  who  wi»h  lo  l>«-  didivvrcd  of  rhyiOf,  bul  do  not  know  how  lu 
lirinR  il  forth. 

*  Se<'  \«Tii»^«it  l(>.oo«riti.e'«  o<le,  t'lofTy,  or  whal<>Tpr  be  or  any 
one  fUe  I  h(i*t>t  lo  cnll  il,  on  the  eni'loxiirc  of  «lloniDt;ton  ((rcf-n.* 

•  Vidi*  ■  Korulleriiont  of  a  Woa\er  io  the  Moorland*  of  SlatTurU- 
»hiri'." 

^  It  would  be  «nfrf^rfliiou»  lo  ruml  to  the  mind  of  (he  reader  (he 
author  of  •  The  Plen»iire»  of  Memory,"  and  .  The  IM#-a«ure«  ol  llopr.- 
the  mott  bttauiiful  didaoiic  ftoemt  io  our  lHn,';iiiij;<-,  if  we  es.ept 
Pope'tEttay  on  Man  :  but  lo  many  poetatii-rs  ha«e  itarird  up,  that 
even  lb*  oamo  of  CtwritLk  and  Roc(»i  ar«  l>«ooiu«  tlrangv. 
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Arue!  leC  blest  remembriace  tlill  impire, 

Aad  ftrike  to  wooicd  Cone*  ihy  ballov'd  lyre! 

Revtore  ApoJlo  lo  his  vacant  ihrooe, 

Ararrt  thy  country's  hoooor  and  ihioc  owo. 

Wbai !  moal  d«««rled  Poesy  sliJI  weep 

Where  her  hst  hopes  with  pious  Cowraa  deep? 

(^'oiess,  perchance,  from  has  cold  bier  she  turns. 

To  deck  the  turf  that  wraps  her  minstrel,  Bvaas! 

^o;  fboo^  cootempt  hath  mark'd  the  spurious  brood. 

The  ra^  who  rhyme  from  folly,  or  for  food ; 

Yet  still  some  genuine  sons  *t  is  bers  to  boast, 

Who,  least  affecting,  still  affect  the  most ; 

Feel  as  they  write,  and  write  but  as  lliey  feci— 

Bear  witness,  Girroan,  SoTBf  tT,  MscaiiL.* 

•  Why  alombers  GirfotD  7»  once  was  ask'd  in  vain :' 
Why  ftlombers  Girroao?  let  us  ask  aipin  : 
Are  there  no  follies  for  his  pen  lo  pur(;e  T 
Are  there  no  fools  whose  backs  demand  the  scourge  7 
Are  there  no  «os  for  Satire's  Bard  to  erect  ? 
SuJks  not  gigantic  Vice  in  every  street  I 
SidU  peers  or  princes  tresd  Pollution's  path. 
And  scape  alike  the  Uws'  and  Muse's  wrath  ? 
Nor  blase  with  gnilty  glare  ihrough  future  lime, 
Etcraal  beacons  of  consummate  crime  7 
Arouse  ihee»  Girroao!  he  thy  promise  daim'd. 
Make  bad  men  better,  or  at  least  asliamed. 


Uohappy  Warra!'  while  life  Was  in  its  spring. 
And  ihy  yoang  muse  jnst  waved  her  joyous  winu. 
The  spoiler  came,  and  all  thy  promise  ^ir 
Hss  sought  the  grave,  to  sleep  for  ever  there. 
Ob !  what  a  noble  heart  was  here  undone, 
Wben  Science  self  destroy  d  her  favourite  son ! 
Tes!  she  too  mnch  indulged  thy  fond  pursuit, 
Sb«  sow'd  the  seeds,  hut  Death  has  reap'd  the  fruit. 
T  vaa  thine  own  genius  gave  the  final  blow, 
Aad  hdp'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  low : 
So  the  stfWfCk  eagle,  stretch'd  upon  the  plain, 
5o  Biore  throogh  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 
Mew'd  his  own  ieatber  on  the  fiital  dart, 
.iad  winged  the  shaft  that  quiver'd  in  his  heart : 
Keen  were  hia  puigs,  but  keener  far  to  feel 
Be  nnned  the  pinion  which  impell'd  the  steel. 
While  ibe  same  plumage  that  had  warm'd  his  nest 
Drank  the  last  nfenlrap  of  hb  bleeding  breust. 

There  be  who  say  in  these  enlighten'd  dap 
That  splendid  lies  arc  all  the  poet's  praise ; 
That  strain'd  invention,  ever  on* the  wing, 
Alone  impels  the  modem  bard  to  sing : 
T  a  true  that  all  who  rhyme,  nay,  all  who  write, 
Shrink  from  that  Istal  word  to  genius— trite; 

•  G«*«ou,  asibsi  of  «hs  IsvM  sad  MavM,  tk«  •»«  asiirM  of 
ik»  day.  «•<  tfuwIaMT  aff  J*vBa4t. 

S*««w«.  tT- — ^'-*-—  af  WiBfcAu'a  Oksraa  sa4  Viuit't  Csorfioi, 
•mi  Mitev  af  Inl,  w  sple  ^mb. 

MACvna..  wkwe  posni  srs  dmerredly  popaUr:  psrtiralarly 
■  "h ■<!>■<•■  tcaitb.  «r  Ik*  Wssi  W  War,*  af  mkitk  laa  ikaaMod 

*  Mr  C*»p***  praattad  paMldj  thai  ik*  BsTlad   aarf  Nvrtad 
■as  ha  kis  IMS  arifiaal|«orhs :  lot  hin  w— har.  •  mn  ia 


•  Mmmmp  kaaa  Waiva  diadai  Cawhridea.  la  Octohar.  il«<.  la  eea- 
ni|aiw  af  saa  wach  asanlaa  la  iha  panait  af  Madia*,  that  woald 
ha««  MMaaad  a  Mtad  which  dlwata  aad  pararty  caald  sat  iapair. 
— d  »hkh  D— A  iiaall  daiWi|ad  raihar  ihaa  labdaad.  Hit  porau 
■haaad  ia  aaah  faaaaliataa  Baal  ioppaa  iha  raadar  with  iha  li*cii«>M 
Tv^rMihalaaahartaaariadwasallaitadiaulaattahkhwoald  hav* 


Yet  truth  sometimes  will  lend  ber  noblest  fires, 
And  drcorate  the  verse  herself  inspires : 
This  f Jcl,  iu  virtue's  name  let  Cbabbb  attest — 
Thougli  nature's  sternest  painter,  yet  the  best. 

And  here  let  Siu'  and  genius  find  a  place. 
Whose  pen  ami  pencil  yield  an  equal  grace  ; 
To  guide  whose  hand  the  sisler  aru  combine. 
And  trace  the  poet's  or  the  painter's  line ; 
Whose  magic  louch  can  bid  the  canvas  glow. 
Or  pour  the  ea«y  rhyme's  harmonious  0ow, 
While  honours  doubly  merited  attend 
The  poet's  rival,  but  the  painter's  friend. 

Blest  is  the  man  who  dsres  approach  the  bower 
Where  dwelt  the  Muses  at  tlieir  naul  hour; 
Whose  steps  have  prcss'd,  whose  eye  has  mark'd  afsr 
The  dime  that  nursed  the  sons  of  song  and  war, 
Tite  scenes  which  glory  still  must  hover  o'er. 
Her  place  of  birth,  her  own  Achaian  shore : 
But  doubly  blest  is  he  whose  heart  eipaods 
With  hallow'd  feelings  for  iho«e  clawc  lands ; 
Who  rends  the  veil  of  ages  long  gone  by. 
And  views  their  remnants  wiih  a  poet's  eye! 
WbmbtI*  't  was  thy  happy  loi  at  one*  to  view 
Those  shores  of  glory,  and  to  sing  them  loo; 
And  sore  no  common  mnse  inspired  thy  pen. 
To  hail  the  land  of  gods  and  godlike  men. 

And  you,  associate  Bards !'  who  snatch'd  to  light 
Those  gems  too  long  withheld  from  modem  sight; 
Whose  mingling  taste  combined  to  cull  the  wreslh 
Where  Attic  flowers  Aooian  odours  breathe. 
And  all  their  renovated  fragrance  flung. 
To  grace  the  beauties  of  your  native  tongue. 
Now  let  those  minds  ibat  nobly  could  transfuse 
The  glorious  spirit  of  ihe  Grecian  rouse. 
Though  soft  the  echo,  scorn  a  borrow'd  tone. 
Resign  Achaia's  lyre,  and  strike  your  own. 

Let  these,  or  such  as  these,  with  just  applau*e. 
Restore  the  Muse's  violated  laws : 
Rut  not  in  flimsy  Darwin's  pompous  chime, 
That  mighty  master  of  unmeaning  rhyme; 
Whose  gilded  cymbals,  more  adoru'd  than  clear, 
The  eye  delighted,  but  faticued  the  car. 
In  sliow  the  simple  lyre  couid  once  surpjts. 
But  now  worn  down,  appear  in  native  brass ; 
While  all  his  train  of  hovering  sylphs  around. 
Evaporate  in  similes  ao<l  sound  : 
Him  let  tliem  shun,  with  him  Irc  tinsel  die : 
False  glare  attracts,  but  more  offends  the  eye.i 

Yet  let  them  not  to  vulgar  WoaoswoiTB  sloop. 
The  meanest  object  of  the  lowly  group, 
Whose  verse,  of  all  but  childish  prattle  void. 
Seems  blessed  harmony  to  Lambb  and  Llotd  :» 
l^t  them— but  hold,  my  muse,  nor  dare  to  tescb 
A  strain  far,  far  beyond  thy  humble  reach : 

•  Mr  &■■■.  ■ather  of  •  KhywM  oa  Art.*  aad  •  EIraiaaU  of  Art.> 

■  Sr  Waisar.  lau  CoataMjcavnl  for  ili«  i««T«a  UUada,  Itaaihaf 
of  ■  Tvry  baauiifal  paaa  Jati  pabiUbad  :  it  it eatiilad  •  How  loakv.* 
■ad  it  dewripiiva  of  iba  ItiM  aad  iba  adiarfat  coati  of  Graaoa. 

»  Tba  iraatlaiort  of  iha  Aaibolo^y  ba«<>  tiara  pablUhad  taparaia 
porait,  wbiib  aviaoa  gaaia*  thai  oaij  rM)aira«  oppartaally  la  aiula 
aaiaeaca. 

«  Thm  nti>\»ct  of  Iha  •  Beiaair  Gardra  •  l«  MWS  pfsaf  of  rataralac 
uaie  :  ibe  Kwaary  it  lia  toir  raeoaaifodatioa. 

•  MeMre  LtBta  aad  Liar*.  Iha  mal  ifsahla  MIewort  af  Soaibej 
■ad  Co. 
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Tlie  native  (jenius  witli  tlicir  freling  pivcn 

Will  point  the  path,  and  peal  their  notes  to  heaven. 

And  thou,  too,  Scott  1'  resign  to  minstrels  rude 
Tlie  wilder  slo-j.in  of  a  Border  feud  : 
Let  others  spin  their  meagre  rhymes  for  hire — 
Enough  for  genius  if  itself  inspire  ! 
Let  SouTHEY  sing,  although  his  teeming  muse, 
Prolific  every  string,  Le  too  profuse  ; 
Let  simple  Worhswoktr  chime  his  childish  verse, 
And  Lrotlier  Coleridge  lull  tlie  babe  at  nurse  ; 
Let  spectre-mongcring  Lewis  aim  at  most, 
To  rouse  the  galleries,  or  to  raise  a  ghost ; 
Let  MooRE  l)e  lewd  ;  let  Strangfobd  steal  from  Moore, 
And  «5wear  that  Camoens  sang  such  notes  of  yore; 
Let  Hayley  hobble  on,  Momgomlry  rave, 
And  goilly  Crauame  chaunt  a  stupid  stave; 
Let  sonneteering  IJowlks  his  strains  reline, 
And  whine  and  whimper  to  the  fourteenth  line ; 
Let  Stott,  Carlisle,-  ^Iaiilov,  and  the  rest 
Of  Grub-street,  and  of  Crosvcnor-place  the  l)est. 
Scrawl  on,  till  death  release  us  from  tlie  strain, 
Or  common  sense  assert  her  rights  agaiu  : 
Hut  thou,  with  powers  that  mock  the  aid  of  praise, 
Shouldst  leave  to  humbler  bards  ignoide  lavs  : 
Thy  country's  voice,  the  voire  of  al!  the  Nine, 
Demand  a  hallowtl  harj) — that  Jiarp  is  thine. 
Say  I   will  not  Caledonia's  annals  yield 
The  glorious  record  of  soiiif  noi)liT  lield. 
Than  the  vile  foray  of  a  plundering  clan. 
Whose  proudest  deeds  disgrace  the  name  of  man? 
Or  Slarniion's  acts  of  darkness,  fitter  food 
For  outlaw  d  Sherwootl's  tales  of  Kobin  Hood? 
Scotland  !  still  proutlly  claim  thy  native  bard, 
And  be  thy  praise  his  lirsi,  his  best  rewani! 
Yet  not  with  thee  alone  his  name  siiould  live. 
But  own  the  vast  renown  u  world  can  gi\e  ; 
Be  known,  perchance,  when  Albion  is  no  more, 
And  tell  the  lalc  of  what  she  was  before  ; 
To  future  times  her  faded  fame  rtcal. 
And  save  her  glory,  though  his  country  fall. 


Yet  w hat  avails  the  sanguine  poets  hope 
To  con<pier  ages,  and  with  time  to  cope? 
New  eras  spread  their  wings,  new  nations  rise. 
And  other  victors*  fill  the  a|)pl.'iiding  skies; 
A  few  brief  generations  fleet  along. 
Whose  sons  forget  the  poet  and  his  song : 
E'en  now  what  onee-loved  minstrels  searce  may  claim 
The  transient  mention  of  a  dubious  name! 
When  Fames  loud  trump  hath  blown  its  noblest  blast. 
Though  long  the  sound,  the  echo  sleeps  at  last, 
And  glory,  like  the  phnMiix,  'midst  her  fires, 
Exhales  her  odours,  bla/es,  and  expires. 

Shall  hoary  Cranta  call  her  sable  sons, 
Expert  in  ^icience,  more  expert  at  puns? 
Shall  these  approach  the  inuse?  ah,  no  !  she  Hies, 
And  even  spurns  the  greii  Seatoniau  prize. 
Though  printers  rondeseenil  tlw  ])ress  to  soil 
With  rliyir.e  bv  IIoare,  and  rpie  blank  l)y  Hoyie  ; 
Not  hiui  vhose])ige,  if  siill  upheld  by  whist, 
Uecjnires  no  sacred  theme  to  bid  us  list  - 
Ye,  who  in  (Jranta's  honour^,  would  surpass. 
Must  motuit  her  Pe,;asus,  a  full-grown  ass — 
A  foal  well  worthy  of  her  aucirut  tlani, 
Whose  lleiuon  is  tluller  than  her  Cam, 
Tlicre  Ci.vRKt,  still  striving  piu  ously  «  to  please," 
Forgetting  doggrel  le.ul->  not  to  ile;;rees, 
A  woiiltl-be  s;ilirisl.  a  hired  buftooii, 
A  monthly  scrihblerof  some  low  lampoon, 
(^oiulemn'd  to  drudge,  the  meanest  of  the  mean. 
And  furnish   f.ilsidioods  for  a  magazine, 
Di'votes  to  scandal  his  con[;«  iiial  mind — 
(liinseir  a  living  libel  on  mankind.^ 
()  darka>ylum  of  a  N'ainlnl  raceli 
At  once  the  boast  of  haruing,  and  disgrace; 
So  sunk  in  dniness  and  so  h>si  in  shame, 
Th u  Smythe  and  Hodgson'  scarce  redeem  thy  fame  ! 
Hut  where  fair  Isis  roll .  her  purer  wave. 
The  partial  mUse  deliglited  loves  to  lave; 
On  her  green  banks  a  greener  >»r<ath  is  wove, 
T<i  crown  the  banis  that  haunt  her  classic  grove, 
Where  Uii:n\hDs  wakes  a  genuine  poet's  lires, 
\  And  modern  Biiioiis  justly  praise  their  sires.^ 


For  me,  who  thus,  un  isk'd,  have  dared  to  tell 
My  eonnirv  what  her  sons  slioubl  know  too  well, 


'  By  ill"  bye,  I  bo|j»'  that  in  Mr  S.  ott'»  next  pooiu  his  li<  ro  or  In— 
roin&»ill(><-  Iciiii  tul'lii  led  lo  t  i;r.iiii;iryf,»  and  luiiri.*  to  i;rnii)iiiiir, 
thou  the  Lady  of  th>'  I,ny,  nn<l  Ikt  hiavo,  XVilliaiu  of  l>«lor;iinf. 

•  It  may  In- o<kr-d  wliy  I  hiirr  irn<iir«'<i  iln'  tarl  of  l.tHiiiLE,  mv 
(guardian  and  rrlatito,  towlioni  I  dttiiciilrda  \oliiiu<Md'|tuc(il('  |>i>t'iu> 
a  frw  yf-ars  aco.  Th  ,  ;ju.irdiai..hip  «n*  .,..min..l.  at  I...M  :i.  i.r  a*  I    /p',|  f^^^.  i,;^  |,ononr  bade  me  here  engage 
h«Te  |k'»'ii  aide  ui  «!!»■  <)»it ;   ihr  ri  lation«liiii  I  «aiinot  li'  li.,  and  am  I  ,,.,       ,  /•  •  i-  i         •    .•        i 

, »  _ :.    I    .       III.  J.    ,        ,    .  the  ho-.t  ot  uhois  that  nib  St  her  age. 

vefy  *((rrv  tor  it  ;  hut  a*    hi*  l(trd»In|i  sc-tnifd  in  tt>ri;i  i  it  on  a  v«ry  " 

i-iKciitial  o.'<-ji<(ioii  to  me.  I  «hall  not  lnirlhiMi  mv  nicmorv  «i(h  ihnri*- 

(-ollc.iiiiii.  I  do  not  ihinit  ihal  iKTAonal  difT>-r<'urri  <aii(  lion  ih**  iinjii»l 

oiniliiun.iiion  of  a  hrolh'T  »(rildd«'r  ;   hut  I  see  n'>  re.i^on    «hy    lh<% 

lihoul'l  ii«  I  a>  a  |>r<M«'iiti»«'.  wh'ii  thf  author,  ntihli^  «»r    i(;iiol.lr.    Il:l^ 

for  a  s«Ti.»  of  yc.ir*  li<-,;uili'J  a  •  di.M'iTiiin,';  jmldic-   (a»  ihradver- 

ti«'-nir-nU  hiv*-    it')    wiili  divt-r*  r<'«m»   of   uu>»t  onhmjui,   iiii|tt'riat 


'   *  Toll,  rf  hutiio.  vjiiorqii''  virum  ^oliiari-  \t'r  ora.-— Vi»-.ii . 

*    rii'-   .<iiimc.   of   IKnle,-    w    1!    l,iio\\n    to    ihc  voi,iri«.-i  of  wh  .|. 

I  h<'>ii,  eir.  arr  iioi  to  he  .>ii|><'r»-d(  d  l>v(lii-   v.i  ;.iri'*    I'l  l<i<    [wli  .<1 

ll.iliK  K.iUr,    VI  li.i*j'  (.ociu  <  oiii|>i  iH' i|,  <!■»  rvjut  ■,■»!>  tl.iird  ID   lll<    jd»<r- 

tiiciiii'iii,  all  ilir  -  l'lii,;iit  ,  lit  liij^jii.' 

,,     •  1      ,   ,                          .,                                 .LI              1-     I  *  This  l>l■r^oll,  w  lio  hii.  !.ii«-ls  I  rinvrd  tli«-  nio>i    raiild    »>  lupjoni* 

non»rn«>-.   lw-»!d<-4 1  do  nol  stci.  awdt- to  vmiiK-ral"- in«' r.arl :  no     hiit  '                                         •                                                     ■     , 

..    .1       ,   „  ,  ,    •   I  .  •                          11           ,1                          I.        .If    '  of  toniirnx-d  iuiilior^liii.,  i>  vM  iiiT  o'  a  o^m  ni  dciomiifia  i.  <1  iln    •  Art 

vurk*  (Oiuc  Liirly  III  rr-vo'iv  » ith  lliD'if'of  oihr-r  iiairitwan  ni'-ruii.  If.        '  .       '  

l'*'forf  I  e*'a|M'd   from  niv   tcfiis,   1   ,\iid   my   ihin;;    in    fa>our  'd  lii>> 


lordsliij)'*  jiiipt-r  lHN)[k<i.  ii  wa»  iu  ilic  way  oi  duliliil  d'sJiiatioii,  and 
iiior*-  Iroiu  ihf  ad\i4-<-of  oilicrs  ih.in  mv  (t^\n  juiii;m«'iji,  and  I  i'-ui- 
ilii-  fifii  o|>|iof|iiniiy  of  |ifiiiioiii)i-ini;  luv  <ini»T«'  rrcaiiiutiou.  I  lia^e 
hi-anl  Um  ftoiiio  ^n•rs•■n^  eonifi\e  iiit:  |.i  In-  'imlcr  oldi|;:il  ion*  (o  I. or  I 
(.tf  Liiir  :  if  ^o,  I  ^h.lll  Ix-  moil  (..irtic  'jlat  \\  hajniy  to  l.jni  w  h.it  llo  y 
at'-,  aiij  wloii  lonfiTt'd,  iliil  ihcs  in.iy  jif  duU  .i|i|.ri-i  laicd  aii-l 
(iiildii'ly  .'kI.oow  le  jjM'd.  NVIi.it  I  hav(  liiiiiiliiv  udN  .ilii 'd  ;i»  an  <>|iiiiiiiii 
on  hu  |>riiu  d  ihiii;;.',,  I  am  |>ri  pJi'd  lo  >ii|>|i<>ri  tl  lo-i  t',v:u\.  Iis 
i|>lotutioll«  Iroili  <l>-,;i(  »,  ruIo;;^<'»,  imJcn,  <'|il»odc«i.  ;iild  ivrtain  tdi>- 
ttouk  and  d.iiiit>   ira^;fdi'-»,   I'taiiii;;  IiIa  iiaiuc  .ind  iiiai  k  : 

•  N\  liat  laii  <'iiiiold(*  kna\o.>  or  /■»-'/•,  or  .  o^arU*'' 
Akii  !  not  all  ih  ;  bi<^>d  oi  all  tL  -  liu>>ai(l»  !  • 

So  i.a»»  r.>fi.     AiU'  II. 


f  l'liM»inj;, "  a»  ■  Itn  n«  .1  iion  lui  end  )  -  <<>iii  liiiiii  ;  I  .nh-  j  li-.t».iiii  1)  . 

and  l<-M  I  I'M  try.    U<'  jiUo  ;i<  i>   a»  iii>>nilil%    *(  i|h  iidiarv  and  <  idh  .  l^r 

(d'  r:iliimiiii-<i  lor  ihi-  >aiirist.      If  iIhn  tnirurliiiiati'  voiiii,".  m.iu  mouM 
I  e\i  li.in;;o  lie-  n)a;;a/ tii'k  fnr  ih<   ai  ilh<  iiiiiin*,  and  i-nd<-a>oui  lo  ijIv 

a  dc, cfit  d<j;r<i-  ill  III*  nniviT>iiv.   it  m i|',lil  eveutiiully   |>io»i    iu>ic 

i.iT«  ii  I'ahl"- Mi.in  lii»  jircNciil  naLiiN. 
I        *    w  Inio  (  aiij|>t  ,d:^e»hiri-  tlii-  l^i'iprror  I'lotnin   lraiM|>ort<  »1  »  "oii- 

»  dt-rihle    li<>l\    o(    Vaiiil;il,%.  ■  —  liild>otiit    Un  'm^  tiHii  t aii,    paj*/    ^.». 

«ol,  1,      Do  r.'  i>  110  ^>>.l^Mll  1  I  don!  I  iht-  iiuili  iil  th  »  as«<'rii>>u  — tL' 

i>t.-d  i>  klill   IU  lii';h  ji'tIi'   lion. 
I        ■'    1  hi«   i;>fiil>'iiian  ■<    loiiin'    r<-<|iiiri">    110    iir.tiv:   l!u-  luaii    y>\o    io 

t  null,  la  I  ion  d(\(d:i\  »  nii(|iii->i  ion  1 1  !'■  (;rn  ins,  ni.ij  wt  II  l-<-  t  1  (h  >  tol  <•• 

(■\i'<'l  iu  ori'j;in<il  i^iiii|i>>\i  I  ion,  i.d  mIjiL   ii    i»  to   !•''    hopr  I  %««'    »h<tll 

>oon  N»"'-  a  Nplfodid  »jii'.  iin'-ii, 

'-  111-   *  Moii^;iual  I1iiUju>,''  on  cinll>iit  |nj-ni  by  Ki.;n»*m. 


ENGLISH  BARDS  AND  SCOTCH  REVIEWERS. 
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^o  just  applauM  h«r  hoDotird  name  thall  lote, 
\<  6nt  io  freedom,  dearest  to  the  note. 
Ob.  would  tliy  l»ard«  but  emulate  ihy  fame* 
iod  ri»e  more  worthy,  Albioo,  of  thy  name! 
Whit  Athens  was  in  science,  Rome  in  power, 
W'jst  Tyre  appenr'd  in  her  meridian  hour, 
Th  ihine  at  once,  fair  JWbion,  to  have  been, 
£artir<  chief  dicta  Cress,  Organ's  mifrhty  queen : 
Bot  Rome  drcay'd,  and  Athens  strew'd  the  plain. 
And  Tyre's  proud  piers  lie  shatter'd  in  the  main: 
Liif  ibfw  tby  strength  may  sink  io  ruin  hurl'J, 
And  Bncain  ^11,  the  bulwark  of  the  world. 
&at  let  me  cease,  and  dread  Ca«tiaodra'<i  fate, 
^^l:}I  wjming  ever  ^coffd  at,  'till  too  late; 
Ti  thrmes  less  lofty  still  my  lay  coortiir, 
AoJ  arge  thy  bards  to  gain  a  name  like  thine. 

Tb^>a,  hapless  Rritain!  be  thy  rulers  blest, 
The  vnate's  oracles,  the  people's  je\t! 
Suli  hear  thy  motley  orators  di<pease 
Tbe  rluwerH  of  rhetoric,  though  not  of  senv, 
Wbii^GAnivitvc's  rollea{*ues  hate  him  for  hi«  wit, 
Acd  old  dame  PoaTiasD  *  fil!s  the  place  of  I'itt. 

Trt  once  again  adieu  !  ere  this  the  sail 
Tfiit  wafts  n>e  hence  is  shivering  in  the  gile : 
^Dd  Afric's  conu  and  Calpe's'  adverse  height, 
Aid  Stimbool's^  minirets  must  gre^t  my  iii(;ht: 
li-foce  shall  I  stray  through  beauty's  ^  native  clime, 
^hcrr  Kaff  '  is  clad  in  rocks,  and  crown'd  with  snows 

sublime. 
B4i(  should  I  back  return,  no  letter  d  rage 
>[iall  drag  my  common-place  hook  on  the  stage: 
L^i  lun  Valk:vtia^  rival  luckless  Cai*, 
Ao'i  rqual  him  wbo<e  work  he  M>uglii  to  mar  ; 
Ut  AsEftDrBiv  and  Elgim  7  still  pursue 
TU  i>h.^de  of  ^me  through  rrgions  of  virtu; 
W»v«  use-less  thousands  on  thrir  Phidian  freaks, 
Xi^^iupen  monuments  and  maim'd  antiques; 
\ad  make  their  grand  saloons  a  general  mart 
Icr  all  the  mutilated  blocks  of  art: 
(A  Dardan  tours  let  dilettanti  tell, 
I  U3\f  topography  to  classic  Gell;* 
And.  quite  content,  no  more  shall  interpose 
To  >ittn  mankind  with  poesy  or  prose. 

Thus  far  I  've  held  my  undisturb*d  career, 
Pf^red  for  rancour,  steel'd  'gainst  selfish  fear : 
Tua  thing  of  rhyme  I  ne'er  disdain 'd  to  own — 
Tbough  BOt  obtrusive,  yet  not  quite  unknown : 


*  A  fric^  aff  miM  heta^  uh«l  why  hi*  Grace  of  P.  wsi  likeaeJ 
icufM  woaaa  T  replied,  •  be  tapixMad  it  wu  baiaate  be  wet  past 
b*»r^  T.  • 

'  <  Jiifw  kiW  avdcai  aaae  of  Gibraltar. 

>  Siaakbcwl  b  ihe  Tarbieh  wnrd  for  Co««laatiaof>l«. 

*  GrfM^ia,  rvaaarkaltla  for  iba  braaiy  at  iit  iababiuaU. 
'  lb««af  <..a<MS«aa. 

*  Lr<rd  Ttivmi  (wbeia  tma^vrfoai  travHa  ar*>  forth<>OBln«. 
«>iS'}ae<)««roratioat,  i^pbiral,  lofoffrapbiral.  «nd  ty|tO(yrapbi(:el) 
(fa^jneri.  am  Sir  J»m9  L^uh't  aalacby  mIl,  ibet  Dutoo'  Miire  pre- 
wi>i«i  bi«  fmnhmt€  of  ibe  >Stria.';er  in  Irrlami.* — Ob  fie,  aiy 
Lr->r4'  ba«  y«wr  lorl»bip  ao  wore  (ctsiiag  for  ■  fellow-toariat  ?  but 
•  iwo  1^  a  trade.  •  they  say,  etc. 

'  Ldrd  Emi*  woaid  fiiia  penaade  ■•  tbai  all  iIm  flfan**,  with 
tad  wttbiMt  aowa,  la  U*  >le»e  ebop,  are  the  nark  of  fbidiaa : 
•■^..nAt  JadBwi.* 

■  Sr  G«t.(.'a  Topofvapby  of  Troy  ead  Ilbaca  aanol  fail  to  paanrr 
t^  a|»^rnfaatiOB  of  eTrry  ana  poa«e«a<>d  of  rlaa»t<ai  lattr,  ■•  mfH 
for  -fer  lafiwelhiB  Xr  G.  oaavrya  to  tha  aiad  of  the  rradcr,  aa  for 
tht  al^iiy  aail  raaaarcli  ika  laapadiTa  wocha  diaplay. 


My  voice  was  heard  again,  though  not  so  loud ; 

My  page,  though  nameless,  never  disavow'd, 

And  now  at  once  I  tear  the  veil  away : 

Cheer  oo  the  pack  !  the  quarry  stands  at  bay, 

Unscared  by  ail  the  din  of  MsLsoi's^c-house, 

Dy  Limsk's  resentment,  or  by  Holland's  spouse. 

By  JsrriKY's  harmless  pislcd.  H4llam's  rage, 

Kdi!«a*s  brawny  sons  and  brimstone  page. 

(lur  mrn  in  buckram  tliall  ln%e  blows  enough. 

And  feel  ihry  too  are  m  penelrabtc  stuff:* 

And  though  I  hope  not  hence  uosctiihed  to  go. 

Who  conquers  me  «»hall  find  a  stuhl>om  foe. 

Tbe  time  halh  been,  when  no  harsh  sound  would  fall 

From  lips  that  now  may  seem  imbued  wiih  g.ill, 

Nor  fools  nor  fnllies  tempt  me  to  despise 

The  meanest  thing  thai  crawTd  beneath  my  eyes : 

But  now,  so  callous  grown,  %o  changed  since  youih, 

I  've  learned  to  think  .ind  sternly  speak  the  truth; 

I^earn'd  to  dendr  llie  criiic's  sian  h  decree. 

And  break  him  on  the  wheel  he  meant  for  me; 

To  jtpurn  Ihe  rod  a  scribbler  bids  me  kis«, 

Nor  care  if  courts  and  rrov^ds  npplaiid  or  hiss  • 

Nay,  more,  though  .ill  my  rival  rhymesters  frown, 

I  too  can  hunt  n  poetaster  down  ; 

.\nd,  arm'd  in  proof,  the  gauntlet  cast  at  once 

To  Scotch  marauder,  and  to  southern  dunce. 

Thus  much  I've  dared  to  do  ;  how  far  my  lay 

Hath  wrong d  these  righteous  limes,  let  others  say; 

This  let  the  world,  which  knows  not  how  to  spare. 

Yet  rarely  blames  unjustly,  nowdcoUre. 


IKJSTSCUIFr. 


T  lAVt  been  io  formed,  since  the  present  edition  went 
to  the  press,  th.nt  my  trusty  and  well  beloved  rouMtis, 
the  Kdiuburgh  Reviewers,  are  preparing  a  most  vehe- 
ment critique  on  my  poor,  gentle,  unrftittinij  muse, 
whom  ihcy  have  already  so  bedevile«l  with  their  ungodly 
ribaldry : 

•  Taat«aa  aaiaie  cwleatibaa  if<r'.« 

I  suppose  I  roust  say  of  Jirrssr  as  Sir  Ardrew  Acuc- 
CRELK  saitli,  M  an  I  had  known  he  was  so  cunning  of 
fence,  I  had  seen  him  d.imned  ere  I  had  fought  him.a 
What  a  pity  it  is  that  I  shall  be  beyond  the  Ro<«pliorus 
before  the  next  numlH>r  ha^  passed  the  Tweed  !  Cut 
yet  I  hope  to  light  uiy  pipe  with  it  in  Persia. 

My  northern  friends  have  accused  me,  with  justice,  of 
personality  towards  their  great  literary  Anthropoplia{»iis, 
JEFrRKT:  but  what  else  was  to  he  done  with  him  and  his 
dirty  pack,  who  feed  «  by  lying  and  slandering.*  and 
slake  their  thirst  by  aevil-spe.ikingTn  I  base  adduced 
facts  alreatly  well  known,  and  of  Jeffreys  mind  I  have 
stated  my  free  opinion;  nor  has  he  thencp  Nustamed 
any  injury:  what  scavenger  w.is  ever  soiled  hy  being 
pelted  with  mud  7  It  may  be  said  that  I  quit  Kugland 
because  I  have  censured  there  <*  persons  of  honour  and 
wit  about  town;M  but  I  am  coming  back  again,  and 
I  heir  vengeance  will  keep  hot  till  my  return.  Those 
vtho  know  me  can  testify  that  my  motives  for  leaMUg 
EngUnd  are  very  different  from  frars,  Ulerary  or  per- 
son;d ;    those  who  do  not,  may  one  day  be  convinced. 

'  Pabliabcd  to  the  S<>cOBd  Ediiioa. 
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BYRON'S  WOUKS. 


Since  the  publication  of  this  thinj;,  my  name  has  not 
been  concealed  ;  I  have  been  mostly  in  London,  ready 
to  answer  for  my  transgressions,  and  in  daily  expecta- 
tion of  sundry  cartels;  but,  al;is!  k  The  age  of  chi- 
valry is  over;»  or,  in  tlie  vulgar  tongue,  there  is  no 
spirit  novir-a-days. 

There  is  a  youth  yclept  llewson  Clarke  (subaudi, 
Esq.),  a  sizer  of  Emanuel  College,  and  1  believe  a  denizen 
of  HerMrick.  upon  Tvtreed,  whom  I  have  intro<tuced  in 
these  p-'iges  to  much  better  company  than  he  has  been 
accustomed  to  meet:  he  is,  Qotvi'ithstanding,a  very  sad 
dog,  and,  for  no  reason  that  I  can  discover,  except  a 
personal  quarrel  with  a  bear,  kept  by  me  at  Cambridge 
to  sit  for  a  fellowship,  and  whom  the  jealousy  of  his 
Trinity  contemporaries  prevented  from  success,  has  been 
abusing  me,  and,  what  is  worse,  the  defenceless  innocent 
above  mentioned,  in  the  Satirist,  for  one  year  and  some 
months.  I  am  utterly  unconscious  of  having  given  him 
any  provocation;  indeed  I  am  guiltless  of  having  heard 
his  name,  till  it  was  coupled  with  the  Satirist,  lie  has, 
therefore,  no  reason  to  complain,  aud  I  dare  say  that, 
like  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary,  he  is  rather  pleased  than  other- 
wise. I  have  now  mentioned  all  who  have  done  me  the 
honour  to  notice  me  and  mine,  that  is.  my  bear  and  my 
book,  except  the  editor  of  the  Satirist,  \«ho,  it  seems, 
is  a  gentleman.  God  wot !  I  wish  he  could  impart  a  little 
of  his  gentility  to  his  subordinate  scribblers.  I  hear 
that  Mr  Jer?<ingbam  is  about  to  t.ike  up  the  cudgels  for 
his  ]!ila>cenas,  Lord  Carlisle:  1  hope  not;  he  was  oue 
of  the  few  y»\\o^  in  the  very  short  intercourse  I  had 


with  him,  treated  me  with  kindness  when  a  boy,  and 

whatever  he  may  say  or  do,  «  pour  on,  I  will  endure. » 

I  hnvc  nothing  further  to  add,  save  a  general  noie  of 

thanksgiving  to  readers,  purchasers,  and  publisher ;  aiul, 

in  the  words  of  Scott,  I  wish 

•  To  all  Bnd  (Och  a  fair  (joml  nlf^ht. 
And  ro>]f  drcaiuit  and  «lunibt.-rs  light.* 


The  following  Lines  were  written  by  Mr  FiTictP.ALD,  in 
a  Coftyof£.tiGLi5a  BthDS  and  Scotch  IIeviewer*:  — 

I  lind  Lord  Byron  scorns  my  muse — 

Our  fates  are  ill  agreed  I 
His  verse  is  safe — I  oani  abuse 

Those  lines  I  never  read. 

W.  F 


F. 


His  Lordship  accideninlly    met  wiOi    the   Copy,    and 
subjoined  tlte following  punyent  Reply. — 

What's  writ  on  me,  cried  Fitz,  I  never  read; — 
What's  wrote  by  thee,  dear  Fitz,  none  will  indeed. 
The  case  stands  simply  thus,  then,  honest  Fitz: — 
Thou  and  thine  enemies  are  fairly  quits, 
Or  rather  would  be,  if,  for  time  to  come, 
They  luckily  were  deaf  or  thou  wert  dumb — 
But,  to  their  pens,  while  scribblers  add  their  tongues,* 
Tlie  waiter  ouly  can  esc.ipe  their  lungs. 

*  Mr  FiriciiALB  i»  in  the  habit  of  reciting  hit  own  poetry. —  S««> 
note  to  Etiglish  Dardc,  p.  a6. 


<2^t}tlire  ?^aroltr*!ei  ^tl0rtmaQe; 

A  R(3MAUNT. 


L'uDiver*  r»t  uoo  otpAop  de  lirre,  dont  on  n'a  lu  q>ic  la  |tr(*mier«  |iai;e,  quand  on  n'a  tu  que  ton  pay*.  JVn 
ai  ffuillcift  un  aisr/  grand  nomhrt',  qu»^  j'oi  iroiiTi'f»  »',;nle'ini-nl  niuuvaiket.  Ot  «?«amen  n«t  ma  fioint  4ti 
infruciii^ux.  i^  hai$«in'«  ma  pairic.  Toulet  lu*  inipfriincnrrii  tie*  peiipk-s  diTKrt,  paroii  IctqiioU  j'ai  vA:u, 
ni'ont  r«*oonrili«*  a\«>c  flic.  ^>iiand  j«  n'aurais  tin?  douire  Wui'ficc  df  roes  Tojaye*  que  celui-l(>,  je  n'fu 
rcjjrvtUTait  ni  let  frait  ni  let  fatigue*.  LL  lIUbSlOPOLITE. 
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PREFACE. 


The  following  poem  was  written,  for  the  rao^t  part, 
amidst  the  scenes  which  it  attempts  to  describe.  It 
was  begun  in  Albania  ;  and  the  parts  relative  to  Spain  ' 
and  Poriugal  were  composed  from  the  author's  obser-  ' 
valions  in  those  countries.  Thus  much  it  may  be  ne- 
cessary to  slate  for  the  correctness  of  the  descriptions. 
The  scenes  attempted  to  be  sketched  are  in  Spain, 
Portugal,  Epirus,  Acarnania,  and  Greece.  There 
for  the  present  the  poem  slops  :  its  reception  will 
determine  whether  the  author  may  venture  to  conduct 
his  readers  to  the  capital  of  the  East,  through  Ionia  and 
Phrygia:  these  two  cantos  are  merely  experimental. 

A  ficiitious  cliaracter  is  introduced  for  the  s^ke  of 
giving  some  connexion  to  the  piece;  which,  however, 
makes  no  pretension  to  regularity.  It  has  been  sug- 
gested to  me  by  fiicnds,  on  whose  opinions  I  set  a  hi;;ii 
value,  that  in  this  hctitious  character,  u  Childe  Harold, » 
I  may  incur  the  suspicion  of  having  intended  some  reol 
personage  ;  this  I  beg  leave,  once  for  all,  to  disclaim — 


Harold  is  the  child  of  imagination,  for  the  piirpo>.e  I 
have  stated.  In  some  very  frivi:d  particulars,  and  iho<e 
merely  local,  there  might  be  grounds  for  such  a  notit»n  ; 
but  in  the  m.iin  points,  I  shoidd  hope,  none  whatever. 

It  is  almost  siiperlhious  to  mention  that  the  appella- 
tion «Chil(lc,»  as  «Chil*lc  Waters. »  «•  Childe  Chi lclers,>« 
etc.,  is  u.sed  as  more  conson:uit  with  the  old  structure  of 
Versification  which  I  have  adopted.  The  »<  Good  Ni;;lit," 
in  the  beginning  of  the  first  canto,  was  suggesled  by 
v«  Lord  Muxwclls  Good  Night, »  in  the  Border  Minstrelsy, 
edited  by  Mr  S<ott. 

With  the  different  poems  which  have  been  published 
on  Spanish  subjects,  there  m.iy  be  found  some  slij^jlji 
coincidence  in  the  first  part,  which  treats  of  the  peniu- 
sida,  but  it  can  only  be  casual ;  as,  with  the  cxceptum 
of  a  few  concluding  stanzas,  the  whole  of  tliis  poem 
was  written  in  the  Levant. 

The  stanza  of  Spenser,  according  to  one  of  our  ino>t 
successful  poets,  admits  of  every  variety.  Or  B«Milu- 
makes  the  following  observation:  «« Not  long  ajjo  I 
began  a  poem  in  the  style  and  stanza  of  Spenser,  in 
which  I  propose  to  give  full  scope  to  my  inclination. 
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jiMi  be  atlirr  droU  or  pathetic,  dcaeriptive  or  woti- 
mmtal,  leader  or  Miirical,  «•  the  hamour  •triket  me ; 
for.  if  I  mwlahe  ooc,  the  ommotc  vhich  I  hove  odopccd, 
admits  eqnolly  of  all  ifaoe  Uadt  of  conpoutioa.**— 
><rmgthf«ed  m  my  opinion  by  inch  authority ,  and  by 
the  example  of  aome  in  the  hi|;heM  order  of  liaJiao 
poeu,  I  fthall  make  no  tpology  for  aitempu  at  timilar 
nnabotis  in  the  foUoving  compoaitioo;  mliafied  that, 
if  ihey  aro  anmceeaaful,  their  failnie  most  bo  in  ihe 
rwriatioa,  rather  thao  in  the  design  mnctionod  by  the 
practice  of  Arioato,  Tkomaoo,  and  Beattie. 

ADDITION  TO  THE  PREFACE. 

1  have  DOW  waited  till  almost  all  oar  periodical  jonr- 
lok  hare  dktribated  their  nsoal  portion  of  criticicm. 
To  th«  jnotice  of  the  generality  of  their  criticitmt  1 
bare  nothing  to  object ;  it  would  ill  become  me  to 
quarrel  with  their  *ery  slight  degree  of  erasure,  when 
perhaps,  if  they  had  been  kss  kind  they  had  been  more 
:>wtsd.  Rpturntng,  therefore,  to  all  and  each  my  best 
uuaks  for  their  liberality,  on  one  point  alone  shall  I 
\fntan  an  obaervation.  Amoof^t  the  many  objections 
jtt-iiy  orgod  to  the  very  indiffereot  character  of  the 
«  >  kgrant  Childoji  (whom,  notoitlisuodiog  many  hiou 
to  tbc  cootnry,  I  still  maintain  to  be  a  fictitious  per> 
«(»a§c \  it  has  been  stated  that,  besides  the  anachron- 
ism, be  is  very  unknighH/,  ac  the  times  of  the  knights 
vfre  times  of  love,  honour,  and  so  forth.  Nov  it  so 
happens  that  the  good  old  times,  when  «  Tamour  du 
boo  «ie«x  temps,  famour  antique*  flourished,  were  the 
Quwt  profligate  of  all  possible  centuries.  Tho«e  who 
ta^e  any  doabts  on  this  subject  may  consult  St  Piilaye, 
potwm^  and  naore  particulariy  vol.  ii,  page  6<).  The 
Tov%  of  ehivaJry  were  no  better  kept  titan  any  other 
«o«i  vhataoevrr,  and  the  songs  of  the  Troubadourt 
vfre  not  naore  decent,  and  certainly  were  much  le«s 
rthaed,  thanthoaeof  Ovid.— The  oCoursd'amour,  parle- 
B«m  d'amoor,  oa  de  conrtoiste  et  de  geniilesse,»  had 
i&acfa  more  of  love  than  of  courtesy  or  gentleness. — See 
Koiand  oo  the  same  subject  with  St  Piilaye.— Whatever 
oiiter  objectioo  may  be  urged  to  that  most  unamiable 
per iooage,  Cbilde  Harold,  he  was  so  tmr  perfectly  knight- 
iv  ID  his  auribnte* — « No  waiter,  but  a  knight  tem- 
plar..'—By  the  bye,  I  fear  that  Sir  Tristram  and  Sir 
Uocelot  vrere  no  better  than  they  should  be,  although 
very  poetical  personages  and  true  knighla  «  sans  peur,» 
thoogh  not  •  snos  rrproehe.*— If  the  story  of  the  insii- 
teuoo  of  die  «  Garter*  be  not  a  fiible,  the  knigfatt  of 
ibaf  order  have  for  several  centuries  borne  the  badge  of 
a  Countess  of  Sahsbory,  of  indifferent  memory.  So 
ouicfa  for  duTotry.  Burke  need  not  have  re|p^ted 
that  its  days  are  over,  though  Marie  Antoinette  was 
qujte  as  ehaate  as  most  of  those  in  whose  honours 
iaiKcs  were  shivered,  and  knights  nnhorsed. 

Before  die  days  of  Bayard,  and  down  to  thos«  of  Sir 
Joseph  Banks  (the  most  chaste  and  celebrated  of  an- 
cient aiMl  modem  times),  few  exceptions  will  be  found 
to  this  stalcaiont,  and  I  fear  a  little  investigation  will 
leacb  us  aoc  to  r^ret  Ihosa  monstrous  mummeries  of 
tke  middle  ages. 

I  BOW  leave  «  Cbilde  Haroldn  to  live  his  day,  such  as 
be  is;  it  had  been  more  agreeable,  and  certainly  more 
easy,  to  have  drawn  an  .amiable  character.  It  had  been 
easy  to  varnish  ov«r  has  fcnlis,  to  make  him  do  more 
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end  express  leas,  but  he  never  was  intended  as  an  ex- 
ample, further  tlum  to  show  that  eariy  perversion  of 
mind  and  morals  leads  to  satiety  of  past  pleasures  and 
disappointment  in  new  oues,  and  that  even  the  beauties 
of  nature,  and  the  stimulus  of  travel  (except  ambition, 
the  most  powerful  of  all  exciiemenu),  are  lost  on  a  soul 
so  constituted,  or  rather  misdirected.  Had  I  proceeded 
with  the  poem,  this  character  would  have  deepened  as 
he  drew  to  the  close ,  for  the  oudine  which  I  once 
meant  to  fill  np  for  him  was  with  some  exceptions, 
tlie  sketch  of  a  modem  Timon,  perhaps  a  poetical 
Zeluco. 


TO  lANTHE. 


Not  in  those  climes  where  I  liave  late  bera  straying. 
Though  beauty  long  hath  there  been  matchless  deem'd; 
Not  in  those  vi^ons  to  ttie  heart  displaying 
Forms  which  it  si(;hs  but  to  have  only  drvam'd. 
Hath  aught  like  thee,  in  truth  or  fancy  seem'd : 
Nor,  having  seen  thee,  shall  I  vainly  seek 

To  paint  those  charms  which  varied  as  they  beam'd 

To  such  as  see  tliee  not  my  word«  were  weak; 
To  those  who  gaze  on  thee  what  language  could  they 
speak! 

Ah !  mayst  thou  ever  be  what  now  thou  art, 
Nor  tmbeseem  the  promise  of  ihy  spring. 
As  fair  in  form,  as  warm  yet  pure  in  heart. 
Love's  image  upon  earth  without  his  wing. 
And  guileless  beyond  hope's  imagining! 
And  surely  she  who  now  so  fondly  rears 
Thy  youth,  in  thee,  thus  houriy  briebiening. 
Beholds  the  rainbow  of  her  future  years. 
Before  whose  heavenly  hues  all  sorrow  disappears. 

Toung  Peri  of  the  West !— t  is  well  for  me 
My  years  already  doubly  number  thine ; 
My  loveless  eye  unmoved  may  gase  on  thee. 
And  safely  view  thy  ripening  beauties  shine; 
Happy,  I  ne'er  shall  see  them  in  dccUne, 
Happier,  tliat  while  all  younger  hearu  shall  bleed. 
Mine  shall  escape  the  doom  thine  eyes  assign 
To  those  whose  admiration  shall  succeed. 
But  mix'd  with  pangs  to  love's  even  loveliest  hours  de- 
creed. 

Oh !  let  that  eye,  which,  wild  as  the  gaielle's, 
Now  brightly  bold  or  beautifully  ihy. 
Wins  as  it  wanders,  dailies  where  it  dwells. 
Glance  o'er  tlii«  paje,  nor  to  my  venc  deny 
That  smile  for  which  my  breast  mi|*hl  vainly  sigh. 
Could  I  to  tliee  be  ever  more  than  friend: 
This  much,  dear  maid,  accord  i  nor  question  why 
To  one  so  youog,  my  strain  I  would  commend. 
But  bid  me  with  my  wreath  one  matchless  lily  blend. 

Such  is  thy  name  with  this  my  verse  entwined ; 
And  long  as  kinder  eyes  a  look  shall  cast 
On  Harold's  page,  lanihe's  here  enshrined 
Shall  thus  be  first  beheld,  forgotten  last : 
My  days  onre  number'd,  should  this  homage  past 
Attract  (by  fsiry  fingers  near  the  lyre 
Of  him  who  haifd  thee,  loveliest  as  thou  wast. 
Such  is  the  most  my  memory  may  desire; 
Though  more  than  hope  can  claim,  could  friendship 
less  require? 
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BYRON'S   WORKS. 


CHILDE  IIAUOLD'S 

PILGRIMAGE. 


Z  i^omawnl 


CAINTO  I. 
I. 

Oh,  iliou  !  in  !!( I!;i<;  (U'ciiiM  of  Iira\ciily  lurrli. 
Muse  I  foriinl  or  f.il)lr«l  at  llio  minstnls  y.\l\ ! 
Since  i.h.inifd  full  oft  i»y  l.iK'r  lyres  ou  rarih, 
Sliin'  <lurcs  not  call  ijicc  from  tliy  sarml  liill: 
Yct  there  I've  vanilcr'd  i)y  ihy  \.uint«(l  rill; 
Yes  I  -sifjli'd  o'er  I>*'l|»lii',s  l«»ni;-de-ertetl  slirine, ' 
\Vl»ere,  ^ase  that  feeble  fountain,  all  i-%  still; 
Nor  mole  my  shell  avake  the  veary  Nine, 
To  ijrace  so  plain  a  tale — tliis  lowly  lay  of  uiiijp. 

II. 

Whilome  in  Albion's  i>»le  there  (h\elt  a  youth. 
Who  ne  in  \irine'«.  \v;iys  did  lake  (Iclljjhl; 
lint  Kpcnl  his  da\>  in  riot  most  uncoulli. 
And  vex'd  with  mirih  the  drowsy  ear  of  night. 
Ah,  me  I  in  sooth  he  \kas  a  siiameless  Mii;ht, 
Sore  i;i\eii  to  revel  and  iin[;o<lly  i.lee; 
Few  earthly  thinjjs  found  fa\our  iu  his  sii;ht 
Save  concubines  and  carnal  com|».iiiie, 
And  tluunting  wassailcrs  of  liii;h  and  low  decree. 

in. 

Childe  Harold  was  he  liijjht : — but  whence  his  name 
An<I  lineajje  lonjj,  it  suits  me  not  to  say; 
Suftice  it,  that  |Mrchance  they  were  of  fame, 
And  h.id  been  glorious  in  another  day; 
Hut  one  sad  los«l  soils  a  name  for  aye. 
However  nii^'.hly  \u  the  oUbn  lime; 
Nor  all  ihat  lier.ilds  rake  front  coflin'd  clay. 
Nor  florid  prose,  iior  honied  lirs  of  rhyme. 
Can  blazon  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 

IV. 

Childe  Harold  bask'd  him  in  the  noori-iidc  sun, 
Disporting;  there  like  any  other  lly; 
Nor  drem  d  before  his  litilc  day  w.is  done, 
One  blast  ini(jiit  chill  him  into  miseiy. 
But  lonj;  ere  scarce  a  third  of  his  p;«Ns'iI  by, 
NVor^e  th.ui  ad\ersiiy  thf  (-hilde  befel; 
He  frit  ihe  fulufss  of  sali<'ty : 
Then  loathed  Iw  in  his  u.ilixe  land  lo  dwell, 
Which  s«'emd  to  him  nu)re  lone  than  eremite's  sad  cell. 

V. 

For  lie  through  sin's  lon^;  labyrinth  had  run, 
?<or  made  atonement  when  he  did  nmiss. 
Had  sijjh'd  to  matjy.  thoui;h  he  loved  but  one, 
Aud  that  loved  oiw,  alas!  eould  ne'er  be  iiis. 
Ah,  h.ippv  she!  to  scape  from  him  whose  kiss 
II  id  been  pollution  unto  au(;bt  so  cha^le; 
Who  soon  had  left  her  charms  for  vul[;ar  bliss. 
And  spoil'd  her  {;(K>dly  lands  (o  (;ild  his  waste, 
Nor  calui  domestic  peace  had  everdci{ju"d  lo  taktc. 


VI. 

Aud  now  Childe  Harold  was  sore  sick  at  heart. 

And  from  his  fellow  b.-iccliauals  would  llee; 

'T  is  said,  at  time^  the  sullen  tear  woidd  start. 

But  pride  coujjcNdd  ihe  drop  within  hi*  cc; 

Apart  he  stalk'd  in  joyless  reverie, 

Aud  fr«»m  his  native  laiul  resolv'd  to  jjo,. 

And  visit  seorehin}j  ehuir->  beyond  the  sea; 

With  pleasure  drun(;'d  he  almost  loue.d  for  wor. 
And  cen   for  chau(je  of  sccuc  would  seek  the  sli.i<l«-> 
below. 

VII. 

The  Childe  departed  from  hi^  father's  hall: 

It  was  a  vast  and  venerable  pile: 

So  old,  it  scenii-d  only  nol  to  f.;il. 

Yet  sir('n[;lb  was  pdl.u'd  in  <  a(  h  mas-v  aisle. 

Mcuiasiic  dome!  condeniiicl  to  u>»s  vile! 

Where  *iipersiiiion  ome  had  maile  her  den, 

Now  Paphian  (;irU  wei«-  known  to  sinj;  and  sniib*; 

And  monks  mij;hl  deem  tli«ir  time  was  come  ajjeii. 
If  ancieut  tales  say  true,  nor  wron(j  the>e  holy  nieu. 

VHI. 

Vet  oft-times  in  his  maddest  inirihful  mood. 
Stian;;e  pan{;swoul<l  flash  alon|; (!luld«'  Harold"j>  brow. 
As  if  the  nii-morv  of  some  deadly  tVud 
Or  dis.ippoinled  pas>;on  lurk'd  br|«)w: 
But  this  none  km-w,  nor  haply  cared  to  know. 
For  his  was  not  ih:it  open,  ardi  >s  soul. 
That  feeK  relief  bv  biildim;  soifow  flow, 
Nor  sou|;lit  he  friend  to  counsel  or  condole, 
Whalc'cr  his  {jricf  mote  be,  whicli  ho  could  nol  control. 

IX. 

Aud  none  <lid  love  him — ihoujjh  to  hall  and  bower 
He  leather d  revellirs  from  far  and  near, 
He  knew  them  lluurersof  the  fesi.il  hour; 
The  hcaitless  parasites  of  pie-,enl  cheer. 
Yea,  noiK-  did  lovt   him — not  his  leiiians  dear — 
Hut  pomp  ,ind  power  alone  are  wom.ius  care. 
And  wlure  ihese  are  lijiht  Kros  linds  a  fee  re ; 
Slaideiis,  like  inolhs,  are  ever  cauijht  by  Ijlare, 
And  Mamniitn  winshis  way  where  siraphsninjiit  despair. 

X. 

(Childe  Harold  hatl  a  motjier — not  forgot, 
Thoii<;li  partiui;  from  that  mother  he  did  shun; 
A  sister  whom  he  loved,  but  savv  her  uol 
liefiire  his  we.irv  pil|^;riina|;e  be(;uu: 
If  friends  he  had,  be  bade  adi*  ii  to  none. 
Tet  ileem  not  ibeiu  e  his  breast  a  breast  of  stotd  ; 
Y'e  who  lia\<'  known  what  "l  i->  lo  dole  upoa 
A  few  dear  <d)ie«ts,  will  iu  sadne»  fci-l 
Such  j>artin(;s  break  the  heart  they  fondly  hope  to  heal. 

XI. 

ITk  house,  his  home,  his  herita|]e,  his  lands. 
The  l.iiii;lii;i;j  dames  in  whom  he  did  dc  li(;ht. 
Whose  lai|;e  blue  eyes,  f.iir  lo(  ks.  ami  snowy  haiitls 
Mi(;lit  sli.ike  the  s.iiiitship  of  .in  an<  horile, 
.\iid  lout;  h  i<l  fed  his  >oii(bfiil  appetite; 
Hi>  (jobl.  Is  bnnimd  with  •■very  costly  wiue. 
And  .ill  that  mote  to  luxury  invite. 
Without  a  si.^;li  he  left.  i<Mros>[the  bnne, 
.\nd  traverse  Paynim  shorts,  and  passe. irlli'scculral  line. 
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xn. 

Tlie  nils  wm  filTd,  and  fair  the  ligbf 
A*  glad  to  wmH  him  from  his  luiiire  home; 
Aod  fast  the  vbile  rock«  faded  from  hit  viev, 
Aod  toon  were  lost  in  circnnambieat  foam  : 
And  ihea,  it  may  be,  of  bii  with  to  roam 
B«^iMitrd  he,  bat  in  hh  boaom  slept 
The  stieat  thought,  nor  from  hla  lipa  did  come 
One  word  of  wail,  whilst  others  sate  and  wept. 
And  to  the  reeUcm  gales  nnmanly  moaning  kept. 

XIII. 
Boi  wbca  the  snn  was  staking  in  the  sea. 
He  setz^  hts  baq>,  which  be  at  times  could  ttriag 
And  strike,  albeit  with  untaught  melody, 
When  deem'd  be  no  strange  ear  wa«  lis(enin<* : 
And  now  bU  fingers  o'er  it  he  did  fling. 
And  tUBcd  bi«  farewell  in  the  dim  twilight. 
While  flew  the  vn&el  on  her  snowy  wing. 
And  fleeting  shores  receded  from  his  sight, 
Tims  to  the  elements  be  pour  d  his  la«t  «  Good  Night.* 


I. 
«  Anin;,  adiea !  my  native  shore 

Fades  o'er  the  waters  blue; 
The  night-winds  sigh,  tlie  breakers  roar, 

And.  shrieks  the  wild  sea-mew. 
Too  sua  that  sets  upon  the  sea 

We  follow  in  his  flight; 
Farewell  awhile  to  bim  and  thee, 

My  natire  Land — Good  Night ! 


1. 
«  A  few  short  boots  and  he  will  rise 

To  give  the  morrow  birth; 
And  I  shall  hail  the  main  and  skies. 

But  not  my  mother  earth. 
Deserted  is  my  own  good  hall. 

Its  hearth  is  dcsobie ; 
Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  the  wall ; 

My  dog  bowls  at  (he  gata. 


3. 
«  Come  hither,  hither,  my  little  page! 

Why  do»t  tbon  weep  and  wail? 
Or  dost  tbon  dread  the  billows'  rage. 

Or  tremble  at  the  g^le? 
Bat  dash  the  tear-drop  from  thine  eye ; 

Oar  sliip  is  swift  and  strong : 
Our  fleetest  5ilcon  srarce  can  fly 

More  merrily  along.* 


*Let  winds  be  shrill,  let  waiws  roll  high, 

I  fear  not  wave  nor  wind ; 
Yet  marvel  not.  Sir  Childe,  that  I 

Am  sorrowful  in  mind ; 
For  I  have  from  my  fsther  gone, 

A  mother  whom  1  love, 
And  have  no  friend,  save  these  alone. 

But  thee'^nnd  one  above. 


S. 

'  My  father  bless'd  me  fervently, 

Tet  did  not  much  complain ; 
Bnt  sorely  will  my  mother  sigh 

Till  I  come  back  again.* — 
•  Enough,  enough,  my  little  lad 

Such  tears  become  thine  eye; 
If  1  thy  guileless  bosom  had. 

Mine  own  would  not  be  dry. 


•  Come  hither,  hither,  my  staunch  Teoman, 

W*hy  dost  thou  look  so  pale? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  a  French  foeman  ? 

Or  shiver  at  the  gale?* — 
'TVem'st  thou  I  tremble  for  my  life? 

Sir  Cliilde,  I  'm  not  so  weak; 
But  thinkiog  on  an  absent  wife 

Will  blanch  a  faithful  cheek. 


'  My  spouse  and  boys  dwell  near  thy  hall. 

Along  the  bordering  bke. 
And  wlien  they  on  their  father  call. 

What  answer  shall  she  makey^ 
■  Enough,  enougli,  my  yeoman  good. 

Thy  grief  let  none  gainsay; 
But  I,  who  am  of  lighter  mood. 

Wilt  laugh  to  flee  away. 


•  For  who  would  trust  the  teeming  sighs 

Of  wife  or  paramour? 
Fresh  feeres  will  dry  the  bright  bine  eyes 

We  late  saw  streaming  o'er. 
For  pleasures  past  I  do  not  grieve, 

Nor  perils  gathering  near; 
My  greatest  grief  is  that  I  leave 

Mo  thing  that  claims  a  tear. 


«  And  now  t  'm  in  the  world  alone. 

Upon  the  wide,  wide  sea  : 
Bnt  why  should  I  for  others  groan, 

W^ben  none  will  sigh  for  me? 
Perchance  my  dog  will  whine  in  vain. 

Till  fed  by  stranger  hands ; 
Bat  long  ere  I  come  back  again. 

He  'd  tear  roe  where  he  stands. 


10. 

«  With  thee,  my  bark,  I  '11  swiftly  go 

Athwart  the  foaming  brine; 
Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  m«  to. 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  welcome,  ye  dark*blae  wavai ! 

And  when  you  fail  my  sight, 
Welcome,  ye  deserts,  and  ye  caves ! 

My  native  Und— Good  Night !  • 
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XIV, 

On,  on  the  vessel  Hies,  the  land  is  gone, 
And  winds  are  rude  in  Biscay's  sleepless  bay. 
Tour  day«5  are  sped,  but  with  the  fifth,  anon, 
New  shores  descried  make  every  bo«iom  gay; 
And  Ciutra's  mountain  greets  them  on  their  way, 
And  Tagus  dashing  onward  to  the  deep. 
His  fabled  golden  tribute  bent  to  pay; 
And  soon  on  board  the  Lusian  pilots  leap. 
And  steer 'twixt  fertile  shores  where  yet  few  rustics  reap. 

XV. 

Oh!  Christ!  it  14  a  goodly  sight  to  see 
What  Heaven  hath  done  for  this  delicious  land  ! 
What  fruits  of  fragrance  blush  on  every  tree! 
What  goodly  prospects  o'er  the  hills  expand! 
But  man  would  mar  them  with  an  impious  hand : 
And  when  the  Almighty  lifts  his  fiercest  scourge 
'Gainst  those  who  most  transgress  his  high  command, 
With  treble  vengeance  will  his  hot  shafts  urge 
Gaul's  locust  host,  and  earth  from  fellcst  foemen  purge. 

XVI. 

f  What  beauties  doth  Lisboa  first  unfold! 
Her  image  floating  on  that  noble  tide. 
Which  poets  vainly  pave  with  sands  of  gold, 
But  now  whereon  a  thousand  keels  did  ride 
Of  mighty  strength,  since  Albion  was  allied. 
And  to  the  Lusians  did  her  aid  afford  : 
A  nation  swoln  with  ignorance  and  pride. 
Who  lick  yet  loathe  the  hand  that  waves  the  sword 

To  save  them  from  the  wrath  of  Gaul's  unsparing  lord. 

XVII. 
Rut  whoso  en tereth  within  this  town, 
That,  sheening  far,  celestial  seems  to  be. 
Disconsolate  will  wander  up  and  down, 
'Mid  many  things  unsightly  to  strange  ee; 
For  hut  and  palace  show  like  filthily. 
The  dingy  denizens  are  reared  in  dirt; 
Ne  per>onage  of  high  or  mean  degree 
Doth  care  for  cleanness  of  surlout  or  shirt. 
Though  shent  with  Egypt's  plague,  unkempt,  unwash'd, 
unhurt. 

XVIfl. 
Poor,  paltry  slaves!  yet  born  'midst  noblest  scenes — 
W^hy,  Nature,  waste  ihy  wonders  on  such  men? 
Lo!  Cintra's  glorious  Kden  intervenes 
In  variegated  maze  of  mount  and  glen. 
Ah,  me!  what  hand  can  pencil  guide,  or  pen. 
To  follow  half  on  which  the  eye  dilates, 
Through  views  more  dazzling  unto  mortal  kea 
Than  those  whereof  such  things  the  bard  relates, 
Who  to  the  awe-struck  world  uulock'd  Klysium's  gates? 

XIX. 

The  horrid  crags,  by  toppling  convent  crown'd. 
The  cork-trees  hoar  that  clothe  the  sha[;(;y  steep. 
The  mountain-moss  by  scorching  skies  imbrown'd. 
The  sunken  glen,  whose  sunless  shnibs  must  weep, 
The  tender  azure  of  the  unruflled  deep. 
The  orange  tints  that  gild  the  greenest  bough, 
The  torrents  that  from  cliff  to  valley  leap. 
The  vine  on  high,  the  willow  branch  below, 
Mix'd  in  one  mighty  scene,  with  varied  beauly  glow. 


XX. 

Then  slowly  climb  the  many-winding  way. 
And  frequeut  turn  to  linger  as  you  go, 
From  loftier  rocks  new  loveliness  survey. 
And  rest  ye  at  «  our  Lady's  house  of  woe;»* 
Where  frugal  monks  their  little  relics  show, 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  tell : 
Here  impious  men  have  punished  been,  and  lo! 
Deep  in  you  cave  llonorius  long  did  dwell. 
In  ho|ie  to  merit  heaven  by  making  earth  a  hell. 

XXI. 

And  here  and  there,  as  up  the  crags  you  spring, 
Mark  many  rude-carved  crosses  near  the  path  : 
Vet  deem  not  these  devotion's  offering — 
These  are  memorials  fnil  of  murderous  wrath  : 
For  wheresoe'er  the  shrieking  victim  hath 
Pour'd  forth  his  blood  beneath  the  assassin's  knife. 
Some  hand  erects  a  cross  of  mouldering  lath; 
And  grove  and  glen  with  thousand  such  arc  rife 
Throughout  this  purple  land,  where  lawsccures  not  life.^ 

XXII 

On  sloping  mounds,  or  in  the  vale  beneath, 
Arc  donv's  where  \vhi!on>c  kings  did  make  repair; 
But  now  the  wild  flowers  round  them  only  breathe; 
Yet  ruin'd  splendour  still  is  lingering  there. 
And  yonder  lowers  the  prince's  palace  ftiir: 
There  ihou  too,  V.uiiek!  England  s  wealthiest  son. 
Once  form'd  thy  paradise,  as  not  aware 
When  wanton  wealth  her  mightiest  deeds  hath  <lone. 
Meek  peace  voluptuous  lures  was  ever  wont  lo  shun. 

XXIII. 
Here  didst  thou  dwell,  here  schemes  of  pleasure  plan. 
Beneath  yon  mountain's  ever-beauteous  brow  : 
Rut  now,  as  if  a  thing  nnblest  by  man. 
Thy  fairy  dwelling  is  as  lone  as  thou! 
Here  gi.int  weeds  a  passage  sc.irce  allow 
To  halls  deserted,  portals  gaping  wide  : 
Fresh  lessons  to  the  thinking  bosom,  how 
Vain  are  the  pleasauuces  on  earth  supplied; 
Swept  into  wrecks  anon  by  time's  ungentle  tide! 

XXIV. 

Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  convened !  ♦ 
Oh!  dome  displeasing  unto  British  eye! 
With  diadem  bight  foolscap,  lol  a  fiend, 
A  little  fiend  that  scoffs  iiiressautly, 
There  sits  in  punliment  robe  array'd,  and  by 
His  side  is  hung  a  seal  and  sable  scroll, 
Where  blazon'd  glare  names  known  to  chivalry. 
And  sundry  sif;natures  adorn  the  roll, 
Whereat  tho  urcliiu  points  and  laughs  with  all  his  son!. 

XXV. 

Couvention  is  the  dwarfish  demon  styled 
Thai  foil'd  the  kni(;liis  in  Sl.iriaKa's  dome: 
Of  brains  (if  brains  lliey  hul)  he  them  bejjuiled. 
And  turned  a  nations  sh  illowjoy  to  gloom. 
Here  folly  dashd  lo  earth  the  victor's  plume, 
And  policy  regain'd  >»hat  arms  had  lost  : 
Tor  eliiefb  like  ours  in  vain  may  laurels  bloom! 
Woe  to  the  conqu'ring.  not  the  conqucr'd  bosr. 
Since  baffled  triumph  droops  on  Luititanid's  coast! 
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XXVI. 
Axfed  ever  ■■■«•  Cbat  MMrtial  tyaod  bcC, 
Brituuaa  lickciH,  Cintn !  «t  thy  iMiiie; 
And  folks  in  office  al  iIm  mention  firec, 
Aad  6iin  -wonld  blush,  ilhtnth  thry  conhi,  for  shaase. 
How  will  postfcricy  the  deed  procUim ! 
Will  not  oar  own  and  fellovHMtioos  sneer. 
To  Tirw  these  champions  cheated  of  their  fune, 
Bf  fises  in  fight  o'ertbrown«  yet  victors  here. 
Where  scorn  her  finger  poiuls  ihroiif  h  many  a  coming 
year? 

XX  vn. 

So  deem'd  tlw  Cliilde,  as  o'er  the  naowiuias  ha 
Did  take  lua  way  in  loliury  gntie : 
Svect  was  the  scene,  yet  soon  be  thongbt  to  flee 
More  restless  than  the  swallow  in  the  skies : 
Tbongb  here  awhile  be  Icarn'd  to  moralise, 
For  meditatioo  fiz'd  at  times  on  him ; 
And  mnsrions  reason  whisper'd  to  despise 
Hjs  early  yonth,  mispeni  in  maddett  whim ; 
Bat  as  Im  fued  on  imth  his  aching  eyes  grew  dim. 

xxvin. 

To  horse!  to  hone!  lie  qoits,  for  ever  (puts, 
A  icene  of  peaee,  though  soothing  to  his  soul : 
Again  he  roosea  from  his  moping  fiu, 
•at  seeks  not  now  the  harlot  and  the  bowl. 
Onwaid  be  flies,  aor  fix'd  as  yet  tlie  goal 
Whcfc  he  shall  rest  him  on  bis  pilgrimage; 
And  o'er  bim  many  changing  scenes  must  rail 
Ere  toil  bis  thirst  for  iiarel  can  assuage. 
Or  he  shall  calm  his  breast,  or  learn  experienca  saga. 

XXIX. 
Tet  Maffira  shall  one  moment  claim  delay,' 
Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Losian's  luckless  queen; 
And  chmh  and  conrt  did  mio(>le  their  array. 
And  aaass  and  revel  were  alternate  seen ; 
LordKngs  and  freres — ill-sorted  hj  I  ween ! 
tet  here  the  Babylonian  whore  bath  built 
A  dome,  where  flaunts  she  in  such  giorions  sheen, 
That  men  fbrgrt  the  blood  which  she  bath  spilt. 
And  bnw  the  knee  to  pomp  that  loves  to  ramish  guilt 

XXX. 

O'er  Tales  that  teem  with  frniu,  romantfe  hills, 
(Oh,  that  such  bills  upheld  a  freeborn  race !) 
Whereon  to  gaae  the  eye  with  joyaunce  fills, 
Childe  Harold  wends  through  many  a  pleasant  place. 
Though  slug^srds  deem  it  but  a  faolisb  chase. 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  easy  chair, 
TIm  toilaome  way,  and  loog,  long  league  to  trace. 
Oh!  dbere  is  sweetness  in  the  mountain  air, 
And  life,  that  bloated  ease  can  never  hope  lo  share. 

XXXI. 
3lore  bleak  to  view  the  hills  at  length  recede. 
And,  leas  luanrianl,  smoother  Tales  eaiend : 
fmmenae  horiion-boundcd  plains  succeed! 
Far  as  the  eye  discerns,  withouteo  eod, 
Spain's  realms  appear  whereon  her  sbephenls  tend 
Flocks,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  trader  knows— 
Now  must  the  paAor's  arm  bis  lambs  defend : 
For  Spain  w  compass'd  by  unyielding  foes, 
A^  aH  maat  shield  their  all,  or  share  subicction's  woes. 


xxxn. 

Where  Lusitania  and  her  sitter 
Deem  ye  what  bounds  the  rival  realms  divide! 
Or  ere  the  jealous  queens  of  nations  greet. 
Doth  Tayo  interpose  bis  mighty  tide  I 
Or  Dark  Sierras  rise  in  craggy  pride? 
Or  fence  of  art,  Uke  China's  vasty  wall  ?— 
Nc  barrier  wall,  ne  river  deep  and  wide, 
Ne  horrid  crags  nor  mountains  dark  and  tall, 
lUse  like  the  rocks  thai  part  Hispania's  land  from  Gaul 

XXXIII. 
But  these  between  a  silver  streamlet  glides. 
And  icarre  a  name  distiognishelh  the  brook. 
Though  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant  sides. 
Bere  leans  the  idle  shepherd  on  his  crook. 
And  vacaot  on  the  rippUlg  waves  doth  look. 
That  peaceful  still 'twixt  bitterest  foemeu  flow; 
For  proud  each  peasant  as  the  noblest  dnke : 
Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference  know 
Twiat  Inm  awl  Lusian  slave,  Ihe  lowest  of  the  low,* 


XXXIV. 
But,  ere  the  mingling  bounds  have  for  been  pasa'd, 
Dsrk  Goadiana  rolls  his  power  along 
In  sullen  billows,  murmuring  and  vast. 
So  noted  aocieni  roundelsys  among. 
Whilome  upon  his  banks  did  legions  throng 
Of  Moor  and  koiglit,  iu  mailed  splendour  drest : 
Here  cca*ed  Ihe  swift  their  race,  bere  sunk  the  strong; 
The  Paynim  turban  and  ilie  Chri»ciao  crest 
Miz'd  on  the  bleeding  streaoi,  by  Uoaitng  hosu  oppress'd. 

XXXV. 

Oh,  lovely  Spain !  reoown'd,  romantic  land ! 
Where  is  tliat  suudard  which  Pebgio  bore. 
When  Cavas  Irailor-sire  first  called  the  band 
TItai  dyed  thy  mountain  streams  with  Gothic  gore?? 
Where  are  those  bloody  baonen  which  of  yore 
Waved  o'er  thy  sons,  victorious,  to  tbe  gale. 
And  drove  at  last  tbe  spoi^rs  lo  their  shore  7 
Bed  gleam'd  the  cross,  and  waned  the  crescent  pale. 
While  Alric's  echoes  ihrill'd  with  Moorish  matrons*  wa^ 

XXXVl. 

Teems  uot  each  ditty  with  the  glorious  tale? 
Ab!  such,  alas'  the  hero's  amplest  fate! 
When  granite  moulders  and  when  records  fail, 
A  peasant's  plaint  prolongs  bis  dubious  date. 
Pride!  bfnd  tliioe  eye  from  heaven  to  thine  esuta^ 
See  bow  the  mighty  shrink  into  a  songl 
Can  Tolume,  pillar,  pile  preserve  tlie  great? 
Or  mMt  thou  trust  tradition's  simple  tongue. 

Whan  flattery  sleeps  with  thee,  and  history  does  thee 
wrong? 

XXXVII. 
Awake !  ye  sons  of  Spain !  awake !  advance ! 
Lo!  Cbivslry.  your  ancient  goddea,  cries. 
But  wiehU  not,  as  of  old,  her  thirtty  lance. 
Nor  shakes  her  crimson  plumage  in  the  skies  : 
Now  on  the  smokt  of  biasing  bolu  she  flies. 
And  ftpeaks  in  thunder  through  yon  engine's  roar  : 
In  every  peal  the  calls->«  Awake !  arise !» 
Ssy,  is  her  voice  more  feeble  than  of  yore. 

When  her  war-song  was  heard  on  Andalttsian  sliore ? 


44 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


I 


xxxviir. 

Hark  ! — heard  you  not  those  hoofs  of  dreadful  notel 
Sounds  not  the  clang  of  conflict  on  the  heath? 
Saw  ye  not  whom  the  recking  sabre  smote; 
Nor  saved  your  brethren  ere  they  sank  beneath 
Tyrants  and  tyrants'  slaves? — the  fires  of  death, 
The  l>ale>nres  flash  on  high  : — from  rock  to  rock 
Each  volley  (ells  that  thousands  cease  to  breathe; 
Death  rides  upon  the  sulphury  Siroc, 
Red  Battle  stamps  his  foot,  and  nations  feel  the  shock. 

XXXIX. 

Lo !  Where  the  giant  on  the  mountain  stands, 
His  blood-red  tresses  dccp'ning  in  the  sun 
With  deaih-shot  glowing  in  his  fiery  hands, 
And  eye  that  scorclieth  all  it  glares  upon; 
Restless  it  rolls,  now  iixtf,  and  now  anon 
Flashing  afar,— and  at  his  iron  feet 
Destruction  cowers  lo  mark  what  deeds  are  done; 
For  on  this  morn  three  potent  nations  meet, 
To  shed  before  his  shrine  the  blood  he  deems  most  sweet. 

XL. 
Ry  Heaven!  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  sco 
(  For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 
Their  rival  scarfs  of  mix'd  embroidery, 
Their  various  arms  that  glilter  in  the  air! 
What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from  their  lair. 
And  gnash  their  fang«,  loud  yelling  for  the  prey! 
All  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share; 
The  grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prize  away, 
And  havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array. 

XLI. 
Three  hosts  combine  to  offer  sacrifice; 
Three  tongues  prefer  strange  orisons  on  high ; 
Three  gaudy  standards  flout  the  pale  blue  skies; 
The  shouts  arc  France,  Spain,  Albion,  Victory! 
The  foe,  the  victim,  and  the  fond  ally 
That  fights  for  all,  but  ever  fights  in  vain. 
Are  met — as  if  at  home  they  could  not  die- 
To  feed  the  crow  on  Talavera's  plain, 
And  fertilize  the  field  that  each  pretends  to  gain. 

XLII. 
There  shall  they  rot — ambition's  honour'd  fools ! 
Yes,  honour  decks  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay  I 
Vain  sophistry!  in  these  behold  the  tools. 
The  broken  tools,  that  tyrants  ca»i  away 
By  myriads,  when  they  dare  to  pave  iheir  way 
With  human  hearts — to  what? — a  dream  alone. 
Cm  despots  compass  aught  (hat  hails  their  sway? 
Or  call  widi  truth  one  span  of  earth  their  own, 
Save  that  wherein  at  last  they  crumble  boue  by  bone? 

XLirr. 

Oh,  Albuera!  glorious  tirld  of  grief! 
As  o'er  thy  plain  the  pilgrim  prick'd  his  steed. 
Who  could  foresee  thee,  in  a  sp.ice  so  brief, 
A  scene  where  mingling  foes  should  boist  and  bleed! 
Peace  to  the  perishd !  may  (he  warrior's  meed 
And  tears  of  triumph  (heir  reward  prolong! 
Till  others  fall  where  oiher  chieftains  lead, 
Thy  name  shall  circle  round  the  gaping  throng, 
And  shine  iu  woriJiless  lays,  the  theme  of  transient  soug! 


XLIV. 
Enough  of  battle's  minions!  let  them  play 
Their  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breatli  for  fame : 
Fame  that  will  scarce'reanimate  their  clay. 
Though  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  name. 
In  sooili,  't  were  sad  to  thwart  their  noble  aim 
Who  strike,  blest  hirelings!  for  their  country?  good. 
And  die,  that  living  might  have  proved  her  shame; 
Perish'd,  perchance,  in  some  domestic  feud. 
Or  in  a  narrower  sphere  wild  rapiue's  path  pursued. 

XLV. 
Full  swiftly  Harold  wends  his  lonely  way 
Where  proud  Sevilla  triumphs  unsubdued  : 
Yei  is  she  free — the  spoiler's  wish'd-for  prey! 
Soon,  soou  shall  conquest's  fiery  foot  intrude, 
Blackening  her  lovely  domes  A^itli  traces  rude. 
Inevitable  hour!  'gainst  fa(e  to  siri\e 
Where  desolation  plants  her  famished  brood 
Is  vaiu,  or  llion.  Tyre  might  yet  survive, 
And  virtue  vanquish  all,  and  murder  cease  to  tlirive. 

XLVI. 
Rut  all  unconscious  of  (he  coitiing  doom, 
The  feast,  the  song,  the  revel  here  abounds; 
Strange  modes  of  merriment  the  hours  consume, 
Nor  bleed  these  patriots  with  their  country's  wouuds: 
Not  here  war's  clarion,  but  love's  rebeck  sounds; 
Here  folly  still  his  votaries  enthralls: 
And  young-eyed  lewdness  walks  her  midnight  rounds  : 
Girt  with  the  silent  crimes  of  capitals. 
Still  to  the  last  kind  vice  chugs  to  the  tott'ring  walls. 

XL  VII. 
Not  so  the  rustic — with  his  trembling  mate 
He  lurks,  nor  casts  his  heavy  eye  afar, 
,  I.est  he  should  view  his  vineyard  desolate, 
Blasted  below  the  dun  hot  breath  of  war. 
No  more  beneath  soft  eve's  consenting  star 
Fandango  twirls  his  jocund  castanet : 
Ah!  monarchs!  could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye  mar, 
Not  in  the  toils  of  glory  «ould  ye  fret; 
The  hoarse  dull  drum  would  sleep,  aud  man  be  happy  yet. 

XLVni. 
How  carols  now  the  lusty  mu]e(cer? 
Of  love,  romance,  devotion,  is  his  lay. 
As  whilome  he  was  wont  the  leagues  to  cheer. 
His  quick  bells  vtiUlly  jin^;ling  on  (he  way? 
No !  as  he  speeds,  he  chauuts  : — ««  Vi\a  el  Rey  !»• 
And  checks  his  song  to  exernite  Godoy, 
The  royal  wittol  Cliarles,  and  curse  the  day, 
When  first  Spaiu's  queen  beiield  ihe  black-eyeti  boy. 
And  gore-faced  treasou  sprung  from  tier  adulterate  joy. 

XL  IX. 

On  yon  long,  level  plain,  at  distance  crown'd 
With  crags,  whereon  those  Moorisli  turrets  rest, 
Widc-scalier'd  hoof-marks  dint  (he  wounded  ground  ; 
.\nd,  scatiied  by  fire,  the  green  sward's  (Lirkcnd  ve>t 
Tells  that  the  foe  was  Andalusia't  guest: 
Here  was  the  camp,  (rie  w  itoh'-ll  une,  and  (he  ho<>t. 
Here  the  hold  peiisant  storm'd  the  dragon's  uosl; 
Still  <loe<.  he  mark  it  with  triumph  int  boast, 
And  points  to  yonder  cliffs,  vthicU  oft  were  won  and  lost. 
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L. 
iad  vboMMoe'er  aloof  tbe  path  yoo  BM«f 
Bears  io  hh»  cap  the  badge  of  criouon  hue. 
Which  lelk  you  whom  lo  »hoa  aad  vhom  to  frcat  :9 
Woe  lo  the  man  that  walks  to  public  view 
Wiihoot  of  loyally  tbi«  lokeo  true  : 
Stmrp  is  the  knife,  and  toddea  i»  the  tiroke ; 
Aad  aorrly  would  tbe  Gallic  foeniao  me, 
If  stiblle  pooiartl*.  wrapped  beueaih  the  cloak, 
CoaU  bloat  the  •abre'i  edge,  or  clear  the  canooo'ataoke.* 

LL 

At  every  torn  Morcna's  dusky  betf  he 
Sosiaios  aloft  tbe  faattery>  iron  load ;  '' 

And,  Hr  as  nK>rtal  eye  cao  compais  sight; 
Tbe  raoooiaio  bowiixer,  tbe  broken  road, 

'     Tbe  bristlini;  palisude,  the  fosse  o'erllow'd. 
The  statioo'd  baods,  tbe  never-viicaot  watch, 
Tbe  nngatioc  io  rocky  dnrance  slov'd, 
Tbe  hokier'd  steed  beneath  the  slied  of  thatch, 

'  The  balk-piled  pyranud,  the  erar^blaiiog  natch,** 

I  Lir. 

Fortend  the  deeds  to  coine:~bot  he  whose  ood 
'      Has  tombled  feebler  despou  from  their  sway 

1  aoaeot  pauseih  e'er  he  lifu  the  rod ; 

A  little  momeot  detgneih  to  delay : 
I      Saoo  will  bis  le^os  sweep  through  these  their  way ; 

The  West  most  own  tbe  scourger  of  the  world. 

ib.  Spain !  bow  sad  will  be  thy  reckoning-day, 

When  soars  Gaul*s  vnliure.  with  bis  wings  unfurPd, 
,  And  thoo  ahalt  view  thy  sons  in  crowds  lo  Hades  burl'd ! 

Lllf. 

And  aoat  they  hU  ?  tbe  young,  tbe  proud,  tbe  brave. 

To  swell  ooe  bloated  chiefs  unwholesooM  reign t 
!      5o  arp  between  sobmissioo  and  a  grave  T 
'      Tbe  rise  of  rapioeand  the  fall  of  Spain  ? 
'      Aad  doth  the  Power  that  man  adores  ordain 

Their  doom,  oor  heed  tbe  scippliant's  appeal? 

k  att  (hot  desperate  valour  acts  io  vain  ! 

And  eonosei  sage,  aod  patriotic  teal, 
j  Tbe  veccnn's  skill,  yonlh's  fire,  aod  oiaobood's  heart 
of  steel! 

I  UV. 

!      Is  it  far  this  the  Spaoish  maid,  aroosed, 
Banp  on  the  willow  her  unstrung  guitar. 
And,  all  oosex'd,  llie  aolace  baih  espoused. 
Song  the  loud  song,  aod  dared  the  deed  of  warT 
And  she  whom  once  tbe  semblance  of  a  scar 
Appall'd,  aod  owlet's  larum  cbill'd  with  dread* 
How  views  the  column-scatteriag  bay'net  jar, 
Tbe  fclcfaioo  flash,  and  o'er  the  yet  warm  dead 
Stalks  with  M'merva's  step  where  Mars  might  qaake  to 
ircad. 

LV. 
Te  who  shall  marvel  when  yoo  bear  her  tale, 
Oh  '  bad  yon  koowo  her  in  her  softer  boor, 
Xark'd  her  black  eye  that  mocks  her  coal-black  veil. 
Beard  her  light  lively  toM%  in  lady's  bower. 
Seen  her  long  lock<  that  foil  tbe  painter's  power, 

1  Her  fiiiry  form,  with  more  than  female  grace, 
Scarce  would  you  deem  that  Saragox^i's  tower 
Beheld  her  i^mile  io  danger's  Gorgon  fece, 

'  Thu  the  closed  fooks,  and  lead  in  glory's  fearfol  ebase. 
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LVf. 
Her  lover  sioks— she  sheds  no  ill^tioMd  laor; 
Her  chief  b  slaio— she  fills  his  fetal  post ; 
Her  fellows  flee— slie  checks  their  base  career; 
The  foe  retires — she  beads  the  sallyiii*  host: 
Who  can  appeaie  like  her  a  lovers  i;liost? 
Wlio  cao  avrnf.e  so  well  a  leader's  f<ill  ? 
What  maid  retrieve  when  man's  fiush'd  hops  is  lost? 
Who  hang  so  fiercely  on  llie  flymg  (•sol, 
Foil'd  by  a  woman's  band,  before  a  hatlcr'd  wmllr*' 

LVII. 
Yet  are  Spaio's  maids  no  race  of  Aoiatoos, 
But  form'd  for  all  tli«>  witrhiiic  arts  of  love: 
Though  thus  io  arms  they  emulate  her  soos, 
And  in  the  horrid  phatani  dare  to  move, 
T  is  but  the  trader  fierceness  of  tlie  dove. 
Pecking  the  hand  that  hov«>n  o'er  her  mate  : 
In  softness,  as  in  firmness,  far  above 
Remoter  females,  f.imed  for  sickening  prate; 
Her  miod  is  nobler  sure,  her  charms  percbaoce  as  grsoL 

LVin. 
Tbe  seal  love's  dimpling  finger  hath  impreaa'd 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bean  h'ls  touch:** 
Her  lips  whose  kisses  pout  to  leave  their  nest. 
Bid  man  be  valiant  ere  he  merit  surb: 
Her  i;lance  how  wiliily  beautiful !  how  much 
HAth  Plicpbus  wood  in  vaiu  lo  spoil  her  cheek, 
Which  glow*  vet  sraooilier  from  his  amorous  clutch! 
Who  rouod  the  north  for  p.iler  dames  would  seek  7 

How  poor  their  forms  appear!  how  languid,  wan,  and 
weak. 

LIX. 
Match  me,  ye  climes !  which  poeu  love  to  laud; 
Match  me,  ye  liarams  of  the  land  !  where  now 
I  strike  my  sirain,  fer  di^unt,  to  applaod 
Beauties  that  ev'u  a  cynic  must  avow; 
Match  me  those  liouries,  witom  ye  scarce  allow 
To  taste  the  gale  lc«t  love  sliouM  ride  tbe  wiod. 
With  Spain's  ilarkulaociog  d.iu|;lilers~detgo  to  know 
There  your  wise  propliet's  parsclise  we  find, 

His  black-eyed  maids  of  heaveo,  angeiieally  kind. 

LX. 
Oh,  thoo  Psmassus!*'  wimm  I  now  survey. 
Not  in  llie  frensy  of  a  dreamer's  eye. 
Not  in  the  fabM  lundsoape  of  a  lay. 
But  soaring  Koow-clad  ihroupli  thy  native  sky, 
In  the  wUd  pomp  of  mouotiiu  mijesty! 
What  marvel  if  1  thus  rss^y  to  viiii;! 
The  humblest  of  thy  pilyrims  pas^iog  by 
Would  (•latily  woo  thine  echoes  with  bb  string. 
Though  from  thy  heigbu  oo  more  ooe  muse  will  wave 
her  wing. 

I.Xf. 
Oft  have  I  dream'd  of  thee!  whose  fjlorioos  name 
Who  knows  not,  knows  not  man's  ditine«t  lore: 
And  now  I  view  thee,  't  is,  alts!  with  shame 
Thai  I  in  feeblest  accents  mn«t  ailore. 
When  I  recount  thy  worshippers  of  yore 
I  tremble,  and  can  only  bend  ihe  knee; 
Nor  rai<e  my  voice,  nor  vainly  dare  to  soar, 
But  gair  beneath  thy  clou<ly  canopy 
lo  silent  joy  to  think  at  last  1  look  oo  thee ! 
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LXir. 
Uappier  in  tliis  than  mightiest  bards  have  been. 
Whose  fate  to  distant  lioraes  confined  their  lot. 
Shall  I  unmoved  behold  the  hallow'd  scene. 
Which  others  rave  of,  though  they  know  it  not? 
Though  here  no  more  Apollo  haunts  his  grot. 
And  thou,  the  MuseV  seat,  art  now  their  grave, 
Some  gentle  spirit  still  pervades  the  spot. 
Sighs  in  the  gale,  keeps  silence  in  the  cave, 
And  glides  with  glassy  foot  o'er  yon  melodious  wave. 

LXII[. 
Of  iliee  hereafter. — Even  amidst  my  strain 
I  turn'd  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here; 
Forgot  the  land,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Spain  ; 
Her  fate,  to  every  freeborn  bosom  dear, 
And  hail'd  thee,  not  perchance  without  a  tear. 
Now  to  my  theme — but  from  thy  holy  hauut 
Let  me  some  remnant,  some  memorial  bear; 
Yield  me  one  leaf  of  Daphne's  deathless  plant. 
Nor  let  tliy  votary's  hope  be  deem'd  an  idle  vaunt, 

LXIV. 
But  ne'er  didst  thou,  fair  mount!  when  Greece  was 

young. 
See  round  thy  giant  base  a  brighter  choir. 
Nor  e'er  did  Delphi,  when  her  priestess  sung 
The  Pylhi.m  hymn  with  more  than  mortal  fire, 
Behold  a  train  more  fitting  to  inspire 
The  song  of  love,  than  Andiilusia's  maids. 
Nursed  in  the  glowing  lap  of  soft  desire: 
Ah !  that  to  th«fsc  were  given  such  peareful  shades 
As  Greece  can  still  bestow,  though  glory  fly  her  glades. 

LXV. 
Fair  is  proud  Seville ;  let  her  country  boast 
Her  strength,  her  wealth,  her  site  of  ancient  days;' 4 
But  Cadix,  rising  on  the  distant  coast. 
Galls  forth  a  sweeter,  though  ignoble  praise. 
Ah,  vice!   how  soft  arc  thy  voluptuous  ways! 
While  boyish  blood  is  mantling,  who  can  scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze, 
A  cherub-hydra  round  us  dost  thou  gape. 
And  mould  to  every  tasie  thy  dear  delusive  shape. 

LXVI. 
When  I^aphos  fell  by  time — accursed  time  ! 
I  he  queen  who  conquers  all  must  yield  to  thee — 
The  Pleasures  (led,  but  sought  as  warm  a  clime; 
And  Venus,  constant  to  lier  native  sea, 
To  nought  else  constant,  hither  deicii'd  to  flee; 
And  Hx'd  her  shrine  within  these  walls  of  white  : 
Though  not  to  one  dome  circumscriheth  she 
Her  worship,  hut,  devoted  to  her  rite, 
A  thousand  altars  rise,  for  ever  bbziug  bright. 

LXVII. 
From  morn  till  night,  from  night  till  startled  morn 
Peeps  blushing  on  the  revel's  laughing  crew, 
The  song  is  heard,  the  rosy  garland  worn, 
Devices  quaint,  and  frolics  ever  new, 
Tread  on  each  other's  kibes.     A  long  adieu 
He  bids  to  solier  joy  that  here  sojourns  : 
Nought  interrupts  the  riot,  though  in  lieu 
Of  true  demotion  monkish  iiici-nse  burns, 
And  love  and  prayer  unite,  or  rule  the  hour  by  turns. 


LXVII  I. 
The  sabbath  comes,  a  day  of  blessed  rest; 
What  h.illowsit  upon  this  Christian  shore? 
Lo!  it  is  sacred  to  a  solemn  feast: 
Hark  !  heard  you  not  the  forest-monarch's  roar? 
Crashing  the  lance,  he  snuffs  the  spouting  gore 
Of  man  and  steed,  o'erthrown  beneath  his  horn  ; 
The  throng'd  arena  shakes  with  shouts  for  more ; 
Yells  the  mad  crowd  o'er  entrails  freshly  torn, 
,Nor  slirinks  the  female  eye,  nor  eveu  affects  to  mouru. 

LXIX. 

The  seventh  day  this;  the  jubilee  of  man. 
London  !  right  well  thou  kuow'st  the  day  of  prayer : 
Then  thy  spruce  citizen,  wash'd  artizan, 
And  smug  apprculice,  gulp  their  weekly  air  : 
Thy  coach  of  ilackncy,  whiskey,  one-horse  chair. 
And  humblest  gig,  through  sundry  suburbs  whirl. 
To  liampsteid,  lirentford,  Harrow,  make  repair; 
Till  the  tired  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl, 
Provoking  envious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian  churl. 

LXX. 

Some  o'er  thy  Thamis  row  the  ribbon'd  fair, 

Others  along  the  snfer  turnpike  lly  ; 

Some  Bichniond-hill  ascend,  some  scud  to  Ware, 

And  many  to  the  steep  of  Higligate  hie. 

Ask  ye,  Itcrolian  shades!   the  reason  why?>^ 

T  is  to  the  worship  of  the  solemn  horn, 

Grasp'd  in  the  holy  hand  of  mystery, 

in  whose  dread  name  both  men  and  maids  are  sworn. 
And  consecrate  the  oath  with  draught  and  dance  till 
morn. 

LXXL 

All  have  their  fooleries — not  alike  are  thine. 

Fair  Cadiz,  rising  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea  ! 

Soon  as  tiic  matin  bell  prorlaimeth  nine. 

Thy  saint-adorers  count  the  rosary: 

Much  is  the  Virgin  teavd  to  shrive  them  free; 

(Well  do  I  ween  the  only  virgin  there) 

From  crimes  as  numerous  as  her  beadsmen  be ; 

Then  to  the  crowded  circus  forth  they  fare. 
Young,  old.  high,  low,  at  once  the  same  diversion  share. 

LXXH. 

The  lists  are  opetl,  the  spacious  area  clear'd, 
Thuiisands  on  thousands  piled  are  seated  rouud ; 
Long  ere  the  first  loud  trumpet's  note  is  heard, 
Ne  vacant  spare  f«ir  lated  wight  is  found  : 
Here  dons,  grandees,  but  cliieily  dames,  abound, 
Skill'd  in  the  ogle  of  a  roguish  eye, 
Yet  e\cr  well  inclined  to  heal  the  wound; 
None  ihroiigh  their  cold  disdain  are  doom'd  to  die. 
As  moon-struck  bards  complain,  by  love's  sad  archery. 

LXXIII. 
Hush'd  is  the  din  of  tongues — on  gallant  steeds. 
With  inilk-whitecreNt,;;()lil  spur.aiid  light-poised  lance. 
Four  cavaliers  prepare  for  \e;iiurcus  deeds. 
And  lowly  bending  to  the  lists  ad>ance  ; 
Uich  arr  ilwir  scarfs,  ihnr  rhargcrs  fcailv  prance  : 
If  in  the  dangerous  game  ilit-y  shine  to  day. 
The  crowd's  loud  shout  and  ladies"  lovely  glance, 
Ucsi  prize  of  better  arts  th«'y  bear  away. 
And  all  that  kings  or  chiefs  e'er  gain  their  toils  repay. 
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Lxxnr. 

la  easdy  ghicn  md  paadj  dock  amy'd. 
Bat  aB  a-feoc,  the  ItfhMimb'd  Maladora 
Standi  in  the  centrr,  eager  to  iavadt 
The  lord  of  k»wiag  Iwrdt ;  bat  not  before 
T\ie  gnmod  viifa  cautious  tread  is  traversed  o'er, 
Lett  an^u  ■ooeea  sbovid  lark  to  thwart  bk  speed 
Hie  ama  a  dart,  he  fights  aloof,  nor  more 
CiB  aaaa  achieve  witboot  the  friendly  steed, 
loo  oft  coadeoui'd  for  bias  to  bau*  and  bleed. 


Thrice 
Thcde 


LXXV. 
the  clarion ;  lo !  the  agnal  folh, 
cxpaods,  aod  eap«ctation  mote 
j      Gapes  in  nod  the  silent  circle's  peopled  walls. 

Bounds  with  one  lasbtof  spring  tlie  mighty  brate, 
I      Aod,  wildly  sttring,  spams,  wilh'soandiog  foot. 
The  and,  nor  blindly  mshes  on  his  foe: 
Here,  tlicre,  ke  points  his  thrsatentog  front,  lo  Mil 
His  first  attack,  wide  waving  to  aod  fro 
j  Hkangrylail;  led  rolk  Us  eye's  dilated  glow. 


txxvi. 

Sodden  be  stops ;  his  eye  is  fix'd ;  away. 
Away,  thou  heedless  boy !  prepare  the  spear ; 
Row  is  thy  time,  to  periah,  or  display 
Tbr  skill  that  yet  may  check  his  mad  career. 
Wicb  wett>iimed  croupe  the  nimble  coarsers  veer ; 
On  foams  the  bull,  but  not  anseathed  he  goes ; 
Stmmft  foam  bis  dank  the  crimson  torrent  clear; 
Be  fltei,  be  wheels,  distracted  with  his  throes; 

Dart  feUowa  dart ;  lance,  knoe ;  load  beUowings  speak 
his  woes. 

IXKTK. 
Again  be  conies ;  nor  dart  nor  lance  avail, 
5or  the  wild  pinngiag  of  the  tortured  horM; 
Thoogh  man  aod  man's  avenging  arms  assail, 
Tain  are  his  weapons,  vainer  is  his  force. 
One  gallant  steed  is  screlrh'd  a  mangled  corse ; 
Another,  hidoons  sight!  unseam'd  appears. 
Bis  gory  chesi  nnveik  life's  panting  source, 
Tfaoagh  dcath-Biruck  still  hk  feeble  frame  he  rears, 

Scagpving,  but  alenuaiag  all,  bklord  anhormd  hobears. 

LXXYlll. 
FoU'd,  Ueedng,  breathless,  forioos  to  the  ktc, 
FaU  in  tkeeeaire  stands  the  bull  at  bay, 
Hid  wounds,  and  dinging  darts,  and  knees  bmsl, 
And  fees  dkablcd  in  ibebmlal  fray : 
And  now  ibe  Hatadores  arooad  him  pky. 
Shake  the  red  cloak,  and  poise  the  reiidy  brand: 
Once  more  ihrongh  all  he  bursu  hk  thnoderiDg  way — 
Tain  rage !  the  mantk  qnils  the  rooyoge  hand. 
Wraps  bk  fierce  aye-  't  kpaal— he  sinks  upon  the  mnd ! 


LXXTX. 
Where  bk  vaa  neck  just  mingles  with  the  spioe, 
Sb^tfbed  in  bk  form  the  deadly  weapon  lies. 
He  stops'-he  start*— disdaining  to  decline ; 
Sowly  be  folk,  amidst  triumpliaat  cries, 
Witboot  a  groan,  wiihoot  a  struggle,  dies. 
The  decorated  car  appears~-on  high 
The  corse  is  piled — sweet  sight  for  vulgar  eyes— 
Foar  steads  that  spara  the  rein,  as  swift  as  shy, 
Bnri  the  darii  bulk  along,  scarea  teen  in  dashing  by. 


LXXX. 

9«eb  the  nngentk  tpoft  that  oft  fanket  \ 

The  Spanish  maid,  and  cbeeri  the  Spanish  swain.       I 
Nnnnred  in  blood  beUoses,  hk  heart  dettghto  ! 

In  vengeance,  gloating  on  another's  pain.  . 

What  private  feuds  the  troubled  vilkge  slain !  j 

Though  now  one  phalanx'd  host  should  meet  the  foe, 
Enough,  alas!  in  humble  homes  remain. 
To  meditate  'gainst  friends  the  secret  blow. 

For  some  slight  csuse  of  wrath,  whence  lifos  warm 
stream  must  60 w. 

LXXXL 
But  jealousy  hat  fled;  hk  bars,  hk  bolM, 
Bis  wither'd  sentinel,  duenna  sage! 
And  all  whereat  the  generous  soul  revolts, 
Which  the  stem  dourd  deem'd  he  could  encage. 
Have  pass'd  to  darkness  with  the  vanish'd  age. 
W^ho  late  so  free  as  Spanish  giris  were  seen 
(Ere  war  uprose  in  his  volcanic  rage), 
With  braided  tresses  bounding  o'er  the  green, 

Whikon  the  gay  dance  shone  night's  lover-loving  queen  ? 

LXXXfl. 
Oh!  many  a  time  and  oft  had  Harold  loved. 
Or  drtam'd  he  kvad,  sanoe  rtplnre  k  a  dream ; 
But  now  bk  wayward  boaom  waa  nnmovod. 
For  not  yet  had  he  drank  of  Lethe's  araam} 
And  lately  had  he  Icara'd  with  trath  to  deem 
Love  has  no  gift  so  grateful  as  hk  wings: 
How  foir,  how  youag,  how  soft  soe'er  he  seem. 
Full  from  the  fount  of  joy's  delicious  springs 
Some  bitter  o'er  the  flowers  iu  bubbling  venom  flings.  •' 

LXXXIff. 
Yet  to  the  beauteous  form  he  was  not  blind, 
Though  now  it  moved  him  as  it  moves  the  wise; 
Not  that  philosophy  on  such  a  mind 
E'er  ddgn'd  to  bend  her chastely-awfnl  eyes:] 
But  poMion  raves  itself  10  rest,  or  flies ; 
And  vice,  that  digs  her  own  voluplaons  tomb* 
Had  buried  long  hk  hopes,  no  more  to  rise: 
Pleasure's  pall'd  victim !  lifoabhorriag  gloom 
Wrou  on  hk  foded  brew  cuned  Cain's  anretiuig  doom. 

LXXXIV. 
Still  be  beheld,  nor  mingled  with  the  tbrtng; 
But  view'd  them  not  with  misantbropie  hale: 
Fain  would  he  now  have  join'd  the  dance,  the  song ; 
But  who  osay  smile  that  sinks  beneath  hk  fotet 
Nought  tliat  he  law  bis  sadness  couM  abate: 
Yet  once  he  siru|:gled  gainst  the  demon's  tway. 
And  as  in  beauty's  bower  he  pensive  wta, 
Pour'd  forth  tlik  unpremedilaied  ky. 
To  charms  as  foir  as  tbaat  that  toothed  bk  bappkr  day. 


TO  INEZ. 


I. 

Nat,  smile  not  at  my  sullen  brow, 

Alas !  I  cannot  smile  again ; 
Yet  Heaven  avert  that  ever  thou 

Sbouklst  weep,  and  haply  weep  in  vain. 
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3. 

And  dost  thou  ask,  what  secret  woe 
1  be:ir,  corroding  joy  and  youth  ? 

And  uilt  thou  vainly  seek  to  know 
A  pang  even  thou  must  fail  to  soothe  T 

3. 
It  is  not  love,  it  is  not  hate. 

Nor  low  ambition's  honours  lost. 
That  bids  me  loathe  my  present  state, 

And  fly  from  ail  [  prized  the  most; 

4. 

It  is  that  weariness  which  sprinijs 
From  all  I  meet,  or  hear,  or  sec ; 

To  me  no  pleasure  beauty  brinjjs; 
Thine  eyes  liave  scarce  a  charm  for  me. 

5. 
It  is  that  settled,  ceaseless  gloom 

Tiie  fabled  Hebrew  wanderer  bore; 
That  will  not  look  beyond  the  tomb» 

But  cannot  hope  for  rest  before. 

6. 
What  exile  from  himself  can  flee? 

To  zones,  though  more  and  more  remote, 
Still,  still  pursues,  where'er  1  be. 

The  bhghl  of  life — the  demon  thought 

/• 
Yet  others  rapt  in  pleasure  seem, 

And  taste  of  all  that  I  forsake; 
Oh  !  may  they  still  of  transport  dream. 

And  ne'er,  at  least  like  me,  awake! 

8. 
Through  many  a  clime  *t  is  mine  to  go, 

With  many  a  retrospection  curst; 
And  all  my  solace  is  to  kuow, 

W'hate'er  betides,  1  've  known  the  worst. 

9- 
What  is  that  worst?     Nay  do  not  ask — 

In  pity  from  the  search  forbear: 
Smile  on — nor  venture  to  unni.isk 

Man's  heart,  and  >iew  the  hell  that 's  there. 

LXXXV. 

Adieu,  fair  Cadiz  !  yea,  a  long  adieu! 
Who  may  forget  how  well  iliy  walls  have  stood? 
When  all  were  changing  ihou  alone  wert  true, 
First  to  |j€  free,  and  last  to  be  subdued  : 
And  if  amidst  a  scene,  a  shock  so  rude, 
Some  native  blood  was  seen  thy  streets  to  dye; 
A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud  :«7 
Here  all  were  noble,  save  nobility; 
None  huggd  a  conqueior's  chain,  save  fallen  chivalry! 

LXXXVI, 

Such  be  the  sons  of  Spain,  and,  strange  her  fate! 
Tht-y  light  for  frerdom  nho  were  never  free; 
A  kini;h'ss  people  for  a  ncrx'h-ss  srate. 
Her  v.issals  combat  when  their  cliiefiains  flee, 
True  to  the  \erifsi  slaves  of  treachery: 
Fond  of  a  land  which  gave  them  nought  but  life. 
Pride  points  the  path  that  leads  to  librrly; 
Back  to  thf  struggle,  baffled  in  the  strife. 
War,  war  is  siiU  the  cry,  «  war  even  to  the  knife  !»'* 


LXXXVI  I. 

Ye  who  would  more  of  Spain  and  Spaniards  know. 
Go,  read  whatc'cr  is  writ  of  bloodiest  strife : 
Whateer  keen  vengeance  urged  on  foreign  foe 
Can  act,  is  acting  there  against  man's  life : 
From  flashing  scimitar  to  secret  knife, 
War  mouldeth  there  each  weapon  to  his  need — 
So  may  he  guard  the  sister  and  the  wife, 
So  may  he  make  each  curst  oppressor  bleetl, 
So  may  such  foes  deserve  the  most  remorseless  deed! 

LXXXVHI. 

Flows  there  a  tear  of  pity  for  the  dead? 
Look  o  er  the  ravage  of  the  reeking  plain  ; 
J.ook  on  the  bauds  villi  female  si  ui»liter  red; 
Then  to  the  dog>  rc>ign  the  unburie<l  slain, 
Then  to  the  vulture  let  each  corse  remain ; 
Albeit  unwortljy  of  the  prey-bird's  maw. 
Let  their  bleach  d  bones.and  blood's  unbieaching  stain, 
Long  mark  the  battle  field  with  hideous  awe: 
Thus  only  may  our  sons  conceive  the  scenes  we  saw ! 

LXXXIX. 

Nor  yet,  alas!   the  dreadful  work  is  done, 
Fresh  legions  pour  adown  the  Pyrenees ; 
It  deepens  still,  the  work  is  scarce  begun. 
Nor  mortal  eye  the  distant  end  foresees. 
Falln  nations  g  ize  on  Spain;  if  freed,  she  frees 
More  than  her  fell  Pizarros  once  enchaiu'd  : 
Strange  retribution  !  now  Columbia's  case 
Repairs  the  wrongs  that  Quito's  sons  sustain'd, 
While  o'er  the  parent  clime  prowls  murder  unrestraio'd. 

XC. 
Not  all  the  blood  at  Talavera  shed. 
Not  all  the  marvels  of  Barossa's  fight. 
Not  Albucra,  lavish  of  the  dead," 
Have  won  for  Spain  her  well  asserted  right. 
When  shall  her  olive-branch  be  free  from  blight? 
Wlwii  shall  she  breathe  her  from  the  blushing  toil? 
How  many  a  doubtful  day  sliall  sink  in  night. 
Ere  the  Frank  robber  turn  him  from  his  spoil. 
And  freedom's  sirauger-trce  grow  native  of  the  soil ! 

XGI. 

And  thou,  my  friend  !"9— since  unavailing  woe 
Bursts  from  my  heart, and  mingles  with  the  strain — 
Had  the  sword  laid  thee  with  the  mighty  low. 
Pride  migiil  forbid  even  friendship  to  complain  ; 
But  thus  unlaurell'd,  to  descend  in  vain. 
By  all  forgotten,  save  the  lonely  breast, 
And  mix  uubleeding  with  the  boasted  slain. 
While  glory  crowns  so  many  a  meaner  crest ! 
What  hadst  thou  done  to  sink  so  peacefully  to  rest  ? 

XCH. 
Oh,  known  the  earliest,  and  esleem'd  the  most ' 
Dear  to  a  heart  where  nought  was  left  so  dear! 
Thou);h  to  my  hopeless  dav*  for  ever  lost, 
la  <lrrams  <leny  me  not  to  see  thee  here! 
And  morn  in  secret  siiall  renew  the  tear 
Of  roust  iousiiess  awaking  to  her  woes, 
And  fanty  jiover  o'er  thy  bloodless  bier. 
Till  my  frail  frame  return  to  whence  it  rose. 
And  mouru'd  and  mourner  lie  united  in  repose. 
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I 


XCUI. 
is  ooe  fjtie  of  Haroia't  pilfrtaufe: 
Ve  ^to  of  him  ouy  Airther  aeek  to  know, 
ShaU  find  aofne  lidingt  in  a  fuiiire  page. 
If  he  ihac  rbjmeth  now  may  icribble  moe. 
h  this  too  mach  7  stem  critic !  say  not  so  : 
Patience  I  and  ye  shall  hear  what  he  beheld 
In  other  lands,  where  he  was  doom'd  to  go  : 
Lands  that  conuin  the  monuments  of  Ehl, 
Ere  Greece  and  Grecian  arts  by  barbaron*  hands  were 
qadfd. 


I 


I 


I 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

CouM^  him  tysd  maid  of  h«aven!~bul  thoa,  alas  I 
Didst  never  yet  ooe  mortal  song  inspire-' 
Goddess  of  wisdom !  here  thy  temple  was, 
And  is,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire,  * 
And  years,  that  bade  thy  worship  to  expire; 
But  worse  than  steel,  and  flame,  and  ages  slow, 
b  the  dread  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  sacred  glow 
That  thoughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polish'd  breasts 


II. 
▲ncienc  of  days!  aognst  Athena !  where, 
Where  are  thy  men  of  might  ?  thy  gnnd  in  soul  T 
Gone,  glimniering  thro*  the  dream  of  thinp  that  were ; 
Fint  in  the  race  that  led  to  glory's  goal, 
Tbey  won,  and  pass'd  away — is  this  the  whole  T 
A  school-boy's  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  boor  ? 
The  warriors  weapon  and  the  sophist's  stole 
Are  sought  in  vain,  and  o'er  each  mouldering  tower, 
Dim  with  the  mistof  years,  grey  flits  the  shade  of  power. 

in. 

Son  of  the  morning,  rise !  approach  yon  here ! 
Come — bat  moleat  not  yon  defenceless  um : 
Look  on  this  spot — a  nation's  sepulchre ! 
Abode  of  gods,  whose  shrinw  no  longer  hnra. 
Eren  gods  mnst  yield — religions  take  their  turn  : 
T  was  Joye's^'t  is  Mahomel's — and  other  creeds 
Will  rise  with  other  years,  till  man  shall  learn 
Vainly  his  incense  soars,  his  victim  bleeds ; 

Poor  child  of  doubt  and  death,  whose  hope  is  built  on 
reeds. 

IV. 
Bound  to  the  earth,  be  lifts  bis  eye  to  heaven — 
If  't  not  enough,  unhappy  thing !  to  know 
Thou  art  ?    Is  this  a  boon  so  kindly  given. 
That  being,  thou  wouldst  be  again,  and  go. 
Thou  know'st  not,  rcck'st  not  to  what  region,  so 
On  earth  no  more,  but  mingled  wiib  the  skies  ? 
Still  wilt  thou  dream  on  future  joy  and  woe  ! 
Regard  and  weigh  yon  dust  before  it  flics : 

That  little  am  aaith  hmmc  than  thousand  homilies. 


Or  bwst  Ihn  eaaish'd  hero's  lofky 
Far  on  the  solilary  shoe*  he  s1cc|m  :* 
Be  fell,  and  felling  nations  moum'd  afonnd ; 
But  now  not  one  of  saddening  thousands  weeps. 
Nor  warlike  worshipper  hb  vigil  keeps 
Where  demi-f  ods  appcar'd,  as  records  telL 
Remove  yon  sknil  from  out  the  scattered  heaps : 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  god  may  dwrilT 
W^hy  even  the  worm  at  last  disdains  her  shatler'd  cell! 

VI. 
Look  on  itt  broken  arch,  its  ruln'd  wall. 
Its  chambers  desolate,  and  portals  foul : 
Yes,  this  was  once  ambition's  airy  hall. 
The  dome  of  thought,  the  palace  of  the  soul : 
Rekold  through  each  lacklustre,  eyeless  hole. 
The  gay  recess  of  vrisdom  and  of  wit. 
And  passion's  host,  that  never  brook'd  control : 
Can  all,  saint,  uge,  or  sophist  ever  writ. 
People  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refit  f 

vn. 

Well  didst  thon  speak,  Athena's  wisest  son  * 
«  All  that  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known.* 
Why  should  we  shrink  from  what  we  cannot  than? 
Each  has  his  pang,  but  feeble  sufferers  groan 
W'itb  brain-bom  dreams  of  evil  all  their  own. 
Pursue  what  chance  or  fete  proclaimeth  best; 
Peace  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron  : 
There  no  forced  banquet  claims  the  sated  gncst. 
But  silence  spreads  the  couch  of  ever-welcoma  rest. 

VIII. 
Yet  if,  as  holiest  men  have  deem'd,  there  be 
A  land  of  souls  beyond  that  Rable  sliore. 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sedducee 
And  sophists,  madly  vain  of  dubious  lore ; 
How  sweet  it  were  in  concert  to  adore 
With  those  who  made  our  morul  labours  light! 
To  hear  each  voice  we  fear'd  to  hear  no  more ! 
Behold  each  mighty  shade  reveal'd  to  sight. 
The  Ractrian,  Samian  sage,  and  all  who  taught  the  right ! 

IX. 
There,  thou  !->whose  love  and  life  together  fled. 
Have  left  me  here  to  love  and  live  in  vain— > 
Twined  with  my  heart,  and  can  I  deem  thee  dead. 
When  busy  memory  flashes  on  my  brain  ? 
Well— I  will  dream  that  we  may  meet  again, 
And  woo  the  vbion  to  my  vacant  breast : 
If  aught  of  young  remembrance  then  remain, 
Be  as  it  may  futurity's  behest. 
For  me  't  were  bliM  mough  to  know  thy  spirit  blest ! 

X. 

Here  let  me  sit  upon  this  massy  stone. 
The  marble  column's  yet  unsliaken  base ; 
Here,  son  of  Saturn  I  was  thy  fev'riie  lliront :  4 
Mightiest  of  many  such!  Hence  let  me  trace 
The  blent  grandeur  of  thy  dwelling-place. 
It  may  not  be  :  Utor  even  can  fancy's  eye 
Restore  what  lime  hath  labour'd  to  deface. 
Yet  these  proud  pillars  claim  no  passing  sigh — 
I'nmoved  the  Moslem  sits,  the  light  Greek  carob  by. 
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XI. 

Dut  vho,  of  all  ibe  plunderers  of  yon  fane 
On  liit;li,  where  Pnllas  lin{;er'(i,  loth  to  tlee 
The  latest  relic  of  her  ancient  rci{jD  ; 
The  last,  the  worst,  dull  spoiler,  ^ho  was  he? 
Blush,  Caledonia  !  such  thy  son  could  he  ! 
Enijiand!  I  joy  no  child  he  was  of  thine: 
Thv  free-horn  men  should  spare  what  once  was  free  ; 
Yet  they  could  violate  each  s;iddenin{j$hrine. 
And  bear  these  altars  o'er  the  loii^-reluciant  brine.^ 

xir. 

Rut  most  the  modern  Pict's  ignoble  boast, 
To  rive  what  Goth,  and  Turk,  and  time  hath  spared  S' 
Cold  as  the  cra{;s  upon  his  native  coast. 
His  miad  as  barren  and  his  heart  as  hard. 
Is  he  whose  head  conceived,  whose  hand  prepared, 
Au);ht  to  displace  Athena's  poor  remains: 
Her  sons  too  weak  the  sacred  shrine  to  (;uard. 
Yet  felt  some  portion  of  their  mother's  pains,? 
And  never  knew,  till  then,  the  weight  of  despot's  chains. 

XIII. 

What !  shall  it  e'er  be  said  by  Rritish  tongue, 
Albion  was  happy  in  Athena's  tears? 
Though  in  thy  name  the  slaves  her  bosom  wrung, 
Tell  not  the  deed  to  blushing  Kurope's  ears ; 
The  ocean  qureu,  the  free  Britannia  bears 
The  hist  poor  plunder  from  a  bleeding  land  : 
Yes,  she,  whose  gen'rous  aid  her  name  endears. 
Tore  down  those  remnants  with  a  harpy's  hand, 
Which  envious  Eld  forbore,  and  tyrants  left  to  stand. 

XIV. 
Where  was  thine  apgis.  Pallas!  that  appall'd 
Stern  Alaric  and  havoc  on  their  way?^ 
Where  Peleus'  son  ?  whom  hell  in  >aiu  enthrall'd. 
His  .shade  from  Hades  upon  that  dread  day. 
Bursting  to  light  in  terrible  array  ! 
What!  could  not  Pluto  spare  th**  chief  once  more. 
To  scare  a  second  robber  from  his  prey } 
Idly  he  wander'd  on  the  Stygian  shore, 
Nor  now  preserved  the  walls  he  loved  to  shield  before. 

XV. 

Cold  is  the  heart,  fair  Greece  !  that  looks  on  thee, 
Mor  feels  as  lovers  o'er  the  dust  they  loved  ; 
Dull  IS  the  eye  that  will  not  weep  to  see 
Thy  walls  defaced,  thy  mouldering  shrines  removed 
Uy  British  hands,  which  it  had  best  behoved 
To  guard  those  relics  ne'er  to  be  restored. 
Curst  be  the  hour  wlien  from  their  i>le  they  roved. 
And  oui'v  again  thy  hapless  bosom  gored. 
And  suatch'd  thy  shrinking  gods  to  northern  climes 
abhorrd! 

XVI. 

But  where  is  Harold  ?  shall  I  then  forget 
To  urge  the  gloomy  wandrrer  a'vr  the  wave? 
Kittle  reek'd  he  of  all  that  men  nj;ret ; 
No  lo>e<i-one  now  in  fi-iguti  laninit  could  rave  ; 
>o  friend  the  parting  hand  extended  gave, 
Ere  the  cold  stranger  pass'd  to  other  climes  : 
Hard  is  his  heart  whom  charms  may  not  enslave ; 
But  Harold  f<  It  not  as  in  other  times. 
And  left  without  a  sigh  the  land  of  ^nr  and  crimes. 


XVII. 

He  that  has  sail'd  upon  the  dark  blue  sea 
Has  \ie\vd  at  times,  I  ween,  a  full  fair  sight  ; 
W'hen  the  fresh  breeze  is  fair  as  breeze  may  be, 
The  while  sail  set,  the  gallant  frigate  tight ; 
Masts,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right. 
The  glorious  main  expanding  o'er  the  bow, 
The  convoy  spread  like  wild  swans  in  their  flight. 
The  dullest  sailer  wearing  br.ively  now, 
So  gaily  curl  the  waves  before  each  dashing  prow, 

XVIII. 

And  oh,  the  little  warlike  world  vitliin! 
The  well-reeved  ;;uns,  ilir  netted  r.uiopy,^ 
The  hoarse  eonitnand,  the  busy  luininiing  din, 
When,  at  a  word,  the  lops  are  manu'd  on  high  : 
Hark  to  the  boatswains  call,  the  cheering  cry! 
While  through  the  seaman's  hand  the  tackl*^  gli(l<  & 
Or  school-boy  mid>hipnian  that,  standing  by, 
Strains  his  shrill  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betides, 
And  well  the  docile  crew  that  skilful  urchin  guides, 

XIX. 

White  is  the  glassy  deck,  >»ilhout  a  slain. 
Where  on  the  watch  the  si.iid  lieutenant  walks  • 
Look  on  that  part  which  sacred  doth  remain 
For  the  lone  chieftain,  who  majestic  stalks. 
Silent  and  feard  by  all — not  oft  he  talks 
With  aught  beneath  him,  if  he  would  preserve 
That  strict  restraint,  which  broken,  ever  balk'* 
(Conquest  and  fame:   hut  llritons  rarely  swerve 

From  law,    however  stern,  mIiicIi  tends  their  strength 
to  nerve. 

XX. 
Blow!  swiftly  blow,  thou  keel-compelling  gale  ! 
Till  the  broad  sun  witlulraws  his  lessening  ray; 
Then  must  the  pennant-hearer  slacken  sail, 
That  lagging  barks  mav  make  ihfir  lazy  way. 
Ah!  grievance  sore,  and  listl<*ss  dull  delay, 
To  waste  on  sluggish  hulks  the  sweetest  hreere  ! 
W'liat  leagues  are  lost  before  the  dawn  of  day. 
Thus  loitering  pensive  on  the  Milling  seas. 

The  Happing  sail  haul'd  down  to  halt  for  logs  like  tbes<' ' 

xxr. 

The  moon  is  up;  by  He.iverj  a  lovely  eve! 
Long  stream!}  of  light  oer  dant  ing  waves  expand; 
Now  Kuls  on  shore  may  sigh,  and  maids  believe  : 
Such  be  our  fate  when  we  return  to  land  I 
Meantime  some  rude  Arion  s  restless  hand 
Wakes  the  brisk  harnioiiy  that  sailors  love; 
A  circle  there  of  nicrrv  listeners  stand. 
Or  to  some  well-known  measure  featly  move. 
Though iless,  as  if  on  shore  they  stdl  were  free  to  rove. 

XXII. 

Through  Cilpes  straits  survey  the  sleepy  shore; 
Euiope  and  .Afric  on  eaeli  other  i;a/e  ! 
Lands  of  the  dark-eyed  maid  and  dusky  Moor 
Alike  lieheld  heiieallj  ]).»le  Her  iCes  hl.i/e  : 
llov*  softly  on  the  Sj»,iiiis|i  slmre  she  plays, 
Disclosing  rock,  and  slope,  and  forest  brown, 
Distim  t,  thoii|;h  dirkeiiitig  with  her  wuiiiig  phisr  ; 
But  .Mauiitania's  gijiil-sh.idovvs  frown, 
Trom  mountaiu-cliff  to  coast  descending  sombre  down 
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xxtn. 

T  is  oigfac,  vhcD  mediutioo  bids  itt  feel 
We  once  have  loved,  though  Jove  w  al  an  end : 
Hie  heart,  looe  aumrner  of  iu  baffled  leal, 
Tbottsb  friendless  now.  vill  dream  il  had  a  friend. 
Who  viih  die  weight  of  years  would  wish  Co  bend. 
When  youth  itself  snnrivcs  young  love  and  joy  I 
Alas  !  when  mingling  souls  forget  to  blend, 
D«ath  hath  but  little  left  him  to  destroy! 
Ah*,  happy  years  J  once  more  who  would  not  be  a  boy  ? 


XXIV. 

Thus  bending  o'er  the  vessels  laving  side. 
To  gaze  on  Diao  s  wave-reflrcted  sphere , 
The  ami  forgeu  her  scheme*  of  hope  and  pride, 
Aod  dies  onconscious  o'er  each  backward  year. 
Nooe  are  so  desolate  but  somelhiog  dear. 
Dearer  than  self,  posse&ses  or  possess'd 
A  thought,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a  tear; 
A  rtashio^  P*og!  of  which  the  weary  breast 
ottid  still,  albeit  in  vain,  the  heavy  heart  divest. 


W 


XXV. 

To  «it  OD  rocks,  to  muse  o'er  flood  and  fell. 
To  »iowly  trace  the  forest's  shady  scene. 
Wiiere  things  that  own  not  man's  dominion  dwdl, 
And  mortal  foot  hath  ne'er,  or  rarely  been  ; 
To  dinb  tlie  Iracklcas  mountain  all  unseen. 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold ; 
Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  foils  to  lean— 
ThU  is  not  solitude ;  't  is  but  to  hold 

Convene  with  Nature's  eharma,  and  view  her  slores 
nnrtkird. 

XXVI. 
But  'midflC  the  crowd,  the  hnm,  the  shock  of  men, 
To  bear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess, 
Aod  roam  nlong,  the  world'*  tired  deoiten. 
With  nooe  who  bless  ns.  none  whom  we  can  ble« ; 
Miatoos  of  splendour  shrinking  from  distress ! 
5oae  thai,  with  kimlred  coosciousoes*  endued. 
If  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  llie  less 
Of  all  that  flatier'd,  follow'd,  sought,  and  sued ; 

This  is  ie  be  alone ;  this,  this  b  soUtnde ! 

xxvn. 

Mofe  Meet  the  life  of  godly  eremite, 
Soch  as  on  lonely  Achos  may  be  seen 
Watching  at  eve  upon  the  giaot  height. 
Which  looks  o'er  wavrs  «o  blue,  skies  so  serene. 
That  he  vrfao  there  at  such  an  hour  bath  been 
Will  wistful  linger  on  that  hallow'd  spot ; 
Then  slowly  tear  him  from  the  wilching  scene, 
Sigh  forth  one  wish  tliat  such  had  been  his  lot. 
Then  tnm  to  bale  a  world  he  liad  almost  forgoL 

XXVIII. 

Pass  we  the  long,  unvarying  course,  the  track 
Oft  trod,  tliat  never  lea%es  a  trace  behind  ; 
Pass  we  the  cairn,  the  gale,  the  change,  the  tack, 
Aad  each  well-kuown  caprice  of  wave  and  wind; 
PiMs  we  the  joys  and  sorrows  sailors  6nd, 
Coop'd  in  their  winged  sea-girt  citadel ; 
The  foul,  the  fair,  the  contniry,  the  kind. 
As  brecses  rite  and  fall  and  billows  swell, 
liU  on  aome  jocund  aora^lo,  land !  and  ail  is  well. 


XXIX. 
But  not  in  eilenee  pass  Calypso's  isles,** 
The  sister  lenanls  of  the  middle  deep ; 
There  for  the  weary  still  a  haven  smilea. 
Though  the  foir  goddess  long  hath  ceased  to  weep. 
And  o'er  her  cliff*  a  fruitless  watch  to  keep 
For  him  who  dared  prefer  a  mortal  bride  : 
Here,  loo,  his  boy  essayed  the  dreadful  leap 
Stem  Mentor  urg'd  from  high  to  yonder  tide ; 

While  thus  of  both  bereft,  the  nymph-queen  doubly 
sigh'd. 

XXX. 
Her  reign  is  past,  her  gentle  gloriet  gone : 
But  trust  not  this ;  loo  easy  youth,  beware  ! 
A  mortal  sovereign  hc»lds  hrr  dangerous  throne. 
And  tliott  mayti  hnd  a  new  Calypso  there. 
Sweet  Florence  !  could  another  ever  share 
Tlii*  wayward,  loveless  heart.  It  would  be  thine: 
Rut  rheck'd  by  every  lie,  I  may  not  dare 
To  cast  a  worthless  offering  at  thy  shrine. 

Nor  ask  so  dear  a  breast  to  feel  one  pang  for  miae. 

XXXI. 

Thus  Harold  deem'd,  as  on  thai  lady's  eye 
He  look'd,  and  met  its  beam  without  a  thought. 
Save  admiration  glancing  liarmless  by: 
I^ve  kept  aloof,  albeit  not  for  remote. 
Who  knew  his  voury  often  lost  and  cunghc. 
But  knew  him  as  his  worshipper  no  more, 
And  ne'er  again  the  boy  bis  boMHn  sought: 
Since  now  he  vainly  urged  him  to  adore. 
Well  deem'd  the  little  god  his  ancient  sway  was  o'er. 

XXXII. 

Fair  Florence  found,  in  sooth  wilh  some  amaie. 
One  who,  t  wa*  said,  still  si|;h'd  to  all  he  saw, 
Withfttand,  unmoved,  tite  lustre  of  her  gase. 
Which  others  hail'd  with  real,  or  mimic  awe. 
Their  hope,  their  doom,  llieir  |njnishment.  llicir  law; 
All  that  gay  beauty  from  her  bondsmen  claims: 
And  murh  slie  inarvell'd  tliat  a  youth  so  raw 
Nor  felt,  nor  feign'd  at  least  the  ofl-lold  flames. 
Which,  though  sometimes  they  frown,  yal  rarely  anger 
dames. 

xxxin. 

Little  kuAr  she  that  seeming  marble4ieart. 
Now  roask'd  in  silence  or  witliheld  by  pride, 
Was  mM  unskilful  in  the  spoiler's  art. 
And  spread  its  snarrs  liceottoii*  for  nod  wide; 
Nor  from  the  bese  pursuit  had  lum'd  aside. 
As  long  as  aught  was  worthy  to  pursue : 
But  Harold  on  surh  arts  no  more  relied ; 
And  had  be  doated  on  those  eyes  so  blue. 
Yet  never  wouhl  he  join  the  lovers'  whining  crtw. 

XXXfV. 

Not  much  be  kens,  1  ween,  of  woman's  breast. 
Who  thinks  ihat  wanton  thing  is  won  by  sighs ; 
What  careth  she  for  himrts  when  once  poasess'd? 
Do  proper  homage  to  thine  idol'»  eyes; 
But  Dot  too  humbly,  or  she  will  de&pise 
Thee  and  thy  suit,  lhou(;h  told  in  moving  tropes : 
Dt<4;uise  even  tenderness,  if  ihou  art  wise; 
Bri«k  confidence  still  be*t  with  woumo  copes ; 
Piqua  her  and  soothe  in  luru,  soon  paiaion  crowns  thy 
hopes. 
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XXXV. 

T  i»  an  oid  lesson  ;  time  approves  it  true, 
And  (liosc  who  know  it  best,  deplore  it  most ; 
When  ail  is  won  that,  all  desire  to  woo, 
The  paltry  prize  is  hardly  worth  the  cost : 
Youtti  wasted,  minds  degraded,  honour  lost, 
Tlie<;e  are  thy  fruits,  successful  passion !  these  ! 
If,  kindly  cruel,  early  hope  is  crost, 
Still  to  the  last  it  rankli-s,  a  disease 
Not  to  be  cured  when  love  itself  forgets  to  please- 

XXXVI. 

Away !  nor  let  me  loiter  in  my  song, 
For  we  have  many  a  moun'ain-path  to  tread, 
And  many  a  varied  shore  to  sail  along, 
By  pensive  sadness,  not  by  Hctiou,  led — 
Climes,  fair  withal  as  ever  mortal  head 
Imagined  in  its  little  schemes  of  thought; 
Or  e'er  in  new  Utopias  were  read, 
To  teach  man  what  he  might  be,  or  he  ought ; 
If  that  corrupted  thing  could  ever  such  be  taught. 

XXXVII. 
Dear  nature  is  the  kindest  mother  still, 
Tliout;h  alway  changing,  in  her  aspect  mild  ; 
From  her  bure  bosom  let  me  take  my  fill. 
Her  ncvcr-wean'd,  though  not  her  favour'd  child. 
Oh  !  she  is  fairest  in  her  features  wild, 
Where  nothing  polish'd  dares  pollute  her  path  : 
To  me  by  day  or  night  she  ever  smiled, 
Though  I  have  mark'd  her  when  none  other  hath. 

And  sought  her  more  and  more,  and  loved  her  best  in 
wrath, 

XXXVIII. 
Land  of  Albania!  where  Iskander  rose. 
Theme  of  the  young,  and  beacon  of  the  wise. 
And  he,  his  name-sake,  whose  oft-baf(led  foes 
Shrunk  from  his  deeds  of  chivalrous  emprise  : 
Land  of  Albania  !  "  let  me  bend  mini*' eyes 
On  thee,  thou  rugged  nurse  of  sava^jc  men ! 
The  cross  descends,  thy  minarets  arise, 
And  the  pale  crescent  sparkles  in  the  glen. 

Through  many  a  cypress-grove  within  each  city's  ken. 

XXXIX. 

Childe  Harold  sail'd,  and  pass'd  the  barren  spot  '> 
Where  sad  Penelope  o'erlook'd  the  wave  ; 
And  onward  view'd  the  mount,  not  yet  forgot, 
The  lover's  refuge,  and  the  Lesbian's  grave. 
Dark  Sappho  !  could  not  vcise  immortal  save 
That  breast  imbued  with  such  immortal  fire? 
Cuuld  she  not  live  who  life  eternal  gave? 
If  life  eternal  may  await  the  lyre. 
That  only  heaven  to  which  earth's  children  may  aspire. 

XL. 
T  was  on  a  Grecian  autumn's  gentle  eve 
I        (Childe  Harold  hail'd  Leucadia's  rape  afir; 
I        A  spot  he  long'd  to  sec,  nor  cared  to  leave  : 
Oft  did  he  mark  the  scenes  of  vanish  d  war, 
Actium,  Lepanio,  fatal  Trafalijar  ;»* 
Mark  them  unmoved,  fur  he  would  not  delight 
(Born  beneath  some  remote  inglorious  star) 
In  themes  of  bloody  fray,  or  gallant  fi({ht. 
But  loathed  the  bravo's  trade,  and  laugh'd  at  martial 
wighl. 


XLL 

But  when  he  saw  the  evening  star  abovt 
Leucadia's  far-projecting  rock  of  woe. 
And  hail'd  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  love,'^ 
He  felt,  or  deem'd  he  felt,  no  common  glow  : 
And  as  the  stately  vessel  glided  slow. 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  that  ancient  mount. 
He  watch'd  the  billows'  melancholy  flow. 
And,  sunk  albeit  in  thought  as  lie  was  wont, 
More  pbicid  seem'd  his  eye,  and  smooth  his  pallid  front. 

XLIL 
Morn  dawns  ;  and  with  it  stern  Albania's  hills, 
Dark  Suli's  rocks,  and  Pindus'  inland  peak. 
Robed  half  in  mist,  bedew'd  with  snowy  rdls, 
Array'd  in  many  a  dun  .ind  purple  streak. 
Arise;  and,  as  the  clouds  along  them  break, 
Disclose  the  dwelling  of  the  mountaineer: 
Here  roams  the  wolf,  the  eagle  whets  bis  beak, 
Birds,  beasts  of  prey,  and  wilder  men  appear. 
And  gathering  storms  around  convulse  the  closing  year. 

XLIIL 
Now  Harold  felt  himself  at  length  alone. 
And  bade  to  christian  tongues  a  long  adieu  ; 
Now  he  adventured  on  a  shore  unknown. 
Which  all  admire,  but  many  dread  to  vifw; 
His  breast  was  arm'd  'gainst  fate,  his  wants  were  few  ; 
Peril  be  sought  not,  but  ne'er  shrank  to  meet. 
The  scene  was  savage,  but  the  scene  was  new  ; 
This  made  the  ceaseless  toil  of  travel  sweet. 

Beat  back  keen  winter's  blast,  and  welcomed  summer's 
heat. 

XLIV. 
Here  the  red  cross,  for  still  the  cross  is  here, 
'I  liou(jh  sadly  scoff  d  at  by  the  circumciscii, 
Forgets  that  pride  to  pampered  priesthood  dear. 
Churchman  and  votary  alike  despised. 
Foul  superstition  !  howsoc'er  disguised. 
Idol,  saint,  \irgin,  propliei,  crescent,  cross. 
For  whatsoever  symbol  thou  art  pnipd. 
Thou  sacerdotal  gain,  but  general  loss! 

Who  from  true  worship's  gold  can  separate  ihy  dross  1 

XLV. 
Ambracia  s  gnlph  behold,  where  once  was  lost 
A  world  for  woman,  lovrly,  harmless  tbing  I 
In  yonder  rippling  bay,  their  naval  host 
Did  many  a  lloman  chief  and  Asian  king  '^ 
To  doubtful  conllict,  certain  slauyliter  briug  ; 
Look  where  the  second  Osars  trophi*-*  rose  I  '*• 
Now,  like  ilie  hands  that  rrar  d  them,  withering  . 
Imperial  anarchs,  doubling  human  woes! 
God!  was  thy  globe  ordain'd  for  such  to  win  and  lose  ' 

XLVI. 

From  the  dark  barriers  of  iliat  ru{^ged  clime. 
Even  to  the  centre  of  lllyla's  \.ilcs, 
Cliildc  Harold  passd  o'er  many  a  mount  suLliine, 
'rhroui;li  lands  scarce  noticed  in  historic  tales; 
Yet  in  famed  Attica  such  lovrly  dales 
Are  rarely  seen;  nor  can  fair  Tempe  boast 
A  charm  they  know  not ;  loved  Parnassus  faiU, 
Thougli  clasMc  ground  and  i  on,secrar<'d  most. 
To  match  some  spots  that  Inrk  withintliis  lowering  co.ist. 


XLvn. 

He  fwss'd  bleak  Kudus,  Acberutia  t  hke,  *7 
Aod  ieh  tbe  prinuJ  city  of  ibc  land. 
And  onwards  did  bis  hiither  joaracy  take 
To  greet  Albania's  cbaef,  '*  wbose  dread  command 
Is  lawle«  lav ;  for  wiib  a  bloody  liand 
He  c«ay«  a  nation,  turbulent  and  bold: 
Tel  here  and  there  some  daring  mountain-band 
Disdain  bis  pover,  and  from  their  rocky  bold 
Biffl  their  drfianrr  fu>,  nor  yield,  unless  to  gold.  *f 

XLvni. 

Monastic  Zitza !  *•  from  thy  shady  brow. 
Thou  small,  but  Csvour'd  spot  of  holy  gronnd ! 
Where'er  we  gaie,  around,  above,  below, 
What  rainbov  tints,  what  magic  charms  are  fomad ! 
Eock,  river,  forest,  mountain  all  abound, 
And  bluest  skies  that  harmonise  the  whole  : 
Beneath,  the  disunt  torrent's  rushing  sound 
I      TelU  where  the  volumcd  catamct  doth  roll 
I  Between  those  hanging  rocks,  that  shock  yet  please  the 


XUX. 
Amidst  the  grove  that  crowns  yon  tnfted  hill, 
Whkh,  were  it  not  for  many  a  mountain  nigh 
kising  in  lofty  ranks,  and  loftier  still, 
Mi^i  well  itself  be  dcem'd  of  dignity, 
Tbe  convent's  while  walls  glisten  foir  on  high : 
Here  dwells  the  caloyer,**  nor  rude  is  he, 
5or  ttigigard  of  hb  cheer;  the  passer  by 
Is  weleome  still;  nor  heedless  will  he  Oee 
From  Imce,  if  he  delight  kind  nature's  sheen  to  see. 


I 


Bere  in  the  anltriest  season  let  him  rest. 
Fresh  la  tbe  green  beneath  those  aged  trees; 
Here  winds  o#  gentlest  wing  will  fan  his  breast. 
From  heaven  itself  he  may  inhale  the  breeie: 
Tbe  plaai  is  for  beneath— oh !  let  him  seise 
Fare  plcnaore  while  he  can;  the  scorching  ray 
Bere  pierccth  not,  impregnate  with  disease : 
Then  let  has  length  tlie  loitering  pilgrim  lay. 
And  gaae,  nntired,  the  mora,  the  noon,  the  eve  away. 

LI. 
Dnsky  and  hnge,  enlarging  on  the  sight, 
!(a(ttR's  Tolcanic  amphitheatre,  ** 
Cbimsra'e  Alps  extenid  from  left  to  right: 
Bf^ieath,  a  living  valley  seems  lo  stir; 
Flocks  play,  trees  wave,  streams  flow,  the  moontain  fir 
5odding  above :  behold  black  Acheron !  ** 
Onee  consecrated  to  the  sepulchre. 
Plato  !  if  tliis  be  hell  I  look  upon, 
Qv*  shamed  Elyainm's  gates,  my  shade  shall  aeek  for 


LII. 
9e  city's  lowers  pollute  the  lovely  view; 
UmevQ  is  Taoina,  though  not  remote, 
Veird  by  the  screen  of  hills!  here  men  are  few. 
Scanty  the  hamlet,  rare  the  lonely  cot; 
Bur,  peering  down  each  precipice,  the  goat 
Brow^ieth ;  and,  penuve  o'er  his  scattefd  flock, 
Tbe  linle  slieptierd  in  his  while  capote  *< 
Doth  lean  hi^  boyish  form  aloag  the  rock, 
Or  in  bis  cave  awaits  the  tempest's  short-lived  shock. 


Lni. 

Oh !  where,  DodoiM !  is  thine  aged  grova, 
Rrophetic  fount,  and  oracle  divine? 
What  valley  echoed  the  response  of  Jove  7 
What  trace  remaioMb  of  the  Thunderer's  shrine t 
All,  all  forgotten — and  shall  man  repine 
That  his  frail  bonds  to  fleeting  life  are  broke  T 
Cease,  fool!  the  fote  of  gods  may  well  be  thine : 
WouMst  thou  survive  the  marble  or  the  oak  T 

When  nations,  tongues,  and  worlds  must  sink  beneath 
the  stroke ! 

LIV. 
Epirus'  bounds  recede,  and  mountains  foil; 
Tired  of  up-gatint;  «>tili,  ibe  wearied  eye 
Keposes  gladly  on  as  smooth  a  vale 
As  ever  kpring  yrlad  in  gra^^y  dye: 
Even  on  a  pUio  no  humble  beauties  lie. 
Where  some  hold  river  breaks  the  long  expanse. 
And  woods  along  the  banks  are  waving  high. 
Whose  shadows  in  the  glassy  waters  dance. 

Or  with  the  moon-beams  sleep  in  midnighCa  aolcoui 
trance. 

IV. 
Tlie  sun  had  sank  behind  vast  Tomerit,  *> 
And  Laos  wide  and  fierce  came  roaring  by;*^ 
The  shades  of  wonted  night  were  gathering  yet. 
When,  down  the  steep  banks  winding  warily, 
Childe  Harold  saw,  like  meteon  in  the  sky. 
The  glittering  minareu  of  Tepalen, 
Whose  walls  o'erlook  the  stream  ;  and  drawing  nigh, 
He  heard  the  busy  hum  of  warrior>meo 

Swelling  the  breexe  ihat  sigh'd  along  ilielengih'ningglen. 

LVI. 
He  pass'd  the  sacred  ha  ram's  silent  tower, 
And,  UD<iemeafh  the  wide  o'erarcliiog  gate. 
Survey  d  the  dwelling  of  this  chief  of  power. 
Where  all  around  proclaim'd  his  high  csute. 
Amidst  no  common  pomp  the  despot  sate. 
While  busy  preparations  shook  the  court. 
Slaves,  eunuchs,  soldiera,  guesU,  and  sanlont  wail; 
Witliia,  a  palace,  and  without,  a  fort: 
Here  men  of  every  clime  appear  to  make  resort. 

LVH. 

Richly  caparison'd,  a  ready  row 
Of  armed  horse,  and  many  a  warlike  store 
Circled  the  wide-exlendiog  court  below : 
Above,  strange  fjroups  adorn'd  the  corridor; 
And  oft-times  through  the  Area's  echoing  door 
Some  high-cappd  Tartar  spurr d  his  steed  away: 
The  Turk,  the  Greek,  tbe  Albanian,  ami  the  Moor, 
Here  mingled  in  their  many>hued  array. 
While  tlie  deep  warnirum's  sound  annouiKed  the  close 
of  day. 

Lvni. 

The  wild  Albanian  kirtled  to  his  knee, 
With  shawl-girt  head  and  ornamented  gun. 
And  pold-embroider'd  garments,  fair  to  see; 
The  cnmson-scarfed  men  of  Macedoo; 
The  Delhi  with  his  cap  of  terror  on. 
And  crooked  glaive;  llie  lively,  supple  Greek; 
And  swarthy  Nubia's  mutit.ited  son; 
The  bearded  Turk,  that  rarely  deigns  to  speak. 
Master  of  all  around,  loo  potent  to  be  meek. 
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LIX. 
Are  mix'd  conspicuous:  some  recHue  in  ^oups, 
Scnunint;  llie  motiev  srene  that  varies  round; 
There  some  {;rave  Moslem  to  devotion  stoops. 
Ami  some  that  smoke, and  some  that  pl:«y,  are  found; 
Here  the  Alhanian  proudly  treads  the  {ground; 
Half  whisperiujj  there  the  (in-ek  is  heard  to  prate; 
Hark!  from  the  mosque  the  iii);hily  solemn  sound, 
The  Muezzin's  call  doth  shake  the  minaret, 
nThereisuo  god  hut  God! — to  prayer — lo!  God  is  great!  >> 

LX. 
Just  at  this  season  Ramazani's  fast 
Throu{;h  the  lon(^  day  its  penance  did  maintain: 
but  when  the  liii^jcriog  twilight  hour  was  past, 
Revel  and  feast  assumed  the  rule  njjain  : 
Now  all  was  bustle,  and  the  menial  train 
Prepared  and  spreati  the  plenteous  hoard  within; 
The  vacant  {gallery  now  seem'd  made  in  vain, 
Rut  From  the  chambers  came  the  min(;lin(;  din, 
As  page  and  slave  anon  were  p^issing  out  and  in. 

LXT. 
Here  woman's  voice  is  never  heard:  apart. 
And  scarce  permitted,  guarded,  veii'd,  to  move, 
She  yichls  to  one  her  person  an«l  her  heart. 
Tamed  to  her  cage,  nor  ferls  a  viish  to  rove: 
For,  not  unhappy  in  her  masters  love. 
And  joyful  iu  a  mothers  gentlest  cares, 
RIest  cares!  all  otln»r  feelings  fjr  above! 
Herself  more  sweetly  rears  the  babe  she  bears. 
Who  never  quits  the  breast  no  meaner  passion  shares. 

Lxn. 

In  marble-paved  pavilion,  where  a  spring 
Of  living  water  from  the  centre  rore, 
Who^e  bubbling  did  a  genial  fre>hnes<  ^I'ng, 
And  soft  voluptuous  touches  breathed  repose, 
An  reclined,  a  man  of  war  aiul  woes  ; 
Yet  in  his  lineaments  ye  cannot  trace, 
While  gentleness  her  milder  radiance  throws 
Along  that  ai;ed  venerable  fare. 
The  deeds  tha  t  lurk  beneath,  and  stain  him  with  disgrace. 

Lxni. 

It  is  not  that  yon  hoary  leni;ili<'ning  beard 
III  suits  the  passions  s^hich  belong  to  youth; 
Love  conquers  age — so  Haliz  hath  averr'd. 
So  sings  the  Teiau,  aud  he  sings  in  sooth — 
But  crimes  that  srorn  the  tender  voice  of  Ruth, 
Reseemiug  all  men  ill,  but  most  the  man 
In  years,  have  m.irk'd  him  with  a  tiger's  tooth; 
Blood  follow^  biood,  and,  tlirongli  their  mortal  span, 
In  bloodier  acts  conclude  those  who  with  blood  began. 

LXIV. 
Mid  miny  things  most  new  to  ear  and  eye 
The  pilgrim  rested  here  hi;*  weary  feet, 
And  (^azed  around  on  Moslem  luxury. 
Till  quickly  wearied  with  that  spacious  >eat 
Of  >*r.dili  and  wantonness,  the  <lioire  retreat 
Of  s«ied  (jraudeur  from  the  city's  noise: 
And  were  ii  Iminbler  it  in  sooth  were  sweet; 
But  peace  alihorreili  artihcial  joys, 
Aud   pleasure,   leagued  with  pomp,   the  zest   of   both 
destroys. 


I.XV. 

Fierce  arc  Albania's  children,  yet  they  lark 
Not  virtues,  were  those  virtues  more  mature. 
Where  is  the  foe  that  ever  saw  their  back? 
Who  can  so  well  the  toil  of  war  endure? 
Their  native  fastnesses  not  more  secure 
'Mian  they  in  doubtful  time  of  troublous  need: 
Their  wrath  how  deadly!  but  iheir  friendship  sure, 
When  gratitude  or  valour  bids  them  bleed, 
Unshaken  rushing  on  where'er  their  chief  may  lejd. 

I-XM. 

Cbible  Harold  saw  them  in  their  chieftain's  tower 
Thnuiging  to  war  in  splendour  and  success; 
And  after  view'd  tliem,  when,  within  their  power, 
Himself  awhile  the  victim  of  distress; 
That  saddening  hour  when  bad  men  hotlier  press: 
But  these  did  shelter  him  beneath  their  roof. 
When  levs  barbarians  would  have  cinder  <1  him  less. 
And  fellow-countrymen  have  stoo<l  aloof — '7 
In  au(;ht  that  tries  the  heart  how  few  withstand  the  proof! 

LXVII. 
It  chanced  that  adverse  winds  once  drove  his  bark 
Full  on  the  coast  of  Snii  s  shaggy  shore. 
When  all  around  was  desolate  and  dark; 
To  land  was  perilous,  to  sojourn  more; 
Yet  for  a  while  the  mariners  forbore, 
Dubious  to  trust  where  treachery  might  lurk  : 
At  Iein;ili  they  ventured  forth,  though  doubting  sore 
Tli.it  tho>e  who  loathe  alike  the  Frank  aud  Turk 
Might  once  again  reuew  their  ancient  butcher-work. 

LXVII! . 

Vain  fear!  the  Suliotcs  streich'd  the  welcome  liand, 
I  ed  them  oer  rocks  aud  past  the  dangerous  swamp. 
Kinder  than  polish  d  slaves  lhou;',h  not  so  bland. 
And  pde<l  thilieirlh.and  wrung  their  garments  damp, 
And  till  d  the  bowl,  and  trimm'd  the  cheerful  lamp. 
And  spread  their  fare;  though  homely,  all  lliey  had. 
Such  conduct  bears  phil.inthropy's  rare  stamp — 
To  rest  the  weary  and  to  soothe  the  sad. 
Doth  lesson  happier  men,  and  shames  at  least  the  bad. 

LXIX. 

It  came  to  pass,  that  when  lie  «lid  address 

Himself  to  quit  at  length  liiis  mountain-land, 

(^oniliiiied  m  iraudiTs  half-way  barrd  egress. 

Ami  wa>i«d  far  and  near  with  glaive  and  brand; 

And  therefore  did  he  take  a  tru>(y  baud 

To  traxerse  Acaruanias  forest  wide, 

In  war  well  sea<;on'd,  and  witli  l.ibours  tann'd, 

I 

Till  he  liid  i;rert  while  Aclielons   tide. 
And  from  his  further  bank  -F.loha  s  wolds  espied. 

LXX. 

Where  lone  IJtraikey  forms  its  circling  cove. 
And  weary  waves  retire  to  gleam  at  rest, 
How  brown  the  foli<i|;e  of  the  greeu  hill's  grove, 
NiMliliiig  at  midnight  oer  the  cilin  bay's  breast. 
As  winds  c<ime  lit;litl\  wliiNperiii|;  from  the  west! 
Kissiii;;,  not  ruFlIin;;.  the  blue  deeps  serene. — 
Here  llaroM  was  receixed  a  welcome  guest, 
Nor  dul  lie  pass  uninoxed  the  jjiiille  scene. 
For  many  a  joy  could  he  from  niijht  s  sofi  pre->cnce  yiean 
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LXXI. 
Oa  the  tmocA  tbora  the  wghc-firtt  brisbdy  bkad. 
The  feMt  «■*  doae,  the  red  via*  drcUog  lul,'* 
Aod  be  ikat  ii— ■■!!■  iMd  iktn  J$ugd 
With  gaptnf  voadenneal  ha4  ttared  aghatt; 
For  ere  night's  niMiaioat,  sliUeat  lioiir  wm  paM, 
The  native  re«cb  of  the  iroap  began; 
EAcfa  P^likar  ^  his  sabre  from  him  cast. 
And  bowadiag  hand  in  hand,  man  liak'd  to  maa, 
TrUiag  ibcir  nncoaih  dirge,  long  danced  the  harlladclaa. 


Lxxn. 

Childe  Harold  at  a  Utile  distance  stood 
And  virw'd,  but  not  displeased,  the  revelria, 
Nor  ha&ed  harmless  mirth,  however  rude : 
In  flooih,  it  was  no  valgar  sight  to  see 
Their  barbarous,  yet  their  not  indecent,  glee, 
Aod,  as  the  flames  along  their  bees  gleam'd. 
Their  gestures  nimble,  dark  eyes  Hashing  free, 
The  long  wild  locks  that  to  their  girdles  siream'd, 
Woiie  thus  iu  concert  they  this  lay  half  iang»  half 


I. 
^'Tahioitboi?  Taaabonrgi !  •  thy  lamm  uhr 
Ci«n  hope  lo  the  valiant,  and  promise  of  war; 
Ail  thr  Mos  of  the  monntaios  arise  at  the  oote, 
Qumarioc,  lUyrian,  and  dark  Soliote! 

>. 
% '  who  is  more  brave  than  a  dark  SoKoie, 
lo  kis  ssowy  camese  and  his  shaggy  capote  T 
To  (he  wolf  and  the  vulture  he  leaves  his  wild  flock, 
Aod  descends  to  the  plain  like  th Stream  from  the  rock. 

ShaU  the  aaaa  of  Ghimari,  who  never  forgive 
Tb»  baU  of  a  iriend,  bid  an  enemy  live  ? 
Let  those  gnaa  ao  oaerriag  auch  vengeance  fotcgoT 
Wbax  mark  ia  an  fait  as  the  bfcast  of  a  foe? 


forth  her  tavineible  race; 
For  a  lime  Ifary  abandon  the  cave  and  th(>  chase : 
Bat  ihoae  scarfs  of  blood*  red  shall  be  redder,  before 
TV  sabre  is  iheathed  and  the  battle  is  o'er. 

S. 

Tbea  the  pirates  of  Parga  that  dwell  by  the  waves. 
And  teach  the  pale  Franks  what  it  is  to  be  slaves, 
Sbal!  leave  on  the  beach  tlie  long  gaiU-y  and  oar, 
And  track  to  his  covert  the  captive  on  shore. 


I  «ik  not  the  pleasures  that  richn  nipply, 
My  ttbre  shall  win  what  the  feeble  must  buy ; 
Shsll  vio  the  young  bride  with  her  lon{;-tlowing  hair, 
And  many  a  maid  from  her  mother  sliall  tear. 


I  love  the  HtT  ffaee  of  the  maid  in  her  youth, 
Rer  caresses  shall  lull  me,  her  music  shall  soothe ; 
Let  her  bring  from  the  chamber  her  many-toned  lyre. 
And  sing  aa  a  song  on  the  hll  of  her  sire. 


Kemcmber  the  masMot  whaa  Pravisa  fell,>s 
The  shrieks  of  the  cooqncr'd,  the  cooqncrors'  yell ; 
The  noH  that  we  fired,  and  the  pkiadrr  we  shared. 
The  wealthy  w«  ilanghtcr'd,  the  lovely  we  spared. 


I  talk  not  of  mercy,  t  ulk  not  of  fcar; 
He  neither  mnst  know  who  would  serve  the  visier: 
Since  the  days  of  our  prophet  the  crescant  na'er  saw 
A  chief  ever  glorious  like  Ali  Pasha w. 

to. 
Dark  Ifachtar  his  son  lo  the  Daonke  ia  sped, 
Let  the  yellow-liair'd  *  Giaoura  *  view  his  horse-tail  ' 

with  dread ; 
When  his  Delhis^  come  dashing  in  blood  o'er  the  banks, 
flow  few  sluU  escape  from  the  Muscovite  ranks! 

II. 
Selictar!  *  ansheaihe  then  our  chiefs  scimitar: 
Tambourgi !  ihy  'larum  i;i»e<  promise  of  war. 
Ye  mountains,  that  «ee  usdesreiid  to  the  ^hore, 
Shall  view  us  as  victors,  or  view  us  no  more  \ 


LXXIII. 

Fair  Greece!  sad  relic  of  departed  worth !  ^ 
Immortal,  though  no  more;  iliougii  f«illeu,  great! 
Who  now  shall  lead  lliy  sralter'd  children  forth. 
And  long  accustom'd  boiMlaue  uocreate; 
Not  sucli  thy  soos  who  whilome  did  await. 
The  hopeless  warriors  of  a  willin({  doom, 
In  bleak  Thermopylae  s  srpulrlir.il  strait — 
Ok!  who  that  (;.ilUni  spirit  sImII  resume. 
Leap  from  Eurotas'  banks,  and  call  thee  from  the  tomb  ? 

LXXIV. 

Spirit  of  freedom!  when  op  Phyle's  brow'f 
Thou  sat'st  with  Thrai^ybulttf  and  his  train, 
Couldst  thou  forebode  the  dismal  hour  which  now 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  tliioe  Attic  pUinl 
Not  thirty  tyrants  now  enforce  the  diain. 
But  every  carle  can  lord  it  o'er  thy  land; 
Nor  h«e  thy  sons,  but  idly  rail  in  \aio, 
Tremblini;  bene.ith  the  »(-our^e  of  Turkish  hand. 
From  birth  till  death  enslaved;  in  word,in  deed  uniiLUiu'd. 

LXXV. 
In  all,  save  form  alone,  how  rhanf^ed!  and  who 
That  marks  the  fire  «iill  sparkling  in  each  eye, 
Who  but  would  deem  their  bosoms  burn'd  anew 
With  thy  unqiieiirhed  beam,  lo4t  liberty? 
And  many  dream  withal  the  hour  i«  ni|;h 
That  (fives  them  l>ack  their  f.ithers'  herit:i(;c: 
For  fnrfi(fii  sirms  and  ^id  they  fondly  «i(;h, 
Nor  sohly  dare  etirounter  hostile  ra|;e. 
Or  tear  their  name  defiled  from  slavery  s  mournful  pajje. 


«  Yellow  it  Ike  epithat  givva  to  the  RaMians. 
■  InbtteU. 

*  llurkc-uiUare  lb*  iav-giiM  uf  a  P«<ha. 

*  llurv-mrn.  antwariag  lo  w«r  («»rlorB  Itopa. 

*  S«onl-l>««r«r. 


56 


BYRONS  WORKS. 


LXXVI. 
Hereditary  bondsmen !  know  ye  not 
Who  would  be  free  themselves  mu«t  strike  the  blow? 
By  their  right  arms  the  conquest  must  be  wrought? 
Will  Gaul  or  Muscovite  redress  ye  ?  no! 
True,  they  may  lay  your  proud  despoilers  low, 
But  not  for  you  will  freedom's  altars  Hame. 
Shades  of  the  Helots!  triumph  oer  your  foe! 
Greece!  change  thy  lords,  thy  state  is  still  the  same; 
Thy  glorious  day  is  o'er,  but  not  thiuc  years  of  shame. 

LXXVII. 

The  city  won  for  Allah  from  the  Giaour, 
The  Giaour  from  Olhman's  race  again  may  wrest ; 
And  the  Serai's  impenetrable  tower 
Receive  the  fiery  Frank,  her  former  guest  ;^5 
Or  Wahab's  rebel  brood,  who  dared  divest 
The  prophet's  tomb  of  all  iis  pious  spoil,  ^* 
May  wiud  their  path  of  blood  along  the  West; 
But  ne'er  will  freedom  seek  tliis  fated  soil, 
But  slave  succeed  to  slave  through  years  of  endless  toil. 

LXXVIII. 
Yet  mark  their  mirth — ere  lenten  days  begin, 
That  penance  which  their  holy  rites  prepare 
To  shrive  from  man  his  weight  of  mortal  sin, 
By  daily  abstinence  and  nightly  prayer; 
But  ere  his  sackcloth  garb  repentance  wear, 
Some  days  of  joyaunce  are  decreed  to  all. 
To  take  of  plcasaunce  each  his  secret  share. 
In  motley  robe  to  dance  at  masking  ball, 
And  join  the  mimic  train  of  merry  Carnival. 

Lxxrx. 

And  whose  more  rife  with  merriment  than  thine, 
Oh  Stamboul !  once  the  empress  of  their  reign? 
Though  turbans  now  pollute  Sophia's  shrine, 
And  Greece  her  very  alurs  eyes  in  vain  : 
(Alas:  her  woes  will  still  pervade  my  strain!) 
Gay  were  her  minstrels  once,  for  free  her  throng, 
All  fell  the  common  joy  they  now  must  feign, 
Nor  oft  I  *ve  seen  such  sight  nor  heard  such  song, 
As  woo'd  the  eye,  and  thrill'd  the  Bosphorus  along. 

LXXX. 

Loud  was  the  lightsome  tumult  of  the  shore, 
Oft  music  chiinged,  but  never  ceased  her  lone. 
And  timely  echoed  back  the  measured  oar. 
And  rippling  waters  made  a  pleasant  moan: 
The  queen  of  tides  on  high  consencing  shone. 
And  when  a  transient  breeze  swept  o'er  the  wave^ 
'Twas,  as  if  darting  from  her  heavenly  throne, 
A  brijjliter  gl  inrc  her  form  reflected  gave, 
lill  sparkling  billowsseem'd  to  light  the  banks  they  lave. 

LXXXI. 

Gl.mced  many  a  li}jht  raique  along  the  fo.im, 
Danced  on  the  shore  the  ilaughters  of  the  I ind, 
Ne  llion{;lit  had  man  or  m.Tid  of  re-^t  or  home, 
While  many  a  lan{^ui<l  eye  and  thrilling  hand 
txcliaiit;ed  the  look  few  bosoms  ni.iy  \*ithstand. 
Or  genilv  prest,  return'd  the  pressure  still. 
Oh  love!  young  love  I  bound  in  lliy  rosy  band, 
Let  sage  or  cynic  prattle  as  he  will 
These  hours,  and  only  these  redeem  life's  years  of  ill ! 


LXXXIi. 
But,  midst  the  throng  in  merry  masquerade, 
Lurk  there  no  hearts  that  throb  with  secret  pain^ 
Even  through  the  closest  searment  half  belray'd? 
To  such  the  gentle  murmurs  of  the  main 
Seem  to  re-echo  all  they  mourn  in  vain; 
To  such  the  gladness  of  the  gamesome  crowd 
Is  source  of  wayward  thought  and  stern  disdain: 
How  do  they  loathe  the  laughter  idly  loud, 
And  long  to  change  the  robe  of  revel  for  the  shroud? 

LXXXHI. 
This  must  he  feel,  the  true-born  son  of  Greece, 
If  Greece  one  true-born  patriot  still  can  boast  : 
Not  such  as  prate  of  war,  but  skulk  in  peace. 
The  bondsman's  peace,  who  sighs  for  all  he  lost. 
Yet  with  smooth  smile  his  tyrant  can  accost. 
And  wield  the  slavish  sickle,  not  the  sword : 
Ah  !  Greece !  they  lo^e  thee  least  who  owe  thee  most; 
Their  birth,  their  blood,  and  that  sublime  record 
Of  hero  sires,  who  shame  thy  now  degenerate  horde ! 

LXXXIV. 

When  riseth  Licedemon's  hardihood. 
When  Thebes  Epaminondas  rears  again. 
When  Athens'  children  are  with  hearts  endued. 
When  Grecian  mothers  shall  give  birth  to  men, 
Then  mayst  thou  be  restored;  but  not  till  then. 
A  thousand  years  scarce  serve  to  form  a  state; 
An  hour  may  lay  it  in  the  dust;  and  when 
Can  man  its  shatterd  splendour  renovate, 
Rccal  its  virtues  back,  and  vanquish  lime  and  fate* 

*  LXXXV. 

And  yet  how  lovely  in  thine  age  of  woe, 
liand  of  lost  gods  and  godlike  men,  art  thou! 
Thy  vales  of  ever-green,  thy  hills  of  snow  ^7 
Proclaim  thee  nature's  varied  favourite  now: 
Thy  fanes,  thy  temples  to  thy  surface  bow. 
Commingling  slowly  with  heroic  earth. 
Broke  by  the  share  of  every  rustic  plough  : 
So  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth. 
So  perish  all  in  turn,  save  well-recorded  worth  ; 

LXXXYI. 

Save  where  some  solitary  column  mourns 
Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave;^* 
Save  where  Tritonia's  airy  shrine  adorns 
Colonna's  cliff,  and  gleams  along  the  wave  ; 
Save  o'er  some  warrior's  half-forgotten  grave, 
Where  the  grey  stones  and  unmolested  grass 
Ages,  but  not  oblivion,  feeldy  brave, 
While  stranger^  only  not  regardless  pass, 
Lingering  like  ine,  perchance,  to  gaze,  and  sigh  «  Alas  i^" 

LXXXVII. 

Yet  are  thy  skies  as  blue,  thy  or:igs  as  wild  ; 
Sweet  are  thy  groves,  and  verdant  are  thy  fields. 
Thine  olive  ripe  as  when  Minerva  .snided, 
And  stdl  his  honied  Mealih  llymeltns  yields; 
There  the  blithe  bee  lii>  fr.igrant  fortress  builds. 
The  freeborn  \sanderer  of  thy  mountain-air; 
Apoll«»  still  thy  long,  long  summer  gilils. 
Still  in  his  beam  Meri(leli>  marbles  i;l.ire  ; 
.\rt,  glory,  freedom  fail,  but  nature  still  is  fair. 
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LXXXVriL 
Where'er  we  tread  *(  is  hamiced,  holy  groiuid ; 
5o  cvrtb  of  thioe  m  lost  in  viil(pv  mould, 
lai  oae  irasc  realm  of  wonder  tpreada  around, 
Aad  ail  die  mnse't  lain  leem  Crnly  told. 
T'liJ  th«  scsse  aches  with  saiing  to  behold 
The  s^oes  our  earliest  dreams  have  dwelt  upon: 
Each  hill  and  dale,  eacb  deepening  l^len  and  wold 
IVbes  the  power  which  crash 'd  tby  temples  gone : 
Afr  fthakes  Atliena*s  tower,  but  spares  gray  Marathon. 

LXXX1X. 
The  sun,  the  soil,  bat  not  the  slave,  the  same ; 
CDchan^ed  in  all  except  its  foreign  lord — 
Pre«rr*cs  alike  iu  bounds  and  boundless  Came 
The  battle-field,  where  Persia's  victim  horde 
First  bow'd  beneath  the  brunt  of  Hclias'  sword. 
As  oo  the  mom  to  distant  glory  dear. 
When  Marathoo  became  a  magic  word  ;  h 
Which  nner'd,  to  the  hearers  eye  appear 
Tb«  caoap,  the  host,  the  fight,  the  conqueror's  career, 

xa 

The  flying  Mcde,  hk  shaftless  broken  bow  ; 
Thr  fiery  Creek,  his  red  purming  spear ; 
Mountains  above,  earth's,  ocean's  plain  below ; 
Desth  in  the  front,  destruction  in  the  rear ! 
Such  vras  the  scene — what  now  remaineth  liere  ? 
Itlat  sacred  trophy  marks  the  ballow'd  ground, 
kecording  freedom's  smile  and  Asia's  tear! 
The  rifled  um,  the  violated  mound. 
The  dust  thy  emuier's  hoof,nade  stranger!  spamsaronnd. 

XCI.    • 
Tet  to  the  rennants  of  thy  splendonr  past 
Shall  pilgrims,  pensive,  but  unwearied,  throng ; 
L<oog  shall  the  voya|^,  with  the  Ionian  blast. 
Had  the  bright  clime  of  battle  and  of  song ; 
Long  shall  thine  annals  and  immortal  tongue 
FtU  With  thy  6uBe  the  youth  of  many  a  shore ; 
Boaa  of  the  aged !  lesson  of  the  young ! 
Which  sages  venerate  and  bards  adore. 
As  Pallas  and  the  muse  naveil  their  awful  lore. 

xai. 

The  ported  boaom  dings  to  wonted  home, 
if  aught  that 's  kindred  cheer  the  welcome  hearth  ; 
He  that  b  lonely  hither  let  him  roam. 
And  gase  complacent  on  congenial  earth. 
Greece  m  no  lightsome  land  of  social  mirth ; 
Bat  he  whom  sadness  soocheth  may  abide, 
And  scarce  regret  the  region  of  bis  birch. 
When  wandering  slow  by  Delphi's  sacred  side, 
<  >r  guutg  o'er  the  plaiiM  where  Greek  and  Persian  died. 

xaii. 

Let  sndi  approach  this  consecrated  land. 
And  pass  in  peace  along  the  magic  waste ; 
lot  spare  its  relics — let  no  busy  hand 
Deface  the  scenes,  already  how  deAiced ! 
Not  for  SDch  purpose  were  these  alun  placed : 
kevcre  the  remnants  natioiu  once  revered  : 
So  may  our  cooiitry's  name  be  undisgraced, 
So  mayst  thoa  prosper  where  ihy  youth  was  rear'd, 
By  every  honest  joy  of  love  and  life  eodcar'd  ! 


XCIV. 
For  thee,  who  thus  in  too  protracted  song 
Hast  sootlied  thine  idlesse  with  inglorious  lays. 
Soon  shall  chy  voire  be  lost  amid  the  throng 
Of  louder  minstrels  in  these  bter  days: 
To  such  resign  the  strife  for  fading  bays- 
Ill  may  suck  contest  now  the  spirit  move 
Which  heeds  nor  keen  reproach  nor  partial  praise ; 
Since  cold  each  kinder  heart  that  might  approve. 
And  none  are  left  to  please  when  none  are  left  to  lo«e. 

XCV, 
Thou  too  art  gone,  thou  loved  and  lovely  one ! 
Whom  youth  and  youth's  affection  bound  to  me ; 
Who  did  for  me  what  none  beside  liave  done. 
Nor  shrank  from  one  albeit  unworthy  thee. 
What  is  my  being  7  thou  hast  ceased  to  be ! 
Nor  staid  to  welcome  here  thy  wanderer  home. 
Who  mourns  o'er  hours  which  we  no  more  shall  see — 
Would  they  had  never  been,  or  were  to  come ! 
Would  he  had  ne'er  retum'd  to  find  fresh  cause  to  roam ! 

XCVI. 
Oh !  ever  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved ! 
How  selfish  sorrow  ponders  on  the  past. 
And  clings  to  thoughts  now  better  far  removed ! 
But  time  shall  tear  thy  shadow  from  me  last. 
AU  thou  couldst  have  of  mine,  stem  Death !  thou  hast ; 
The  parent,  friend,  and  now  the  more  than  friend : 
Ne'er  yet  for  one  thine  arrows  Hew  so  fost. 
And  grief  v»ith  grief  continuing  still  to  blend. 
Hath  snatch'd  the  htile  joy  that  life  had  yet  to  leud. 

XCVII. 
Then  must  I  plunge  again  into  the  crowd. 
And  follow  all  lli^t  peace  disdains  to  seek? 
Where  revel  calls,  and  laughter,  vainly  loud. 
False  to  the  heart,  distorts  the  hollow  cheek. 
To  leave  tlte  Haggiog  spirit  doubly  weak: 
Still  o'er  the  features,  which  perforce  tliey  cheer, 
To  feign  the  pleasure  or  conceal  the  pique; 
Smiles  form  the  channel  of  a  future  lear. 
Or  raise  the  writhing  lip  with  ill-dissembled  sneer. 

XCVlIi. 
What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age? 
W'hai  stamps  the  wrinkle  deeper  on  the  brow ! 
To  view  each  loved  one  blotted  from  life's  pa{;r, 
And  be  Alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now. 
Before  the  Chasteoer  humbly  let  me  bow. 
O'er  hearts  divided  and  o'er  hopes  destroy'd  : 
Roll  on,  vain  days!  full  reckless  may  ye  How, 
Since  time  hath  reft  whate'er  my  soul  enjoy'd. 
And  with  the  ills  of  Eld  mine  earlier  years  alloy'd. 
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I. 

Is  thy  f.iro  like  tliy  mother's,  my  f.iir  rhiM  ! 
A«I;i !  soU'  (1itii(jhtor  of  my  house  and  hr.iri  ? 
When  hsi  I  saw  tliy  young  hlue  oy<'s  ihoy  smilod 
An«l  then  vfp  parted, — not  as  now  we  part, 
Itut  with  a  liope. — 

Awaking;  with  a  start, 
The  waters  heave  around  me  ;  an«l  on  liijjh 
The  winds  lift  up  their  voices:  I  depart, 
Whither  I  know  not;  but  the  hour  's  (;one  by. 

When  Albion's  lessening  shores  could   gricxc  or  gl; 
mine  eye. 

II. 
Once  more  upon  the  waters  I  yet  once  more  I 
And  llie  waves  hound  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  Ins  rider.    Welcome  to  their  roar  ! 
Swift  be  their  guidance,  wheresfjp'er  it  lead! 
Though  the  slrain'd  mast  should  quiver  as  a  reed, 
And  the  rent  canvas  Uuttering  strew  the  gale. 
Still  must  I  on ;  for  I  am  as  a  weed. 
Flung  from  the  rock,  on  ocean's  foam,  to  snil 

Where'er  the  surge  may  sweep,  the  tempests  breath 
prevail. 

III. 
In  my  youth's  summer  I  did  sing  of  one. 
The  wandering  outlaw  of  his  own  dark  mind  ; 
Again  I  seize  tlie  theme  then  but  begun, 
And  bear  it  with  me,  as  the  rushing  wind 
Ite.jrs  the  cloud  onwards  :  in  that  tale  I  find 
The  furrows  of  long  thought,  and  <lried-up  tears. 
Which,  ebbing,  leave  a  sterile  track  beliind, 
Oer  which  all  heavily  the  journeying  years 
Plod  the  la^tsaudsof  life, — where  not  a  Mower  appear-.. 

IV, 

Since  my  young  days  of  passion — jov,  or  pain, 
Perchance  my  heart  and  harp  have  lost  a  string. 
And  both  may  jar  :  it  may  be,  iliat  in  vaiji 
I  would  essay  as  I  have  sung  to  sing. 
Yet,  though  a  dre.iry  strain,  to  this  1  cling  ; 
S<i  tliat  it  wean  me  from  the  weary  dream 
Of  seJlish  gruf  or  gladness — so  it  lling 
rorgetfulucss  around  mc — it  shall  seem 
To  Mie,  though  to  none  eUe,  a  not  ungrateful  ihenir*. 

V. 

He.  who  ;;iown  agrd  in  this  world  of  woe. 
In  deeds,  not  years,  pltiiing  the  dcpliis  of  life. 
So  that  no  womh-r  waits  hini  ;  nor  ix  low 
Can  lovi",  or  s.irrow.  f.inii\  .unbition,  strife, 
(ait  to  his  lu'.irl  agiin  with  tlu-  keen  knife 
Of  silent,  sliirj)  endtjranrc;  he  can  tell 
Why  tlioHglii  sc«'ks  refngf  in  lone  raves,  yet  rife 
With  airy  images,  .nu\  shapes  wliieli  d\\(  II 
Still  uniinp.iirti    though  old.  in  the  soiil".  Innnted  i.ll 


VI. 

'T  is  to  create,  and  in  creating  live 
A  being  more  intense,  that  we  endow 
With  form  our  f.incy,  gaining  as  we  giv» 
The  life  we  image,  j'ven  as  I  do  now. 
What  ani  I  ?   Nothing  ;  InU  not  so  art  thou, 
.*^oul  of  my  thought?  with  whom  I  traverse  cartli. 
Invisible  but  g<i/ing,  a»  I  glow 
Mix'd  with  thy  spirit,  blended  with  thy  birth. 
And  feeling  still  with  thee  in  my  crush'd feelings  tlearih. 

VII. 

Vet  must  I  think  less  wildly: — I  have  thought 
Too  long  nud  darkly,  lilt  my  brain  became. 
In  Its  own  eddy  boiling  and  o'erwrought, 
\  whirling  gulf  of  phantasy  .md  llame: 
And  thus,  untan|;ht  in  yimlli  my  heart  to  tame. 
My  springs  of  life  were  poistni'd.      T  is  too  lati'I 
Yet  am  1  changed;  thongli  still  enough  the  same 
In  strength  to  bear  wh.it  lime  can  not  abate. 
And  f«-ed  on  bitter  fruits  without  accusing  fate. 

VIII. 

Something  too  much  of  this: — but  now  l  is  past. 
And  the  spell  closes  with  its  silent  seal. 
Long  absent  Harold  re-appears  at  la.st; 
He  of  the  breast  which  fain  no  more  would  ft-t  I, 
Wrung  with  the  wound*  which  kill  not  but  uc  cr  heai. 
Yet  time,  who  changes  all,  had  alter'd  him 
In  soul  and  aspect  as  in  age:  years  Mteal 
Fire  from  the  miud  as  vigour  from  the  limb; 
Ami  life's  enchantetl  cup  but  sparkles  near  the  brim. 

IX. 

His  had  been  quaff  d  too  quickly,  and  he  found 
The  dregs  were  wormwood;  but  he  filld  again, 
-Vud  from  a  purer  fount,  on  holier  ground, 
And  deeui'd  its  spring  perpetual;  but  in  vain  ' 
Still  round  him  clung  invisibly  a  chain 
Which  galld  for  ever,  fettering  though  unseen. 
And  heavy  though  it  clank'd  not;  worn  with  pain. 
Which  pinetl  although  it  spoke  not,  and  grew  keen, 
Knteriug  with  every  step  he  took,  through  many  asceuf. 

X. 

Secure  in  guarded  coldness,  he  had  mix'd 
Again  in  fancied  s.ifety  with  his  kind. 
And  jleem'd  his  spirit  now  so  (irmly  hx'<l 
And  sheathed  with  an  invulneiable  iniml, 
That,  if  no  joy,  no  sorrow  lurkd  behind; 
.\nd  he,  as  one,  might  midst  th?  many  stand 
I'nlieeded,  starching  llirongli  the  crowd  to  lin<l 
lit  speculation!  such  as  in  siriii;;e  land 
He  found  in  wonder-works  of  (iod  anil  natures  hand. 

XI. 

I>nt  who  can  view  the  lipeml  rose,  nor  s<'ek 
'|(»  wiMr  it  .'  who  cm  curiously  behold 
Tlie  Niiioollinc'.s  .nu\  the  shrcn  of  beauty  s  cheek, 
Ncir  let  I  the  luart  cm  never  all  grow  old? 
Who  tan  conlemplait-  faiiu.-  throii[;h  clouds  nnf»dd 
The  star  which  rises  «>er  her  ^tcep,  n(»r  <  limb'' 
H.irold,  (Mice  iiittre  vvidiin  tlii>  vnrlex,  roll  <l 
On  with  tlif  gid.lv  eiri  le,  chasing  lime, 
\  it  with  a  iiohlt-r  aim  than  in  his  yoiith'^  ftui.l  pi  iiii* 
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XII. 
Bat  aooa  he  katw  hhnself  the  mott  wifii 
(>f  men  to  iicni  with  imti ;  with  whom  he  held 
Little  io  coismoii;  aouii^ht  to  tiihaiit 
Hit  thoa^bx  to  othen,  thoogh  hit  tool  wa«  quWl'd 
la  Toath  hy  bis  own  thoaghts;  still  uncompeird 
He  woald  boC  yield  dominion  of  his  mind 
To  spirits  a^inst  whom  his  own  rebHI'd  ; 
Froud  tboufb  in  desoktion;  which  could  find 
A  Kfe  within  itaeif,  to  breathe  without  mankind. 

xin. 

Where  loao  die  moimlum,  there  to  him  were  friends , 
Where  roli'd  the  ocean,  tliereoo  was  his  home; 
^'heiw  a  bloe  sky  and  glowinii^  dime  eitend*. 
He  hsd  the  pnasioo  and  the  power  to  roam  ; 
The  dejul,  forest,  eaverOf  breaker's  foam, 
Werr  mto  him  companionship;  they  spake 
A  matnal  language,  clearer  than  the  tome 
*)f  hia  bod's  tongue,  which  he  would  oft  fbruke 
For  Batawe*s  paeea,  glats'd  by  saabeams  on  the  lake. 

XIV. 
Like  the  Chaldean,  he  could  watch  the  stars. 
Till  he  had  peopled  them  with  beinfrs  bright 
JU  their  own  beams ;  and  earth,  and  earth-bora  jar«. 
And  hasiaa  frailties,  were  forfonen  qnite: 
Gould  he  hare  kept  his  spirit  to  that  lliglit 
He  had  been  boppy;  but  this  clay  will  sink 
li«  «park  iaaoMrtai,  enrying  it  the  lt(;ht 
To  wluefa  it  BMonts,  as  if  to  break  the  link 

That  keepa  na  liroB  yoa  heaven  which  woo4  tis  lo  its 
brink. 

XV. 
Bat  iu  man^s  dwellings  he  became  a  thing 
R^«tleia  and  worn,  and  stem  and  wenriflome. 
Droop  d  as  a  wild-borw  Hicon  with  dipt  wing, 
To  wboan  tbe  bonndlem  air  alone  werr  home  : 
Th«w  came  his  lit  again,  which  to  o'ercoroe, 
As  ea^effiy  tbe  hon'd-np  bird  will  beat 
Hi«  breast  and  b^i  against  his  wiry  dome 
TiU  tbe  blood  tinge  his  plamage,  so  the  heat 

Of  bis  iipudul^aonl  woald  through  his  bosom  eat. 

XVI. 

Self-exiled  Harold  wanders  forth  ngain. 

With  nought  of  hope  left,  bat  with  less  of  (>loom ; 

The  r«ry  knowledge  diat  he  Itred  in  y>Mn^ 

That  all  was  orer  on  this  side  the  tomb. 

Had  made  despair  a  smilingness  asmme. 

Which,  ibongh  1  were  wild,— as  on  the  plunder  << 


Whrf^w  mariners  would  madly  meet  their  doom 
With  draofjhls  intemperate  on  tlie  linking  deck,- 

Did  yrt  inspire  a  cheer,  which  he  forbore  lo  rhrrk. 

XVII. 
Slop' — for  thy  iread  is  on  an  empire'^  Host  * 
An  earthquake's  spoil  is  sepulchred  below  ! 
Is  the  spot  mark'd  with  no  coloscal  hu^f  > 
Nor  column  trophied  for  triumphal  show  ? 
None;  but  tbe  moraTs  tnith  idls  simpler  so, 
As  the  ground  wa^  before,  thus  let  it  be ; — 
How  thai  red  rain  hath  made  the  harvest  f»row  ' 
And  is  this  all  the  worid  has  f^ain'd  hy  rhr«*, 

TU/«u  first  atid  hist  of  fields*.  kin(;-m4kini;  victory 


XVIII. 

And  Harold  stands  upon  ihn  place  of  skulls. 
The  grave  of  France,  the  deadly  Waterloo! 
How  in  an  hour  the  power  which  gave  annuls 
lis  gifts,  transferring  fame  as  fleeting  loo! 
In  «  pride  of  place**  here  la<il  the  eagle  flew, 
Then  lore  wilh  bloody  talon  the  rem  pbin. 
Pierced  by  the  thaf i  of  banded  nations  throogh ; 
Ambiiionft  life  and  labours  all  were  vain  ; 
He  wears  the  shatter'd  Unks  of  the  world's  bmkeo  chaap. 

XIX. 

Fit  retribution  I  Gaul  may  champ  the  bit 
And  foam  in  fetters ; — but  i«  earth  more  free ' 
Did  oataoaa  combat  to  make  One  submit ; 
Or  league  to  teach  all  kings  true  sovereignly  ? 
What !  shall  reviving  thraldom  again  be 
Tbe  paich'dup  iddl  of  eolighlen'd  daysT 
Shall  we,  who  strack  the  lion  down,  shall  we 
Pay  the  wolf  homage?  proffering  lowly  gase 
And  servile  knees  to  thrones  T  No ;  /rrave  before  ye  )irai«e  * 

XX. 

If  not,  o'er  one  fallen  despot  boast  no  more ! 
In  vain  fair  cheeks  were  furrow'd  wicli  hot  tears 
For  Europe's  flowers  long  rooted  up  before 
The  irampler  of  her  vineyards;  in  vjin  years 
Of  death,  depopulation,  bondage,  fean. 
Have  all  been  borne,  and  broken  by  the  acconi 
Of  rouftcd-up  millions :  all  thai  most  endears 
Glory,  is  when  the  myrtle  wreathe*  the  sword 
Such  aa  Uannodins  *  drew  on  Athens'  tyrant  lord. 

XXI. 
There  was  a  sound  of  revelry  by  nighl. 
And  Belgium's  capiul  had  gather  d  theu 
Her  beauty  and  her  chivalry,  and  bright 
The  bmps  shone  oerfair  women  and  brave  men; 
A  thousand  hearU  beat  happily ;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell. 
Soft  eyes  bok'd  love  lo  eyes  which  spake  agitiu. 
And  all  went  merry  aa  a  marriage-bell ;  ' 
Bat  hash!  hark!  a  deep  sound  strikes  like  a  risiug  kocU' 

XXII. 

Did  ye  not  hear  itT— No;  'l  was  but  I  he  wind, 
Or  the  car  rattling  o'er  the  »tony  street ; 
On  with  the  dance !  let  joy  be  uiu  on  lined ; 
No  sleep  till  mom  when  youlh  and  (licasure  meet. 
To  chaie  ihe  glowing  hour»  will*  flying  feci  :— 
But,  hark  l^that  heavy  M>und  breaks  in  once  more. 
As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  wouU  repeat; 
And  nearer,  clearer,  deadher  than  before! 
Arm!  arm !  it  is— it  is— the  cannon's  opening  roarl 

XXUI. 

Within  a  window'd  niche  of  that  high  h.ill 
Sate  Brunswick's  faied  chiefuin;  he  did  hoar 
That  «oand  the  first  amid&t  the  fextival. 
And  raupht  tu  lone  with  deaths  propiwiic  ear; 
And  when  they  Mniled  because  \%v  deem  d  it  iiMr. 
II  i«  lirarl  more  trnly  knew  Uial  peal  too  well 
\N  hi(  h  ^irpicli'd  his  f  jiImt  i>n  a  bloody  biir, 
Villi  rou^wl  the  vcnj^eancf  l.looii  .done  tould  (|u<  II 
11.-  rnsli  d  into  the  hold,  nnd,  torcrooM  lighting,  l«H 
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XXIV. 

Ah!  then  and  there  was  hurrying  to  ami  fro. 
And  {j-dthcrin;;  tears,  and  tremblings  of  distress, 
And  checks  all  pale,  which  but  an  hour  ago 
Blush'd  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness; 
And  there  were  sudden  partings,  such  as  press 
The  life  from  out  young  hearts,  and  choking  sighs 
Which  ne'er  might  be  repeaCcd;  who  could  guess 
If  ever  more  should  meet  those  mutual  eyes. 
Since  upon  nights  so  sweet  such  awful  moru  could  rise  ? 

XXV. 

And  there  was  mounting  in  hot  haste:  the  steed, 
The  mustering  squadron,  and  tl»c  clattering  car, 
Went  pouring  forward  with  impetuous  speed, 
And  swiftly  forming  iu  the  ranks  of  war  j 
And  the  deep  thunder  peal  on  peal  afar; 
And  near,  the  beat  of  the  alarming  drum 
I\oused  up  the  soldier  ere  the  morning  star; 
While  throng'd  the  citizens  with  terror  dumb, 

Or  whispering,  with  white  lips— «  The  foe!  They  come  I 
they  come! i> 

XXVI. 
And  wild  and  high  the  "Cameron's  gat!jering>»  rose! 
The  war-note  of  Lochiel,  wliieh  Aibyn's  hills 
Have  heard,  and  lie.ird  too,  have  her  Saxon  foes  :  — 
How  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  thrills, 
Savage  and  shrill!   Rut  with  the  breath  which  fills 
Their  mountain- pipe,  so  fill  the  mountaineers 
With  the  fierce  native  daring  whirh  insiils 
The  stirring  memory  of  a  thousand  years, 

And  £van's,4Donald's^fame  rings  in  each  clansman's  ears  I 

XXVII. 

And  Ardennes^  waves  above  them  her  green  leaves. 
Dewy  with  nature's  tear-drops,  as  they  pass, 
Grieving,  if  aught  inanimate  e'er  grieves, 
Over  the  unretnrning  brnve, — alas! 
Ere  evening  to  be  trodden  like  the  grass 
Which  now  beneath  them,  but  above  shall  grow 
In  its  next  venlure,  when  this  (Ifry  mass 
Of  li*ing  valour,  rolling  on  the  foe, 
And  burning  with  high  hope,  shall  moulder  cold  and 
low, 

xxvrii. 

Last  noon  beheld  them  full  of  lusty  life. 
Last  eve  in  beauty's  circle  proudly  gay, 
The  midnight  brought  the  sign:il-souod  of  strife. 
The  morn  the  marshalling  in  arms, — the  day 
Battle's  magnificently-stern  array! 
The  thunder-clouds  close  o'er  it,  whirh  when  rent. 
The  earth  is  cover'd  thick  with  other  clay. 
Which  her  own  clay  •>Ii all  cover,  heapd  and  pent. 
Rider  and  horse, — friend,  foe, — in  one  red  burial  blent ! 

XXIX. 

Their  praise  is  hymn'd  by  loftier  harps  than  mine; 
Yet  one  I  would  select  from  that  proud  throng. 
Partly  because  they  blend  me  with  his  line. 
And  partly  tint  I  did  his  sire  some  wrong, 
And  partly  that  bright  names  Mill  hallow  song; 
And  his  was  of  the  bravest,  and  when  shower' il 
The  death-bolts  deadliest  the  thiiin'd  files  along. 
Even  where  the  thickest  of  war «,  temp»st  lower d. 
They  rcach'd  no  nobler  breast  than  thine,  young,  gallant 
Howard! 


XXX. 

There  have  been  tears  and  breaking  hearts  for  thee. 
And  mine  were  nothing,  had  I  such  to  give; 
Rut  when  I  stood  beneath  the  fresh  greeu  tree. 
Which  living  waves  where  thou  didst  cease  to  live, 
And  saw  around  me  the  wide  field  revi>c 
With  fruits  and  fertile  promise,  and  the  sprii>{; 
Come  forth  her  work  of  gladness  to  contrive. 
With  all  her  reckless  birds  upon  the  >ing, 
I  turn'd  from  all  she  brought  to  those  she  could  not  bring ' 

XXX  [. 

I  turn'd  to  thee,  to  thousands,  of  wliom  each 
And  one  as  all  a  gliaslly  gap  did  make 
In  his  own  kind  and  kindred,  whom  to  teach 
Forgelfulness  were  mercy  for  their  siike; 
The  archangel's  trump,  not  glory's,  must  awake 
Those  whom  they  thirst  for;  though  the  sound  of  fanu- 
May  for  a  moment  soothe,  it  canuot  slake 
The  fever  of  vain  longing,  and  the  name 
So  honour  d  but  assumes  a  strougcr,  bitterer  claim. 

XXXII. 
They  mourn,  but  smile  m  length ;  and,  siniIing,nriourn 
The  tree  will  m  ithcr  long  brfore  it  fall ; 
The  hull  drives  on,  though  mast  and  sail  be  torn  ; 
The  roof-tree  sinks,  but  mouMers  on  the  hall 
In  massy  hoariness;  the  ruin'd  wall 
Stands  vkhen  its  Mind-worn  battlements  are  gone; 
The  bars  survive  the  captive  they  enthral. 
The  day  drags  through  though  storms  keepout  the  snii; 
Aud  thus  the  he.irt  will  break,  yet  brokenly  live  on  . 

XXXIII. 
Even  as  a  broken  mirror,  which  tlie  glass 
In  every  fragment  multiplies;  aud  makes 
A  thousand  images  of  one  that  was 
The  same,  and  sCill  the  more,  the  more  it  breaks  ; 
And  ihus  the  heart  will  do  which  not  for"«akes. 
Living  in  shalierd  guise,  and  still,  and  cold, 
And  Idoodlf'ss,  with  its  sleepless  sorrow  aches. 
Vet  Mithrrs  on  till  all  Mithout  is  old. 
Shoeing  no  visible  bigii,  for  sut  h  tilings  are  untold. 

XX  XIV. 

There  is  a  very  life  ui  our  dc>pair, 

Vitality  of  poison, — a  quick  root 

Which  feeds  these  deadly  branches;  for  it  were 

As  nothing  did  we  die  ;  but  life  will  suit 

Ifsrjf  to  sorrow's  most  detested  fruit. 

Like  to  the  apples  ou  tlie  I)ead  Seas^  shore, 

All  aslus  to  the  taste:  did  man  compute 

Existt'uce  by  eujovment.  and  count  uer 

Such  hours   g;iiiisi  years  of  life, — say,  Mould  he  n.\in. 
tlircc-scorr  ? 

XXXV. 
Th«"  Psalmist  number  d  out  the  years  of  man  : 
Tlnv  arc  enough;  and  if  thy  tale  be  true. 
Thou,  Mho  didst  grutli;e  him  e\en  that  llceting  sp  iti 
More  ihaii  enough,  thou  fatal  Waterloo  I 
.Millions  of  tongues  record  thee,  and  anew 
Tli<  ir  childn'iis  lips  shall  echo  them,  .ind  say — 
«  Here,  w  hrre  the  sMord  united  nations  drrM, 
Onr  t  ouiiirymeii  were  Marring  on  that  day  !>» 

And  this  IS  much,  aud  all  mIiicIi  will  not  p:i'>s  aMay. 
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XXXYI. 
TltCTe  soak  ihe  gmlni,  nor  the  v«nt  ol  mcii. 
Whose  spirit  eatithriirmliy  mUt 
One  Booiem  of  the  nughliest,  and  aQaia 
On  little  objects  with  like  firmocM  tUt, 
Extmne  in  all  thiofs !  hedtt  thou  beeo  belvut. 
Thy  thmne  had  ctill  been  thine,  or  never  been ; 
For  daring  noMule  thy  rise  as  fall :  thou  seek'st 
Even  Bov  to  re-as»iune  the  imperial  mien. 
And  shake  again  the  vorldf  the  thunderer  of  the  scene ! 

XXXVII. 
Coaqnerov  and  captive  of  the  earth  art  ihoa  T 
Sue  trembles  at  thee  still,  and  thy  vild  name 
Was  aeer  more  bruited  in  men's  minds  than  now 
Tbji  tboa  art  nothing,  save  the  jest  of  fame, 
Wbo  voo'd  thee  once,  thy  vassal,  and  became 
Tbc  flatterer  of  thy  fierceness,  till  thoa  wert 
A  i^cmI  unto  thyself;  nor  less  the  same 
To  the  astounded  kingdoms  all  inert. 
Who  dcem'd  thee  for  a  time  whate'er  thou  didst  assert. 


XXXVIII. 
Oh,  more  or  less  than  man — in  high  or  low. 
Entiling  with  nations,  flying  from  the  field ; 
Now  making  monarch^  necks  thy  footstool,  now 
Mi>rc  than  thy  meam-si  soldier  taught  to  yield; 
Ao  empire  thou  couldsl  crush,  command,  rebuild. 
But  goTvm  not  thy  pettiest  passion,  nor, 
Btiwever  deeply  in  men's  spicits  skill'tl, 
Luok  through  thine  own,  nor  curb  the  lust  of  war, 
Nor  learn  that  tempted  fate  will  leave  the  loftiest  »tar. 

XXXIX. 
Yff  well  thy  soul  hath  brook'd  the  turning  tide 
Wi(b  that  untaught  innate  philosophy, 
IV  hich,  be  it  wisdom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride. 
It  (rail  and  wormwood  to  an  enemy. 
Wbra  the  whole  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by, 
To  watch  and  mock  tliee  shrinking,  thou  hast  smiled 
With  a  sedate  and  all-enduriug  eye ; — 
Wbra  fortune  fled  her  spoil'd  and  favourite  child, 
lie  stood  anhow'd  beneath  the  ills  upon  him  piied. 

XL. 
Sager  than  in  thy  fortunes;  for  in  them 
Ambition  steerd  thee  on  too  far  to  show 
That  just  habitual  scorn  which  could  contenui 
Men  and  their  thoughts ;  't  was  wise  to  feel,  not  so 
To  wear  it  ever  on  thy  lip  and  brow, 
And  spurn  the  instruments  thou  wert  to  use 
Till  they  were  tum'd  unto  thine  overthrow : 
T  is  but  a  worthless  world  to  win  or  lose ; 
bo  hath  it  proved  lo  thee,  and  all  such  lot  who  chose. 

XLl. 
If.  Uke  a  tower  opoo  a  headhmg  rock, 
Tboa  hadst  been  made  to  sund  or  fall  alone. 
Such  team  of  man  had  help  d  to  brave  the  shock ; 
But  men's  tboughu  were  the  steps  which  paved  thy 

throne. 
Their  admiration  thy  best  weapon  shone : 
The  part  of  Philip's  son  was  thine,  not  then 
(Unless  aside  thy  porple  had  been  thrown) 
like  stem  Diogenca  to  mock  at  men ; 
For  sceptred  cymes  earth  were  ht  too  wide  a  den.9 


XLII. 
But  quiet  to  qnick  bosoms  is  a  bell, 
And  l^rc  hath  been  thy  bane ;  there  is  a  fire 
And  motion  of  the  soul  which  will  not  dwell 
In  its  own  narrow  being,  but  aspire 
Beyond  the  fitting  medium  of  desire  ; 
And,  but  once  kindled,  quenchlcM  evermore. 
Preys  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  core. 
Fatal  to  him  who  bears,  to  all  who  ever  bora. 

XLIII. 

This  makes  the  madmen  who  have  made  mem.  mad 
By  their  contai;ion;  conquerors  and  kings. 
Founders  of  sects  and  «yfttems,  to  whom  add 
Sophists,  bards,  statesmen,  all  unquiet  things. 
Which  stir  too  stron(;ly  the  soul's  secret  springs. 
And  are  tbemkclvek  the  fools  to  those  they  fool; 
Envied,  yet  how  unenviable!  what  stings 
Are  iheiro  !  One  breast  l.iid  open  were  a  school 
Which  would  unteach  mankind  the  lust  to  shine  or  rule. 

XLIV. 
Their  breath  is  agitation,  and  tlieir  life 
A  »turm  whereon  they  ride,  to  sink  at  last. 
Ami  yet  so  nur«etl  and  bi|;oted  to  strife. 
Thai  khodid  their  day%.  surviving  periU  past. 
Melt  to  I  Aim  t«ili);hl,  they  feel  overca«t 
W'itli  sorrow  and  kupiucnesA,  and  so  die; 
Even  as  a  tlame  unfed,  which  ruu«  to  waste 
Willi  Its  own  llickerinff,  or  a  sword  laid  by 
Which  eats  into  itself,  and  rusts  iu(;loriouUy. 

XLV. 

He  who  ascends  to  mountain-tops  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  mo<t  wrapt  in  clouds  and  snow; 
lie  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind 
MuKt  look  down  on  the  hale  of  those  below. 
Though  high  above  the  sun  of  glory  glow. 
And  far  henealk  the  earth  and  ocean  spread. 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 
Contending  tempesU  on  his  lukeil  head. 
And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those  summits  led» 

XL  VI. 
Away  with  ihese !  true  wisdom's  worid  will  be 
Within  its  own  creation,  or  in  thine. 
Maternal  nature  !  for  who  teems  like  thee. 
Thus  on  the  banks  of  thy  majestic  Rhine? 
There  Harold  p,.i2e«  on  a  work  divine, 
A  blendini;  of  all  beauties  ;  streams  and  dells. 
Fruit,  foil  ige,  crap,  wood,  corn-field,  mououin,  vine. 
And  chietless  castles,  breathing  stern  farewelU 
From  gray  but  leafy  walls,  where  ruin  greenly  dwells. 

XLVH. 
And  there  they  sUod,  as  stands  a  lofty  mind. 
Worn,  but  unsiooping  to  the  baser  crovird. 
All  tenantless,  save  to  the  crannying  wind. 
Or  holding  dark  communion  with  the  cloud. 
There  was  a  day  when  tliey  were  youug  and  proud. 
Banners  on  high,  and  bat  lies  p.ivs  d  below. 
But  they  who  fought  are  in  a  bloody  shroud. 
And  those  which  waved  are  ^hredlcss  dual  ere  now. 
And  the  bleak  battlemenu  »luill  bear  no  future  bkiw. 
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XLvnr. 

Beneath  these  b;<ttletnpii(5,  within  those  walls, 
Power  dwelt  amidst  her  passions  ;  in  proud  <t:it«» 
Each  robber  chief  upheld  his  armed  halls, 
Doiiig  his  evil  will,  nor  less  elate. 
Than  mi(]htier  heroes  of  a  lonjjer  date. 
What  want  these  outlaws '<>  conquerors  should  liave, 
But  history's  pun  h  isi  il  pnj^r  to  call  them  great  ? 
A  wider  space,  an  ornamented  (jravc? 

Their  hoi>es  were  not  less  warm,  their  souls  were  full 
as  brave. 

XMX. 
fn  their  baronial  feuds  and  sinj^le  fields, 
What  deeds  of  prowess  unrecorded  died  ! 
And  love,  which  lent  a  blazon  to  their  shiehls, 
With  emblems  well  devisetl  by  amorous  pride, 
Through  all  the  mail  of  iron  hearts  would  plidc; 
But  still  their  flame  was  fierceness,  and  drew  on 
Keen  contest  and  destruction  near  allied, 
Anrl  mr»ny  a  tower  for  some  f.iir  miM  hicf  won. 

Saw  the  discolour'd  Rhine  beneath  its  ruin  run. 

L. 

But  thou,  cxultin(;  and  a!)OuniHnf»  river! 

Makin{j  thy  waves  a  hiessinj;  as  they  Mow 

Thron^h  banks  wliose  l.eauty  would  endure  for  evir, 

Gould  man  but  leave  thy  bri|;ht  creation  so, 

Nor  its  fair  promise  from  the  surface  mow 

With  the  sharp  scythe  of  conHii  t,— then  to  see 

Thy  valley  of  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 

Earth  paved  like  heaven  ;   and  to  seem  suvh  to  me 

Even  now  what  wants  thy  stream  ?  —  that  it  should 
Lethe  be. 

LI. 
A  thousand  battles  have  as>.ail  d  thy  banks. 
But  these  and  half  ilM»ir  fame  have  pass d  away, 
And  slaughter  heap'd  on  hii;h  his  weltering  ranks— 
Their  very  graves  are  (jonc,  and  what  are  they  ? 
Thy  tide  washd  down  the  blood  of  yesterday. 
And  all  was  stainless,  atul  on  thy  clear  •itreain 
(ilassd  with  its  dancing;  li{;ht  the  sunny  ray. 
But  o'er  the  blackeu'd  memory's  bliijlitin^;  dream 

Thy  waves  would  vainly  roll,  all  sweeping  as  they  hwm. 

LH. 
Thus  Harold  inly  said,  and  pass'd  along, 
Yet  not  insensibly  to  all  which  here 
Awoke  the  jocund  birds  to  early  song 
In  glens  which  might  have  made  even  exile  dear  ; 
Though  on  his  brow  were  graven  lines  austere. 
And  tranquil  sternness  which  had  ta'en  the  place 
Of  fi'elings  fierier  far  but  less  severe, 
Joy  was  not  always  absent  from  his  face, 
But  o'er  it  ia  such  scenes  would  steal  with  transient  trace. 

Lin. 

Nor  was  all  love  slmi  fmin  him.  ilioiii;h  his  <lays 
Of  passion  had  consnnie<l  the^l^el\<■s  to  dust. 
It  is  in  vain  that  we  >»ould  coldly  |;.i/e 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us ;  the  heart  must 
Leap  kindly  back  to  kindness,  tliou{^h  dis|;u«.t 
Hath  weau'il  il  from  .dl  worldlin|;s.    (luis  he  fili. 
Tor  tliere  was  soft  remembrance,  and  sweet  inisi 
In  one  fond  breast,  to  which  his  own  Mould  ni<  It 
.\ntl  in  its  tenderer  hour  on  that  h.s  bosom  dwelt 


LIV. 

And  he  had  learn'd  to  love,  — I  know  not  why. 
For  this  in  such  as  him  seems  strange  of  motnl, — 
The  helpless  looks  of  blooming  infancy, 
Even  in  its  earliest  nurture  :  what  subdued, 
To  change  like  this,  a  min<l  so  far  imbued 
With  scorn  of  man,  it  little  boots  to  know  ; 
But  thus  it  was;  and  though  in  solitude 
Small  power  the  nipp'd  affections  have  to  jn-ow. 
In  him  this  glow'd  when  all  beside  had  ceascil  to  (^low 

LV. 

And  there  was  one  soft  breast,  as  hath  been  said. 
Which  unto  his  was  l)ound  by  stron^ier  ties 
Than  the  church  links  withal ;  and,  though  uawe«L 
That  love  v»as  pure,  and,  far  above  disguise. 
Had  stood  the  test  of  mortal  enmities 
Still  undivided,  and  cemented  more 
By  peril,  droded  most  in  female  eyes; 
But  this  was  firm,  and  from  a  foreign  shore 
Well  to  that  heart  might  his  these  absent  greetings  pour 

1. 
The  eastled  crag  of  Drachenfels  " 

Irovkus  o'er  the  wide  and  winiling  Rhine 
Whose  breast  of  waters  broadly  swells 

BctsNcen  the  banks  which  bear  the  vine. 
And  bills  all  rich  with  bl<»ssoni  d  trees. 

And  lields  which  promi-e  corn  and  wine. 
And  scallerd  cities  crowning  these. 

Whose  far  while  walls  along  them  shine. 
\\A\r  strew'd  a  scene,  which  1  .should  see 
With  double  joy  wert  than  with  me  ! 

And  peasant  girls,  with  deep  blue  eyes. 

And  hands  which  offer  early  flowers, 
Walk  smiling  o'er  this  ]»aradise; 

AI>o\e,  the  frequent  feutlal  towers 
Throiigli  green  b-aves  lift  their  walls  of  grey, 

And  many  a  rock  which  steeply  lowers. 
And  noble  arch,  in  proud  ilecay, 

Look  o'er  this  vale  of  vintage  bowers; 
But  one  thing  want  these  banks  of  Rhine, — 
Thy  gentle  hand  to  clasp  in  mine  ! 

3. 
I  send  the  lilies  given  to  me  ; 

Tlioui'.h,  long  before  thy  hand  they  touch. 
I  know  that  they  must  wither'd  be, 

But  yet  reject  iliem  not  as  such  : 
For  I  have  cherishd  them  as  dear, 

Because  they  yet  may  meet  thine  eye, 
And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  h»re. 

When  thou  behold  st  them  drooping  nigh, 
And  know  St  them  gatherd  by  the  Bhine. 
And  offer  d  from  my  heart  to  thine  '. 

4- 
The  riNcr  nobly  fo.inis  and  Mow-, 

Tiie  (h.irm  of  this  cnchanitHl  ground, 
And  .ill  its  thousand  turns  disclose 

Some  fnsher  beauty  vai-ying  round  , 
The  haughtiest  breast  its  wish  mighl  bound 

'rbinii|;li  lib-  to  «lwcll  delighted  licrc , 
Nt.i  eould  on  cirlli  a  spot  bo  found 

■|t»  ii.itnre  iind  t«»  ii"-  so  dear, 
t.ouM  iby  dearev.s  in  following  mini 
sidl  swrcicii  iiioic  ibesc  banks  ot  Bhiii- 
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tvi. 

Rv  Coblcstiy  OQ  a  rite  of  gentle  yrooad, 
Iherr  i«  a  •mall  and  tinpJe  pynmid, 
Oovninf;  the  Munmil  of  the  vcrdani  moiuid ; 
Reo«-aila  iis  bate  are  heroes'  aahea  hid, 
'      Our  enemyV — bai  leC  noi  that  forbid 

Honour  Co  Marrcau!  o'er  whoce  early  tomb 
Trars.  b«g  teara,  gnfth'd  from  the  rough  soldier »  li<l, 
Lamenciog  and  yet  eavyiDg  •urh  a  doom, 
f  lUiag  for  Ffmoce,  whoce  hghia  he  battled  to  rcaane. 

LVfl. 
Bn#>f,  beave,  aod  glorioiu  was  hi*  youog  career.— 
Hio  movmen  were  two  hosts,  hit  friends  aod  foes; 
And  fitly  may  the  stranger  lingering  here 
Prjy  for  bis  gallant  spirit's  bright  repooe; 
for  he  was  Freedom's  champion, — one  of  those. 
TU«'  f<-w  in  nmnber,  who  had  not  o*erstepi 
Tbr  charter  to  chastise  which  she  bestows 
( *a  Mich  am  wield  her  weapons :  he  had  kept 
Ttar  whitcBesn  of  hit  sonJ,  aod  that  men  o'er  him  wipt.  *  > 

LVIII. 
H^Tp  Ehrenbmtstein,*'  with  her  sbatter'd  wall, 
Black  with  the  miners  blast*  npon  her  height 
Yrt  shows  of  what  she  was,  when  shell  aod  ball 
brboudiBg  idly  on  her  strength  did  light ; 
A  to«r«T  of  victory!  from  whence  the  flight 
Of  baffled  ffbeft  waa  walch'd  along  the  plain : 
Bat  peace  dcatroy'd  what  war  could  never  blight, 
Aod  laid  thoae  proud  roofs  bare  to  •ummer's  rain— 
Oa  vfaieh  ibe  iroo  slM»wer  for  years  had  ponc'd  in  vain. 

UX. 

I      Adieu  to  Ibee,  fair  Rhine  !     How  long  delighted 
The  »trmnger  luo  would  linger  on  his  way ! 
Tbine  is  a  scene  alike  where  souls  united 
Or  kkOfely  contemplation  thus  might  stray : 
Aad  cossld  ifac  ceaseless  vultures  ceasa  to  prey 
f  hi  &elf-condemniog  bosoms,  it  were  here, 
^'iMve  natnre,  nor  too  sombre  nor  loo  gay. 
Wild  bat  not  rode,  awful  ytt  not  austere* 

I  h  lo  the  mellow  earth  as  autumn  to  the  year. 

UL 

Adiew  lo  thee  again !  a  vaio  adieu ! 
There  can  be  no  fisrewell  to  scene  like  thioe  ; 
The  mind  is  colour'd  by  thy  every  hue ; 
And  if  relactaotJy  the  eyes  re«ign 
Tb^r  chertsh*d  giue  upon  thee,  lovely  Rhine! 
7  u  with  the  thaukfol  glance  of  parting  praise ; 
Hore  mighty  ^^U  may  rise  —more  glaring  shine, 
But  none  unite  in  one  attaching  maie 
I  TUe  Lrilliaat,  foir,  and  soft, — tha  glories  of  old  days. 

■  LXi. 

.      Hie  oegligemJy  grand,  the  fruitful  bloom 
<  tf  coming  ripeness,  the  while  city's  sheen, 
Tlic  rolling  stream,  the  precipice's  gloom, 

I      Tkie  forest's  growth,  and  Gothic  walls  between. 
The  wild  racks  shaped  as  they  had  turrets  been 
In  mockery  of  roan's  art ;  and  these  withal 
A  race  of  faces  happy  as  the  scene, 
^  bcHe  fertile  bounties  here  extend  to  all, 
StU  springing  o'er  thy  banks,  though  empires  near 
them  foil. 


LXII. 

Rut  these  recede.    Above  me  are  the  Alpa, 
The  palaces  of  nature,  whose  va«l  walls 
Ilavc  pionadrd  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalps. 
And  ttirooed  eternity  in  icy  lulls 
Of  cold  suhlamity.  where  forms  and  falls 
The  avalanche — (he  thunderbolt  of  snow! 
Ail  that  eip.*nds  the  spirit,  yet  appals, 
Gather  around  tliese  summit*,  ds  to  show 
How  earth  may  pirrcc  to  lieaven,  yet  leave  vain  man 
below. 

LXIfl. 
But  ere  these  matrhleu  lieinhts  I  dare  to  srao. 
There  i%  a  spot  should  noi  be  pa%«'d  in  vaiii,-> 
Morat !  ihe  prou<l,  the  patriot  fiet<l !  where  m.in 
May  gaie  on  ghastly  trophies  «f  the  slain. 
Nor  blush  for  those  who  cooquerd  on  that  plain  ; 
Here  Burgundy  bequeaih'd  hit  tombless  host, 
A  bony  heap,  through  ape*  lo  remain, 
Tfiemselvrs  iheir  monument : — the  Sly(;ian  coa^t 
rmepttichrrdthey  roam'd,and  shriek'd  each  W4n<lrring 
ghost.*  4 

LXIV. 

While  Waterloo  with  Cannw's  carnage  vies, 
Morat  and  Marathon  twin  names  shall  stand ; 
They  were  true  glory's  stainless  victories. 
Won  by  the  unambitious  heart  and  hand 
()f  a  proud,  brotherly,  aod  ci%ic  band. 
All  unbought  champiooa  in  no  princely  cause 
Of  vice-entail'd  corruption ;  (hey  no  laoid 
Doom'd  to  bewail  the  blasphemy  of  laws 
Making  kings'  rigiiu  divine,  by  some  Draconic  clause. 

LXV. 

By  a  lone  wall  a  loocUer  column  rears 
A  gray  aod  grief-worn  aspect  of  old  days ; 
'T  is  (be  last  remnant  of  ihe  wreck  of  years, 
Aod  looks  as  with  the  «ild  bewiider'd  gaie 
Of  one  to  stone  converted  by  amase, 
Yet  still  with  consciousness ;  and  there  it  stands. 
Making  a  marvel  (liat  it  not  decays. 
When  the  coeval  pride  of  human  hands, 
Levell  d  Aveniicum,'^  hath  strew'd  her  subject  lands. 

LXVI. 

And  there — oh !  sweet  and  sacred  be  (he  name  !— 
Julia — (he  daughter,  (he  dr\oliNl — gave 
Her  youth  to  lloavrn ;  her  hcirt,  Ix'iiradi  a  claim 
Nearest  to  Heaven  s,  hrokt*  o'er  a  fither's  gr>ive. 
Justice  is  »wom  gaio&t  tears,  aod  hers  would  crave 
The  hfe  she  lived  in  ;  but  the  judge  was  j tut. 
And  (hen  she  died  ou  him  %hc  could  not  save. 
Their  tomb  w.u  simple,  aod  widiout  a  butt. 

And  held  within  their  urn  one  mind,  one  heart,  one 
dus(.<^ 

LXVII. 
But  these  are  deeds  which  should  not  pav«  away, 
And  names  diat  must  not  uiihcr,  ihougli  the  earth 
Forgets  her  empires  with  a  just  decay. 
The  enslavers  and  the  enslaved,  tlieir  death  and  birtii ; 
The  hif,h,  the  mouotain-maje*»(y  of  nuiih 
Should  be,  and  slull,  sur>i>or  of  its  «oc. 
And  from  its  iinmoriality  look  forth 
In  the  *>un'%  face,  like  vontler  .\lpine  snow, '7 

iropenshably  pure  beyomi  all  tlungs  below. 
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LXVin. 
Lake  Loman  woos  me  with  its  crystal  face, 
The  mirror  where  the  stars  and  mountains  view 
The  slillnrss  of  tUcir  aspect,  in  each  trace 
Ils  clear  depth  yields  of  their  f.ir  height  and  line  : 
There  is  too  much  of  man  here,  to  look  through 
With  a  tit  mind  the  mi(}ht  -which  I  behold; 
But  soon  in  me  shall  loneliness  renew 
Thoni;hts  hid,  but  not  less  chcrish'd  than  of  old, 
Ere  mingling  with  the  herd  had  penn'd  me  in  their  fold. 

LXIX. 

To  My  from,  need  not  be  to  hate,  mankind  ; 
All  arc  not  fit  with  them  to  stir  and  toil. 
Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 
Deep  in  ils  fountain,  lest  it  overboil 
In  the  hot  throng,  whore  we  l»ecomc  the  spoil 
Of  our  infection,  till  too  i.tte  and  long 
We  may  deplore  and  struggle  with  the  coil, 
la  wretched  interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong, 

Midst  a  contentious  world,  striving  where   none   are 
strong. 

LXX. 
There,  in  a  moment,  we  may  |>lunge  our  years 
In  fatal  penitence,  and  iu  the  blight 
Of  our  own  soul,  turn  all  our  blood  to  tears. 
And  colour  things  to  come  with  hues  of  night; 
The  race  of  life  licconics  a  hopeless  Hight 
To  those  that  walk  in  darkness:  on  the  sea. 
The  boldest  steer  but  where  their  ports  invite. 
But  there  are  wanderers  o'er  eternity, 

Whose  bark  drives  on  and  on,  audauchor'd  ue'ershall  be. 

LXXI. 
Is  it  not  better,  then,  to  be  alone. 
And  love  earth  only  for  its  earthly  sake? 
By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Khone,'" 
Or  ilie  pure  bosom  of  its  nursing  l;ike, 
Wbicli  feeds  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fair  but  froward  infant  her  own  care. 
Kissing  lis  cries  away  as  these  awake;  — 
Is  it  not  better  thus  our  lives  to  wear, 
Than  join  the  crushing  crowd,  doom'd  to  inflict  or  bear  ? 

Lxxn. 

I  live  not  in  myself,  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  aroniul  me;  and  to  nie. 
High  mountains  are  a  feeling,  but  the  hum 
Of  human  cities  tortures:   I  can  see 
Nothing  to  loathe  in  nature,  save  to  be 
A  link  reluct. int  in  a  flexjiiy  cliain, 
(lias^M  among  creatures,  when  the  soul  can  flee. 
And  with  tlie  sRv,  the  peak,  the  Iu-umiij;  |>lain 
Of  ocean,  or  the  stars,  mingle,  and  nol  in  vain. 

FXXIII. 

And  thus  I  am  absorb*!,  and  tliis  is  hfe 
I  look  upon  the  peopled  ileserl  pa-,t 
As  on  a  place  <»f  a(;onv  and  strife. 
Where,  for  some  sin,  to  sorrov*   I  was  cast. 
To  act  and  suffer,  but  remount  at  la>l 
With  I  fn-sh  pinion  ;  which  i  feel  to  spring. 
Though  young,  yet  waxing  >ignrons  as  tlie  blasi 
Whi<h  it  would  cope  wiili.  on  deliijliled  \%inj;, 
Spnrinng  the  <lay-eolil  bonds  wbich  round   our   1m  nj|^; 
elnig. 


LXXIV. 

And  when,  at  length,  the  mind  shall  be  all  free* 
From  what  it  hates  in  this  degnided  form, 
Ueft  of  its  carnal  life,  save  what  shall  be 
Existent  happier  in  tHie  fly  and  worm, — 
When  elenu'Uls  to  elements  conform. 
And  <lust  is  as  it  should  be,  shall  I  not 
Feel  all  I  st*e,  less  da/./ling,  but  more  warm  ? 
The  boililess  thought'  the  spirit  of  each  spot. 
Of  which,  even  now,  I  share  at  times  the  immortal  lot^ 

LXXV. 

Are  not  the  mountains,  waves.  ,ind  skies,  a  p.irt 
Of  me  and  of  my  soul,  as  I  of  them? 
Is  not  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 
With  a  pure  passion?  should  I  luM  contemn 
All  oljjects,  if  compared  with  these?  an«l  stem 
A  tide  of  suffering,  rather  than  forego 
Such  feelings  for  tin.'  hard  and  worldly  phlepm 
Of  those  whose  eyes  are  only  turnd  below, 
(iazing  upon  the  ground,  with  thoughts  which  dare  not 
glow  7 

Lxxvr. 

But  this  is  not  my  theme  ;  and  I  return 
To  that  which  is  immediate,  and  require 
Thos4^  who  find  coniem|)lalion  in  the  urn. 
To  look  on  One,  whose  dust  was  once  all  lire, 
A  nall>e  of  the  land  where  I  respire 
The  clear  air  for  a  while — a  passing  guest, 
Where  he  became  a  being, — whose  desire 
Was  to  be  glorious  ;  "t  w.is  a  foolish  quest. 
The  which  to  gain  and  keep,  he  sacrihced  all  rest. 

LXX  VII. 
Here  the  self-torturing  xiphisf,  wild  Rousseau, 
The  apostle  of  afthciion,  he  who  threw 
Eui  liantmeni  over  jtassion,  and  from  woe 
Wrung  overwhelming  eloquecu'e,  first  drew 
Th«-  breath  wltieh  made  him  wretchetl:  yet  he  kn«  » 
How  to  make  madness  beautiful,  and  cast 
O'er  erring  deeds  and  thoughts  a  heavenly  hue 
Of  words,  like  sunbeams,  da/./ling  as  they  past 
The  eye,  which  o'er  them  shed  tears  feelingly  and  fist 

LXXVIH. 

His  love  was  passion's  essence — as  a  tree 
On  lire  by  lightning  :  with  ethereal  flame 
Kindled  111-  was,  and  blasted;  for  to  be 
Thus«  and  enamour  d,  were  in  him  the  same 
Ihit  his  was  not  the  lo\e  of  living  dame. 
Nor  of  the  i\c:\d  who  rise  upon  our  dreams, 
r.ut  of  ideil  beaiily,  whieh  became 
In  him  exi>trnce,  .ind  o'erl!»>wing  teems 
.Moijg  his  burning  page,  distcmper'd  though  it  -eems 

IXXIX. 

This  br<athcd  itself  to  lif<'  in  .lulie.  Vtii 
Invested  her  with  .ill  that   s  w  ild  .iiid  swer  t  , 
This  hallow  d,  too,  the  memorable  kiss 
Willi  h  e\<ry  m(jrn  his  foiT  d  hp  would  greei. 
Eioni  hers,  who  but  with  friendship  his  wonhl  inei  I 
Hilt  to  that  gentle  touch,  through  brain  and  brea^i 
1  l.ishd  tlie  thrill'd  spirit's  l(ive-dc\ouring  he.it  . 
In  that  aliMiilMug  vijjli  perchance  more  blest, 
I  ban  vul;;  II  niuxls  maybe  with  all  the\  sei-k  |><.,sr>t    ^ 
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LXXX. 

His  life  was  one  loof  war  with  se]f-<«>ogbt  foes, 
Or  fnends  by  him  Mlf-bani&fa'd;  Ibr  hit  mind 
Had  grown  tuspicioa's  sanctuary,  and  choae 
For  lis  own  cruel  sacrifice,  the  kind, 
Gaiost  whom  he  raged  with  fury  strange  and  blind. 
Bat  he  was  phrenaied, — wherefore,  who  may  knowT 
Since  cause  might  be  which  skill  could  never  find; 
Boi  be  was  phrenaied  by  disease  or  woe. 
To  that  worst  pitch  of  all  which  wears  a  feasoning  show. 

LXXXI. 
For  then  he  was  inspired,  and  from  him  came« 
As  from  tue  Pythiao's  mystic  care  of  yore. 
Those  oracles  whi^h  set  the  world  in  flame, 
Xor  ceased  to  bum  till  kingdoms  were  no  more : 
Did  be  not  this  for  France !  which  lay  before 
Bow  d  to  the  inborn  tyranny  of  y^rsT 
Broken  and  trembling,  to  the  yoke  she  bore. 
Till  by  the  voice  of  him  aod  his  compeers, 
Boosed  up  to  too  mach  wrath  which  follows  o'cqfrown 
feiirs? 

LXXX1I. 
They  made  tbemseWes  a  fearful  monument! 
Thr  wreck  of  old  opinions — things  which  grew 
Breathed  from  the  birth  of  time :  the  veil  they  rent, 
Aod  vbat  behind  it  lay,  all  earth  shall  view. 
But  good  with  ill  tliey  also  overthrew. 
Living  but  ruios,  wherewith  to  rebuild 
Upon  the  same  foundation,  and  renew 
IXuojjeoos  and  thrones,  which  the  same  hour  re-fill'd. 
As  heretofore,  because  ambition  was  self-wiU'd. 

LXXXIII. 
But  this  will  not  endure,  nor  be  endured ! 
Mankind  have  frit  their  strength,  and  made  it  frit. 
TLwy  might  have  used  it  better,  but,  allured 
By  tbeir  new  vigour,  sternly  have  they  dealt 
<  »a  one  another ;  pity  reasrd  to  melt 
With  her  once  natural  cliarities.     but  they, 
Wl»o  in  oppreksion's  darkness  caved  had  dwelt, 
They  were  not  eagles,  nourish'd  with  the  day; 
What  marvel  then,  at  times,  if  they  mistook  their  prey  ? 

LXXXIV. 
What  dtep  wounds  ever  cloted  without  a  scar? 
The  heart's  bleed  longest,  and  but  heal  to  wear 
That  «hich  disfigures  it;  and  tbcy  who  war 
With  their  own  hopes,  and  have  been  vanquish'd,  bear 
j^lrore,  but  not  submission :  in  his  lair 
Fix'd  passion  holds  his  breath,  nniii  the  hour 
Which  shall  atone  for  years;  none  need  despair : 
It  came,  it  cometh,  and  will  come, — liie  power 
To  pttnisb  or  forgive— 'In  one  we  sliall  he  slower. 

LXXXV. 

Qear,  placid  Leman !  thy  contrasted  take. 
With  the  wild  world  I  dwelt  In,  is  a  thing 
WTiiich  narns  me,  with  its  stillness,  to  forsake 
Eurth's  troubled  waters  for  a  purer  spriog. 
This  qisiet  s;iil  is  as  a  noiseless  wing 
To  Wikft  me  from  distraction :  once  I  loved 
Tom  ocean's  roar,  but  thy  soft  murmuring 
Sounds  sweet  as  if  a  sbter's  voice  reproved, 
IbAt  I  with  stem  delights  should  e'er  have  been  so  moved. 


L 


LXXX  VI. 

It  u  the  hush  of  night,  and  all  between 
Thy  margin  and  tlie  mounuios,  dusk,  yet  clear, 
Mellow'U  and  minijlio);,  yet  di»tioctly  seen. 
Save  darken'd  Jura,  whose  capt  heights  appear 
Precipitously  sleep ;  and,  drawing  near, 
There  breatlic^  a  living  fragrance  from  the  shore. 
Of  flowers  yet  fresh  with  childhood ;  on  the  ear 
Drops  the  light  dnp  of  the  suspended  oar. 
Or  chirps  the  grassliopper  one  good-night  carol  more ; 

LXXXVII. 
He  is  an  evening  reveller,  who  makes 
His  life  an  infancy,  aod  sing«  his  fill; 
At  internals,  some  bird  from  out  the  brakes 
Starts  into  \otce  a  moment,  tlieo  issiill. 
Tlirre  seems  a  floating  wliis|>er  on  tlie  hUl; 
But  that  i«  fancy,  for  the  starlight  dews 
All  silently  their  tears  of  love  instil. 
Weeping  lijera«elves  away,  till  ihey  infuse 
Deep  into  nature's  breast  ilie  spirit  of  her  hues. 

rxxxviii. 

Ye  stars!  which  are  the  poetry  of  Heaven! 
If  in  your  bright  leaves  ise  would  read  the  fate 
Of  men  and  empires, —  t  is  to  he  forgiven, 
That  in  our  a«pinition«  to  be  great, 
Our  deMinieso'erleap  their  mortal  state. 
And  claim  a  kio<irrd  with  you;  for  ye  are 
A  beauty  and  a  myittery.  and  create 
In  us  surh  love  and  reverence  from  afar. 

That  fortune,  fame,  poser,  life,  have  named  them^lves 
a  star. 

l^XXXIX. 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  still — though  not  in  sleep. 
But  breatlilriM,  as  we  grow  when  feelmg  most; 
And  ftilent,  as  me  stand  in  thoughts  too  deep  :— 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  still :  from  tlie  high  ho4t 
Of  stars,  to  the  luU'd  lake  and  monntain-coasi, 
All  is  concenter 'd  in  a  life  tniense, 
Where  not  a  beam,  nor  air,  nor  leaf  is  lost, 
But  ItJth  a  part  of  being,  and  a  sense 

Of  tliat  which  is  of  all  Creator  aod  defence. 

XC. 
Then  stirs  the  feeling  inlinite,  so  felt 
In  Mlitude,  nhere  we  are  /caiI  alone; 
A  truth,  which  throu(;h  our  being  tlien  doth  melt, 
And  purities  from  self:  it  i«  a  lone, 
The  soul  .ind  source  of  music,  which  makes  known 
Eternal  harmony,  and  sheds  a  charm. 
Like  to  the  bbled  Cyilierea's  zone. 
Binding  all  things  with  beauty; — 't  would  disarm 
The  spectre  Deatli,  had  he  substantial  power  to  harm. 

XCI. 

Not  vainly  did  the  e.irly  Persi.in  make 
Hts  altar  the  hi|;h  places  and  the  peak 
(If  edrtli-o'erga/ing  mountains,'"  and  thus  take 
A  fit  and  unwall'd  irniple,  there  to  Mwk 
The  spirit,  in  whow  honour  shrines  are  weak, 
Uprear'd  oF  hum.in  hamU.     Cdutr,  mid  rompare 
Cktiunins  and  tdol-dwrthngs,  (toili  or  Greek, 
With  nature's  realms  of  worsliip,  earth  aod  air, 
Nor  fii  on  fond  abodes  to  circumscribe  thy  prayer! 
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xcn. 

The  sky  is  changed!— and  such  a  chan(;e!  Oh  night,' • 
And  storm,  and  darkness,  ye  are  wondrous  strung, 
Yet  lovely  in  your  strength,  as  is  the  light 
Of  a  dark  eye  in  woman !    Far  along,  • 

From  pe.ik  to  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among 
Leaps  the  hve  thunder!    Not  from  one  lone  cloud, 
But  every  mountain  now  hath  found  a  tongue. 
And  Jura  answers,  through  her  misty  shroud, 
Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  aloud! 

XCII1. 
And  this  is  in  the  night : — most  glorious  night ! 
Thou  wert  not  sent  for  slumber!  let  me  be 
A  sharer  in  thy  fierce  and  far  delight, — 
A  portion  of  the  tempest  and  of  thee! 
How  the  lit  lake  shines,  a  phosphoric  sea, 
And  the  big  rain  comes  dancing  to  the  earth ! 
And  now  again  't  is  black, — and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountain-mirth, 
As  if  they  did  rejoice  o'er  a  young  earthquake's  birth. 

XCIV. 
Now,  where  the  swift  Rhone  cleaves  his  way  between 
Heights  which  appear  as  lovers  wiio  have  parted 
In  hnte,  whose  mining  depths  so  intervene, 
Thai  they  can  meet  no  more,  though  broken-iicaried  ; 
Though  in  their  souls,  which  tbusrach  other  thwarted, 
Love  was  the  very  root  of  the  fond  rage 
Which  blighted  their  life's  bloom,  and  then  departed  : 
Itself  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
Of  years  all  winters, — war  within  themselves  to  wage. 

XCV. 
Now,  where  the  quick  Rhone  thns  has  cleft  his  way, 
The  mightiest  of  the  storms  hath  la'en  his  !«.tand  : 
For  here,  not  one,  but  many,  make  their  play. 
And  fling  their  thunder-holts  from  hand  to  hand. 
Flashing  and  cast  around :  of  all  the  band. 
The  brightest  through  these  parted  hills  hath  fork'd 
His  lightnings, — as  if  he  did  understand. 
That  in  such  gaps  as  desolation  work*d. 
There  the  hot  shaft  should  blast  whatever  therein  lurk'd. 

XCVL 
Sky,  mountains,  river,  winds,  lake,  lightnings',  ye! 
With  night,  and  clouds,  and  thunder,  and  a  soul 
To  make  these  felt  and  feeling,  well  may  be 
Things  that  have  made  me  watchful ;  the  far  roll 
Of  your  departing  voices  is  the  knoll 
Of  what  in  me  is  sleepless, — if  I  rest. 
But  where  of  ye,  oh  tempests !  is  the  goal  ? 
Are  ye  like  those  within  the  human  breast? 
Or  do  ye  find,  at  length,  like  eagles,  some  high  nest? 

XCVIL 
Could  I  embody  and  unbosom  now 
That  which  is  most  within  me, — could  I  w^reak 
My  thoughts  upon  expression,  and  thus  throw 
Soul,  heart,  mind,  passions,  fet-liugs,  strong  or  weak, 
All  that  I  would  have  sought,  and  all  I  seek. 
Bear,  know,  feel,  and  yet  breathe— into  one  word. 
And  that  one  word  were  Lightning,  I  would  speak : 
But  as  it  is,  I  live  and  die  unheard. 
With  a  most  voiceless  thought,  sheathing  it  as  a  sword. 


XCVHL 
The  morn  is  up  again,  the  dewy  morn. 
With  breath  all  iuccnse,  and  with  cheek  all  bloom, 
I.aughing  the  clouds  away  with  playful  scorn, 
And  living  as  if  earth  contain'd  no  tomb, — 
And  glowing  into  day  :  we  may  resume 
The  march  of  our  existence  :  and  thus  I, 
Still  on  thy  shores,  fair  Leman !  may  find  room 
And  food  for  meditation,  nor  pass  by 
Much  that  may  give  us  pause,  if  ponder'd  fittingly. 

XCIX. 
Clarent !  sweet  Clarens,  birth-place  of  deep  love  ! 
Thinr  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passionate  thought : 
Thy  trees  take  root  in  love;  the  snows  above 
The  very  glaciers  have  his  colours  caught. 
And  sun-»et  into  rose-liues  sees  them  wrought  * 
By  rays  which  s!cep  there  lovingly :  the  rocks. 
The  permanent  crags,  tell  here  of  love,  »ho  sought 
In  tlicm  a  refuge  from  the  worldly  shocks. 

Which  stir  and  sting  the  soul  with  hope  that  woos,  tlicti 
mocks. 

C. 
Clarens!  by  heavenly  feet  thy  paths  are  trod, — 
Undying  love's,  who  here  ascends  a  throne 
To  which  the  steps  are  mountains;  where  the  goil 
Is  a  pervading  life  and  light, — so  shown 
Not  on  those  summits  solely,  nor  alone 
In  the  still  cave  and  forest ;  o'rr  the  flower 
Ilis  eye  is  sparkling,  and  his  breath  hath  blown. 
His  soft  and  summer  breath,  whose  tender  power 

Pa.ssc8  the  strength  of  storms  in  their  most  desolate  hour 

CI. 

All  things  are  here  of  him;  'ro.jj  \he  black  pines. 
Which  are  his  shade  on  high,  a  d  the  lond  roar 
Of  torrents,  where  he  lisirnelh,  tt)  the  vines 
Which  slopr  his  green  path  dowii\vard  to  the  shore. 
Where  the  bow'd  watrrs  meet  him  and  adore, 
Ki<i.siiig  Ilis  fret  with  murmurs;  and  the  wood. 
The  covert  of  old  trees,  vith  trunks  all  hoar. 
But  light  leaves,  young  a>  joy,  stands  where  it  stood. 
Offering  to  him,  and  his,  a  populous  solitude. 

ClI. 

A  populous  solitude  of  bees  and  birds, 
And  fairy-form'd  and  many<olourd  things. 
Who  worship  him  with  notes  more  sweet  than  words. 
And  innocently  open  their  glad  wings. 
Fearless  ami  full  of  life:  the  gush  of  springs. 
And  fall  of  lofty  fountains,  and  the  bend 
Of  stirring  branches,  and  the  hud  whieh  brings 
The  swiftest  thought  of  beauty,  here  extend. 
Mingling,  and  made  by  love,  unto  one  mighty  end. 

cm. 

He  >kli(i  hath  loved  not,  here  would  learn  that  lore. 
And  make  his  heart  a  spirit;  he  who  knows 
That  lender  ni^Mery,  will  love  the  more, 
For  this  is  loves  recess,  where  vain  mens  woes. 
And  ilir  worlds  waste,  have  driven  him  far  from  those. 
For  t  is  his  nature  to  advance  or  <lie; 
He  stands  not  still,  but  or  decay*;,  or  grows 
Into  a  boundless  blessing,  which  may  \ie 
With  the  immortal  lights,  in  its  eterniiy' 


cnr. 

T  v«  oot  for  fieooo  cInmc  RooMCta  thk  ipot, 
PeopGfic  **  ^i^  affections;  bal  be  foniMl 
It  vas  the  leene  which  putioo  must  allot 
To  the  miiMrt  parified  betnyi ;  't  vat  the  groand 
Where  early  love  hit  IHycbe't  tone  unbound. 
And  hallow'd  it  iviih  loTelioew  :  't  it  lone. 
And  wondetf  nl,  and  deep,  and  bath  a  lonnd. 
And  acme,  and  tight  of  twcetnett;  here  the  Rhone 
Hath  iprend  himtelf  a  conch,  the  Alpt  have  rear'd  a 


CV. 
!  and  Femey!  ye  have  been  the  abodea*' 
Of  names  which  vnto  you  beqneatb'd  a  name; 
Mortals,  who  aonght  and  fonnd,  by  dangerout  roadt, 
A  path  to  perpeinily  of  fame : 
Tbey  were  gifantic  minds,  and  their  steep  aim 
Was,  Tlian-like,  on  daring  donbtt  lo  pile 
Tbonghtawhichshoaldcall  down  thunder  and  the  flame 
Of  BeavcB,  again  aisail'd,  if  Heaven  the  while 
On  man  and  aaan's  research  could  deign  do  more  than 


CVI. 
The  one  was  fire  and  fickleness,  a  child, 
Most  mntahle  in  wishes,  bat  in  mind 
A  wit  as  variotts, — gay,  grave,  mge,  or  wild,— 
Bsteriaa,  baid,  philosofdier  combined; 
Be  mnltipliod  himtelf  among  mankind. 
The  Proiena  of  their  talenia :  but  his  owu 
Breathed  moat  in  ridicule, — which,  as  the  wind, 
Blew  where  it  listed,  laying  all  things  prone,— 
5ow  to  e'crthrow  a  fool,*  and  now  to  shake  a  throne. 

cvn. 

The  other,  deep  and  slow,  rabaosting  thouglit, 
And  hiving  wisdom  with  each  studious  year, 
In  meditation  dwelt,  with  learning  wrought, 
And  shaped  his  weapcm  with  an  edge  severe, 
Sapping  a  solemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer : 
The  lord  of  irony, — that  master-spell. 
Which  stung  his  foes  to  wrath,  which  grew  from  fear, 
And  doom'd  him  to  the  lealot's  ready  heil. 
Which  answers  to  all  donbo  to  eloquently  well. 


cvia 

Tec,  peace  he  with  their  ashes,— for  by  them, 

If  mehied,  the  penalty  is  paid; 

It  is  not  ours  lo  judge, — hr  less  condemn ; 

The  boor  must  come  when  snch  things  shall  be  road< 
I      Known  nnlo  all, — or  hope  and  dread  allay'd 
j      Mj  slumber,  on  one  pilk>w, — in  the  dust, 
'      Which,  thna  mnch  we  are  sure,  must  lie  decay'd ; 

And  when  it  shall  revive,  as  is  our  trust, 
T  wUl  he  to  he  forgiven,  or  suffer  what  is  just. 

CIX. 
Bat  lee  OM  i|ail  mui's  works,  again  to  read 

I      His  Maker's  spctad  arooad  me,  and  suspend 
Thw  page,  which  from  my  reveries  I  feed, 
Uniid  it  aocoM  prolonging  without  end. 
The  donda  above  me  to  the  white  Alps  tend. 
And  I  must  pierce  them,  and  survey  whale'ar 
May  be  pcnaiciad,  as  my  steps  I  bend 
To  their  moat  graal  and  growing  region,  where 

'  The  earth  to  h«r  cnabrace  compels  the  power*  of  air. 


ex. 

Italia !  too,— Italia \  looking  on  thee. 
Full  flashes  o«  the  soul  the  light  of  i 
Since  the  fierce  Carthaginian  almost  won  thee. 
To  the  last  halo  of  the  chiefs  and  mgaa, 
Who  glorify  thy  eonsccraied  pages; 
Thou  wart  the  throne  and  grave  of  empirm ;  stiU, 
The  fount  at  which  the  panting  mind  aasnafes 
Her  thirst  of  knowledge,  qnaffing  there  her  fill. 
Flows  foot  the  etam^t  source  of  ftomt's  ii^anai  hill. 

CXI. 

Tbnt  far  I  have  proceaded  in  a  theme 
Eenew'd  with  no  kind  auspices : — to  feel 
We  are  not  what  we  have  been,  and  lo  deem 
We  are  not  what  we  should  he,— and  to  steel 
The  heart  against  itself;  and  to  conceal. 
With  a  proud  caution,  love,  or  bale,  or  8nghl,-> 
PaMion  or  feeling,  purpose,  grief  or  teal, — 
Which  is  the  tyrant  spirit  of  oar  thought ; 
Is  a  stem  task  of  tool :— Mo  matter,— it  is  taught. 

CXII. 
And  for  these  words,  thus  woven  into  song. 
It  may  be  that  they  are  a  harmless  wile, — 
The  colouring  of  the  scenes  which  fleet  along. 
Which  I  would  seiie,  in  passing,  to  beguile 
My  breast,  or  that  of  others,  for  a  while. 
Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth. — but  I  am  not 
So  young  as  to  regard  men  s  frown  or  smile. 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  and  sund  alone,— remember'd  or  forgot. 

cxni. 

I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me ; 
I  have  not  flatter'd  iu  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee, — 
Nor  coin'd  my  cheek  to  smiles,— nor  cried  aloud 
lo  worship  of  an  echo;  in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such;  I  alood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them;  in  a  shroud 
Of  thougbu  which  were  not  tlieir  thoughts,  and  still 
could. 

Had  I  not  filed  *i  my  mind,  which  thna  ilsdf  sobdned. 

CXIV. 
I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me,— 
But  let  us  pan  fair  foes;  I  do  believe. 
Though  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words  which  are  things,  —  hopes  which   will  ncM 

deceive. 
And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  failing :  I  would  also  deem 
O'er  others'  griefi  that  some  sincerely  griere;'^ 
That  two,  or  one,  are  almoal  what  they  seem,— 

That  goodness  is  no  name,  and  happiness  no  dream. 

CXV. 
My  daughter!  with  thy  name  this  song  begun^ 
My  daughter!  with  thy  name  thus  much  shall  end— 
I  see  thee  not,— I  hear  thee  not,— but  none 
Can  be  so  wrapt  in  thee ;  ihou  art  the  friend 
To  whom  the  sliadows  of  far  years  eiteod ; 
Albeit  my  brow  thou  never  shouldst  behold. 
My  >oice  sliall  with  thy  future  visions  blend. 
And  reach  into  tliy  heart,— when  mine  is  cold.  - 

A  token  and  a  tone,  even  from  thy  father's  mould- 
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CXVI. 

To  .lid  thy  mind's  dovplopement, — to  watch 
Tliy  dawn  of  litilr  joys, — lo  sit  and  spp 
Almost  tliy  \cry  (jrowth, — lo  view  thee  catch 
Knowlpdjje  of  objects, — wondcr>  yet  to  thee  1 
To  hold  thee  lijjhily  on  a  penile  kiee, 
And  print  on  ihy  soft  check  a  parent's  kiss, — 
This,  it  should  sccni,  was  not  reserved  for  rae; 
Yet  this  was  in  ray  nature  : — as  it  is, 
I  know  not  what  is  there,  yet  something;  like  to  this. 

CXYII. 
Yet,  though  dull  hate  as  duty  should  be  tau[;ht, 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me;  thou^jh  my  name 
Should  be  shut  from  thee,  as  a  spell  still  fraught 
Wich  desolation, — and  a  broken  claim: 
Thouijh  the  jjrave  closed  between  us,'t  were  the  snmc — 
I  know  that  thou  will  l(i\e  me;  thou[;h  (o drain 
My  blood  from  out  thy  brinj;,  were  an  aim, 
And  an  attainment, — all  would  be  in  vain, — 
Still  thou  wouldst  love  me,  still  that  more  than  life  retain. 

CXVIII. 
The  child  of  love, — though  born  in  bitterness, 
And  nurtured  in  convulsion.     Of  tliy  sire 
These  were  the  elements, — and  thine  no  less. 
As  yrt  s\.\r\\  ;ire  around  tln-e, — but  thy  lire 
Shall  be  more  temper'd,and  thy  hope  far  hiyher. 
Sweet  be  thy  cradled  slumbers'.     (I'er  the  sea, 
And  from  the  mountains  where  I  now  respire. 
Fain  would  I  waft  such  blessing  upon  thee. 
As,  with  a  sigh,  1  deem  ibou  mightst  have  been  to  me ! 


CANTO  IV. 


Vislo  ho  ToftO'ina,  Louilmrdia.  noraaf^nii, 
yufi  looulo  clir  tJiviJo,  e  qiK'l  (In-  (irrra 
luliu,  «  un  mare  o  1  ohru  cbe  la  h.ijfna. 

Amutio,  Satira  iv. 


TO 

JOHN  HOBHOUSE,  ESQ.  A.M.  F.R.S. 

etc.  etc.  etc. 


Mt   nE\ll   IIOBIIOUSE, 

After  an  interval  of  eight  years  between  the  composi- 
tion of  ihe  Hrst  and  last  cantos  of  Childe  ilaruld,  the 
conclusion  of  the  poem  is  about  to  be  submitted  to  the 
pu!)iic.  Ill  partinj;  with  so  old  a  friend,  it  is  not  extra- 
ordinary that  I  should  recur  to  one  still  older  and 
belter, — to  one  who  has  beheld  tin-  birth  and  d.-alh  of 
Ihe  other,  and  to  whom  1  am  far  mon-  indebted  for 
the  social  advant.i|^;f'>  of  an  enlightened  friendship,  ilian 
—  though  not  ungrateful — I  can,  or  could  be,  to  (^^nlcic 
Harold,  for  any  public  favour  rellectrd  throiigii  the 
poem  on  the  poet, — to  one,  whom  I  have  known  lonj;, 
and  aecompmii'd  far,  whom  1  havr  found  wakeful  ov<m- 
my  siekness  and  kind  in  my  "borrow,  gl.id  in  my  prospe- 
rity anrl  firm  in  my  ad\er>iiy,  true  in  counsel  and  trusiv 
in  peril — lo  a  friend  often  trie<i  and  never  found 
wanting; — lo  your>elf. 

In  so  doing,  I  recur  from  fiction  lo  truth,  and  in  de- 


dicating lo  you  in  its  complete,  or  al  least  concludt  d 
Slate,  a  poclieal  work  »hich  is  the  longest,  the  mo-^l 
thoughtful  and  compri-lipusivc  of  my  couiposiiionv,  I 
wish  to  do  honour  lo  myself  by  the  record  of  inarjv 
years'  intimacy  wiih  a  man  of  learning,  of  talent,  of 
5t<'adiness,  and  of  honour.  It  is  not  for  minds  likt*  our> 
to  giv«'  or  to  re>  cive  llaiiery;  yet  ihe  praises  of  sin- 
cj'rily  have  ever  been  permitted  lo  the  voice  of  fri«-nd- 
ship,  and  it  is  not  for  you,  nor  even  for  others,  but  t<» 
rehivc  a  heut  which  has  nol  elsewhere,  or  latedy.  Lwen 
so  much  aeeusiometl  to  the  encounter  of  good-will  a-, 
to  withstand  the  slio(  k  lirndy,  tiiat  I  thus  aitenipt  to 
comn)ernorate  your  good  qualities,  or  rather  llie  ad- 
vanlag«'s  which  I  have  derived  from  their  exertu.ii. 
r.\en  tlie  recurrence  of  the  dat«'  of  this  letter,  the  an- 
niversary of  the  most  unfortunate  day  of  my  p.i^t 
existence,  but  which  cacmot  poison  my  future,  whil.'  1 
retain  the  resource  of  your  friemlship,  aud  of  my  own 
fa<  idties,  will  henceforth  have  a  more  agree.ible  reiol- 
leiiion  for  both,  inasmuch  as  it  will  remind  us  of  this 
my  attempt  kj  thank  you  for  an  iiulefatigable  regaid, 
such  as  few  men  have  exjicricnced,  .ind  no  one  could 
expi'rience  wiihoul  thinking  better  of  his  species  and 
of  himself. 

ll  has  been  our  fortune  to  traverse  together,  at  v.i- 
rions  periods,  the  countries  of  chivalry,  history,  and 
fable — Spain,  Greece,  Asia  Minor,  and  Italy;  aud  wliai 
Athens  and  Constantinople  were  to  us  a  few  years  a^o, 
Venice  and  Home  have  been  niitre  recently.  The  po«  in 
also,  or  the  pilgrim,  or  both,  have  accompanied  nic 
from  first  to  last;  and  perhaps  it  may  be  a  pardouiMe 
vanity  which  induces  me  to  rcllccl  with  complacent  y 
on  a  composition  which  in  sonn*  tiegree  connects  n;.* 
with  ihe  spot  where  it  was  produced,  and  the  ohjeciN 
it  would  fain  d>-serilie;  and  however  unwoithy  it  ni.iy 
be  deemed  of  those  magical  and  ineiimrable  almd*  s. 
however  short  it  may  f.ill  of  our  distant  conci*piion<«  .nul 
immediate  impressions,  yet  as  a  mark  of  respp,;t  for 
what  is  venerable,  and  a  feeling  for  what  is  glorious,  ii 
has  been  lo  me  a  source  of  pleasure  in  the  product iou. 
and  1  p>irl  with  it  with  a  kind  of  regret,  which  I  hardiy 
suspected  that  events  could  have  left  ine  for  imagiuary 
objects. 

Wich  regard  lo  the  conduct  of  the  last  canto,  ili.-r»' 
will  be  found  less  of  the  pilgrim  than  in  any  of  i)n- 
[trccetling,  and  that  little  slightly,  if  al  all,  separated 
from  the  author  speaking  in  his  own  person.  Tli«»  fact 
is,  that  I  had  become  we.iry  of  drawing  a  line  w  Ini  li 
every  one  s«*emeil  determined  nol  to  |)erceive:  like  tin- 
(yhiriesc  in  (joldsmlili's  •«  Citizen  of  the  World,"  wliofn 
nohodv  v\ould  believe  to  be  a  (Ihiiiese.  it  was  ni  vain 
that  I  asserted,  and  inia;;ined,  that  I  had  drawn  .i  «lis- 
iiiiction  beiwceu  the  author  and  the  pilgrim;  and  the' 
very  anxieiy  lo  preser\e  this  difference,  and  disapj>ouit- 
ineiil  al  finding  il  iiii.ivailiiig,  so  far  crushed  my  tffort-, 
in  the  composiiion,  that  I  determined  to  .ib.indoii  it 
altogether — and  have  done  so.  The  opinions  whitli  \\.i\  <• 
been,  or  may  be,  formed  on  that  subject,  are  »inu*  .i 
matter  of  iuthfferenee;  ihe  work  is  lo  depend  on  itsrU. 
and  not  on  the  writer;  and  the  author,  who  has  tu>  r**- 
sources  in  his  own  mind  bevondthe  reputation,  ir.insiem 
or  perm.ineni,  which  is  to  arise  fiom  his  literary  »fft)rt>, 
deserves  the  fate  of  authors. 

In  the  course  of  the  following  canto  it  was  my  inN'ri 
tion,  either  in  the  text  or  in  ihe  notes,  to  have  touchf^cJ 
upon  llie  present  stale  of  Italian  hicratuie,  and  periiap*: 
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of  manoen.  But  the  text,  withm  the  limiu  I  propoMd, 
I  «ooa  fbnod  hardly  tufScieni  Ibr  the  lebyrioth  of 
'TtemaJ  objects  and  the  coiueqoeni  refleclioos ;  aod  for 
Tlie  whole  of  the  notes,  exception  a  few  of  the  shortest, 
1  am  indebted  to  yourself,  aod  these  were  oeceuarUy 
limited  to  the  elucidatioD  of  ihe  text. 

It  is  ako  a  dehcate,  and  00  very  grateful  Usk,  to 
doAert  upon  the  literature  and  manners  of  a  nation  so 
Itviimilar;  «ad  requires  an  aiteniion  and  impartiality 
vbtch  wooid  induce  us, — though  perhaps  no  inatten* 
u«r  observers,  nor  ignorant  of  tlie  language  or  customs 
of  the  people  nmoagst  whom  we  have  recently  abode,— 
to  difttciisc,  or  at  least  defer  our  judgment,  and  more 
Barrowfy  examine  our  information.  The  state  of  lile- 
"ry,  as  well  as  political  party,  appears  to  run,  or  to 
hAV€  ran,  so  high,  that  for  a  stranger  to  steer  impar- 
itally  between  them  is  next  to  impossible.  It  may  be 
HKMigfa  then,  at  least  for  my  purpose,  to  quote  from 
ibeir  own  beautiful  language — « Mi  pare  che  in  un 
pie^e  mito  poeiico,  che  vanu  U  lingua  la  pin  nobile  ed 
inu«ine  U  ptu  dolce,  tutle  tutte  le  vie  diverse  si  po^sono 
tratare,  e  che  sinche  la  palria  di  Alfieri  e  di  Monti  non 
ha  pprdnlo  fantico  valore,  in  tutte  essa  dovrebbe  r«sere 
b  prima.*  Italy  has  great  names  still^Ganova,  Monti, 
r^o  Foaeolo,  Pindemonti,  Visconti,  Morrlii,  Cicof^nara, 
.Vibruu,  Meaofeinti,  Mai,  Mustoxidi,  Aglietti,  and  Vacca, 
will  secure  to  the  present  generation  an  honourable 
f-U^-e  in  naoat  of  the  departments  of  art,  science,  and 
LiriIe»-letKres ;  and  in  some  the  very  highest  ^ — Europe 
— the  world — ^has  bnt  one  Canova. 

It  has  been  somewhere  said  by  Alfieri,  that  « La 
ponta  laooM  nasce  piu  robusca  in  Italia  che  in  qualun- 
qoe  alini  terra  —  e  que  gU  stessi  atroci  delicti  die  vi  si 
etHumeltooo  ne  sono  una  prova.a  Without  subscribiog 
tc  che  latter  part  of  his  proposition,  a  dangerous  doc- 
trtoe.  the  truth  of  which  may  be  disputed  on  better 
t^rouods,  namely,  that  the  Italians  are  in  no  respect 
more  ferocioas  than  their  neigli hours  that  man  must 
If  wilfully  blind,  or  tgnorantly  heedless,  who  is  not 
«tn>ek  writh  the  extraordinary  capacity  of  this  peopir, 
or,  if  soch  a  word  be  admissible,  their  eapabilitiet, 
tbe  ^ihty  of  their  acquisitions,  the  rapidity  of  their 
roD^epcioos,  the  fire  of  their  genius,  their  sense  of 
bmuty,  and,  amidst  all  the  disadvantages  of  repealed 
rtnoltttiooa,  (be  desolation  of  battles,  and  the  despair 
of  ages,  tbetr  stiU  noquenchcd  •  longing  after  immor- 
t^ittT,* — ibe  immortality  of  independence.  And  when 
we.  ourselves,  in  riding  round  the  walls  of  Rome,  heard 
tbc  «amplc  lament  of  the  labourers'  chorus,  *  Roma ! 
Roma!  Roooa!  Roma  n<m  h  piu  come  era  prima,*  it 
wit  difficult  not  to  contrast  this  melancholy  diqjr  with 
the  bacchanal  roar  of  the  songs  of  exultation  still  yrllfd 
from  the  London  taverns,  over  the  carnage  of  Mont  St 
Jem,  and  the  betrayal  of  Genoa,  of  Italy,  of  France, 
4nd  of  the  world,  by- men  whose  conduct  you  yourself 
iuve  exposed  in  a  work  worthy  of  the  better  days  of 
oar  hiMory.     For  me, 


r«rA  ■■!  eonis 
ihre  la  Mrb«  di  mc  dan«e  swonia.* 


What  Italy  has  gained  by  the  late  transfer  of  nations, 
tt  were  nselesa  for  Euglishmen  to  inquire,  till  it  be- 
comes ascertained  that  England  has  acquired  something 
more  than  a  permanent  army  and  a  suspended  Habeas 
(>>rpas ;  it  b  enou{^  for  them  to  look  at  home.  For 
what  tbey  Jmyc  done  abroad,  and  especially  in  the 


South,  «  verily  they  wiU  k^ft  their  rewaid,*  and  at  no 
very  distant  period. 

Wishing  you,  my  dear  Hobhoose,  a  safe  and  agreeable 
return  to  that  country  whose  real  welfare  can  he  dearer 
to  none  than  to  yourself,  I  dedicate  to  you  this  poem  in 
tu  completed  sUte;  and  repeat  once  more  how  truly  I 
am  ever 

Tonr  obliged 

And  affectionate  friend, 

BTRON. 

Fenice,  Janua  ry  1 ,  1818. 


I. 
I  STOOD  in  Venice,  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs  ;t 
A  palace  and  a  prison  on  each  hand  : 
I  mw  from  out  the  wave  her  structures  rise 
As  from  the  stroke  of  the  rnchanier's  wand: 
A  thousand  years  their  cloudy  wings  expand 
Around  me,  and  a  dying  glory  smiles 
0>r  the  far  times,  when  many  a  subject  land 
Lookd  to  the  wiii(;rd  Lion's  marble  piles. 
Where  Venice  sate  in  stale,  throned  on  her  hundred  isles ! 

IL 

She  looks  a  sea  Cybele,  fresh  from  ocean,* 
Rising  with  her  tiara  of  proud  towers 
At  airy  distance  with  majestic  motion, 
A  ruler  of  the  waters  and  their  powers : 
And  such  she  was ;— her  daughters  had  their  dowers 
From  spoils  of  nations,  and  the  exluiusdess  East 
Pour'd  in  her  lap  all  gems  in  sparkling  showers: 
In  purple  was  she  robed,  aod  of  her  feast 
Monarchs  partook,  and  deem'd  their  dignity  increased. 

III. 

In  Venice  Tasso's  echoes  are  no  more,' 
And  silent  rows  the  song  less  gondolier; 
Her  palaces  are  crumbling  lo  the  shore, 
Aod  music  meets  not  always  now  the  ear : 
Those  days'are  gone— but  beauty  still  is  here. 
Sutes  fall,  arts  fiide— but  nature  doth  not  die : 
Nor  yet  forget  how  Venice  once  was  dear, 
The  pleasant  place  of  all  festivity, 
The  revel  of  the  earth,  the  masque  of  luly  ! 

IV. 
Bnt  nato  ns  she  hath  a  spell  beyond 
Ber  name  in  story,  and  her  long  array 
Of  mighty  shadows,  whose  dim  forms  despond 
Above  the  dogrless  city's  vanish'd  sway; 
Ours  is  a  trophy  which  will  not  decay 
With  the  Rialto;  Shylock  and  the  Moor, 
And  Pierre,  can  not  be  swept  or  worn  away — 
The  keystones  of  the  arch  !  though  all  were  o'er, 
For  us  repeopled  were  the  solitary  shore. 

V. 
The  beings  of  the  mind  are  not  of  clay; 
Essentially  immortal,  they  create 
Aod  multiply  in  ua  a  brighter  ray 
And  more  beloved  existence :  that  which  fate 
Prohibiu  to  dull  life,  in  this  our  state 
Of  morul  bondage,  by  these  spirits  supplied 
First  exiles,  then  replaces  what  we  hate ; 
W^atering  the  heart  whose  early  (lowers  have  died, 
And  with  a  freaher  growth  replcuishing  the  void. 
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VI. 

Such  is  the  refuge  of  our  youth  and  age, 
The  first  from  hope,  the  last  from  vacancy ; 
And  this  worn  feeling  peoples  many  a  page, 
And,  may  be,  that  which  grows  beneath  mine  eye: 
Yet  there  arc  thin^js  whose  stron};  reality 
Outshines  our  f^iiry  land;  in  shiipe  and  hues 
More  beautiful  than  our  fantastic  sky, 
And  the  strange  constellations  which  the  muse 
O'er  her  wild  universe  is  skilful  to  diffuse: 

VII. 
I  saw  or  dream'd  of  suchf  but  let  them  go — 
They  came  like  tfuth,  and  disappear'd  like  dreams; 
And  whatsoe'er  they  were — are  now  but  so: 
I  could  replace  thorn  if  I  would,  still  teems 
My  mind  with  many  a  form  which  aptly  seems 
Such  as  I  sought  for  and  at  moments  found ; 
Let  these  loo  go— for  waking  reason  deems 
Such  overweening  fantasies  unsound, 
And  other  voices  speak,  and  other  sights  surround. 

vni. 

I  've  taught  me  other  tongues — and  in  strange  eyes 
Have  made  me  not  a  ».tranger;  to  the  mind 
\\'hicli  is  itself  no  changes  bring  surprise; 
Nor  is  it  harsh  to  make,  nor  hard  to  tind 
A  country  with — ay,  or  without  mimkind  ; 
Vet  was  f  born  where  men  are  proud  to  he, 
Not  without  cause;  and  should  I  lea%'e  behind 
The  inviolate  island  of  the  sage  and  free, 
And  seek  me  out  a  home  by  a  remoter  sea  7 

IX. 

Perhaps  I  loved  it  well:  and  should  I  lay 
My  ashes  in  a  soil  whicli  is  not  mine. 
My  spirit  shall  resume  it — if  wc  may 
Unbodied  chuse  a  sanctuary.     I  twine 
My  hopes  of  being  remcmht'r'd  in  my  line 
\Vith  my  lands  language :  if  too  fond  and  far 
These  aspirations  in  their  scope  incline, — 
If  my  fame  should  be  ns  my  fortunes  are. 
Of  hasty  growth  and  blight,  and  dull  oblivion  bar 

X. 

My  name  from  out  the  temple  whore  the  dead 
Arc  honour'd  by  the  nations — let  it  be — 
And  light  the  laurels  on  a  loftier  bead! 
And  be  the  Spartan's  epitaph  on  me — 
w  Sparta  hath  many  a  worthier  son  than  he.»4 
Meantime  I  seek  no  sympathies,  nor  need ; 
The  thorns  which  I  have  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 
I  plantrd — they  have  lorn  nic, — and  1  bleed  : 
I  should  have  known  what  fruit  would  spring  from  sui.'i 
a  seed. 

XI. 

The  spouseless  Adriatic  mourns  her  lord  ; 
And,  annual  marriage  now  no  more  rcnew'd, 
Thf  Ruceiitaur  lies  rotting  unrestored, 
Nfglrctcd  garment  of  her  widowhoud! 
St  Mark  yet  sees  his  lion  where  lie  siootl^ 
Stand,  hut  in  mockery  of  his  Mither'd  power. 
Over  the  proud  Place  where  an  eriiporor  sued, 
And  monarcli!i  gored  and  en\ird  in  the  hour 
NVIicn  Venice  was  u  quern  with  an  uncquaird  dower. 


XII. 
The  Suabian  sued,  and  now  the  Austrian  reigns — ^ 
An  emperor  tramples  where  an  emperor  knelt ; 
Kingdoms  are  shrunk  to  provinces,  and  chains 
Clank  over  sceptred  cities;  nations  melt 
From  power's  high  pinnacle,  when  they  have  fell 
The  sunshine  for  a  while,  and  downward  go 
Like  lauwine  loosen'd  from  the  mountain's  belt ; 
O  for  one  hour  of  Blind  old  Dandolo!7 
Th'  octogenarian  chief,  Byzantium's  conquering  foe. 

xrii. 

Before  St  Mark  still  glow  his  steeds  of  brass. 
Their  gilded  collars  glittering  in  the  sun  ; 
But  is  not  Doria's  menace  come  to  pass?  * 
Are  they  not  bridled? — Venice,  lost  and  won. 
Iter  thirteen  hundred  years  of  freedom  done. 
Sinks,  like  a  sea-weed,  into  whence  she  rose! 
Better  be  whelm'd  beneath  the  waves,  and  shun. 
Even  in  destruction's  drpih,  her  foreign  foes. 
From  whom  submission  wrings  an  infamous  rrposc. 

XfV. 

In  youth  she  was  all  glory, — a  new  Tyre, — 
Her  very  by-word  sprung  from  victory, 
The  w  Planter  of  the  Lion,ii9  which  through  fire 
And  blood  she  bore  o'er  subject  earth  and  sea  ; 
Though  making  many  slaves,  herself  still  free. 
And  Europe's  bulwark  'gainst  the  Ottomile, 
Witness  Troys  rival,  Cindia  !  Vouch  it,  ye 
Immortal  waves  that  saw  Lepanto's  fight! 
For  ye  are  names  no  time  nor  tyranny  can  blight. 

XV. 

Statues  of  glass — alt  shiver'd — the  long  file 
Of  her  dead  doges  are  declined  to  dust ; 
But  where  they  dwelt,  the  vast  and  sumptuous  |>ile 
Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  their  splendid  trust ; 
Their  sceptre  broken,  and  their  sword  in  rust. 
Have  yielded  to  the  $.tranger:  empty  halls. 
Thin  streets,  and  foreign  aspecu,  such  as  must 
Too  oft  remind  her  wlio  and  what  enthrals,*** 
Have  Hung  a  desolate  cloud  o'er  Venice'  lovely  vv.ills. 

XVI. 

When  Athens'  armies  fell  at  Syracuse, 
And  fctter'd  thousands  bore  the  yoke  of  war, 
Uedemptiou  rose  up  in  the  Attic  Miise,<> 
Her  voire  their  only  ransom  from  afar; 
See  !  as  they  chant  the  tragic  hymn,  the  car 
Of  the  oennasler'd  victor  stops,  the  reins 
Fall  from  his  hands — his  idle  scimitar 
Starts  from  its  belt — he  ren<is  his  captive's  (h.«ius. 
And  bids  him  thank  the  hard  for  freedom  and  hiostrains. 

XVII. 
Thus,  Venice,  if  no  stronj^;er  claim  were  thine. 
Were  .dl  tliy  proud  historic  deeds  forgot. 
Thy  ehopal  memory  of  the  bard  di*iiie. 
Thy  love  of  Tasso  should  have  cut  the  knot 
Which  ties  thee  to  thy  tyrants;  and  thy  lot 
Is  shameful  to  the  nations, — most  of  ill, 
Albion!   to  thee:   the  ocean  queen  should  not 
Aliaiidoii  oeeaiis  children;  in  the  fall 
Of  Venice  think  of  thine,  dcsjiitc  thy  wa'crv  wall. 
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xvin. 

I  loved  ha-  froa  My  boyhood-  the  to  m% 
Was  a*  o  friry  dcy  of  iba  bent, 
Rksuif  liko  w<ierH:oluuim  from  the  mo, 
Clf  joy  the  toioara,  tad  of  weokh  the  mart; 
And  Otway,  lloddiffe,  Schiller,  Shakspeere's  art,*' 
Bad  UHMp'd  her  imafe  in  me,  and  eten  ao, 
Aitbooigh  I  femid  ber  thaa,  we  did  oot  |»art, 
FercfaaBce  eveo  dearer  io  ber  day  of  woe, 
Tbaa  vhca  ahe  waa  a  boait,  a  omnrd,  and  a  ehov. 

TCOL 
I  cm  repoople  with  the  past— and  of 
The  present  there  is  still  for  eye  and  thoonfat, 
And  mediiatioa  chaaten'd  down,  enough ; 
And  more,  it  may  he,  than  I  hoped  or  sooght : 
And  of  the  fa-tppiest  moments  which  were  wrooghl 
Whhin  the  web  of  my  existeoee,  tome 
From  thee,  &ir  Venice !  have  their  colonn  caught : 
There  are  aome  feelings  time  can  not  benumb, 
5or  lortoR  ilmke,  or  mine  would  now  be  cold  and  domb. 

XX. 
Bat  from  their  nature  will  the  tatmen  grow  •> 
Ufriest  on  loftiest  and  least  (helter'd  rocks, 
Rooied  in  harrmiess,  where  nought  below 
Of  toil  sopports  them  'gainst  the  Alpine  shocks 
(rf  eddying  atorma;  yet  springs  the  trunk,  and  mocks 
The  bovfittg  tempest,  till  its  height  and  frume 
Are  vordiy  of  tfie  mountains  from  whose  bloeks 
Of  Ueak,  grey  granite,  info  life  it  came, 
Aad  grew  a  giuM  tree  ;— >lhe  mind  may  grow  die  same. 

XXf. 

Ejitewoe  tBuy  be  boree,  and  the  otcp  root 
Of  life  and  sufferance  make  its  firm  abode 
In  bare  aad  deaolated  boooms :  mute 
Thp  camel  labonrs  with  the  heaviest  load* 
And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence, — oot  beslow'd 
la  vain  should  such  example  be ;  if  they, 
Tbiogft  of  ignoble  or  of  ttvage  mood, 
Eodnre  aad  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 
May  temper  it  lo  bear, — it  is  but  for  a  day. 


I  J 


xxn. 

AU  suffciiag  doth  destroy,  or  is  deetroy'd, 
E«rn  by  tim  safferer;  aad,  ia  mch  event 
Ends. — some,  with  hope  replenish'd  and  rebaoy'd, 
ftruim  to  whence  tliey  came — with  like  inteni, 
Aad  weave  their  web  again;  some,  bow'd  and  bent, 
Wax  grey  aad  ghastly,  withering  ere  their  time. 
And  perish  with  the  reed  on  which  they  leant ; 
Sooie  seek  devobon,  toil,  war,  good  or  crime, 
Accoffdiag  aa  their  smda  were  ferm'd  lo  eink  or  climb: 


XXtH. 
But  ever  and  anon  of  grief  subdued 
There  comes  a  token  Hke  a  scorpion  s  sting, 
Scarce  seen,  but  with  fresh  bitterness  imbued ; 
And  sfight  withal  may  be  the  things  which  bring 
Back  on  the  heart  tlie  weight  which  it  would  fling 
Aside  for  ever:  It  amy  be  a  sound — 
A  lone  of  —naic,    tummers  ere— or  spring, 
A  flower— the  wind—the  ocean— which  shall  wound, 
Striki^  the  elaetrie  chain  wherewith  we  are  darkly 


XXIT. 
Aad  how  and  why  we  know  not,  nor  can  trace 
Home  to  iu  cloud  this  lightning  of  the  mind. 
But  feel  the  shock  reoew'd,  nor  can  efface 
The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leaves  behind, 
Which  out  of  things  famiKar,  undesign'd. 
When  least  we  deem  of  anch,  calls  up  to  view 
The  spectres  whom  no  eiorrism  can  hind. 
The  cold — the  changed— perchance  the  dead— aaew, 
The  BMun'd,  the  lov'd,  the  loot— too  many!  yet  bow  few! 

XXV. 

But  my  Mid  wanders;  I  demand  it  hack 
To  meditate  amongst  decay,  aad  stand 
A  ruin  amidst  minft ;  there  to  track 
Fallen  states  and  buried  greatness,  o'er  a  land 
Which  was  the  mightiest  in  its  old  command. 
And  i$  the  lovelint,  and  must  ever  be 
The  mas(er>moDld  of  nature's  lieaveoty  hand. 
Wherein  were  cast  the  heroic  and  the  free, 
The  beanliftti,  Che  brave— the  lords  of  earth  and  sea, 

XXVI. 
The  commoBwealih  of  kings,  the  man  of  Kome! 
And  even  since,  and  now,  feir  Italy! 
Thou  art  the  garden  of  the  woHd,  the  home 
Of  all  art  yields,  and  nature  can  decree; 
Even  ia  thy  desert,  what  Is  like  to  thee  I 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beautiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes'  fertility; 
Thy  wreck  a  glory,  and  thy  ruin  graced 
With  an  immaculate  charm  which  cannot  be  defeced. 

XX\1f. 
The  moon  is  up,  and  yet  it  it  iwt  night- 
Sunset  divides  the  tky  with  her->a  sva 
Of  glory  ftireamt  along  the  Alpine  height 
Of  blue  Friuh's  mountains ;  heaven  is  free 
From  clouds,  but  of  all  colours  seena  lo  be 
Melted  to  one  vast  Iris  of  the  west. 
Where  the  day  joins  the  past  eternity; 
While,  on  the  other  hand,  meek  Dian's  crest 
Floau  tlunugh  the  aiare  air— an  isbad  of  the  Meat  \ 

XXVIII. 
A  single  star  is  at  her  side,  aad  reigns 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  benven;  but  still  *4 
Yon  sunny  sea  heaves  brightly,  and  remains 
Roll'd  o'er  the  peak  of  the  f^r  Rbntian  hill. 
As  day  and  night  contending  were,  untfl 
Nature  leclaim'd  her  order: — geally  flows 
The  deep-dyed  Brenu,  where  their  hues  instil 
The  odorous  purple  of  a  new-bora  rose. 

Which  streams  upon  her  stream,  and  glaas'd  within  it 
glows, 

XXIX. 
Fill'd  with  the  fece  of  heaven,  which,  from  afer, 
Comes  down  upon  the  waten;  all  its  hues, 
From  the  rich  sunset  to  the  rising  star, 
Their  magical  variety  diffuse : 
And  now  they  change^  a  paler  shadow  strews 
Its  mantle  o'er  the  mountains;  parting  day 
Dies  like  the  dolphin,  whom  each  pang  imbam 
With  a  new  cobur  m  it  gasps  awmy. 

The  last  still  h»veUest,  till — t  is  gone— and  all  is  grey. 
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XXX. 

There  is  a  tomb  in  Arqun; — rear'd  in  air, 
Pillard  ia  their  sarcophagus,  repose 
The  bones  of  Laura's  lover :  here  repair 
Many  fainili.'/r  with  his  well-sung  woes, 
The  pilgrims  of  his  genius,     lie  arose 
To  raise  a  language,  and  his  land  reclaim 
From  the  dull  yoke  of  her  barbarir  foes: 
Watering  the  tree  which  bears  liis  lady's  name  '' 
With  his  melodious  tears,  he  gave  himself  to  fume. 

XXXI. 

They  keep  his  dust  in  Arqua,  where  he  died ;  '^ 
The  mountain-village  where  his  latter  days 
Went  down  the  vale  of  years;  and  't  is  their  pride — 
Au  honest  pride — and  let  it  be  their  praise, 
To  offer  to  the  passing  stranger's  gaze 
His  mansion  and  his  sepulchre;  both  plaio 
And  venerably  simple,  such  as  raise 
A  feeling  more  accordant  with  his  strain 
Than  if  a  pyramid  form'd  his  monumental  ^ue. 

XXXII. 
And  the  soft  quiet  hamlet  where  he  dwelt 
Is  one  of  that  complexion  which  seems  made 
For  those  who  llirir  mortality  have  fell. 
And  sought  a  refuge  from  their  hopes  decay'd 
In  the  deep  umbrage  of  a  green  hill's  shade, 
Which  shows  a  distant  prospect  far  away 
Of  busy  cities,  now  in  vain  display  d, 
For  they  can  lure  no  further;  and  the  ray 
Of  a  bright  sun  can  make  sufticicnt  hohday, 

XXXIII. 

Developing  the  mountains,  leaves,  and  flowers, 
And  shining  In  the  brawling  brook,  wherc-by, 
Clear  as  its  current,  glide  the  sauntering  hours 
With  a  calm  languor,  which,  though  to  the  eye 
Idlesse  it  *;eem,  hath  its  morality. 
If  from  society  we  learn  to  live, 
T  is  solitu<le  should  teach  us  how  to  die; 
It  hath  no  flatterers ;  vanity  cau  gi\e 
No  hollow  aid;  alone — man  with  his  God  must  strive: 

XXXIY. 

Or,  it  may  be,  with  demons,  '7  wlio  impair 
The  vStrengiii  of  belter  thonglils,  and  seek  ihcir  prey 
In  melancholy  bosoms,  such  as  vicre 
Of  moody  texture  from  their  earliest  day, 
Ami  loved  to  dwell  in  darkness  aud  di<in)ay, 
Deeming  themselves  predesiined  to  a  doom 
Which  is  not  of  the  pan(;s  ihu  pass  away  ; 
Making  ihe  sun  like  bluod,  llie  earth  a  tomb, 
The  tomb  a  hell,  and  hell  itself  a  murkier  gloom. 

XXXV. 

Ferraral  in  thy  wide  aud  |',rass-|^rown  streets. 
Whose  symmelry  was  not  foe  solimde. 
Then*  s«-ems  as  t  verc  a  cursi;  upon  the  seals 
t)f  former  sovcnigns,  and  lheanti(]iic  brooil 
Of  Ksie,  which  for  many  an  .tge  mule  good 
Its  "itrenglh  within  thy  walU,  and  was  of  yore 
Patron  or  tyrant,  as  the  changing  mood 
Of  petty  povser  impell'd,  of  tliosc  who  wore 
The  wrealh  whicii  Dante's  brow  alone  had  worn  before. 


XXXVI. 

And  Tasso  is  their  glor^-  and  their  sliame. 
Hark  to  his  strain  !  and  then  survey  his  cell! 
And  sce  how  dearly  earn'd  Torqnato's  fame. 
And  where  Alfonso  bade  his  poet  dwell: 
The  miserable  despot  could  not  quell 
The  insulted  mind  he  sought  to  quench,  and  Lleud 
With  the  surrounding  mauiacs,  in  the  hell 
Where  he  had  plunged  it.     Glory  without  end 
Scatlcr'd  the  cloud<t  away — and  ou  that  name  attend 

xxxvir. 

The  tears  and  praises  of  all  lime;  while  thine 
Would  rot  in  its  oblivion — in  the  sink 
Of  worthless  dust,  which  from  thy  boasted  line 
Is  shaken  into  nothing;  but  the  link 
Thou  formesi  in  his  fortunes  I>ids  us  think 
Of  thy  poor  malice,  naming  thee  with  scorn- 
Alfonso!  how  thy  ducal  pageants  shrink 
From  thee!  if  in  another  staiion  born. 
Scarce  lit  to  be  the  sla\e  of  him  thou  mad'&t  to  raourn 

XXXV  ;n. 

Thou!  form'd  to  eal,  and  be  despised,  and  die, 
Even  as  the  beasts  that  peri*^h,  save  that  thou 
Ihul-l  a  more  splendid  trough  and  vnider  stye. 
He!  with  a  glory  round  his  furrov>'d  brow, 
Whirh  emanated  then,  and  dazzles  now 
In  face  of  all  his  foes,  the  Cruscan  quire. 
And  Boileau,  wh«>se  rash  envy  could  allow  '•' 
No  strain  whicli  shamed  his  country's  creaking   l\re. 
That  whetstone  of  tiie  teeth  —  monotony  iu  wire  I 

XXXIX. 

Pe.^ce  to  Torqnato's  injured  sh.ide!  't  was  his 
In  life  aud  death  to  be  the  mark  where  Wrong 
Airn<i  with  her  poison'd  arro^*s;  but  to  miss. 
Oil,  victor  unsurprised  in  mo«lern  song! 
K.ich  year  brings  forth  its  millions;  but  how  lon;» 
The  ii«le  of  geiier;uions  ^h.^ll  roll  ou, 
And  not  tiie  wiiole  combined  and  countless  thronj; 
Compose  a  mind  like  thine!  though  all  hi  one 
Condensed  their  scat  lerd  rays,  ihey  would  not  form  .i  mui. 

XL. 

Great  as  ihon  art,  yet  jiirallerd  by  those, 
Thv  country  men.  before  thee  boru  to  shine, 
The  b.inU  of  hell  and  chivalry  :  hrsl  rose 
The  Tnstan  falhi  rs  Comedy  Dixine; 
Then,  not  unecpial  to  the  Florentine, 
The  southern  Sc«>lt.  ihe  minstrel  who  calld  forth 
A  ucv^  creation  with  his  magic  line, 
And,  liki"  the  Arioslo  of  the  north. 
Sang  ladye-lovc  aud  war,  romance  and  knightly  worth. 

XLI. 

Tin-  li|;hlning  rent  from  .\riosto  s  host  »9 
The  iron  crown  of  laurel's  niimickd  leaves, 
Nor  v.is  the  ominous  element  imjnst. 
For  ili«'  true  j.iunl-'w  re.itli  wiii<  h  {;lor>'  we.i>es  ""' 
Is  of  the  tree  no  bcdt  of  tlmmler  ele.iM  s. 
And  iIk'  f.iUc  s«>mLl.in<e  but  diM;r;icetl  bis  brow; 
Y»l  still,  if  loudly  soperNlition  [;rie\e>. 
Know  th.u  the  liglitninj;  s^inetilies  be  low  ^i 
VVhatecr  it  strikis; — yon  lit  ad  is  iloubly  s.icied  now. 
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XLII. 
Italia  !  ob  Ilaiia !  ihoa  wbp  hatc  *• 
Tbe  Hul  gift  of  bcauly,  which  became 
A  fuoeral  dower  of  preseot  woet  and  past. 
On  thy  tweet  brow  is  sorrow  plough'd  by  shame. 
And  aooaJs  graved  in  characters  of  flame. 
Oh  Cod !  ihaC  thou  werl  in  thy  nakedness 
Le«%  lovely  or  more  powerful,  and  couldst  claim 
Hit  right,  and  awe  the  robbers  back  who  press 
To  shed  thy  blood,  and  drink  the  tears  of  thy  distress; 

XUII. 

Thro  mighlsl  thou  more  appal; or,  less  desired. 
Re  homely  and  be  peaceful,  aodeplored 
For  thy  destructive  clurms;  llieo,  still  uotired, 
Would  not  be  seen  the  armed  torrents  pour'd 
Ek>wo  the  deep  Alps;  nor  would  the  hostile  hofde 
Of  many-oJtion'd  spoilers  from  the  Po 
Ouaff  blood  and  water;  nor  the  stranger's  sword 
Be  thy  sad  weapon  of  defence,  and  to, 
Victor  or  TaDquifth'd,  thou  the  slave  of  friend  or  foe. 

XUV. 
Waaderiag  in  yonib,  I  traced  the  path  of  him,  >' 
The  Roman  friend  of  Rome's  least  morul  mind, 
Tbe  friend  of  Tally:  as  my  bark  did  skim 
Tbe  brtf;ht  bine  waters  with  a  fanning  wind, 
Cime  Siegara  before  me,  and  behind 
JEf;iaa  Uy,  Pineos  00  tbe  right. 
And  Corinth  on  the  left;  I  lay  reclined 
Aloog  the  prow,  and  saw  all  these  unite 
lo  rain,  even  m  be  had  seen  the  desolate  sight ; 

XLV. 
For  dmc  hath  not  rebnilt  them,  bat  nprear'd 
Barbaric  dwellings  on  their  shatterd  site. 
Which  only  make  more  monm'd  and  more  endear'd 
The  few  last  rays  of  their  far-4catter'd  light. 
And  the  cnuh'd  relics  of  their  vanish'd  might. 
Tbe  Roman  saw  these  tombs  in  his  own  age. 
These  sepolchres  of  cities,  which  eicite 
Sad  wonder,  and  hb  yet  surviving  page 
The  moral  ieasoo  bears,  drawn  from  such  pilgrimage. 

XLV1. 
That  pafe  ia  now  before  me,  and  on  mine 
Bis  country  s  ruin  added  to  the  mass 
Of  perish'd  slates  be  moum'd  in  their  decline. 
And  I  io  desolation :  all  that  w€U 
Of  then  destruction  is;  and  now,  alas! 
Borne — Rome  imperial,  bows  her  to  the  storm. 
In  tbe  same  duM  and  bbckness,  and  we  pass 
Tbe  skeleton  of  her  Titanic  form,  *4 
^' recks  of  another  world,  whose  ashrs  mill  are  warm. 

XLVII. 
Yec,  Italy !  through  every  other  land 
Thy  wrong*  thould  ring,  and  sh.ill,  from  side  to  tide; 
Mother  of  arts!  .is  once  of  arms,  lliy  liand 
Was  then  our  guardian,  and  is  still  our  guide ; 
Parent  of  our  rrligion!  whom  the  wide 
Nations  have  knelt  to  for  the  keyb  of  heavrn  I 
Europe,  repentant  of  her  parricide, 
Shall  yet  redeem  thee,  and,  all  backward  driven. 
Roll  tbe  barbarian  tide,  and  sue  to  be  forgiven. 


xLvin. 

But  Arao  wins  na  lo  the  fair  white  walls. 
Where  the  Etmriau  Athens  claims  and  keep* 
A  softer  feeling  for  her  fniry  halls. 
Girt  by  her  tlieaire  of  bills,  she  reaps 
Her  corn,  and  wine,  and  od,  and  plenty  leaps 
To  laughing  life,  with  her  redundant  horn. 
Along  till*  Iianks  where  smiling  Amo  sweeps 
Was  modern  luxury  of  commerce  born. 
And  buried  learning  rose,  rcd<«m'd  to  a  new  mom. 

XLIX. 

There,  too,  the  ^roddesa  loves  in  stoo«>,  and  fills  *^ 
The  air  around  «iih  beauty;  we  iobiiif> 
The  ambrosial  aspect,  which,  beheld,  instils 
Part  of  Its  immortality;  the  veil 
Of  braven  is  lialf  undrawn;  within  the  pale 
We  stand,  and  in  that  form  and  fiice  behold 
What  mind  ran  make,  when  nature's  self  wouU  Hi\ ; 
And  to  the  fond  idnlalers  of  old 
Fnvy  the  innate  Hash  which  snch  a  soul  could  mould : 

I. 
We  gaie  and  torn  away,  and  know  not  where, 
Daiiled  and  drunk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart 
Reels  with  its  fulness;  there— for  ever  there— 
Chain'd  to  the  chariot  of  triumphal  art. 
We  stand  as  captives,  and  would  not  depart. 
Away !— there  need  no  words,  nor  terms  precise. 
The  paltry  jargon  of  the  marble  marl. 
Where  pedantry-  gulls  folly— we  have  eyes ; 

Blood — pulse — and  breast,  confirm  the  Oardan  Shep- 
herd's prtte. 

IJ. 
Appear'dst  thou  not  to  Paris  in  this  guise  * 
Or  to  more  deeply  blest  AucUises?  or, 
In  all  thy  perfect  goddesvship,  when  lies 
Before  thee  thy  own  vanquish'd  lord  of  warT 
And  gating  in  thy  fice  as  toward  a  star. 
Laid  on  thy  bp,  his  eyes  to  thee  uplurn. 
Feeding  on  thy  sweet  cheek !  ***  while  thy  hpn  are 
With  lava  kisses  melting  while  they  bum,  | 

Shower  d  on  his  eyelids,  brow,  and  mouth,  as  from  an   ' 


urn? 


ur. 


Glowing,  and  circnmfused  in  spf  eehleas  love, 
Their  full  divinity  inadequate 
That  feeling  to  eipress,  or  to  improve, 
The  gods  become  as  mortals,  and  man's  fau 
Has  momeou  like  their  brightest;  but  the  weight 
Of  earth  recoils  upon  us;— let  it  go! 
We  can  recal  such  visions,  and  create. 
From  what  has  been  or  might  be,  tbinga  which  grow 
Into  thy  statue's  form,  and  look  like  gods  below. 

LIII. 

I  leave  to  learned  fingers,  and  wise  hands, 
Tlie  artist  4iul  his  ape,  to  Irach  4od  tell 
How  well  hi»  coiuoi»seursbip  uiidcrstaods 
The  graceful  J>end,  and  the  voluptuous  ^well: 
Let  these  de\ctibe  the  undescrihaUe: 
I  would  not  their  vile  breath  should  crisp  the  stream 
Wherein  that  image  shall  fur  ever  dwell ; 
The  unmftled  mirror  of  the  loveliest  dream 
That  ever  left  tlie  sky  on  tltc  deep  %oul  to  beam. 

10 
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LIV. 
In  Santa  CrQee'a  holy  prmncts  lie  '7 
AsUra  which  make  it  holier,  Just  vhich  is 
E\en  in  itself  an  iinroertality, 
Though  there  were  nothing  save  the  past,  and  this. 
The  particle  of  those  sublimities 
Which  have  relapsed  to  rliaos: — here  repose 
Anjjelo's,  Alfieri's  hones,'*  and  his, 
The  starry  Galileo,  with  his  woes; 
Here  Muchiavelli's  earth  returnd  lo  whence  it  rose.  '9 

LV. 

These  are  four  niind.<,  which,  like  tlie  elements, 

Mi);ht  furnish  forth  creation: — Italy! 

Time,  which  hatli  wrocg'd  thee  with  ten  thousand 

rents 
Of  thine  imperial  garment,  shall  deny. 
And  hath  denied,  to  every  other  sky, 
Spirits  which  soar  from  ruin: — thy  decay 
Is  iitill  impregniite  with  divinity, 
Which  gilds  it  with  revivifying  ray; 
Such  as  ilie  great  of  yore,  Cauova  is  to -day. 

LVI. 
Rut  where  repose  the  all  Liruscan  three — 
Dante,  and  IVtrarrh,  and.  scarce  Irss  than  they. 
The  Hard  of  Pro-.e,  creative  spirit!  he 
Of  the  Hundred  Tales  of  love — where  did  they  lay 
Their  hones,  discinguish'd  from  our  common  clay 
In  death  as  life?  Are  they  resolvc«l  to  dust, 
And  have  their  country's  marbles  nought  to  say? 
Ciould  not  her  quarri<*s  furnish  forth  one  bust? 
Did  they  not  to  her  brenst  their  hiial  earth  entrust? 

LVI!. 
ClngratefuJ  Florence!  Dante  «.leeps  afar,  '*• 
Tike  Scipio,  buried  by  the  upbraidin;?  shore;  ^' 
Thy  factious,  in  their  Mor^^e  than  civil  nar, 
Proscribed  the  bird  whose  name  for  evermore 
Their  children's  children  would  in  vnin  adore 
With  the  remorse  of  a(;es;  and  the  crown  •*- 
Which  Petrarch's  laureate  brow  supremely  wore, 
Upon  a  fiir  and  foreign  soil  had  grown, 

lli<  life,   his  fame,  his  grave,   though  rilleil — not  thine 
own. 

LVIII. 
noecstrcio  to  hi*!  parent  earth  bequeath'd^^ 
His  tlust, — ami  lies  it  not  her  great  among. 
With  many  a  sweet  and  solemn  reqnicm  breathed 
Oer  him  who  form'd  the  Tuscan's  siren  tongue? 
That  music  in  itself,  whose  sounds  are  song, 
The  poetry  of  speech?  No; — even  his  tomb 
rptorn,  must  bear  the  liva-na  big»c's  \»rori;». 
No  more  amidst  the  iiuaner  dead  liiul  room. 

Nor  claim  a  passing  sigh,  because  it  told  for  whom  ' 

MX. 
AntI  Santa  Croce  wants  their  mi(;lity  dust; 
Yet  for  this  want  more  noted,  .is  of  yore 
The  C-esar's  pageant,  shorn  of  brums'  bust, 
Did  but  of  home's  best  s<)n  reniiiul  her  more; 
Happier  Kaveima!  on  thy  limry  ^hore, 
Fortress  of  falling  empire!  iioiiourd  sleeps 
The  immorul  exilr  ; — Arqiia.  too,  ber  store 
Of  tuneful  relics  proudly  claims  and  kcep>. 
While  Florence  vainly  beg-  her  b.inisb  d  dt  ad  and  wcc  p^. 


LX. 

What  is  her  pyramid  of  precious  stones?'-^ 
Of  porphyry,  jasper,  agate,  and  all  hues 
Of  gem  and  marble,  to  encrust  the  bones 
Of  merchant-dukes!  the  momentary  dews 
Which,  sparkling  to  the  twilight  stars,  infuse 
Freshness  in  the  green  tnrf  that  wraps  the  dead. 
Whose  names  are  mausoleums  of  the  muse. 
Are  gently  prest  with  far  more  reverent  tread 
Than  ever  paced  the  slab  which  paves  the  princely  he  id. 

LXI. 

There  he  more  things  to  greet  the  heart  and  eyes 
In  Arno's  dome  of  art  s  most  princely  shrine, 
Where  sculpture  with  her  rainbow  sister  vies; 
There  be  more  marvels  yet — but  not  for  mine; 
For  I  have  been  accustom'd  to  entwine 
My  thoughts  with  nature  rather  in  the  fields, 
Than  art  in  galleries:  though  a  work  divine 
Calls  for  rny  spirit's  homage,  yd  it  yields 
Less  than  it  feels,  because  the  weapon  which  it  wields 

LXIL 
Is  of  another  temper,  and  I  roam 
Uy  Thrasimeiie's  lake,  in  the  defiles 
Fatal  to  Konian  rashness,  more  at  home; 
For  there  the  Cartbagiiiinn's  warlike  wil«*s 
Come  back  before  me,  us  his  skill  beguiles 
The  host  between  the  mountains  and  the  shore, 
Where  courage  falls  in  her  despairing  files. 
And  torrents,  swoln  to  rivers  with  their  gore. 
Ueek  through  the  sultry  plain,  with  legions  scatter  d  o'er. 

LXHL 
Like  to  a  forest  fell'd  by  mountain  winds; 
And  such  the  storm  of  battle  on  this  day. 
And  such  the  frqii/y,  whose  convulsion  blinds 
To  all  save  carnage,  ilial,  beneath  the  fray, 
An  earthquake  reeld  uiilicedcdiv  away  I  '^ 
None  felt  stern  nature  rocking  at  lifs  feet. 
And  yawning  forth  a  grave  for  those  who  lay 
I'pon  their  bucklei-s  for  a  winding  sheet; 
Such  is  the  absorbing  li.ite  when  warring  nations  meet ' 

LXIV. 

The  earth  to  them  was  as  a  rolling  bark 

Whi<h  bore  them  to  eternity;  they  saw 

The  ocean  round,  but  h.id  no  time  to  mark 

The  motions  of  their  vessel;  nature's  law. 

In  them  sus|>en(b'il,  reckd  not  of  the  awe 

Which  r«  ij;ns  whi-n  inoiuiiains  trenildf,  and  the  birds 

Plunge  in  the  clouds  for  rcfui'.e,  and  withdraw 

From  their  down-topphng  nests  ,-  and  Ixllowin,;  herds 

Stumble  o'er  lieaving  plains,  and  man's  clread  haih  ii<> 
words. 

I.XV. 
Far  other  scene  is  Thrasiuiene  now; 
Her  lake  a  sh<et  of  silver,  and  \\rr  |)l.iin 
Kent  hy  no  ravage  save  the  gentle  ph)ngli; 
Her  aged  trees  rise  thick  as  once  the  slain 
Lay  while  their  roots  arc;  but  a  brook  hath  ta'en  — 
A  little  till  of  scanty  stream  ami  bed  — 
\  niine  of  !)lood  from  that  days  sanguine  raiii; 
And  Sanj;uinet!o  tells  \v  where  the  <le.ul 

Made  the  earth  wet,  aud  tnrn'd  the  unwilling  watci  ^  ritl 
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LXVI. 

Wmi  choa,  dimmiiiis!  in  thy  nreelMC  vst*^ 

Of  tbe  most  living  crytul  th«i  was  e'er 
.      The  hnoni  of  river  aymph,  to  gaw  and  lave 
I      Her  limba  vhere  nolhang  hid  them,  thoa  dost  rear 
f      Thy  grassy  banks  whereon  the  miJk«while  slaer 

Gnie%;  the  pnrest  god  of  geotje  waters ! 

And  mo«t  serene  of  aspect,  and  most  clear; 

Surely  that  stream  was  unprohacd  by  sbughtere— 
•  A  BiirTor  and  a  bath  for  bcaaty's  youngest  daughters ! 

I  LXVII. 

And  on  thy  happy  shore  a  temple  still, 
<)f  Mnall  and  delicate  proportion,  keeps, 

'      Upon  a  mild  declivity  of  hill, 

lu  memory  of  thee ;  beneath  it  sweeps 

I      Tby  current's  calmness;  oft  from  out  it  leaps 
Thr  liony  darter  with  tlie  flittering  scales. 
Who  dwells  and  revels  io  thy  glassy  deeps; 
While,  chance,  some  Matter  d  watcr-iily  tails 

,  Oovo  where  the  shallower  wave  still  lells  its  babbling 
tales. 

lAVIII. 
Pa^  not  nablest  the  genius  of  the  place! 
If  through  tlie  air  a  lepfayr  more  serene 
Wia  to  the  brow,  't  is  his;  and  if  ye  trace 

I      Along  his  margin  a  more  eloquent  green, 
If  on  the  heart  the  freshness  of  the  scene 
Sprinkle  iu  coolness,  and  from  the  dry  dust 
Of  weary  life  a  moment  lave  it  clean 
W^ith  nature's  baptism, — 't  is  to  him  ye  must 

,  Pay  orisons  for  this  snspension  of  disgust. 


I 


LXIX. 
The  ronr  of  waters! — from  the  headlong  height 
Vrlino  cleaves  the  wave- worn  prn-ipice; 
Tile  fall  of  waters!  rapid  as  the  light 
The  flashing  mass  foams  shaking  the  abyss; 
The  bell  of  waters !  where  they  bowl  aad  btw, 
Aod  boil  in  endless  torture;  while  the  sweat    * 
t.H  ihetr  great  agony,  wruug  out  from  this    * 
Their  Phlegetbon,  curls  round  the  rocks  of  jet 
That  gird  the  golf  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set, 

LXX. 
And  OMsats  in  spray  the  skies«  aod  theoce  again 
EnuriH  in  an  nncrasiug  shower,  whirh  round. 
With  itA  unemptied  cloud  of  gentle  rain, 
U  an  eternal  April  to  the  ground^ 
Making  it  all  one  emerald : — how  profound 
The  gulf !  and  bow  the  giaot  element 
From  rock  t»  rock  leaps  with  delirious  hound. 
Crashing  the  cliffs,  which,  downward  worn  and  rent 
Vuh  fatt  fierce  footsteps,  yield  in  chasms  a  fearful  vent 

LXXI. 
To  the  broad  column  which  rolls  on,  and  shows 
More  hke  the  fountain  of  an  infiiot  sea 
Tom  firom  the  womb  of  moimiains  by  the  throes 
Of  a  new  world,  than  only  thus  Io  be 
Parent  of  rivers,  which  flow  gushingly. 
With  many  windings,  through  the  vale;— >look  back! 
Lo!  where  it  comes  like  an  eternity, 
As  if  to  iweep  down  all  things  in  its  track, 
'^harming  the  eye  with  dread,— a  malchlcss  cataract,  '7 


LXXil. 

Horribly  beautiftti !  but  on  the  verge. 
From  side  to  side,  beneath  the  ghttering  mom. 
An  iris  sits,  amidst  the  infernal  sorge,  ^ 
Like  hope  upon  a  droth-bed,  and,  unwom 
Its  steady  dyes,  while  all  around  is  torn 
By  the  <hstracied  waters,  bean  serene 
Iu  brilliant  hues  vrith  all  their  beams  nnsbom: 
Resembling,  mid  the  lortor*  of  the  scene. 
Love  watching  madnesa  with  anallcrablc  miea 

LXXIII. 
Once  more  upon  the  woody  Apeanine, 
The  infisnt  Alps,  which— liad  I  not  before 
Gated  on  ttieir  mighuer  parents,  where  the  pine 
Sits  on  more  slwggy  summits,  aad  where  roar 
The  thundering  lauwine  ^  —  might  be  worahipp'd 

more; 
Rut  I  have  tieen  the  snaring  Jnngfrau  rear 
Her  neve  retrodden  snow,  and  seen  iha  hoar 
Glaciers  of  bleak  Mool>lilanc  both  hir  aod  near, 

Aod  in  Chimari  heard  the  thunder-hills  of  fear, 

LXXiV. 
Th*  Acroceraanian  mountains  of  old  name ; 
And  on  Parnassus  seen  the  eagles  fly 
Like  spirits  of  the  spot,  as  't  were  for  fiiBM, 
For  still  ihey  soar'd  unollerahly  high : 
I've  look'd  on  Ida  with  a  Trojan's  eye; 
Athos,  Olympns,  ^Etoa,  Atlas,  mada 
These  bills  seem  things  of  lesser  dignity. 
All,  save  the  lone  Soraete's  lieight,  display 'd 

Not  now  io  snow,  which  aaks  the  lyric  ftoman's  aid 

LXXV. 
For  our  remembrance,  and  from  out  the  plain 
Heaves  like  a  long-«wept  wave  about  to  break. 
And  on  the  curl  tuings  pausing:  not  in  vain 
May  he,  who  will.  Ids  recollections  rake 
And  quote^o  classic  raptures,  and  awake 
The  bills  with  Latian  echoes ;  I  abborr'd 
Too  much,  to  conquer  for  the  poet's  sake. 
The  drill'd  dull  lesson,  forced  down  word  by  word  1«* 
la  my  repugnant  youth,  with  pleasure  to  record 

LXXVI. 

Aught  that  recals  the  daily  drag  wbidi  lura'd 
My  sickening  memory ;  and,  though  time  hiith  taught 
My  miud  to  mediute  what  tlien  it  leam'd. 
Yet  such  the  tix'd  inveteracy  wrought 
By  the  impatience  of  my  early  thought. 
That,  with  the  freshness  wearing  out  before 
My  mind  could  reli«h  what  it  might  have  iougfal. 
If  free  to  chuse,  I  cannot  now  restore 
Iu  health ;  hut  what  it  then  detested,  still  abhor. 

LXXVII. 
Then  farewell,  Horace ;  whom  I  haled  so, 
Not  for  thy  faults,  but  mine;  it  is  a  curse 
To  ludersund,  not  feel  thy  lyric  (low, 
To  comprehend,  but  never  love  tby  verse, 
Althouffh  no  deeper  moralist  rehearse 
Our  little  life,  nor  bard  prescribe  his  art, 
Nor  livelier  sjtirist  tlic  coutcience  pierce, 
Awakening  without  wounding  the  touch'd  heart. 
Yet  fare  tlice  well— upon  Soracics  ridge  we  part. 
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LXXVIII. 

Oh  Rome!  ray  country  !  city  of  the  soul ! 
The  orphans  of  the  heart  mu«t  turn  to  thee. 
Lone  mother  of  dea«l  empires!  nnd  control 
In  their  shut  breasts  their  petty  misery. 
What  are  our  woes  and  sufferance?  Come  and  sec 
The  cyprcM,  hear  tlic  owl,  and  plod  your  way 
O'er  steps  of  broken  thrones  and  temples,  ye 
Whose  a^^ooies  are  evils  of  a  day  !  — 
A  world  is  at  our  feet  as  fragile  as  our  clay. 

LXXIX. 

The  Niobc  of  nations!  there  she  stands. 
Childless  and  crownless,  in  her  voiceless  woe; 
An  empty  urn  within  her  wither'd  hands. 
Whose  holy  dust  was  scatter d  long  ago; 
The  Scipios'  tomb  contains  no  ashes  now;  4« 
The  very  sepulchres  lie  tcnnntlchS 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers:  dost  lliou  flow. 
Old  Tiber!  through  a  marble  wilderness? 
Rise,  with  thy  yellow  waves,  and  mantle  her  distress! 

LXXX. 

The  goth,  the  christian,  time,  war,  flood,  and  fire, 
Have  dealt  upon  the  seven-hill'd  city's  pride; 
She  saw  her  glories  star  by  star  expire. 
And  up  the  steep  barbarian  monarohs  ride, 
Where  the  car  climb'd  the  capitol ;  far  and  wide 
Temple  and  tower  went  down,  nor  left  a  site:— 
Chaos  of  ruins!  who  shall  trace  the  void, 
O'er  the  dim  fragments  cast  a  lunar  light, 
And  say,  u  here  was,  or  is,»  where  all  is  doubly  night? 

LXXXI. 

The  double  night  of  ages,  and  of  her, 
Night's  daughter.  Ignorance,  hath  wrapt  and  wrap 
All  round  us;  we  but  feel  our  way  to  err: 
The  ocean  haih  his  chart,  the  stars  their  map, 
And  knowledge  spreads  ihem  on  her  amf)le  lap; 
Rui  home  is  as  the  desert,  where  we  steer 
Stumbling  o'er  recollections;  now  we  clap 
Our  hands  and  cry  «  b!nreka!»  it  is  clear — 
When  but  some  false  mirage  of  ruin  rises  near. 

LXXXII. 

.\la*.!  the  lofty  city!  and  alas! 
The  trebly  hundred  triumphs?  4'  and  the  day 
Wben  Brutus  made  the  dagger's  edge  surpass 
The  conqueror's  sword  in  bearing  fame  away! 
Alas,  for  Tully's  voice,  and  Virgil's  lay, 
And  Livys  pictured  page! — but  these  shall  be 
Her  resurrection ;  all  beside — decay. 
Alas,  for  earth,  for  never  shall  we  sec 
That  brightness  in  her  eye  «lic  bore  when  Rome  was  free! 

LXXXIII. 

Oh  thou,  whose  chariot  roll'd  on  fortune's  wheel,  <^ 
Triumphant  Sylia!  thou  who  didst  subdue 
Thy  country's  foes  ere  iliou  would  pause  to  feel 
The  wrath  of  thy  owu  wronj;-;,  or  reip  tlie  due 
Of  hoanleil  \cni;eanci-  till  thine  eagles  flow 
Oer  prosirito  Asia; — thou,  who  with  iliv  frovin 
Aumliil.ited  senates— Roman,  loo. 
With  all  tliy  xiros,  for  thou  didst  lay  down 
With  an  atoning  bniili-  .i  more  than  e.irtlily  crown — 


LXXXI  V. 

The  dictatorial  wreath, — couldsi  thou  divine 
To  what  would  one  day  dwindle  that  which  made 
Thee  more  than  mortal?  and  that  so  supine 
Ry  aught  than  Romans  Rome  should  thus  be  laid? 
She  who  was  named  eternal,  and  array'd 
Her  warriors  but  to  conquer — she  who  vcil'd 
Earth  wilh  her  haughty  shadow,  and  display'd. 
Until  the  oer-canopied  horizon  faii'd, 
Ilcr  rushiug  wings — Oh  I  she  who  was  almighty  hail'd! 

LXXXV. 

Sylla  was  first  of  victors;  but  our  own 
The  sagest  of  usurpers,  Cromwell ;  he 
Too  swept  off  senates  while  he  hew'd  the  throne 
Down  to  a  block — immortal  rebel !  See 
What  crimes  it  costs  to  be  a  moment  free 
And  famous  through  all  ages!  but  beneath 
His  ^ite  tlic  moral  lurks  of  destiny; 
His  day  of  double  victory  and  death 
Beheld  him  win  two  realms,  and,  happier,  yield  his  breath. 

LXX.XVL 

The  third  of  the  same  moon  whose  former  course 
Had  all  but  crown'd  him,  on  the  self-same  day 
Deposed  him  gently  from  his  throne  of  force. 
And  laid  him  with  the  earth's  preceding  clay.  44 
And  show'd  not  fortiuie  thus  bow  fame  and  sway, 
And  all  we  deem  delightful,  and  consume 
Our  souls  to  compass  through  each  arduous  way, 
Arc  in  her  eyes  less  happy  than  the  tomb? 
Were  they  but  so  in  man's,  how  different  vt  ere  his  doom  ! 

LXXXVII. 

And  thou,  dread  statue!  vet  existent  in 
The  austeresi  form  of  n:ikc<i  majesty, 45 
Thou  who  beheldest,  'mid  the  assassins'  din, 
At  thy  bathed  base  the  bloody  C.-esar  lie, 
Folding  his  robe  in  dying  dignity. 
An  offering  to  thine  altar  from  the  queen 
Of  gods  and  men,  great  Nemesis  I  did  he  die. 
And  thou,  too,  |>crish,  Poinpty  ?  have  ye  been 
Victors  of  countless  kings,  or  puppets  of  a  scene' 

LX.XXVIII. 

And  thou,  the  thnniler-<«triken  nurse  of  Rom**  I'* 
She-wolf!  wljo*ie  l>ra?en-imaged  dngs  impart 
The  milk  of  conquest  yd  Miiliin  the  dome 
Where,  as  a  monument  of  antique  art. 
Thou  standest: — mother  of  the  mighty  heart. 
Which  the  great  founder  suclvd  from  thy  Mild  teat, 
Scoreh'd  by  the  Roman  Jove's  ethereal  dart. 
And  thy  limbs  black  with  ligliining — dost  thou  yet 
Guard  thine  immortal  cub-^,  nor  thy  fond  ciiarge  forget  ^ 

LXXXIX. 

Thou  dost; — but  all  thy  foster-babes  are  dead — 
The  men  of  iron;  and  the  vnrld  haili  rcard 
Cities  from  out  their  se|»nlciircs  :  men  bled 
In  imitation  of  the  things  iliey  f<Mr"d. 
And  fought  and  conquer  d,  and  ilics.ime  course  steerii. 
At  apish  distance;  but  as  Net  none  have, 
Nor  could,  the  same  suprrnKuv  liaxc  neard. 
Save  one  vain  man,  who  is  not  in  ilic  i;i"a\c. 
But,  \anquisird  by  himself,  to  hiso>»n  slaxes  a  sla%e — 
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xc. 

Tbe  fool  of  Cdae  domiDioa — and  a  kind 
Of  ba&lard  C««ar,  following  faim  of  old 
With  stcpn  annual ;  for  tbe  Romao't  miod 
I      Was  modell'd  in  a  levt  terrestrial  mould,^? 
With  paftsioDs  fiercer,  yet  a  judgment  cold. 
And  an  immortai  iottincl  vtiicli  redeeoi'd 
The  frailties  of  a  heart  so  jioft,  yet  bold; 
Airt«l4^  vitb  tbe  distiaff  aow  he  seem'd 
At  Qeopalra's  feet,— and  aov  hiouel/  be  beam'd, 

XCf. 

I      And  caflB« — asd  caw — aod  conqaer'd !   Bat  the  mao 
Wbo  would  hive  lametl  his  eagles  down  to  flee, 

I      Like  a  train'd  falcon,  in  the  Gallic  van. 
Which  he,  in  sooth,  long  led  to  victory, 
With  a  deaf  heart  which  never  seem'd  to  ba 
A  t<«(eoer  to  itself,  was  strangely  framed; 
Wtib  but  one  weakest  weakness— vanity, 

I      Co(|uet(i«Ji  in  ambition — still  he  aim'd — 
Ai  what  ?  can  be  avoach— or  answer  what  he  claim'd  ? 

t 

XCII. 
And  woold  be  all  or  nothing— nor  could  wait 
Foe  tb«  snne  grave  to  level  him ;  few  years 
Had  fixd  bias  with  the  Ccsars  in  his  ble, 

I     (ta  w^jom  we  tread  ;  for  Ais  the  conqueror  rears 
The  arch  of  triumph  !  and  for  this  the  tears 

I     Aod  Lkwd  of  earth  flow  on  as  they  have  flow'd, 
Aa  onivcnal  deluge  which  appears 
Without  an  ark  for  wretched  roan's  abode. 

'  kad  ebbs  bat  to  reflow !— Renew  thy  iminbow,  God! 

xcm. 

'     What  ftwm  this  barren  being  do  we  reapT 
Oor  senses  narrow,  and  our  reason  frail, 4* 
Lite  stiort,  and  truth  a  gem  which  loves  the  deep, 
Acd  ail  thin^  weigh'd  in  custom's  falsest  scale  ; 
f^iDioo  an  omnipotence, — whose  veil 
MaiiUe«  the  earth  with  darkness,  until  ri;;ht 
Aod  wnMig  are  accidents,  and  men  grow  pale 
Lest  their  own  judgments  should  become  too  bright, 
Aad  their  free  thoogbti  be  crimes,  and  earth  have  too 
■uicb  light. 

xcrv. 

Aod  tbos  they  plod  in  sluggish  misery. 
Boiling  from  sire  to  son,  and  age  to  age. 
Proud  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  so  die, 
Beqaeatbing  their  hereditary  rage 
To  (be  new  race  of  inborn  slaves,  who  wage 
War  for  the-.r  chains,  and,  rather  than  be  free, 
ttrrd  gladiator-like,  and  still  engage 
^  ithto  tbe  same  arena  where  they  see 
Their  fellows  Call  before,  like  leaves  of  the  same  tree. 

XCV. 

I  speak  net  of  men's  creeds — lliey  rest  between 
Man  and  his  Maker — but  of  things  allow'd, 
k\exrd,  and  known— and  daily,  hourly  seen,— 
Tbe  yoke  that  is  upon  us  doubly  bow'd. 
And  the  intent  of  tyranny  avow'd, 
Tlie  edict  of  earth's  rulers,  who  are  grown 
TV  apes  of  bim  who  bumbled  once  the  proud, 
Aod  4hook  them  from  their  slumbers  on  the  (hrone; 
Too  glonooa,  were  this  all  his  mighty  arm  had  done. 


XCVI. 
Can  tyrants  but  by  tyrants  conquer'd  be, 
And  freedom  find  no  champion  and  no  child 
Such  as  Columbia  mw  arise  when  she 
Sprung  forth  a  Palla«,  arm'd  and  undeliled  T 
Or  must  such  minds  Ite  noiirifth'd  in  the  wild, 
Deep  in  the  unpruned  forest,  'muUt  the  roar 
Of  cataracts,  nhere  nursing  nilure  smiled 
On  infant  Washington  7     lias  earth  no  more 
Such  seeds  within  her  breast, or  Europe  no  such  shore? 

xcvir. 

Bat  France  got  drunk  with  blood  to  vomit  crime, 
Aod  dreadful  have  her  Saturn.ilia  been 
To  freedom's  cause,  in  every  .ige  and  clime  ; 
Because  ibe  dcully  dnys  ulii*  h  we  have  seen. 
And  vile  ambition,  iii4t  built  up  between 
Man  and  \\i%  Uopcs  an  adamantine  wall. 
And  the  base  p.i^'o.mt  last  upon  the  scene. 
Are  grown  the  pretest  for  the  eternal  thrall 
Which  nips  life's   tree,  and  dooms  mans  wortt— hit 
second  6ill. 

xcviri. 

Tet,  freedom  !  yet  thy  hinner  torn,  but  flying. 
Streams  like  tbe  thunder-storm  against  the  wind  : 
Hiy  trumpet  voire,  though  broken  now  and  dying. 
The  loudest  still  the  tempest  leaves  behind  ; 
Thy  tree  hath  lost  its  blossoms,  and  the  rind, 
Chopp'd  by  the  axe,  looks  rou[;li  ami  little  worth. 
But  the  sap  lasts,— and  still  tlic  srrd  we  find 
Sown  deep,  even  in  the  bosom  of  ilie  north  ; 
So  ahall  a  better  spring  less  bitter  fruit  bring  forth. 

XCIX. 
There  is  a  stem  round  tower  of  other  days,4f 
Firm  as  a  fortress,  with  its  fence  of  stone, 
Such  as  an  army's  baflled  strength  delays. 
Standing  nilh  half  its  battlements  alone, 
Aud  with  two  thousand  years  of  ivy  grown. 
The  gnrl.ind  of  eternity,  where  wave 
The  green  leaves  over  all  by  time  o'erthrown: — 
What  was  this  tower  of  strength  ?  within  its  cave 
What  treasure  lay  so  lock'd,  so  hid  7 — A  woman's  grtTe. 


But  who  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  dead, 
Tomb'd  in  a  palace  7     Was  shi*  chaste  and  fair  T 
Worthy  a  kinc* — or  more — a  Roman's  bed  7 
What  race  of  tlnrfs  and  heroes  did  she  bear  7 
What  dauglilrr  of  her  beauties  was  the  heir 7 
How  lived— how  loved— liow  died  she  7   Was  she  nol 
So  honour'd — aud  conftpicuously  there. 
Where  meaner  relics  must  not  dare  to  rot. 
Placed  to  commemorate  a  more  than  mortal  lot  T 

CI. 
Was  she  as  those  who  love  their  lords,  or  they 
Who  love  the  lordn  of  others?  surli  have  been. 
Even  in  the  olden  time,  Romr's  annals  say. 
Was  she  a  matron  of  Ci)rnelia'»  uiien. 
Or  the  light  air  of  Egypt's  graorfiil  queen, 
Profuse  of  joy — or  'gaiust  it  did  she  war, 
Inveterate  in  virtue?     Did  she  loan 
To  the  soft  side  of  the  heart,  or  wisely  bar 
Ix>ve  from  amongst  her  griefs  7  for  such  the  affections 
are. 


78 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


cir. 

Perchance  she  died  in  youlh:  it  may  be,  bow'd 
With  woes  far  heavier  than  the  ponderous  tomb 
That  weigh'd  upon  her  (jentle  dust,  a  cloud 
Might  gather  o'er  her  beauty,  and  a  gloom 
In  her  dark  eye,  prophetic  of  the  doom 
Heaven  gives  its  favourites— early  death  ;5«>  yet  slied 
A  sunset  charm  around  her,  and  illume 
With  hectic  light,  the  Hesperus  of  the  dead. 
Of  her  consuming  cheek  ilie  autumnal  leaf-like  red. 

CHI. 
Perchance  she  died  in  age — surviving  all. 
Chirms,  kindred,  children — with  the  silver  grey 
On  her  long  tresses,  which  might  yet  recal, 
It  may  be,  still  a  something  of  the  day 
When  thry  wcfc  braided,  and  her  proud  array 
And  lovely  form  were  envied,  praised,  and  eyed 

By  Rome ilut  whither  would  conjecture  stray? 

Thus  much  alone  we  know — Metella  died, 
The  wealthiest  Uomau's  wife;  behold  his  love  or  pride ! 

CIV. 
I  know  not  why — but  standing  thus  by  thee 
It  seems  as  if  I  had  thine  inmate  known, 
Thou  tomb!  and  other  days  rome  back  on  me 
With  recollected  music,  though  the  tone 
Is  changed  and  .solemn,  like  tlie  cloudy  groan 
Of  dying  thunder  on  th«'  distant  wind: 
Yet  could  I  seat  me  by  this  ivied  stone 
Till  I  had  bodied  forth  the  heated  mind 
Forms  from  the  floating  wreck  which  ruin  leaves  behind  ; 

CV. 
And  from  the  planks  farshatter'd  o'er  the  rocks, 
Built  me  a  little  bark  of  hope,  once  more 
To  battle  with  the  ocean  and  the  shocks 
Of  the  loud  breakers,  and  the  ceaseless  roar 
Which  rushes  on  the  solitary  shore 
Where  all  lies  founder  d  thai  was  ever  dear  : 
But  could  1  gather  from  the  wave-worn  store 
Enough  for  my  rude  boat,  where  should  1  steer? 
There  woos  uo  home,  nor  hope,  nor  life,  save  what  is  here. 

CVI. 
Then  let  the  winds  howl  on  !  their  harmony 
Shall  henceforth  be  my  music,  and  the  night 
The  sound  shall  temper  with  the  owlet's  cry. 
As  I  now  hear  them,  in  the  fading  light 
Dim  oer  the  bird  of  darkness'  native  site, 
Answering  each  other  on  the  Palatine, 
With  their  large  eyes,  all  glistening  grey  and  bright, 
And  sailing  pinion';.  —  r|)on  sucli  a  shrine 
What  are  our  peiiy  griefs  ? — let  me  not  number  mine. 

CVII. 
Cypres^  and  ivy,  ^ve^d  ami  w.iij-tlovn'r  grovku 
Matted  and  massil  to(;ellnr.  hilioc  ks  licap'd 
On  what  \»ere  ( lianiluTs,  an  li  i  rush  (I,  cohinm  strown 
In  fraj;nuMits,  chnked-up  va-ilts,  unl  frc-^t  os  stecpd 
In  sulilr-rranean  dauips,  v*  litre  the  owl  p«ep'il, 
heetnini;  it  uiidnit'.ht  ;  —  temples,  baths,  or  halls! 
rr«»nonnee  who  can  ;   for  all  that  learning  reaprl 
From  her  r.se.ireh  hath  been,  that  tluse  are  walls  — 
iWdiold  the  Imperial  Mount!   I  is  thus  the  nnghly  falls.-'' 


CVII  I. 
There  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales  ;^-> 
'T  is  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past, 
First  freedom,  and  then  glory — when  that  fails. 
Wealth,  vice,  corruption, — barbarism  at  last. 
And  history,  with  all  her  volumes  vast. 
Hath  but  one  page, — 't  is  better  written  here, 
Where  gorgeous  tyranny  had  thus  amass'd 
All  treasures,  all  delights,  that  eye  or  ear. 

Heart,  soul,  could  seek,  tongue  ask — Away  with  word»! 
draw  near, 

CIX. 
Admire,  exult — despise — laugh,  weep, — for  here 
There  is  such  matter  for  all  feeling  :  —  man  ! 
Thou  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear, 
Ages  and  realms  are  crowded  in  this  span, 
This  mountain,  whose  obliterated  plan 
The  pyramid  of  empires  ]>inuacled, 
Of  glory  s  ge'w-gaws  shining  in  the  van. 
Till  the  suns  rays  with  added  flame  were  fill  d ! 

Where  are  its  golden  roofs  ?  where  tliose  who  dared  to 
build  ? 

ex. 

Tully  was  not  so  eloquent  as  thou, 
Thou  nameless  cohinui  with  the  buried  base  ! 
What  are  the  laurels  of  the  C.Tsar"s  brow  ? 
Crown  me  with  ivy  from  bis  dwelling-place. 
Whose  arch  or  pillar  meets  me  in  the  face, 
Titus',  or  Trajan's?     No — t  is  that  of  time : 
Triumph,  arch,  pillar,  all  he  doth  displace 
Scofling;  and  a])Ostolic  statues  climb 
To  crush  the  imperial  urn,  whose  ashes  slept  sublime, ^^ 

CXI. 
Buried  in  air,  the  deep  blue  sky  of  Rome, 
And  looking  to  the  stars:   thev  had  contain'd 
A  spirit  which  with  these  would  find  a  home, 
The  last  of  those  who  o'er  the  whole  earth  reign'd. 
The  Roman  glohe,  for  after  none  su»taiu'd, 
But  yielilcd  back  his  con(|uests  :  —  he  was  more 
Than  a  mere  Alexander,  and,  unstain'd 
With  household  blood  and  wine,  serenely  wore 
His  sovereign  virtues — still  we  Trajan's  name  adore. ^* 

CXI  I. 
Where  is  the  roek  of  triumph,  the  high  place 
Where  Rome  end>rared  her  heroes?  where  the  steep 
Tarpeian?  liltest  goal  of  treason's  race. 
The  promontory  whence  the  I'raitor's  Leap 
Cured  all  ambition.     Did  the  conquerors  heap 
Their  spoils  here  ?     Yes:  and  in  yon  lield  below, 
A  thousand  years  of  silenet^d  factions  sleep — 
The  forum,  ^vjiere  the  immortal  accents  glow, 
.Vnd  sidl  the  elo({ucnt  air  breathes — burns  with  Cicero! 

C.XUI. 

Tlie-  lielil  of  freedom,  fai  tion,  fame,  and  blood  ; 
Here  a  prond  peiqiles  pas, ions  were  exhaled, 
I  rorn  the  lirst  hour  of  empire  in  the  bud 
To  thai  v^li.  n  further  world,  to  conquer  fail'd  ; 
Bui  l«»n(;  hefore  had  freedom's  face  been  vcd  d. 
And  anarehy  assumed  her  atliihutcS; 
Till  every  l.iwJexS  soldier  who  assail  <l 
Trod  on  the  tremhhn^;  se-nate's  >lavi.sh  mutes. 
Or  raised  the  venal  voiee  of  baser  prostitutes. 
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CXIV. 
Tbrn  tam  we  to  her  latest  tribime'i  name, 
From  her  ten  thousand  tyrants  turn  to  thee. 
Redeemer  of  dark  ceotnries  of  shame — 
The  firiend  of  Petrarch — hope  of  Italy — 
Rteiui !  last  of  Romans  !>^    While  the  tree 
Of  free<J[om's  wither  d  trunk  puts  forth  a  leaf, 
Evm  for  thy  tomb  a  {ariand  let  it  be — 
The  forom's  champion,  and  the  people's  chief — 
Hrr  new-born  Noma  thoo — with  reign,  alas !  too  brief. 


I  CXY. 

I      Ef^ria  !  tweet  creation  of  some  heart  ^ 

I      ^'hicb  foand  no  mortal  restiog-place  so  fair 

As  ihwe  ideal  breast ;  whaleVr  thou  art 
I      Or  wert, — a  youn|;  Aurora  of  the  air, 
I      The  nympbolepay  of  some  fond  despair ; 
I      Or,  it  might  be,  a  beauty  of  the  earth, 
j     Who  found  a  more  than  common  voLiry  there  •  ^ 
I     Too  much  adorini; ;  whatsoe'er  thy  birth,^ 
Tlioo  wert  a  beautiful  thought,  and  softly  bodied  forth. 

I 

CXVI. 

I     The  moaaes  of  thy  Ibunuin  still  are  aprinkled 

'     Wiih  thine  Elysian  water-drops;  the  fece 

'     Of  thy  cavc^-guarded  spring,  with  years  nnwrinkled, 

I      RrSf'ctB  the  meek-eyed  genius  of  the  place, 

,     Wbci«e  green,  wild  margin  now  no  more  erase 

An*  works ;  nor  must  the  delicate  waters  sleep, 
'     Pnson'd  in  marble ;  bubbling  from  the  base 

Of  the  cleft  statue,  with  a  gentle  leap 
TLe  rill  mna  o'er,  and  round,  fern,  flowers,  and  ivy  creep, 
I 

cxvir. 

'      FiDtastieally  tangled ;  the  green  hills 

I      Are  clothed  with  early  blossoms,  through  the  grass 
The  ipnck-eyed  liaard  rustles,  and  the  bills 
Of  summer-birds  Mog  welcome  as  ye  pass ; 

I      Flowers,  fresh  in  hue,  and  many  in  their  class. 
Implore  the  pausing  step,  and  with  their  dyes 
DuTM'e  in  the  soft  breese  in  a  h\rj  mass ; 

^      The  rweetneas  of  the  violet's  deep  blue  eyes, 
kis«'d  by  the  breath  of  heaven,  seems  colour  d  by  its  skies. 

I  cxvni. 

I  Brre  didst  thou  dwell,  in  this  enchanted  cover, 

.  Ei^rna  !  thy  all  heavenly  bosom  beating 

I  For  the  f*r  footsteps  of  thy  mortal  lover ; 

I  The  purple  midaight  veil'd  that  mystic  meeting 

.  Wiih  her  moM  starry  canopy,  and  iieating 

'  Thyself  by  thine  adorer,  what  befel  ? 

I  This  cave  was  surely  shaped  out  for  the  greeting 

I  f  If  an  enamour'd  goddess,  and  the  cell 

I  Haiinied  by  boly  love — the  earliest  oracle! 

!  CXR. 

i      An]  didst  thou  not,  thy  hreast  to  his  replying, 

BtecMi  a  celestial  with  a  human  hi*art ; 

And  love,  which  dies,  as  it  was  I>oru,  in  »it;liiog, 
I      Share  with  immortal  transport«?  could  thine  art 

Hake  tfaem  indeed  immortal,  and  Impart 

fht  parity  of  heaven  to  earthly  joys, 

Expel  the  venom  and  not  blunt  the  dart — 

The  dull  satiety  which  all  destroys — 
,  Aod  root  from  out  the  soul  the  deadly  weed  which  cloys  ? 


cxx. 

Alas !  our  young  affections  ran  to  waste. 
Or  water  but  the  desert ;  whence  arise 
But  weeds  of  dark  luxuriance,  tares  of  haste. 
Rank  at  the  core,  though  tempting  to  the  eyes, 
Flowers  whose  wild  odours  breathe  but  agonies. 
And  trees  whose  gums  are  poison ;  such  the  plants 
Which  spring  beneath  her  steps  as  passion  flies 
O'er  the  world's  wildernens,  and  vainly  pants 
For  some  celestial  fruit  forbidden  to  our  wants. 

CXXI. 
O  love!  no  habitant  of  earth  thou  art — 
An  unseen  seraph,  wc  belie%e  in  thee, 
A  fiith  whose  martyrs  are  the  broken  heart, 
But  never  yet  liath  seen,  nor  e'er  shall  see 
The  naked  eye,  thy  form,  as  it  should  he ; 
The  mind  hath  made  thee,  as  it  peopled  heaven. 
Even  with  it»  own  desiring  phantasy. 
And  to  a  thought  such  shape  and  imsf^e  given, 
As  haunts  the  unqnench'd  soiil  —  parch'd — wearied  — 
wrung — and  ri«en. 

CXXII. 
Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind  diseased, 
And  fevers  into  f«lse  creation:— where, 
Where  are  the  forms  the  sculptures  soul  hath  seiiedf 
In  him  alone.    Can  nature  shew  so  fiirT 
Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we  dare 
Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  men— 
The  nnreach'd  paradise  of  our  despair, 
Which  o'erinform's  the  pencil  and  the  pen, 
And  overpowers  the  page  where  it  would  bloom  again? 

CXXItl. 
Who  loves,  raves — *t  is  youth's  frenzy — but  the  cure 
Is  bitterer  still ;  as  charm  liy  charm  unwinds 
Which  robed  our  idols,  and  we  see  too  sure 
Nor  worth  nor  beauty  dwells  from  out  the  mind's 
Ideal  shape  of  such,  yet  still  it  binds 
The  fatal  spell,  and  still  it  draws  us  on. 
Reaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft-sown  winds ; 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  begun. 

Seems  ever  near  the  prise, — wealthiest  when  most  un- 
done. 

CXXIV. 
We  wither  from  our  youth,  we  gnsp  away- 
Sick — sick;  unfound  the  boon — onidaked  the  thirst. 
Though  to  the  last,  in  vcr(;e  of  our  decay. 
Some  phantom  lures,  such  as  we  nought  at  first — 
But  all  too  late, — »o  are  v^r  doubly  cun'd. 
Love,  fame,  ambition,  avarice — 't  is  the  same, 
Each  idle — and  all  ill — and  none  the  worst — 
For  all  are  meteors  with  a  different  name. 

And  death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishes  the  flame. 

cxxv. 

Few — none — find  what  they  love  or  could  have  loved, 
Though  arciclent,  blind  contact,  and  the  strong 
NrccMity  of  loving,  have  removed 
Antipathies, — but  to  recur,  ere  long, 
Envenom'd  with  irrevocable  wrong; 
And  circumstance,  that  unspirilual  god 
And  miscrt'aior,  makes  and  helps  along 
Our  coming  evils  with  a  crutch-like  rod, 
Who^  touch  turns  hope  to  dust,— the  dust  we  all  have 
trod. 
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CXXVI. 

Our  life  is  a  faUe  nature — 't  is  not  in 
The  harmony  of  tliiiit^s, —  this  hard  decree, 
This  unerndiohle  taint  of  sin. 
This  houudU'Ss  upa<i,  this  ali-hlastin(;  tree, 
Whose  root  is  earth,  whose  leaves  and  brandies  be 
The  skies  which  rain  tlu-ir  plajues  on  men  hkc  dew — 
Disease,  death,  bonda(;e — all  the  woes  we  see — 
And  worse,  ihewocN  wesee  not — which  throb  throuj^h 
The  immedicable  soul,  >Aith  heart-aches  ever  new. 

CXXVIl. 
Vet  let  us  ponder  bohlly^: — 'i  is  a  base 
Abandonment  of  reason  to  resi^jn 
Our  rit;ht  of  iiiou(;ht — our  hist  and  only  place 
Of  refuse;   lliis,  at  least,  shall  still  be  mine: 
Thou[;h  from  our  birth  the  faculty  divine 
Is  chain'd  and  tortured — cahin'd,  cribb'd,  confined, 
And  bred  in  darkness,  lest  the  truth  should  shine 
Too  brightly  on  the  unprepared  mind. 

The  beam  pours  iu,  for  time  and  skill  will  couch  the 
blind. 

CXXVIII. 
Arches  on  arches!   as  it  were  that  Rome, 
Collpctin(;  the  chi«'f  trophies  of  her  line, 
Would  build  up  all  htr  triumphs  in  one  dome. 
Her  Coliseum  stands;   the  moon-beams  shine 
As  'l  were  its  natural  torches,  for  diviue 
Should  be  the  lit;ht  which  streams  here,  to  illume 
This  loij(;-explored  but  still  exhaustlcss  mine 
Of  contemplation  ;  and  the  azure  gloom 

Of  an  Itiiliau  ni{]ht,  where  the  deep  skies  assume 

CXXIX. 
Hues  which  have  words,  and  speak  to  yc  of  heaven, 
Floats  o'er  this  >ast  and  wondrous  monument, 
And  shadows  forth  its  (jlf^ry.     There  is  (jiven 
L'nto  the  thiii(;;s  of  earth,  which  time  h.ith  bent, 
A  spirit's  f«flii)(;,  mul  where  he  haih  leant 
His  hauil,  but  broke  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 
And  ma^jic  in  the  ruin'd  battlement. 
For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Must  yield  iis  pomp,  and  wait  till  ajes  are  its  dower. 

cxxx. 

O  time  !  the  beautitier  of  the  dead, 
Adorner  of  the  ruin,  comforter 
And  only  healer  when  the  heart  hath  bled — 
Time!   the  corrector  where  our  judgments  err, 
The  test  of  truth,  love, — sole  philosopher. 
For  all  beside  are  sophists,  from  thy  thrift, 
Which  never  loses  though  it  doth  defer — 
Time,  the  avenger!   unto  ihee  I  lift 
My  hands,  and  eyes,  and  heart,  and  crave  of  thee  a  gift 

CXXM. 
Amidst  this  wreck,  wliere  thou  hast  made  a  shrine 
.\nd  temple  moie  divinely  (h^cdate, 
Among  thy  mighiier  o fit  rings  here  arc  mine, 
Rjiins  of  ycar> — though  few,  yet  full  of  fate: — 
If  thou  liasi  e\er  seen  me  too  il.ile. 
Hear  me  not :   but  if  calmly  1  ha\e  born? 
Good,  and  reserved  my  pride  against  the  hate 
Which  shall  not  whelm  me,  let  me  not  have  worn 
This  iron  in  my  soul  in  vain — shall  tfiey  not  mourn? 


CX.XXII. 
And  thou,  who  never  yet  of  human  wronj» 
Lost  the  unbalanced  scale,  great  Nemesis;-"* 
Here,  where  the  ancient  paid  thee  homage  lonj — 
Thou,  who  didst  call  the  furies  from  the  abyss, 
And  round  Orestes  bade  them  howl  and  hiss 
For  that  unnatural  retribution — just, 
Mad  it  but  been  from  hands  less  dear — in  this 
Thy  former  realm,  I  call  thee  from  the  du>t ! 
Dost  thou  not  hear  my  heart! — Awake!  thou  slialt,  and 
must. 

cxxxnr. 

It  is  not  that  I  may  not  have  incurr'd 

For  my  ancotral  fault^  or  mine  the  wound 

I  bleed  withil,  and,  had  it  been  conferred 

With  a  just  weapon,  it  had  llow'd  unbound ,- 

Rut  now  my  blood  shall  not  sink  in  the  ground  ; 

To  thee  I  do  de\ote  it — Uion  shah  take 

The  vengeance,  which  shall  yet  be  sought  and  foiuid. 

Which  if  /  ha\e  not  taken  for  the  sake 

Dul  let  that  pass — I  sleep,  but  thou  shall  yet  awake. 

CXXXIV. 

And  if  my  voice  break  forth,  't  is  not  that  now 
I  shrink  from  what  is  suffer'd:   let  him  speak 
Who  hath  beheld  decline  upon  my  brow, 
Or  seen  my  mind's  convulsion  leave  it  weak  ; 
Rut  in  this  page  a  record  will  I  seek. 
Not  in  the  air  shall  these  my  words  disperse. 
Though  I  be  ashes;  a  far  hour  shall  wreak, 
The  deep  prophetic  fulness  of  this  verse. 
And  pile  on  human  heads  the  mouolaia  of  my  ciir^e ' 

cxxxv. 

That  curse  shall  be  forgiveness — Have  I  not — 
Hear  me,  my  mother  Earth!  behold  it.  Heaven'. — 
Have  I  not  had  to  wrestle  with  my  lot? 
Have  [  uot  suf.^'rd  things  lo  be  forgiven? 
Have  1  not  had  my  brain  sear'd,  my  heart  riven, 
Hope  sapp'd,  name  blighted,  life's  life  lied  away? 
And  only  not  to  desperation  driven, 
Recause  not  aho|;elher  of  such  clay 
As  rot.s  into  the  souls  of  those  whom  I  survey. 

J 

CXXXVl. 

From  mighty  wrongs  to  petty  perHdy, 
Have  I  not  seen  what  human  things  could  do? 
From  the  loud  roar  of  foaming  calumny 
To  the  small  whisper  of  the  as  paltry  few, 
And  subtler  venom  of  the  reptile  crew, 
The  Janus  glance  of  who>e  significant  eye. 
Learning  to  lie  with  .silence,  would  seem  true, 
An<l  without  utterance,  save  (he  shrug  or  »igli. 
Deal  round  to  happy  fools  its  speechless  obloquv. 

CXXX  VI  I. 

Hut  1  have  lived,  and  have  uot  lived  in  vain; 
^ly  mind  may  lose  its  force,  my  blood  its  lire. 
.And  my  frame  perisli  even  in  conquering  pain, 
Riit  tlieie  is  that  within  me  which  .shall  liit* 
Torture  and  time,  and  breathe  when  1  expire; 
Suiiieihing  unearthly,  which  they  deem  not  of. 
Like  tile  reiiicinbcrd  tone  <»f  a  mute  lyre, 
Miill  on  their  sofleii'd  s])irits  sink,  and  move 
tn  hearts  all  rocky  now  the  late  remorse  of  love. 
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CXXXVIIf. 
The  seal  is  set. — ffov  welcome,  ihoa  dread 
Nmmeless,  yet  thus  omnipolenc,  vhich  here 
Walker  in  the  shadow  of  the  midnight  hoar 
'With  a  deep  awe,  yet  all  diittinct  from  fear ; 
'      Thy  hannu  are  ever  where  tlie  dead  walls  rear 
I      Their  iry  maatles,  and  the  solemn  scene 
1      Derives  from  thee  a  lense  so  deep  and  clear 
I      That  we  become  a  part  of  what  has  been, 
I  And  grow  anlo  the  spot,  all-seeing  but  unseen. 

'  CXJEXIX. 

I      And  here  the  bos  of  eager  nations  ran. 

In  moraur  d  pity,  or  lond-roar'd  applause, 
I     is  man  was  abnfbter'd  hj  his  fellow  man. 

And  wherefore  slanghter'd  ?  wherefore !  hut  beeaase 
'      Sneh  were  the  bloody  Circns'  genial  Uws, 
I      And  the  imperial  pleasure. — Wherefore  not  T 
I      What  matters  where  we  fall  to  fill  the  maws 
j     Of  womtA — on  battle-plains  or  listed  spot  7 
f  Bodi  are  hot  theatres  where  the  chief  actors  rot. 

CXL. 

.      I  see  before  me  the  gladiator  lie  :^ 

He  leans  upon  his  haod-^his  manly  brow 
Goawnts  to  death,  but  conquers  agony, 

'      And  his  droop'd  head  sinks  gradually  low— 
Aod  through  his  side  the  last  drops,  ebbing  slow 

■      From  the  red  gash,  fall  heavy,  one  by  one. 
Like  the  first  of  a  thunder-shower ;  and  now 
The  arena  swims  around  him — be  is  gone, 
Ixe  ceased  the  inhuman  shout  which  hail'd  the  wretch 
who  won. 

I  CXLI. 

He  heard  it,  bnt  he  heeded  not — his  eyes 
Were  with  his  heart,  aod  that  was  far  away; 

I      He  reck'd  not  of  the  life  he  lost  nor  prize, 

I      Bot  where  his  rude  hut  by  the  Danube  lay 

I      Tkere  were  his  young  birbariam  all  at  play. 
There  wa«  their  Dacian  mother — he,  their  sire, 

I      Boteher'd  to  make  a  Roman  holiday — ^ 

All  this  msh'd  with  his  blood— Shall  he  expire, 

-  And  nnascB^d? — Arise!  ye  Goths,  and  glut  your  ire! 

I 

GXLII. 
I      Bnt  hew,  where  murder  breathed  her  bloody  steam ; 
,      Aod  here,  where  butiing  nations  choked  the  wsys, 

And  roar'd  or  mnrmur'd  like  a  mountain  stream 
I      [bshtn^  or  winding  as  its  torrent  atrays; 
I      Here,  where  the  Roman  million's  blame  or  praise 

Was  desth  or  life,  the  playtliings  of  a  crowd,*' 
'      My  vmce  soonds  much — and  f<ill  the  stars'  flint  rays 
I      On  the  arena  void — seats  crush'd — walls  bow'd — 
Aod  galleries,  where  my  steps  seem  echoes  strangely  loud 

cxLin. 

I      A  mis — yet  what  min !  from  its  mass 

I      Wailc,  pabres,  half-cities,  have  been  rear'd ; 

Yet  oft  the  enormous  skeleton  ye  pass, 
'      Aod  marvel  where  the  spoil  could  have  appear'd. 
lUtb  it  indeed  been  plunder  d,  or  hut  clear'd? 
Alas',  developed,  opens  the  decay, 
Wb«;o  the  colossal  fabric's  form  i<i  near  d  r 
It  will  not  bear  the  brightness  of  the  day, 
WLich  streams  too  much  on  all  years,  man,  have  reft 
away. 


CXLIV. 
Bui  when  the  rising  moon  begins  to  ellmb 
Its  topmost  arrh,  and  gently  pauses  there ; 
When  the  «lars  twinkle  through  the  loops  of  time, 
Aod  tlie  low  nighi-breeie  waves  along  the  air 
The  garland-forest,  which  the  grey  walls  wear. 
Like  UureU  on  the  bald  first  Carer's  head  ,** 
When  the  light  shinen  serene  but  doth  not  glare. 
Then  in  this  magic  circle  rai«e  the  dead  : 
Heroes  have  trod  this  <pot — 't  is  on  tlieir  dust  ye  tread. 

CXLV. 

«  While  stands  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  stand  i^ 

When  falls  the  Ccrliseum,  Rome  shall  fall ; 

And  wlien  Rome  £slls — the  world.*     From  <mr  own 

land 
Thus  spake  the  pilgrims  o'er  this  mighty  wall 
In  Saion  tiroes,  which  we  are  wont  to  call 
Ancient ;  and  these  three  mortal  things  are  still 
On  their  foundations,  and  unalter'd  all ; 
Rome  aod  her  ruin  past  redemption's  skill. 

The  world  the  same  wide  den — of  thieves,  or  what  ye  will. 

CXLVI. 
Simple,  erect,  severe,  austere,  sublime-^ 
Shrine  of  all  saints,  and  temple  of  all  gods 
From  Jove  to  Jesus — spared  and  blest  by  time  ;*4 
Lookiug  tranquillity,  while  falls  or  nods 
Arch,  empire,  each  thing  roimd  thee,  and  man  plods 
His  nsy  through  thorns  to  a^hes — glorious  dome ! 
Shalt  thou  not  last?  Time's scythi*  and  tyrants'  rods 
Shiver  upon  thee — sanctuary  aod  home 

Of  art  and  piety — Pantheon ! — pride  of  Rome! 

CXLVII. 
Relic  of  nobler  days,  and  noblest  arts; 
Despoil'd  yet  perfect,  with  thy  circle  spreads 
A  hohn^ss  ap|>ralii)g  to  .-ill  hearts— 
To  art  a  model ;  and  to  him  wlio  treads 
Rome  for  the  sake  of  a(;e4.  glory  sheds 
Her  li(;hl  through  thy  sole  aperture;  to  those 
Who  vkorUiip,  her^  are  altjrs  for  their  beads; 
Aod  they  who  fpel  for  grnius  may  repose 
Their  eyes  on  honour'd  forms,  whose  busts  around 
thrm  clo4e.** 

cxrviii. 

There  is  .1  dungeon,  in  wlio«e  dim  drrar  light (^ 
What  do  1  gate  o»!  Nothing:  Look  Hgaiii  I 
Two  fornH  are  slowly  Miadnw'd  on  my  sight— 
Two  in«ul;)(ed  phantom«  of  the  briin  : 
It  is  not  so;  1  sec  them  full  and  phin — 
An  old  man,  and  a  female  young  and  fair, 
Frr^h  as  .i  nursing  mother,  in  whose  vein 
The  blood  is  nectar: — but  what  doth  she  there, 
With  her  uomanlled  ueck,  and  bosom  white  aod  kire? 

CXMX. 
Fnll  swells  the  deep  pure  fountain  of  young  life. 
Where  on  the  heart  and  from  the  heart  we  took 
Our  first  and  swi^etest  nurture,  when  the  wife, 
Dle*t  into  mother,  in  the  innocent  look. 
Or  even  the  piping  cry  of  lips  that  brook 
No  pain  aud  small  ftu^|>en<te,  a  joy  |>ercpives 
Man  knows  not,  when  from  out  its  cradled  nook 
Slio  te<'s  her  little  bud  put  forth  its  leaves — 
What  may  t  he  fruit  be  yet  ?  I  know  not  —Cain  vi  is  E*  e's. 

II 
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CL. 
Bui  here  youth  offer*  to  old  age  the  food. 
The  milk  of  his  own  gift : — it  is  her  sire, 
To  whom  she  renders  hack  the  debt  of  blood 
Born  with  her  birlh.     No;  he  sliali  not  expire 
While  in  those  irarm  and  lovely  veins  the  fire 
Of  health  and  holy  feeling  can  provide 
Great  nature's  Nile,  whose  deep  stream  rises  higher 
Than  Egypt's  river: — from  that  gentle  side 

Drink,  drink  and  live,  old  man!     Heaven's  realm  holds 
no  such  tide. 

CLI. 
The  starry  fable  of  the  milky  way 
Ihis  not  thy  story's  purity  ;  it  is 
A  constellation  of  a  sweeter  ray. 
And  sacred  Nature  triumphs  more  in  this 
Reverse  of  her  decree,  than  in  the  abyss 
Where  sparkle  distant  -worlds:— Oh,  holiest  nurse  ! 
No  drop  of  that  clear  stream  its  way  shall  miss 
To  thy  sire's  heart,  replenishing  its  source 

With  life,  as  our  freed  souls  rejoin  the  universe. 

CLII. 
Turn  to  the  mole  which  Adrian  roar'd  on  high, ^7 
Imperial  mimic  of  old  ^{{[A'pt's  piles, 
Colossal  copyist  of  deformity, 
Whose  iravell'd  phantasy  from  the  far  Nile's 
Enormous  model,  dooni'd  the  arti-^t's  toils 
To  build  for  giants,  and,  for  his  vain  earth 
His  shrunken  ashes  raise  this  dome  :   How  smiles 
The  gazer  s  eye  with  philosophic  mirth, 
To  view  the  huge  design  which  sprung  from  such.«  birth! 

CLIH. 
But  lo  I  the  dome — the  vast  and  wondrous  donie,^ 
To  which  Diana's  marvel  was  a  cell — 
Christ's  mighty  shrine  above  his  martyr's  tomb! 
I  have  beheld  the  Ephesian's  miracle — 
Its  columns  strew  the  wilderness,  and  dwell 
The  hyuena  and  the  jackall  in  their  sli.ide ; 
f  have  beheld  Sophia  »  briglit  roofs  swell 
Their  glittering  mass  i  the  sun,  and  have  survey  d 
lis  sanctuary  the  while  the  usurping  Moslem  pruy'd; 

CLIV. 
But  thou,  ot  temples  old,  or  altars  new, 
Standest  alone — with  nothing  like  to  thcc — 
Worthiest  of  God,  the  holy  and  the  true. 
Since  Zion's  desolation,  when  that  lie 
Forsook  his  former  city,  what  could  be, 
Of  earthly  structures  in  his  honour  piled, 
t)f  a  sublimer  aspect  ?     Majesty, 
Power,  glory,  strength,  and  beauty,  all  are  aisled 
In  this  eternal  ark  of  worship  undeliled. 

CLV. 
Enter  :  its  grandeur  overwhelms  thee  not ; 
And  why?  it  is  not  lessen'd  ;   but  thy  mind, 
Expanded  by  the  genius  of  the  spot. 
Has  grown  colo«>&ii,  and  can  only  lind 
A  lit  abode  wherein  ap|)ear  enshrined 
Thy  hopes  of  immortahly  ;  and  thou 
Sluill  one  day,  if  found  worthy,  so  dchueti. 
See  ihy  (iod  face  to  face,  as  thou  dost  now 
Ills  Holy  of  Holies,  nor  be  blasted  by  his  brow. 


CLVI. 
Thou  movest—  but  increasing  with  the  advance. 
Like  climbing  some  great  Alp,  which  still  doth  ri^t-. 
Deceived  by  its  gigantic  elegance ; 
Vasiness  which  grows — but  grows  to  harmonize — 
All  musical  in  its  immensities  : 
Rich  marbles — richer  painting — shrines  where  flame 
The  lamps  of  gold — and  haughty  dome  which  vies 
hi  air  with  earth's  chief  structures,  though  their  frame 

Sits  on  the  Brm-set  ground — and  this  the  clouds  mut>i 
claim. 

CLVir. 
Thou  serst  not  all ;  but  piecemeal  thou  must  break. 
To  separate  contemplation,  the  great  whole; 
And  as  the  ocean  many  bays  will  make. 
That  ask  the  eye — so  here  condense  thy  soul 
To  more  immediate  objects,  and  control 
Thy  thoughts  until  thy  mind  hath  got  by  heart 
Its  eloquent  proportions,  and  unroll 
In  mighty  graduations,  part  by  part, 

The  glory  which  at  once  upon  thee  did  not  dart, 

CLVIII. 

Not  by  its  fault — but  thine  :  our  outward  sense 
Is  but  of  gradual  grasp — and  as  it  is 
I  hat  what  we  have  of  feeling  most  intense 
,  Outstrips  our  faint  expression  i  even  so  this 
Outshining  and  o'erwheiining  edifice 
Fools  our  fond  gaze,  and,  greatest  of  the  great, 
Defies  at  first  our  nature's  littleness. 
Till,  growing  with  its  growth,  we  thus  dilate 
Our  spirits  to  the  size  of  tliat  they  contemplate. 

CLIX. 
Then  pause,  and  be  enlightened  ;  there  is  more 
In  such  a  survey  than  the  sating  gaze 
Of  wonder  pleased,  or  awe  which  would  adore 
The  worshi|>  of  the  place,  or  the  mere  praise 
Of  art  and  its  great  masters,  who  could  raiw 
What  former  lime,  nor  skill,  nor  thought  could  pLiii , 
The  fountain  of  sublimity  displays 
Its  depth,  and  thence  may  draw  the  miud  of  man 
Its  golden  sands,  aud  learn  what  great  conceplioiis  rau. 

CLX. 

Or,  turning  to  the  Vatican,  go  see 
Laocooiis  torture  dignifying  pain — 
A  father's  love  and  mortal's  agony 
With  an  immortal's  patience  blending: — vain 
The  struggle;  vain,  against  the  coiling  strain 
And  gripe,  and  deepening  of  the  dragon's  grasp. 
The  old  man's  clench  ;  the  long  envenom'd  ch.iiu 
Rivets  the  living  links, — the  enormous  asp 
Enforces  pang  on  pang,  and  siiUes  gasp  on  ga.sp. 

CLM. 
Or  view  the  Lord  of  the  unerring  bow, 
The  (lOd  of  life,  and  poesy,  and  light — 
The  sun  ill  human  limbs  arrayed,  and  brow 
All  ri>.diant  from  his  triumph  in  the  light: 
The  "haft  hath  just  been  shot — the  arrow  blight 
With  an  iiiimorlars  vengeance;  in  his  eye 
And  nostril  beautiful  disdain,  and  inight. 
And  majesty,  flash  their  full  lightnings  bv, 
Developing  in  that  one  glance  llie  il<  ity 
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CUE  II. 
B>(  ia  hk  ddkate  fMm^a  dfWM  •n«v«. 
Shaped  bf  toaa  sotalary  oympb,  wbotc  httmu 
Loog'd  for  a  dcftlhlMt  lover  fron  tbove. 
And  madden'd  io  that  vmoo^arc  csprcat 
AU  tint  ideal  baauir  ever  himd 
The  oaiod  viCk  in  its  ibmK  BMarlhly  aiMd, 
When  oacli  cooceplkHi  vaa  a  heavenly  gaeeC-- 
A  ray  of  imiBortality^aBd  stood, 
ScaHihc,  arcNHid,  uMil  they  falher'd  to  a  god! 

CLXIIf. 
Aod  if  it  be  Pkonethem  elole  froa  bcoTea 
The  fire  vhach  ve  endare,  it  wae  repaid 
By  bim  to  wbom  the  eaeryy  van  givca 
Whieb  thw  poetic  aiarhle  bath  array'd 
With  an  eteroal  glory— which,  if  OMde 
if  haman  haoda.  it  not  of  huoMO  thought ; 
And  Tune  biatclf  hath  hallotr'd  it,  nor  laid 
One  riaglet  is  Ihe  diMt— «or  halh  it  caught 

A  iin(e  ^  yean,  hot  breathci  the  Aum  with  whkb 
't  was  wrougbL 

CLXIV. 
Bot  vhcre  k  be,  the  Pilgrim  of  my  song, 
Thr  being  who  upheld  it  throogb  the  past  I 
Mcthiaks  be  cometh  late  and  tarries  loog. 
Be  is  no  moro    these  breaihiogi  are  his  b*C ; 
Bis  waoderiiigs  done,  bis  visioos  ebbiog  Cut, 
Aad  he  Uouelf  as  ootbiag:  if  he  was 
Aught  bat  a  phatasy,  and  could  be  class'd 
With  farms  which  live  and  suffer — lei  that  pass— 

Bis  shadow  fades  away  iaio  desmcuoa's  mass, 

CUV. 

WImHi  gathers  shadow,  sabalanot,  life,  aad  att 
That  we  ioberii  io  its  mortal  shroad« 
Aad  spreads  the  dim  and  aoaversal  pall 
Through  which  all  things  gvoir  phamoau ;  aad  the 


Betvreo  us  sioks,  aad  all  which  ever  glow'd. 
Till  glory's  self  is  twilight,  aad  displays 
A  melanrboly  halo  scarce  allow'd 
To  bovr  on  the  verge  of  darkness;  rays 

badder  than  saddest  nighc,  far  they  dittract  the  gate, 

CIA  VI. 
And  scad  as  pryiag  iaio  the  abyH, 
To  gather  what  we  shall  be  when  the  frame 
ShaU  be  reaolvedtosometkiag  lesstban  ibh 
lu  wretched  essence;  and  to  dream  of  fame, 
And  wipe  tke  daaC  fram  off  the  idle  name 
We  never  moat  ihaU  hear,-«b«t  never  Bwre» 
Oh,  happier  thought!  can  we  be  made  the  same: 
It  is  eoongh  ia  aootb  that  onee  we  bore 

These  faideh  of  ibe  havl— the  beort  whose  sweat  wa^ 
gore. 

CLXVII. 
Hark  1  ferdi  from  the  abyss  a  voice  proceeds, 
A  long  low  distant  murmur  of  dread  sound, 
Soeh  as  arises  when  a  nation  bleeds 
Wiib  some  deep  and  immedicable  wound ; 
Tbroagh  eiorm  aad  darkness  yavns  tbe  rending 
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The  galf  is  thick  with  phantoaas,  but  the  chief 
Seems  royal  still,  though  with  her  liead  ditcrown  d, 
And  pale,  but  lovely,  with  maternal  grief 
$h4>  clasps  a  babe,  to  whom  her  breast  yields  no  relief. 


CL:KVIIf. 
Scion  of  ebiefi  and  moiurcbs,  where  art  thoa? 
Fond  hope  of  many  nations,  art  thou  dead  ? 
Could  not  tke  grave  forget  thee,  and  lay  low 
Some  less  majestir,  less  beloved  head ! 
In  the  sad  midnight,  while  thy  heart  still  bled. 
The  aaotber  of  a  aMimcat,  o'er  thy  boy. 
Death  hnsh'd  that  pang  far  ever :  witk  thee  fled 
The  present  bappiaess  and  promised  joy 
Whieb  ftird  the  imperial  isles  so  fall  it  seem'd  Io  cloy. 

CLXIX. 
Peawnts  bring  forth  in  safety.->Can  it  be, 
O  thou  that  wert  so  bappy,  so  adored ! 
Those  who  veep  not  for  kings  shall  weep  for  Ihee, 
And  Freedom's  heart,  grown  heavy,  cease  to  hoard 
Her  many  griefi  for  Oat;  for  she  bad  pour'd 
Her  orisons  for  tbee,  and  o'er  thy  head 
Beheld  her  Iris.— Thoa,  too,  lonely  lord, 
Aoddeiolaie  consort — vainly  wert  thou  wed! 
The  baebead  of  a  year!  the  father  of  the  dead! 

CLXX. 

Of  ttckdolb  was  thy  wedding  garwMil  amde ; 
Thy  bridal's  fruit  is  ashes :  io  tlie  dust 
The  fiur-hair'd  daughter  of  the  isles  is  laid. 
The  love  of  millions !    Ilow  we  did  eotnia 
Futurity  to  her !  and,  though  it  mast 
Darken  above  our  boaes,  yet  fondly  doem'd 
Our  childrra  ilioald  obey  ber  child,  aad  bless'd 
Her  and  her  hoped  ^for  seed,  whose  promise  seem'd 
Like  stars  to  shepherds'  eyeo:— 't  was  bat  a  meteor 
beam'd.  , 

cr.xxi. 

Woe  aato  us,  aot  her ;  for  she  sleeps  well : 
The  fickle  wreath  of  popular  breath,  the  tongue 
Of  hollow  counsel,  the  fnUe  oracle. 
Which  from  the  birth  of  osonardiy  liatb  rung 
lu  koell  in  princely  cars,  till  llie  o  erstuog 
Nations  have  arm'd  in  madness,  the  Strang  £ite 
Which  tumbles  roightievtsovemgoft,^  and  bath  Bung 
Against  their  blind  omnipotence  a  weight 
Within  the  opposing  scak,  which  crushes  soon  or  late — 

CLXXII. 
These  might  have  been  her  destiny  ;  but  no, 
Our  hc^ris  deny  it :  and  so  young,  so  fair. 
Good  vrithout  effort,  great  without  a  foe ; 
But  now  a  bride  and  mother— -and  now  there  .' 
Row  many  ties  did  that  stern  moment  tear ! 
From  thy  sire's  to  his  humblest  subject's  breast 
Is  liok'd  the  electric  chain  of  that  despair, 
Who«e  shock  was  as  an  earthquake's,  and  oppreet 
The  land  which  loved  thee  so  that  none  could  love  thee 
best. 

CLXXUI. 
Lo,  Nemi!7*  oaveU'd  in  the  woody  hills 
So  far,  that  the  uprooting  wind,  wbirh  teurs 
The  oak  from  bis  foundatioo,  aod  which  spills 
The  ocean  o'er  its  boundary,  and  bears 
Its  foam  against  the  skies,  reluctant  spares 
The  oval  mirror  of  ihy  glassy  lake ; 
And,  calm  as  chorisli'd  iiaie,  iu  surface  wears 
A  deep  cold  settled  aspect  nought  can  shake. 
All  coii'd  ialo  itself  and  round,  as  bleeps  the  snake. 
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CLXXIV. 
And,  near,  Albnno's  scarce  divided  vaves 
Sliinc  from  a  sister  valley; — and  afar 
The  Tiber  winds,  and  the  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  coast  vrhere  sprung;  the  Epic  -war, 
«  Arms  and  the  man,**  whose  re-ascenilin(;  star 
Rose  o'er  an  empire; — but  beneath  thy  rijjhl 
Tully  reposed  from  Rome ; — and  where  yon  bar 
Of  girdling  mountains  intercepts  the  sight 
The  Sabine  farm  was  till'd,  the  weary  bard's  deUght.7' 

CLXXV. 
Hut  I  forget. — My  Pilgrim's  shrine  is  won, 
And  he  and  I  must  part, — so  let  it  be, — 
His  task  and  mine  alike  are  nearly  done ; 
Yet  once  more  let  us  look  upon  the  sea; 
The  midland  ocean  breaks  on  him  and  me, 
And  from  the  Alban  Mount  we  now  behold 
Our  friend  of  youth,  that  ocean,  which  when  we 
Hcheld  it  last  by  (^alpe's  rork  unfold 
Those  waves,  we  foUow'd  on  till  the  dark  Euxine  rolIM 

CLXXVI. 

Upon  the  blue  Symplcgades  :  long  years — 
Long,  though  not  very  many,  since  h;ive  done 
Their  work  on  both  ;  some  suffering  and  some  tears 
Have  left  us  nearly  where  we  had  begun: 
Yet  not  in  vain  our  mortal  race  hath  run. 
We  have  had  our  reMard — and  it  is  here  ; 
That  we  can  yet  feel  gladden'd  by  the  sun, 
And  reap  from  earth,  sea,  joy  almost  as  dear 
As  if  there  were  no  man  to  trouble  what  is  clear. 

CLXXVII. 
Oh  !  that  the  desert  were  my  dwelling-place, 
With  one  fair  spirit  for  my  minister, 
That  I  might  all  forget  the  human  race, 
Aud,  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  her  ! 
Ye  elements  I — in  whose  ennobling  stir 
I  feel  myself  exalted — can  ye  not 
Accord  me  such  a  being?     Do  I  err 
In  deeming  such  inhabit  many  a  spot  7 
Though  with  them  to  converse  can  rarely  be  our  lot. 

CLXXVIH. 
There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods, 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore, 
There  is  society,  where  none  intrudes, 
Ily  the  deep  sea,  and  music  in  its  roar ; 
1  love  not  man  the  less,  but  nature  more, 
From  these  our  interviews,  in  which  I  steal 
From  all  I  may  be,  or  have  been  before, 
To  mingle  with  the  universe,  and  feel 
What  I  can  ne'er  express,  yet  can  not  all  conceal. 

CLXXIX. 
Roll  on,  thou  deep  and  dark  blue  ocean — roll  ! 
Ten  thousand  fleets  sweep  over  thee  in  vain; 
Man  marks  the  earth  with  ruin — his  control 
Stops  with  the  shore; — upon  the  watery  plain 
The  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  remain 
A  shadow  of  man's  ravage,  save  his  own, 
When,  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain. 
He  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubbling  groan, 
Without  a  grave,  uuknclld.  uncoffind,  .nnd  unknown. 


CLXXX, 

His  steps  are  not  upon  tliy  paths, — thy  fields 
Arc  not  a  spoil  for  him, — thou  dost  arise 
And  shake  him  from  thee;  the  vile  strength  he  wields 
For  earth's  destruction  thou  dost  all  despise. 
Spurning  him  from  thy  bosom  to  the  skies. 
And  send'st  him,  shivering  in  thy  playful  spray 
And  howling,  to  his  gods,  where  haply  lies 
His  petty  hope  in  some  near  port  or  bay. 
And  dushest  him  again  to  earth  : — there  let  him  lay. 

CLXXXI. 

The  armaments  whitli  thunder-strike  the  walls 
Of  rock-built  cities,,  bidding  nations  quake. 
And  monarchs  tremble  in  their  capitals. 
The  oak  leviathans,  whose  huge  ribs  make 
Their  clay  creator  the  vain  title  take 
Of  lord  of  thee,  and  arbiter  of  var ; 
These  are  thy  toys,  aud,  as  the  snowy  flake. 
They  melt  into  thy  yeast  of  wa\es,  which  mar 
Alike  the  Armada's  pride,  or  spoils  of  Trafalgar. 

CLXXXn. 
Thy  shores  are  empires,  changed  in  all  save  thee  — 
Assyria,  (Greece,  Rome,  (lartlnge,  what  are  they  ? 
Thy  waters  wasted  them  while  tliey  were  free, 
Aud  many  a  tyrant  since  ;  their  shores  obey 
The  stranger,  slave,  or  savage;  their  decay 
Has  dried  up  realms  to  deserts: — not  so  thou, 
Uurhangeabie  save  to  thy  >»ild  wavrs"  play — 
Time  write*  no  wrinklf  on  thine  azure  brow — 
Such  as  creation's  da^u  beheld,  thou  rollest  now. 

CLXXXni. 
Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Almighty's  form 
(;ias>t's  itsrlf  in  tempests;  in  all  time, 
(-aim  or  convulsed — in  hrvv7i\  or  gale,  or  stoma, 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
I)ark-h*M\ing; — houndlrss,  endit  ss,  and  sublime — 
The  image  of  eternity — the  throne 
Of  the  Invisible  ;  even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made;  each  zone 
Obeys  tlu'c;  thou  goesl  forth,  dread,  6ithomless,  al^rie. 

CLXXXIV. 
Aud  I  havf  loved  thee,  ocean  I  and  my  joy 
Of  youthful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 
Borne,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward:  from  a  boy 
I  w;<nton'd  with  thy  brrakers — they  to  me 
Were  a  delight;  and  if  the  freshening  sea 
Made  them  a  terror — "t  was  a  pleasing  fear. 
For  I  was  as  it  were  a  child  of  thee. 
And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near, 
And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  mane — as  1  do  here. 

CLXXXV. 
Mv  task  is  done — niv  song  hath  ceased — my  theme 
Has  died  into  an  echo ;  it  is  lit 
The  spell  should  break  of  tiiis  protracted  dream. 
The  torch  shall  be  extinguish'd  vhich  hath  lit 
My  midnight  lamp — and  what  is  writ,  is  writ, — 
Would  it  were  worthier!  but  I  am  not  now 
That  which  I  have  been — and  my  vi>ions  flit  — 
Les«.  piilpalily  before  me— and  the  glow 
Which  in  mv  spirit  dwelt  is  fluttering,  faint,  aud  lovk. 
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CLXXXM. 
FarrweO !  a  word  thac  mtuc  be,  and  hath  been— 
A  wrnad  vhich  makes  m  linfer.—yet— farewell ! 
Te!  who  hare  traced  the  PUgrim  to  the  teeoe 
Vbtch  w  his  Ua,  if  in  your  memoriet  dveU 
A  thought  which  once  wat  hi*,  if  on  ye  swell 
A  single  recoHectioa,  not  in  vain 
He  voce  his  sandal-ahoon, and  scallop-shell; 
Ftrewell !  with  him  alone  may  rest  the  pain, 
IsBch  there  were — with  /on,  the  moral  of  his  strain. 


NOTES. 


CANTO  I. 

Note  I.  Scanm  t 
V4  m'w  BrtfiU'a 


Tsi  Enle  ^lage  of  Castri  stands  partly  on  the  site 
«f  Mphi.  Along  the  path  of  the  monotain,  from 
Lhrrsso,  are  the  remains  of  sepulchres  hewn  in  and 
^roa>  the  rock :  ■  One,»  said  the  guide, «  of  a  king  who 
br^lu'  Im  neek  himting.»  His  Majesty  had  eeruinly 
ibe*ta  the  fittest  spot  for  such  an  achievement, 
A  little  nbovc  Castri  is  a  cave,  supposed  the  Pythian, 
,  '^  immense  depth;  the  upper  part  of  it  is  paved,  and 
K>v  a  cow-boase. 

ffa  the  other  side  of  Caiitri  stands  a  Greek  monas- 
vrr:  som«  way  above  which  is  the  cleft  in  the  rock, 
Titli  a  raisge  of  caverns  diflicalt  of  ascent,  and  ap- 
prpotly  Icadiof^  to  the  interior  of  the  mountain :  pro- 
bably to  liae  Gorycian  Cavern  mentionsdl  by  Pausanias. 
from  this  part  descend  the  faonuia  and  the  «  Dews  of 
Usuiie.s 

Note  3.  Stanta  xs. 
Amd  MM  y«  at  ■  oar  Lad^'i  homam  of  «oo.« 
The  convent  of  «Our  Lady  of  Punishment,*  No$sa 
Smora  de  Pena^ '  on  the  summit  of  the  rock.  Below, 
't  •ome  distance,  is  the  Cork  Coovent,  where  St  Ho- 
aonos  dag  bis  den,  over  which  is  his  epitaph.  From 
'■iu  luJk,  the  sea  adds  to  the  beauty  of  the  view. 

Note  3.  Stanm  xai. 
IVaagkoat  tkU  parpb  laad.  wb^re  law  Moire*  met  tifo. 
li  H  a  well-known  fact,  that  in  the  year  1B09,  the 
:<M%smations  in  the  streets  of  Lisbon  and  its  vicinity 
«<Te  DOC  confined  by  the  Portuguese  to  their  conotry- 
BM'ii,  fant  tbat  Englishmen  were  daily  butchered :  and, 
*o  br  from  rodresa  hcii^  obtained,  we  were  requested 
0(4  to  interfere  if  we  perceived  any  compatriot  deficnd- 
uig  himself  against  his  allies.  I  was  once  stopped  in 
tbe  way  io  the  theatre  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening, 
▼boi  the  screels  were  not  more  empty  than  they  gene- 
nJiy  are  at  that  boor,  opposite  to  an  open  shop,  and  in 
»  carriage  with  a  friend ;  had  we  not  fortunately  been 
tnatd,  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  that  we  should  have 
ttiomed  a  ule  instead  of  teliiog  one.     The  crime  of 

'  Siaer  tke  paUietiioa  of  Ikit  poaa  I  have  bwa  iaferaad  of  tiia 
■MH'n-'^nwoa  ^  *^  m*  JVcua  J#Sm«  d«  Pimm.  It  wa«  owiag 
«  the  waat  of  the  iMt,  or  aai^  ovfr  ike  a,  wkkh  alfcv*  tha  •]({- 
ufecatiaa  af  ika  word:  witk  U,  Him  wfaifia*  a  rock;  wIiImmi  Ii, 
^nm  hw  the  acsaa  I  aiio^erf.  I  do  aol  ihiak  il  arocMsry  to  aliar 
W  fmaa^ff,  o*.  tkoofk  ika  coaainn  aorrpiaiioa  afSifd  to  it  U 
•  ««r  L*4t  of  ike  Bo(&,»  I  auy  veil  auaaw  ike  otkar  teata,  fi 
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ination  is  not  confined  10  Portagal:  in  Sieily 
and  Malta  we  are  knocked  00  the  head  at  a  handsome 
average  nightly,  and  not  a  Sicilian  or  Maltese  is  ever 
punished! 

Note  4-  Stanxa  nttv. 

BckoU  ikakall  wkeiv  rkiaft  w^re  late  eoaTeaed! 
The  convention  of  Cintra  was  signed  in  the  palace 
of  the  Marchese  Marialva.  The  late  exploits  of  Lord 
Wellington  have  effaced  the  follies  of  Ciotra.  He  has, 
indeed,  done  wonders:  he  has  perhaps  changed  the 
character  of  a  nation,  reconciled  rival  superstitions, 
and  baffled  an  enemy  who  never  retreated  before  his 
predecessors. 

Note  S.  Stanm  xxix. 
Yet  Mafrt  tkall  oae  aMHoeat  dala  delay. 
The  extent  of  Mafra  is  prodigious;  it  contains  a  pa- 
lace, convent,  and  most  superb  church.  The  sax  organs 
are  the  most  beautiful  I  ever  beheld  in  point  of  deco- 
ration :  we  did  not  hear  them,  bnl  were  told  that  their 
tones  were  correspondent  to  their  splendour.  Mafra  is 
termed  the  Escurtal  of  Portugal. 

Note  6.  Stanm  xxxiiL 

WrII  <lAlk  ike  .<(|ianl*k  kind  ike  dilTereaea  kaovr 
Twill  kiai  tad  Let  la  a  tlaTe,  tke  lowetl  of  tka  low. 

As  I  found  the  Portuguese.  «o  I  have  cbaracteriied 
lliem.  Ttiat  they  are  since  improved,  at  Ictut  in  cou- 
rage, is  evident. 

Note  7.  St^nu  xxxv. 
WVa  CaTa*t  iraiu>r-tlr«  Hr>i  call  4  ike  baad 
Tkai  dyed  iky  Hnaaiaia  ureswa  wilk  Goikir  soi«T 

Count  Julian's  daughter,  tlie  Helen  of  Spain.  Pela- 
gitu  prevr%rd  hi*  indepetidence  in  the  fastnesses  of 
the  Asturias,  and  the  deaceiidants  of  hi«  followers,  after 
»ome  centuries,  completed  their  struggle  by  the  coi»- 
quest  of  Greuada. 

Note.  ft.  Sunm  zhriii. 
Mot  as  ko  apaada.  ke  ckaaaU:-*  Vivt  al  Ray'.« 
«Viv4  el  Rey  Fernando!*— Long  live  King  Ferdi- 
nand! IS  the  choraa  of  moat  of  the  Spanish  patnotic 
sonijs  :  they  are  chietly  in  dispraise  of  the  old  King 
Charles,  the  Queen,  and  the  Prince  of  Peace.  I  ba%v 
heard  many  of  them;  some  of  the  airs  are  beautiful. 
Godoy,  the  Principe  de  la  Pat,  was  born  at  Badajoi, 
on  the  frontiers  of  Portugal,  and  was  origiivilly  in  the 
ranks  of  the  Spanish  Guards,  till  his  person  attracted 
the  queen's  eyes,  and  raisec!  him  to  the  dukedom  of 
Alcuiiia,  etc.  etc.  It  is  to  this  man  that  the  Spaniards 
imiversally  impute  the  ruin  of  their  country. 

Note  9.  Stanza  I. 

Bean  ia  ki*  cap  the  bad^e  of  criwioa  kae, 

^kirk  telU  ;ott  wkoai  lo  ikna  aad  wkeoi  to  sraal. 

The  red  cockade,  with  «  Fernando  Septimoa  in  the 
ceotre. 

Nou  10.  Sunxa  li. 

Tke  kall-pilad  pyiaaid.  ike  aTar-kJaaiafl  nuick. 
All  who  have  seen  a  battery  will  recollect  the  pyra- 
midal form  in  which  fthot  and  shells  are  piled.     The 
Sierra  Morena  was  fortified   in  every  dctile  through 
which  I  passed  in  my  way  to  Seville. 

Note  ti.  Sunxa  Ivi. 

Poil'd  ky  a  woMaa't  kaad.  keforea  katter*d  wall. 
Such   were  the  exploits  of  the  Maid  of  Saragoxa. 
When  the  author  was  at  Seville  site  walked  daily  on  the 
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Prado,  decorated  with  medaU  and  orders,  by  command 
of  the  Junta. 

Note  12.  Stanza  Iviii. 
The  seal  loTc't  dimplin({  tiiif'rr  both  imprcued 
Denolos  how  <ofl  lh%t  rhio  ibnl  hrars  hit  touch. 
•  Sigilla  in  ntcaio  imprcua  amori*  di(jitulu 
Vrtligio  dciuoDiitranl  mollitudinoiu.* — Aul.  Gel. 

Note  1 3.  Staura  Ix. 
Uh,  ihou  I'arnaAkUt! 
These  stanzas  were  written  in  Gislri  (Delphos),  at  the 
foot  of  Parnassus,  now  called  \iuy.jpx — Liakura. 

Note  14.  Stanza  Ixv. 

Fair  i«  proud  Sevillr  ;  In  her  I'nuniry  hoait 

llcr  tircngth.  bor  wealth,  her  titi!  of  ancient  days. 

Seville  was  the  Uispalis  of  the  Romans. 

Note  i5.  Stanza  Ixs. 
Ask  -jK,  Borotiao  thadoa!  tbo  rvaaoD  why? 
This  wa.s  written  at  Tiiehes,  and  consequently  in  the 
be.«t  situation  for  a.skiug  and  ans>»erini;  such  a  ques- 
tion ;  not  as  the  birth-place  of  Pindar,  but  as  the  capital 
of  Ra>otia,  where  ttic  first  riddle  was  propounded  and 
solved. 

Note  iG.  Stanza  Ixxxii. 
.Some  biilrr  o'er  tho  flower*  it*  liulibling  venom  flini;*. 

■  MoJio  dc  fuBli'  Icporiiin 
Surgit  amari  aliqiiid,  qutHl  in  ip*!*  flurihut  an(;at.>— Lcc. 

Note  17.  Stanza  Ixxxv. 
A  traitor  only  Ml  hencnih  the  feud. 
Alluding;  to   the  conduct   and  death  of  Solano,    the 
Governor  of  Cadiz. 

Note  18.  Stanza  Ixxxvi. 

•  War  pven  to  the  knife!" 

«  War  to  the  knife ;n  Palafox's  answer  to  the  French 
General  at  the  .siege  of  Saragoza. 

Note  If).  Stuiz.!  xri. 

And  Ihou.  my  friend  I  elc- 

The  honourable  T.  W".  of  the  Guards,  who  died  of 
a  fevt'r  at  Coimbra.  I  had  known  him  ton  years,  the 
better  half  of  his  life,  and  the  h.ippiest  part  of  mine. 

In  the  short  space  of  one  month  I  ha\e  lost  li>^r  who 

i;ave  me  l>eing,  and  most  of  those  who  had  made  that 

being  tolerable.     To   me   the   hues  of  Young  are  uo 

iiction : 

•  Intaliaie  archer'  nould  not  one  tuflitvT 

Thy  (haft  flew  thrice,  and  ihrire  my  pence  wa»  tlain. 

And  thrice  ere  thrice  )on  moun  hnd  till'd  her  horn.- 

I  should  have  ventured  a  verse  to  the  memory  of  the 
late  (Jiarles  Skinner  ilatthews.  Fellow  of  Downing  Col- 
Iq;*'.  Cambridi;e,  were  he  not  too  much  above  all  praise 
uf  mine.  His  powers  of  mind,  shown  in  the  attainment 
of  preatci  honours,  against  the  ablest  candidates,  than 
those  of  any  graduate  on  r('r«)nl  at  (Cambridge,  have 
sufhciently  established  lii>  fime  «)n  the  spot  >\hen;  it 
was  acquired,  vkluli-  his  sufuT  i|ua'ili('s  live  in  the  recol- 
lection of  friends  who  Io»ed  Inm  too  well  to  envy  bis 
superiority. 

CANTO  II. 


Note  I.  Stiiiiza  i. 

— detpite  (if  war  and  «ailin,]  fire  — 

PviiT  of  the  Acropolis  >»;is  destroyi^l  by  the  explosion 
of  a  magazine  during  the  Venetian  sirgr. 


Note  2.  Stanza  i. 

But  worse  than  steel,  and  Hame.  and  ages  slow, 
I*  the  dread  sceptre  and'dominioo  dire 
Of  men  who  never  fell  the  sacred  fTl*>»r 
That  ibuugbts  uf  thee  and  thine  on  polished  breaiu  brstow. 

We  can  all  feel,  or  imagine,  the  regret  with  ^Iiiili 
the  ruins  of  cities,  once  the  capitals  of  empires,  arc 
beheld;  the  reflections  suggested  by  such  objects  ar«- 
too  trite  to  require  recapitulation.  But  never  did  tin* 
littleness  of  man,  and  the  vanity  of  his  very  best  virtuC'. 
of  patriotism  to  exalt,  and  of  valour  to  defend  hi- 
coinitry,  appear  more  conspicuous  than  in  the  recoul 
of  what  Atliciis  -was,  and  the  certainty  of  vhat  sbe  n«»s» 
IS.  This  theatre  of  contention  between  mighty  faction^, 
of  the  struggles  of  orators,  the  exaltation  and  «iepo*itii»ii 
of  tyrants,  the  triumph  and  punishment  of  giMif  raU.  1^ 
now  become  a  scene  of  petty  intrigue  and  perprttial 
disturbance,  betv»een  the  bickering  agents  of  eert,nn 
British  nobility  and  gentrv.  "The  wild  foxes,  the  owl's 
and  serpents  in  the  ruins  of  Babylon,*  were  sun-ly  U  sn 
degrading  than  .such  iuliabitauu.  The  Turks  have  th<* 
plea  of  conquest  for  their  tyranny,  and  the  Greeks  li.ive 
only  suffered  the  fortune  of  war,  incidental  lu  thf 
bravest  i  but  how  are  the  mighty  fallen,  »hrn  lw« 
painters  contest  the  privilege  of  plundering  the  l*ar- 
ilieiion,  and  triumph  in  turn,  according  to  the  tenor  «f 
each  succeeding  hrman !  Sylla  could  but  punish,  (*bili|> 
subdue,  and  Xerxes  burn  Athens;  but  it  remained  for 
the  paltry  antiquarian,  and  his  despicable  .igents,  |<> 
render  her  contemptible  as  himself  and  his  pursuits. 

The  Parthenon,  before  its  destruction  in  |«rl,  by  tir*- 
during  the  Venetian  siege,  liad  been  a  temple,  a  chui-ch, 
and  a  mosque.  In  each  point  of  view  it  is  an  objt>ct  of 
regard:  it  changed  its  worshippers;  but  uill  it  wa.s  a 
place  of  worship  thrice  sacred  to  devotion:  its  violniiou 
is  a  triple  sacrilege.     But 

••  Man,  vnin  man, 
llreat  in  a  lillle  brief  authority, 
IMa\«  o'oih  f.intiuiic  tricks  iK-fore  hl(;h  heaven 
As  make  theaa);eU  wee|>.> 

Note  3.  Si.inz*  v. 
Far  on  the  sitlii.iry  >hore  he  sleeps. 
It  wiis  not  always  the  ciLslom  of  the  Creeks  fo  bum 
tlicir  licad  ;  the  gn  ater  Ajax  in  particular  was  intrrrni 
entire.  Almost  all  the  rhiefs  became  gods  af  trr  tlu'if 
il(«Nase,  and  he  was  iudeed  neglected  who  ha<l  iif>t  .«n- 
nual  games  near  his  tomb,  or  festi\als  in  honour  of  lii> 
memory  by  his  countryinen,  as  Achilles,  Brasidas,  ttc, 
and  at  last  even  Antinoiis,  whose  death  was  as  lieroa  4i» 
his  life  was  infamous. 

Note  .).  Stanza  x. 

Here,  son  of  Salornl  was  thy  fay'riie  throne. 

The  tempip   of  Jupiter  Olympius,  of  which  siviren 

columns  entin^lv  of  marble  yet  survive:  originally  tb«T 

were  1  r»o.     Tlie<se  columns,  however,  are  by  many  sup- 

])osed  to  have  belonged  to  the  Pantheon. 

Note  .'>.  Stau/a  xi. 
And  liear  ihese  nliart  o'er  the  lonj-rrlu<  lant  brioe 
Tlir  sbij»  was  wrecked  in  the  Archipelago. 

Note  G.  Stanya  xii. 

To  rive  what  fiuih.  nnd  Turk,  and  time  hath  s)>ar«ti. 

At  this  mom<*iit    January  3,   iSo()\  besides  what  h.i« 

been  alre.uly  drposiied  in  London,  an  Hydriot   vessel  i- 

in  the  PiraMis  to  reicive  every  poi  table  r»lic.     Tbu-,  a*  I 

he.ird  . I  yuiiig  (irrrk  observe,  in  common  wuh  njaii\  *•' 
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h&4  coaairjmtn — for,  lost  as  thtj  are,  Ifaey  yet  feel  oa 
:^>  occaAioB— Uutt  may  Lord  Elgin  boati  of  havtof 
-u'oed  AtbciM.  Ao  Icalian  painler  of  the  finl  cmiaeuee, 
i.Aised  Luftieri,  is  the  agent  of  dcYasiation ;  and,  Uke  llie 
'.tt^k^mUr  of  Vcfrea  in  Sicily,  wbo  foUowoi  Cba  same 
profciMoa,  be  ba«  proved  ibe  able  iostnuBem  of  pAuo- 
(i  T.     brc vera  this  artiu  and  tbe  French  coonil  Faavel, 
«b«^  wishes  lo  icscue  ibe  remains  for  hia  own  govern- 
ID'  at,  tttere  ia  now  a  violent  dispute  concerning  a  car 
'cipioyrd  in  their  conveyance,  tbe  wheel  of  wbicb— I 
-•  i^  ihey  were  Loth  broken  upon  it— has  been  locked 
cp  by  Uic  coosal,  and  Lusieri  has  bid  his  complaint 
u  f  jfr  the  Wayvrode.     Lord  Elgin  lias  been  extremely 
i  ^ipy  in  his  choice  of  Sigoor  Lttsieri«     During  a  re- 
>*J'uc<*  of  ten  years  in  Athens,  be  never  had  the  curio- 
>«i«  10  [voceed  as  far  as  Sunitun,*  till  he  accompanied 
».  lu  our  srcood  exconion.  However,  hu  works,  as  fer 
a>  ilu^-  go,  are  most  beautiful :  but  they  are  almost  all 
t^UajuJmL     ^'hile  he  and  his  patrons  confine  them- 
•-  »^«  lu  latfing  medals,  appreciating  cameos,  sketching 
«piamn«,  aod  cheapenuig  gems,  their  httle  ahsurdiliev 
■■rt  M   liannles*    as   insect  or  fos-hunting,   maiden- 
';'«>t  iitfyia^  harottcheHlriving,  or  any  such  pastime; 
tfu(  vhco  they  carry  away  three  or  four  ship-loads  of 
Jjt  mu»t  vaJaablc  and  massy  relics  that  lime  and  bar- 
virt<:m   have   left   to  tlie  mo<»t  injured  and  most  cele- 
Lr^ied  of  cities ;  when  they  destroy,  in  a  vain  attempt 
t  •  :  -ar  down,  those  works  which  have  been  ilie  admi- 
ncoQ  of  ages,  1  know  no  motive  which  can  excuse, 
:^(.  tkitae  which  can  designate,  tiie  perpetrators  of  this 
<U<^riir  devastation.    It  was  not  the  leist  of  the  crimes 
.i.n   to  the  charge  of  Verres,  that  be  had  plundered 
"^  At,  in  the  manner  since  imitated  at  Athens.     The 
'jxou  unblusiitng  impudence  could  hardly  go  further 
iti^u  ut  afhx  the  lume  of  iu  plunderer  to  the  walls  of 
^^  Arrupoiis;   while  the  wanton  and  useless  deface- 
aw'ut  of  the  whole  range  of  the  basso-relievos,  in  one 
't-izj^runent   of  the  temple,  will  never  permit  that 
utue  to  he  pronounced,  by  an  observer,  without  exe- 

<  falUOO- 


I 


I 


'  V<«i  4  «pr  (.oloaa*.  !■  all  Anira,  If  wa  txcept  AlhcatiUrlf  aad 
V*«-«tV«.  tWfvl«Boaflpaeaor*iaiFrMi>Bf  thaaf^p*  i^lonni.  To 
'br  aaii^aar^aaid  aftUt  UiMva  oolaaiat  ar<>  aa  ia«xhaa«tit  Ictoarr* 

<  ■  u^rtmtimm  a«4  daalfa  ;  la  ika  pkilOHipbar.  dMMipf4M«rf  •n-a«>ol 
»"»^  <tt  Plato'*  caavanaUaa*  will  aot  ba  aawalooaa ;  aail  tha  iravvl- 

■r  «  '1  br  tcradi  wilk  the  heaalj  of  iba  pnwftaci  avar  •  itUt  i^l 
"wc  tit  Cf«as  ^b^,«  bat  for  aa  Eaglialiaiaa.  <x>loaai  kaayriaa 
•>U(i««aal  ta •■f^aS.aa  itoactaaltpot  of  l°alooafT'tHbi|iwr«<<-k.  I*alls« 
•»«  Ha»  «•  ta«aiMB  to  iha  ncollertiaaaf  taleawr  aad  (^apbail : 

to  Aa  4mmi  af  ai(^t.  by  L«aaa'i  ilixp. 
saaa'«  cry  waa  haard  aJaag  ibo  4«ap.* 

TkM  if>ai^«f  ■toarvaaaybaaiaaat  MathMBafvaatdUtaaaa.  la 
iwb  ^  jmrmej*  whkk  I  »mdm,  aad  mm*  v«yafa  lo  Cape  Coloaaa.  iha 

<  '*  'rtjm  #t«kev  Md«.  t^j  land,  wai  lew  •irikiag  ibaa  iba  approach 
r  *  tb*'  tslaa.  la  oar  trcoail  laail  nrartioa,  wr  ImJ  a  aarraar 
•va»«  fr—  a  paviy  af  Maiaotaa,  roatvaM  ia  tb«  cavpratbra^aih. 
%r  m*-n  laU  aAarwaadi.  b«  oaa  of  ibair  prtwmnrt  aabaeqaaa  ily 
'*-%»'jmketi,  ttes  ibay  wm»  daterrarf  fra«  anarbiaf  aa  hj  iba  ap- 
r>-ins.r  fd  ay  two  Albaataaa:  eoajaolavtaf  very  aafaciCMialy,  bat 
'''.'iy  tbat  wa  bad  a  coaplMa  (aard  of  ibi'M  Araaoau  ai  baad, 
<^n  rfMaiaed  Matiooarf ,  aad  ibai  aavad  oar  party,  abitb  «aa  too 
•«i«>i  b*  bavo  appaaad  aay  affactaal  raaiataaca. 

'  ( ■-ommM  to  BO  toaa  a  vaaari  of  paiaiof*  ibaa  of  pifotai  (  ibara 

•  Tba  bifaliag  ardai  ptoou  bia  paltry  d<<ak« 
Amd  wahaa  dafwdad  aatarc  piclarraqaa.* 

(  Se*  Bad^aoa  a  UtJf  Jmmi  6ray,  «>ic.) 

bat  tkfrr  oatarr,  with  tha  aid  of  ait,  haa  doaa  thai  for  bpracif.— 
i  «a«  liitaaan  ewtogh  to  aaga^  a  *«ry  taprrior  Gi-raMa  artiat ; 
4*4  h**jte  m  rtmem  ay  aoqaatoiaara  with  thU  aad  aaaj  aiber  Lo- 
*•*(-■»  au,aaa.  by  iks  aarival  of  Ma 


On  tliis  occasion  I  speak  impartially :  I  am  not  a  col- 
lector or  admirer  of  colleclioiu,  consequently  no  rival; 
hut  I  have  some  early  prepossessions  in  favour  of  Greece, 
and  do  ool  think  the  honour  of  England  advanced  by 
phmder,  whether  of  India  or  Attica. 

Another  noble  Lord  has  done  better,  because  he  has 
done  less :  but  some  others,  more  or  less  noble,  yet 
a  all  honourable  men,»  have  done  k*$t,  because,  after 
a  deal  of  excavation  and  execration,  bribery  to  the 
Waywode,  mining  and  countermining,  they  have  done 
nothing  at  all.  We  had  such  ink-shed,  and  wine-siied, 
which  almost  ended  in  blood-slied!  Lord  E.'s  «  pri(;,»«<- 
see  Jonathan  Wylde  for  the  detinitioo  of  «  priggism,*-^ 
finarrelled  with  another,  Gropiut  *  byname  (a  very  {>ood 
name  too  for  bn  business),  and  muttered  something 
abont  satisfaction,  in  a  verbal  answer  to  a  note  of  tlie 
poor  Prussian :  this  was  suted  at  uble  lo  Gropiu«,  wlw 
iaiighrd,  but  could  eat  no  dinner  afterwards.  The 
rivals  were  not  rrcoocile<l  when  I  hrft  Greece.  I  have 
reason  to  remember  their  squabble,  for  they  wauled  to 
make  me  tlieir  arbitrator. 

Note  7.  Stania  xit. 

■ar  aoaa  ton  wrak  ibi>  aa<r«^  »briaf  to  faard. 
Tat  Ml  aooM  partiaa  of  ttorir  MMbfr'a  paiaa. 

I  cannot  mist  availing  myself  of  the  permission  of 
my  friend  Dr  Clarke,  who«e  name  requim  no  comment 
with  tlie  public,  hut  whose  sanction  will  add  tenfold 
wcitjht  to  my  lentimony,  to  insert  the  following  eitrart 
from  a  very  obliging  letter  of  his  to  me,  as  a  note  to  the 
above  lines: 

«  When  the  last  of  the  Mrtopes  was  taken  from  the 
Parthenon,  and,  in  moving  of  it,  great  part  of  the  suprr- 
«tructure  with  one  of  the  irii'lyphs  wa*  thrown  down 
by  the  workmen  whom  lx>rd  KI|;inrmployetl;  the  DiMlar, 
who  beheld  the  mischief  done  to  the  building,  took  his 
pipe  from  his  mouth,  dropped  a  tear,  and,  in  a  suppii- 
r.iting  tone  of  voice,  said  to  Lu«ieri,  TfOiOf !— 1  was 
present. » 

Tlie  Dtsdar  alluded  to  was  the  father  of  the  present 
Disdar. 

Note  8.  Stania  xiv. 
Wbara  waa  tbiar  a^ia,  Pallaa!  ibat  appal  Fd 
t(at«  Alaric  aad  havor  aa  ibalr  way  T 

Aecopding  to  Zoiimus,  Minerva  and  Achillea  fri(;lit- 
rned  .llaric  from  the  Acropolis;  but  others  relate  that 
the  Gothic  king  was  nearly  as  mischievous  as  the  Scot- 
tish peer.— ^SeeCnANDLii. 

Note  9.  Stania  xviti. 

■  ■    - — ib^  arttMl  raaopy. 

The  netting  to  prevent  blocks  or  spUnters  from  fall- 
ing on  deck  during  at-tion. 

Note  10.  Scaiiia  xxix. 
Bat  aol  ia  tii^oo*  paaa(.altpao'a  iaias. 
(ioca  is  said  to  have  been  tlie  island  of  Calypso. 

*  Thia  V  Groptaa  waaa*ploy«d  by  a  aobla  l<erd  for  iba  aoU  parpoaa 
of  •ki-ttbioit.  ia  wbirb  be  eKivia  ;  hot  I  aai  aorry  toMy.  ibai  bo  baa. 
lbri>u,;h  ibv  ahatol  aamliua  of  that  aoal  r^t^ii^taltle  aaar.  l>fra 
irra«lin<;  at  a  baaKIr  tliktaorv  la  ibr  tlrpt  »t  SrLatirri.  A  thipfal 
of  bia  uvi'bim  WBadi>uiaf<d.  aad,  I  helirva.mabaraied  aiCx»a«iaatia* 
ople  la  iM i«.  1  aai  aoat  happy  to  lir  aow raal>l«>«l  loalata,  that  ■  ibia 
waa  act  in  bit  buad  ,■  tbatb<>  waa  ra|ili>yni  auirly  aaa  paiaier.  aa4 
Ibal  bia  aoblr  patroa  diaavowa  ail  (-oanrtiuo  ailh  bin,  rtrr|ilaiaa 
artiai.  If  ibf  frrtm  la  ibi>  tnl  aad  m'iuB'I  rviiiioa  of  ibit  paim  baa 
f  ivao  the  anhU  Load  a  ■oaawit'a  |iaia,  1  an  vf>ry  aorry  fnr  it ;  tif 
(iropiaa  baa  aaaaaMd  for  taara  ibe  aaae  af  bia  airaal .  aad.  ibownb 
I  lanaoi  aiatbcoadraia  aivarlf  for  tbariai;  in  iba  ■latakref  M>Bany, 
I  aoi  bapfiy  in  lieiag  oar  uf  ib«>  Hrii  lo  \»e  Ha<i«'oeiTad.  laUrrtl,  I  bava 
aa  aiadb  I'leaaara  ia  roatradictiac  thit  aa  I  frit  regm  in  tuiiou  il. 
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Note  ti.  Stanza  xxxviii. 

Lood  of  Albania!  lei  mr  b^'nd  mine  ryei 
On  ihec,  ibou  rui;i;ed  nun»«  of  »aT«(je  men ! 

Albania  compri-iespartof  Macedonia,  Illyria,Chaonia, 
and  Epirus.  Iskander  is  the  Turkish  word  for  Alexan- 
der; and  the  celebrated  Scanderbeg  (Lord  Alexander ) 
is  alluded  to  in  the  third  and  fourth  lines  of  the  thirty- 
eighth  stanza.  I  do  not  know  whether  I  am  correct  in 
making  Scanderbeg  the  countryman  of  Alexander,  who 
was  born  at  I'ella  in  Macedon,  hut  Mr  Gibbon  terms 
him  so,  and  adds  Pyrrhus  to  the  list,  iu  speaking  of  his 
exploits. 

Of  Albania  Gibbon  remarks,  that  a  country  «  within 
sight  of  Italy  is  less  known  than  the  interior  of  Ame- 
rica.»  Circumstances,  of  little  consequence  to  men- 
tion, led  Mr  liobhouse  and  myself  into  that  country 
before  we  visited  any  other  part  of  the  Ottoman  domi- 
nions; and  with  the  exception  of  Major  Leake,  then 
officially  resident  at  Joannina,  no  other  Englishmen 
have  ever  advanced  beyond  the  capital  into  the  interior, 
as  that  gentleman  \cry  lately  assured  mc.  Ali  Pacha 
was  at  that  lime  (October,  1809)  carrying  on  war  against 
Ibrahim  Pacha,  whom  he  had  driven  to  Ucrat,  a  strong 
fortress  which  he  was  then  besieging:  on  our  arrival  at 
Joannina  we  were  invited  to  Topaleni,  his  Highness's 
birth-place,  and  favourite  S«'rai,  only  one  day's  distance 
from  Berat;  at  this  juncture  the  Vuier  liad  made  it  his 
head-quarters. 

After  some  slay  in  the  capital,  we  accordingly  fol- 
lowed; but  though  furnished  uilh  every  accommoda- 
tion, and  escorted  by  one  of  the  N  izier's  secretaries,  we 
were  nine  days  (on  account  of  the  rains)  in  accomplish- 
ing  a  journey  which,  on  our  return,  barely  occupied 
four. 

On  our  route  we  passed  two  cities,  Argyrocastro  aud 
Libochabo,  apparently  little  inferior  to  Yanina  in  sue; 
and  no  pencil  or  pen  ran  ever  do  justice  to  the  scenery 
in  the  vicinity  of  Ziixa  and  Delvinachi,  the  frontier  \il- 
lage  of  Kpirus  and  Albania  I'roper. 

On  Albania  and  its  inhabitants  I  am  unwilling  to 
descant,  because  this  will  be  done  so  nnieh  better  by 
mv  fellow-traveller,  in  a  work  which  niay  prohably 
precede  this  in  publication,  that  I  as  little  wish  to  f()llow 
as  I  would  to  anticipate  him.  But  some  few  observa- 
tions are  necessary  to  the  text. 

The  Arnaouts,  or  Albanese, struck  mc  forcibly  by  their 
resemblance  to  the  Highlanders  of  Scotland,  in  dic^s, 
figure,  and  manner  of  living.  Their  very  mountains 
seemed  Caledonian,  with  a  kinder  climate.  The  kill, 
though  white;  the  spare,  active  form;  their  dialect, 
Celtic  in  its  sound,  and  their  hardy  habits,  all  carried 
me  back  to  .Morvcji.  No  nation  arc  so  detected  and 
dreaded  by  their  neighbours  as  the  Albanese:  tlie  (ireeks 
hardly  regard  them  as  Christians,  or  the  Turks  as  Mos- 
lems; and  in  fad  they  are  a  mixture  of  bolli,  and  some- 
times neither.  Their  habits  are  predatory :  all  are 
armed;  and  the  redsh.iMled  Arnaouts,  the  Montene- 
grins, Chimariofs,  and  Ce|;des,  are  treacherous;  the 
others  differ  somewhat  in  garb,  and  essentially  in  cha- 
raet< T.  As  far  as  my  own  experience  goc»i,  I  can  speak 
favourably.  I  was  atleiuleil  by  two,  an  riifidel  and  a 
Mussulman,  to  (Constantinople  and  every  otiier  |)art  of 
Turkey  which  came  within  my  observation;  and  mote 
faithful  in  peril,  or  indefatigable  in  service,  are  rarely 
to  be  found.  The  Intidel  was  named  ^a■^ilins,  ihe  Mos- 
lem, Dervish  Tahiri;  the  former  a  man  of  middle  age. 


and  the  latter  about  my  own.  Basili  was  strictly 
charged  by  .4li  Pacha  in  person  to  attend  us;  ami  Der- 
vish was  one  of  (ifty  who  accompanied  us  through  the 
forests  of  Acarnania  to  the  banks  of  Acheloiis,  and  on- 
ward to  Messalunghi  in  ..Etolia.  There  I  took  him  int«i 
my  own  service,  and  never  had  occasion  to  repent  it  till 
the  moment  of  my  departure. 

When  in  1810,  after  the  departure  of  my  friend  Mr 
H.  for  England,  I  was  seized  with  a  severe  fever  in  the 
Morea,  these  men  saved  my  life  by  frightening  3«.*v 
my  jdiysician,  whose  throat  they  threatened  to  cut  if  I 
was  not  cured  within  a  given  time.  To  this  con«iol3- 
tory  assurance  of  posthumous  retribution,  and  a  re«io- 
lute  refusal  of  Dr  Komanelli's  prescriptions  '  attributed 
my  recovery.  I  had  left  my  last  remaining  Engli-li 
servant  at  Athens;  my  dragoman  was  as  ill  as  myself, 
and  my  poor  Arnaouts  nursed  me  with  an  attention 
which  would  have  done  honour  to  civilization. 

They  had  a  variety  of  adventures;  for  the  M.->slcin. 
Dervish,  being  a  remarkably  handsome  man,  was,  al- 
ways squabbling  with  the  husbands  of  Athens;  in-o- 
much  that  four  of  the  principal  Turks  paid  me  a  vi'.ii 
of  remonstrance  at  the  (Ainvent,  on  the  subject  of  l»i^ 
having  taken  a  woman  from  the  bath — whom  he  had 
lawfully  bought  however — a  thing  quite  contrary  to 
etiquette. 

Basili  also  was  extremely  gallant  amongst  his  own 
persuasion,  and  had  the  greatest  veneration  for  the 
chuicli,  mited  with  the  highest  contempt  of  church- 
men, whom  he  cuffed  upon  occasion  in  a  most  lietero- 
dox  manner.  Yet  he  never  p-issed  a  church  without 
crossing  himself;  and  I  remember  the  risk  ho  ran  in 
entering  St  S<qiliia,  in  Stanibol,  because  it  had  mice 
been  a  place  of  his  worship.  On  remonstratinjj  with 
him  on  his  inconsistent  proceedings,  he  invari.ibly  an- 
sMcred,  «  our  church  is  holy,  oiir  priests  arc  tliie\cs;p 
and  ihen  he  crossed  himself  as  usual,  and  boxed  the 
ears  of  the  lirst  «papas)>  who  refused  to  assist  in  anv 
required  operation,  as  was  always  found  to  be  nerr->- 
s.iry  where  a  priest  had  any  inlluence  \tith  the  Co^;i.i 
Mashi  of  his  \illage.  Indeed  a  more  abandoticd  ra«.v 
of  miscreants  cannot  exist  than  the  lower  order"*  of  the 
(•reek  cleigy- 

^Vhen  ])n"parations  wj-re  made  for  my  return,  mv 
Albanians  were  summoned  to  receive  their  pay.  Ba>»a 
look  his  with  an  awkward  >!iow  of  regret  at  my  m- 
lendecl  departure,  and  marched  away  to  his  quariers 
with  his  bag  of  piastres.  [  sent  for  Dervish,  ImiI  for 
some  time  he  »as  not  to  be  found;  at  last  he  piii«t«m1. 
just  a-.  Signor  Logotheti,  father  to  the  ci-devant  Anf,l.>- 
'  onsul  of  Athen-^,  and  simie  other  of  my  Gr*N*k  ac- 
qiiaiiitanocs,  paid  me  a  visit.  Der\ish  took  th«*  inotu-v, 
but  on  a  suchlen  dashed  it  to  the  (ground  ;  and  clas.pui,; 
his  hands,  which  he  rai>ed  lo  his  fon-head,  r»is.hi»il  out 
of  the  room  weeping  bitterly.  From  that  monu  iit  to 
ihe  hour  of  my  embnrkation,  he  continued  hi^v  Lim-n- 
titions,  and  all  our  efforU  lo  console  him  only  pr.  - 
dueed  ihis  answer,  «  M'  jf:,i:vif,»»  «  He  leaves  in«*.w  Si ,•- 
nor  l.ogiiilieti,  who  never  wept  before  for  any  iliiir: 
le>s  til. Ill  the  loss  of  1  p.ira,  '  mrlled;  the  padrr  "f  t!,  • 
convent,  my  attendant^,  my  visitors — and  I  verily  b. - 
lieve  ihii  even  •<  Merne's  foolish  fat  jrii!lion»  w<»uKi 
have  l«fl  her  «<  ri^li-k<itle)>  to  syiii]»atlii/«*  with  liie  uu 
affected  aud  unexpected  sorrow  of  this  birbarian. 

'  i'aia,  nlioui  th<'  fiUrtb  of  n  faribin-; 
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For  aaj  ovn  part,  when  I  Nmembercd  that,  a  short 
befwe  Biy  dqtanare  frooi  Enslaad,  a  noble  and 
■ntimnte  anocialc  bad  eznued  himself  from  tak- 
■if  Icnve  of  aae,  because  he  had  to  attend  a  relation 
•  to  a  aillioer's,*  I  fell  no  less  surprised  than  homi- 
bated  by  the  present  occurrence  and  the  past  recoUec- 


I 


I 


I 


Thnf  Dervish  woidd  leave  me  with  some  regret  vas 
10  be  expected:  when  master  and  man  have  been 
scrambiiny  over  the  mountains  of  a  dosen  provinces  to- 
ertber,  they  are  unwilling  to  separate ;  but  bis  present 
^lin^  contmsted  with  bis  native  ferocity,  improved 
ray  opinioa  of  the  human  heart  I  believe  this  almost 
fetuM  fidelity  is  frequent  amongst  them.  One  day,  on 
our  jonmey  over  Parnassus,  an  Englishman  in  my  ser- 
vice gave  him  a  push  io  some  dispute  about  the  bag- 
ga^,vrhicfa  he  unluckily  mistook  for  a  blow;  he  spoke 
oot,  bat  ant  down,  leaning  his  head  upon  his  hands. 
ForneeiD^  the  consegnences,  we  endeavonrcd  to  ex- 
piam  away  the  affront,  which  produced  the  following 
aasvrr: — «I  h^ve  httn  a  robber,  I  am  a  soldier;  no 
captain  CTcrstmck  me; /OM  are  my  master,  I  have  eaten 
ymir  brend  ;  but  by  thai  bread !  (a  usual  oath)  had  it 
btra  odserwisc,  I  would  have  stabbed  the  dog  your  ser- 
TSBt,  and  gone  to  the  monntaios.*  So  the  affair  ended, 
bui  frooa  that  day  forward  he  never  dioronghly  forgave 
tjie  thon^cleas  fellow  who  insulted  him. 

Derviftli  excelled  in  the  dance  of  his  country,  conjec- 
tnred  to  be  a  remnant  of  the  ancient  Pyrrhic  -.  be  that 
at  it  may,  it  is  manly,  and  requires  wonderful  agility. 
It  is  very  distinct  from  the  stupid  Romaika,  the  dull 
roond-aboof  of  the  Greeks,  of  which  our  Athenian 
party  had  so  many  specimens 

The  Albanians  in  general  (I  do  not  mean  the  culti- 
vators of  the  earth  in  the  piwvinces,  who  have  also  that 
appeUalion^  but  the  mountaineers)  have  a  fine  cast  of 
coonnmanrr ;  and  the  moat  beautiful  women  I  ever  be- 
held, in  sinfnre  and  in  features,  we  saw  UveUing  the 
road  broken  down  by  the  torrents  between  Delvinacht 
aad  Libcieiaabo.  Ilieir  manner  of  walking  is  truly  the- 
atrical, bat  thia  stmt  is  probably  the  effect  of  the  ca- 
pote, or  cloak,  depending  from  one  shoulder.  Their 
long  hair  reminds  yon  of  the  Spartans,  and  their  cou- 
rage in  desaltory  warfare  b  unqnestiooable.  Though 
they  have  some  cavalry  amongst  the  Gegdes,  I  never  saw 
a  good  Amaout  horseman:  m^own  preferred  the  En- 
glish saddles,  which,  however,  they  could  never  keep. 
Bat  on  foot  they  are  not  to  be  subdued  by  fatigue. 

Kote  1 1.  Stania  xxxix. 
ami  MM'd  ito 


PmaJope  o'arloQk'd  ik*  wave. 


Note  1 3.  Stann  xl. 
Adiaa,  Ltyta,  fcnl  Tmhlgtr. 

Actinm  and  Trafalgar  need  no  further  mention.  The 
!  battle  of  Lepanto,  equally  bloody  and  considenMe,  but 
I  less  known,  was  fought  in  the  gulf  of  Patras;  here  the 
I  antbor  of  Don  Quiioie  lost  his  left  hand. 

I  Note  1 4*  Stansa  xli. 

i  Ami  tell'd  Iks  laat  reMrt  af  fralilSM  l«vs. 

Leneadia,  now  Santa  Maura.    From  the  promontory 

fthti  Lover's  Leap)  Sappho  is  said  to  have  thrown  her* 

self. 


Mote  1 5.  Stania  xlv. 

I  toMB  cktef  swi  AaiM  Uaf  . 
It  IS  said,  that  on  the  day  previoiu  to  the  battle  of 
Actinm,  Anthony  had  thirteen  kings  at  his  levee. 

Kote  16.  Sunia  xlv. 
Lmk  «Wv* Ik*  MOMd  Our*  uvpkiM  nml 
Nicopolis,  whose  rtiins  are  most  exteiuive,  it  at  some 
diiUDce  from  Actinm,  where  the  wall  of  the  Hippo- 
drome survives  in  a  few  fragments. 

Hote  17.  Stann  ihil. 

— ^ArWnitia't  Uk«. 

According  to  Ponqneville,  tlie  Laka  of  Yanina;  bnc 
Pouqueville  u  always  out. 

Note  18.  SUntaxlvii. 

Tq  frwl  AJhsaia't  cklH. 

The  celebrated  Ali  Pacha.  Of  thb  extraordinary  man 
thefe  is  an  incorrect  account  in  Ponqneville's  Travels. 

Note  iq.  Stania  xlvii. 

Vet  bere  aad  tberr  toae  tUriaf  Moaauia  kaad 
Disdain  kit  power,  aad  fraa  ikrlr  rerfcy  bold 
Hari  ibcrir  debaca  for,  aor  jMd.  aalOM  lo  (old. 

Five  thousand  Suliotes,  among  the  rocks  and  in  the 
castle  of  Suli,  withstood  3o,ooo  Albanians  for  eighteen 
years:  the  castle  at  last  vas  taken  by  bribery.  In  this 
contest  there  vereaeveral  acts  performed  not  nnwortliy 
of  the  better  days  of  Greece. 

Note  30.  Stansa  xlviit. 
Moaasiic  Ziua,  au. 
The  convent  and  village  of  Zitza  are  four  hours*  jonr- 
ney  from  Joaoaioa,  or  Yaoina,  the  capital  of  the  Pa- 
chalick.  In  the  valley  the  ri«rrKalamas  (once  the  Ache- 
ron)  flows,  aad,  not  far  from  Zitia,  fornisa  fine  cataract. 
The  situation  1%  perhaps  the  fioest  io  Greece,  though  the 
approach  to  Delvinachi  and  parts  of  Acamania  and 
vEtolia  may  contest  the  palm.  Delphi,  Pkrnassus,  and, 
io  Attica,  even  Cape  Goloima  and  Port  Raphti,  are  very 
inferior;  as  also  every  scene  in  Ionia  or  the  Troad:  I 
am  almost  inclined  to  add  the  approach  to  Constanti- 
nople ;  but,  from  the  different  features  of  the  last,  a 
comparison  can  hardly  be  made. 

Note  31.  Stann  xlix. 

Her*  dwolb  lbs  ealoy«r. 

The  Greek  monks  are  so  called. 

Note  as.  Stann  li. 

Naiarc'a  roloaaic  aapbitbcair*. 

The  Chimariot  mountains  appear  to  liave  l>ecn  vol- 
canic. 

Note  33.  Sunsa  li. 
heboid  btaek 


Now  called  Kalamas. 


Note  34.  Stann  lii. 
■    ■  —la  bit  wbiw  eapota— 


rll. 


Albanese  cloak. 

Note  3  5.  Stann  Iv. 
Tbe  taa  bad  saak  bebiad  ?att  Tc 

Anciently  Mount  Tomarus. 

Note  36.  Stann  Iv. 

Aad  Laea  «id«  apd  flerre  caaM  roarla^  by. 
The  river  Laos  was  full  at  the  time  the  author  passed 
it ;  and,  immediately  above  Tepaleen,  was  to  the  eye  as 

13 


9^ 


BYRON'S    WORKS. 


yt'tdo  as  the  Thames  at  Wcsiminstcr ;  at  Irast  in  the 
opinion  of  the  author  and  hi«  fellow-travelirr,  Mr  lloh- 
hou»e.  In  the  summer  it  must  he  much  narrovrcr.  It 
certainly  is  the  finest  river  in  the  Levant:  neither  Ache- 
Ions,  AI|>heus,  Acheron,  Scaniander,  nor  Caystcr,  ap- 
proached it  in  breadlh  or  beauty. 

Note  37.  Stauia  Ixvi. 

Ab<1  felluw-oountry  men  hnvc  »(ood  aloof. 

Alluding;  to  tlie  wreckers  of  Cornwall. 

Note  a8.  Stanza  ixxi. 
^— lbt>  r«J  wine  circlinj;  fntt. 

The  Albanian  Mussulmans  do  not  abstain  from  wine, 
and  indeed  very  few  of  ihe  others. 

Note  39.  Stanza  Ixxi. 

Earh  Palikar  bu  »nbro  from  bini  cost. 
Palikar,  shortened  when  addressed  to  a  single  person, 
from  UcOixy.pi,  a  (jeneral  name  for  a  soldier  amongst 
llie  Creeks  and  Albanesc  who  speak  Romaic — it  means 
properly  «  a  lad.x 

Note  3o.  Stan7a  Ixzii. 

Whilt?  llioi  iu  conciTl.  PIC. 

Ah  a  specimen  of  the  Albanian  or  x\rnaout  dialect  of 
the  lllyric,  f  here  insert  two  of  their  most  popular  choral 
songs,  which  are  generally  chaunted  in  dancing  by  men 
or  women  indis<^'riminateiy.  The  lirst  words  are  merely 
a  kind  of  chorus,  without  meaning,  like  some  in  our 
own  and  all  other  languages. 

Bo,  Ho,  Ro,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Lo,  Lo,  I  come,  I  come ; 


and  slippers  but  a  wcll-tufued  and  sometimes  yrry  whitf 
ancle.  The  Arnaout  girls  are  much  handsomer  than  th^ 
Creeks,  an<l  their  dress  is  far  more  picturesque.  Tlirv 
preserve  their  shape  much  longer  also,  from  being  al- 
ways iu  the  open  air.  It  is  to  be  observed  that  the 
Arnaout  is  not  a  written  language;  the  words  of  tins 
song,  therefore,  as  well  as  the  one  which  follows,  are 
spelt  according  to  their  pronunciation.  They  arc  copied 
by  one  who  speaks  and  understands  the  dialect  perfertlv. 
and  who  is  a  native  of  Athens. 


Ndi  sefda  tinde  ulavossa 
Vetiimi  upri  vi  lofsa. 

All  vnisisso  mi  privi  lofse 
Si  mi  riui  mi  la  vosse. 

Uti  tasa  roba  stua 
Sitli  eve  tulati  dua. 

Roba  stinori  ssidna 
Qu  mi  sini  veili  dua. 

r)urmini  dua  ci\ileni 
Iloba  ti  sitirmi  tiidi  eni. 


I  am  wounded  by  thvlove, 
and  have  loved  but  to 
scorch  myself. 

Thou  hast  consumed  nie ! 
Ah,  maid!  thou  lia^t 
struck  mc  to  the  heart. 

I  have  said  I  wish  no  dow- 
ry but  thine  eyes  and 
eye-lashes. 

The  accursed  dowry  I  want 
not,  but  ttiee  only. 

Give  me  ihy  charms  an<i 
let  the  portion  feed  the 
flames. 


Naciarura,  popuso. 

Naciai  ura  na  civin 
Ha  pc  uderini  ti  bin. 

Ha  pe  uderi  escrotini 
Ti  vin  ti  mar  servctini. 

Caliriote  me  surme 
Ea  ha  pc  pse  dua  tive. 

Buo,  Bo,  Bo,  Ro,  Ro, 
Gi  egem  spirta  esimiro. 

Caliri«>ie  vu  le  funde 
Ede  vetc  tunde  tunde. 

Caliriote  me  surme 
Ti  mi  put  e  poi  mi  le. 

Se  ti  puta  cili  mora 
Si  mi  ri  ni  veli  udo  gia. 


Va  le  ni  il  die  cadale 
Celo  more,  more  celo. 

Phi  hari  ti  tireti 

IMu  huron  ci.i  pra  seti. 


be  thou  silent. 

I  come,  I  run ;  open  the 
door  that  I  may  enter. 

Open  the  door  by  halves, 
that  I  may  take  my  tur- 
ban. 

Calirioles*  with  the  dark 
eyes,  open  the  gate  that 
1  may  enter. 

Lo,  lo,  I  hear  thre,  my 
soul. 

An  Arnaout  girl,  in  costly 
garb,  walks  with  grace- 
ful pride. 

Cdiriot  maid  of  the  dark 
eyes,  give  me  a  kiss. 

If  I  have  kissed  thee,  what 
hast  thou  g.'iined  ?  My 
soul  is  consumed  with 
lire. 

Dance  lightly,  more  gently, 
and  gently  >lill. 

Make  not  so  much  dust  to 
destroy  your  embroider- 
ed llO'.C. 


'I  he  last  st.inza  would  pu/zle  a  commentator :  the  men 
ha\e  ccrlaiidy  buskins  of  the  mo>l  bcauiifid  texture, 
but  thr  l.ulio  to  whom  the  aho\e  is  supposed  to  he  .ul- 
drc>%ed)   have  nothing  under  their  little  yellow  hoots 

'    Tin*   \1!  nnc«f,  ptirtli  iilirlv   lh«-  woiii- it,   nrc    fri'(|ii' ntU   friTifil 
•  (..ilii  ii'iri  ,•    r<>rT>lm  rri'nn  t  iiiiniir«-<l  iit  %niii 


Ttara  pisa  vaisisso  mc  simi  I  have  loved  thee,    maid, 

rin  ti  hapti  with  a  sincere  soul,  but 

Eti  mi  hire  a  piste  si  gui  thou  hast  left  me  like  a 

dendroi  tiltati.  withered  tree. 

I'di  vura  uilorini  udiri  <i-  If  I  have  placed  my  hand 
cova  cilti  mora  on  thy  bosom,  wh.it  ha\c 

I'dorini  talii  hollna  u  cdc  I  gained  ?  my  hand  is 
cainiona  mora.  withdrawn,  but   retains 

the  flame. 

I  believe  the  two  last  stanzas,  as  they  are  in  a  differ- 
ent measure,  ought  to  belong  to  another  ballad.  An 
idea  something  similar  to  the  thought  in  the  List  liius 
was  expressed  by  Socrates,  whose  arm  having  comk*  in 
contact  with  one  of  his  «  j":c/C>.t:(5(,  »  Oilcduilus 
or  Cleobnius,  the  philosopher  complained  of  a  shooting 
pain  as  far  as  his  shoulder  for  some  days  after,  and 
therefore  very  properly  resolved  to  leach  his  di&ciples 

in  future  without  touching  them. 

• 

Notcji.  Song,  stanza  i. 

Tainl<our(;i :  Tainlniur(;i  !  iby    luriim  oTar.  eU. 

Tluso  Stanzas  are  partly  taken  from  different  Alba- 
nese  songs,  js  far  as  1  was  .il)le  to  make  them  oiii  by 
the  exposition  of  the  Albanese  in  Rom.iic  and  Italian. 

No»e  J?..  Song,  si;in/a  8. 

ri<  mriiil  «r  iIh-  iiiriiii<-ii(  wIh-h  IVf^inn  fell. 

It  was  taken  liy  storm  from  the  rreiich. 
Note  33.   Stanza  Ixxiii. 

Fair  Gr»*<-«e'    »ail  n-lii  <>(  lirporltil  morlh.  rir. 

Some  tiioiighls  on  this  suhject  «iil  be  found  in  the 
suhjoine<l  papers. 

Note  3i.  Si.1117.1  Ixxiv. 

Spirit  ni  lir-(Hi.iin  !  ulicn  nn  IMi\  Ic  »  J.r>'w 
llioti  tdl  »l  wilb  Tliriifi\  |iiilu»  uuil  bi»  liiiJD. 

IMiyle.  \\liirh  eoinmands  .1  heruilifiii  >iew  of  Athens, 
lias  still  eoiisidr  rilile  rem.nns  ;  it  W.ts  sei^«l  liy  Tlli.i^y- 
{•iiiiis  jireMous  i<i  ihe  cxpiiUuui  of  the  I  liirtv. 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


9« 


Koce  35.  SCBoa  txivii. 

b*  tarf  fnmk,  tm  far— r  gami. 
Whra  taken  hf  the  Uiim  and  rruiacd  for  larcral 
jean. — 8aa  GiBsaii. 

Note  36.  Stanca  Ixivi'i. 
Tbc  propbet'i  UMib  of  ail  iu  ploat  ipoll. 
JUcc*  and  Medina  were  taken  some  time  ago  by  the 
Wababees,  a  sect  yearly  increasing. 

Rote  37.  ficaoia  hoar, 

Tky  nim  ml  mm>  giwui.  ifcy  Ulb  of  mow— 

On  many  of  ibe  BounUins,  particularly  Uaknra,  the 

''Jiow  never  is  eatirely  melted,  nolwilhslanding  tbe  in- 

rnne  heat  of  tbe  summer ;  but  I  never  saw  it  lie  00  tbe 

['lauu,  even  in  -winter. 

Note  38.  Stanza  Ixxxvi. 

I8aT«  wkore  ittac  ■oiiurr  ntliinn  mourat 
Af<ov»  it*  pffwir«i«  brrthrra  of  lb«  cart>. 

Of  Hoant  Peotelicus,  from  whence  the  marble  W3< 
I  «^a,;  tbat  contracted  the  public  edirice«  of  AlheiK. 
I  Tli«»  modem   name  i«  Uount  .Mendcli.     An  immense 

rt^e  forme^^y  tbe  quarries  slilt  remains,  Mod  will  till 

(lie  end  of  time. 

Note  39.  SUAM  Uuit. 

"Sialn,  tialnr — keroa  calcasU  mm%  the  epitaph  on 
uif  iamostt  Count  Merci;— what  then  mual  lie  onr 
^<^"gi  when  standing  on  the  tumulun  of  tbe  two 
haodred  (Creeks)  vho  fell  on  Marathon  T  The  prin- 
cipal hnrrow  has  recently  been  opened  by  KautH  ;  few 
or  DO  rdics,  as  rafes,  etc.,  were  fottnd  by  the  cxcaTa- 
lor.  Tbe  plain  of  Marathon  was  offered  to  me  for  sale 
«(  the  anni  of  sixteen  thousand  piastres,  about  nine 
hundred  ponndst  Alas  !~«EKpende~q not  libra  s  in 
^■ee  ssmma  inveniesU — was  the  dust  of  Miltiade^ 
wanh  no  Mor*?  it  could  Karcely  have  fetched  less  if 
told  hy  mei^kL 

PAPEOS  REFEBBED  TO  BY  NOTE  33. 

I. 

^fort  I  say  any  iblog  about  a  city  of  which  ocry 
body,  traveller  or  not,  has  thought  il  necc»sary  to  wy 
so rnr tiling,  I  will  request  Miss  Owousou,  when  the  next 
Ujrrows  an  Athenian  heroine  for  her  four  volumes,  to 
have  tbe  goodness  to  marry  her  to  somebody  more  of 
a  gentleman  than  a  «Oisd.ir  Aga»  ( who  by  the  by  is 
not  an  Aga],  tbe  most  impolite  of  petty  officers,  the 
grrairst  patron  of  larceny  Athens  ever  saw  (rscept  Lord 
E.  ,  and  the  unworthy  occupant  of  the  Acro[»olis,  on  a 
haoilsome  annual  stipend  of  1  So  pia>tre»  (ri^ht  pounds 
sterling),  out  of  which  be  has  only  to  pay  his  garrison, 
the  mo»t  ill-regulat?d  corps  in  the  ili-rcgulatcd  Otto- 
man Empire.  I  speak  ix  tenderly,  seeing  1  was  once 
ihc  cause  of  the  husband  of  «  Ida  of  Athens*  nearly 
suffcnog  the  bastinado ;  and  because  the  said  «  Di^darM 
u  a  turbulent  husband,  and  beats  bis  wife,  so  tbat  I 
exiiort  and  beseech  Miss  Owenson  to  sue  for  a  separate 
maintenance  in  belulf  of  « Ida.*  Ila%  ing  premised  thu« 
much,  on  a  matter  of  such  iniport  to  the  readers  of 
romances,  1  may  now  leave  Ida,  to  mention  her  birth- 
pUce. 

Srtting  aside  tlie  magic  of  tbe  name,  and  all  those 
avMx:ijtions  which  it  would  be  pedantic  and  super- 
tluous  to  recapitulaic,  the  very  situation  of  Athens 


would  render  il  lh«  frvonriia  of  all  who  hav«  eyes  for 
an  or  nature.  The  cliamtc,  to  ma  at  least,  appeared  a 
perpetual  spring ;  during  eight  nonths  1  never  passed  a 
day  without  being  as  many  hours  on  borseback;  rain 
is  extremely  rare,  snow  never  lies  in  the  plains,  and  a 
cloudy  day  is  an  agreeabla  rarity.  In  Spain,  Portugal, 
and  every  part  of  the  east  which  I  visited,  except  Ionia 
and  Attica,  I  perceived  no  such  superiority  of  cUroale 
to  our  own;  and  at  Constantinople,  wliere  1  passed 
May,  Jane,  and  pari  of  July  (iSto),  you  might  «danin 
tlie  dioMia,  and  complain  of  spl«cn,i*  five  days  out  of 
seven. 

Tha  air  of  the  Morcn  is  heavy  and  unwholesome,  but 
the  mtmrn*  you  pass  the  isihmua  in  the  direction  of 
Megara,  tha  change  is  strikingly  perceptible.  But  I  fear 
Uesiod  will  still  be  found  correct  in  bis  descripiion  of 
a  Iheoiian  winter. 

We  found  at  Livadia  an  ■  esprit  fart »  in  a  Greek 

bifehop,  of  all  free-thinkers!      This  worthy  hypocrite 

,  rallied  his  own  religion  with  great  intrepidity  (but  not 

before  his  flock),  and  talked  of  a  mass  aa  a  «  coglio- 

I  neria.»     It  was  iroposAibie  to  think  belter  of  him  for 

I  this :  but,  for  a  Oceotiao,  he  was  brikk  with  all  his  ab- 

sufdiiy.     This  phenomenon  (with  the  exception  indeed 

of  Thebes,   tbe   remains  of  Chxronea,   the   plain   of 

Platea,  Orchomanus  Uvadia,  and  its  nominal  cave  of 

Trophonius),  a^s  the  only  remarkable  thing  we  saw 

before  we  passed  Mount  Cilh^rou. 

The  fountain  of  Dirce  turns  a  mill :  at  least,  my  com- 

'  panion  (who,  resolving  to  be  at  once  cleanly  and  clas- 

ftiral,  bathed  in  il)  pronounced  it  to  be  the  fountain  of 

Dirce,  and  any  body  who  thinks  it  worth  while  may 

contradict  him.     At  Castri  we  drank  of  half  a  doxcia 

streamlets,  some  not  of  the  purest,  before  we  decided 

to  our  saiitkfaction  which  lus  tbe  true  Castalian,  and 

(*ven  that  had  a  villanous  twang,   probably  from  the 

snow,  though  it  did  noi  throw  us  into  an  epic  fever  like 

poor  Or  Chandler. 

From  Fort  l*liyle,  of  which  larffe  remains  still  exist, 
the  plain  of  Alliens,  Penielicus,  Hymetlus,  tlie  £gean, 
and  the  Acropolis,  burst  upon  the  eye  at  once ;  in  my 
opinion,  a  more  glorious  prospect  than  even  Cinira  or 
Kumbol.  Not  the  view  from  the  Troad,  with  Ida,  the 
llellesponi,  and  the  more  disUQt  Mount  Alhot,  can 
equal  it,  though  so  superior  in  exirni. 

1  beard  much  of  tbe  beauty  of  Arcadia,  but,  except- 
ing the  view  from  the  monastery  of  Megaspelioo  (nhich 
is  inferior  to  Zilia  in  a  command  of  country),  and  the 
descent  from  tiie  mountains  on  the  may  from  Tripolitxa 
to  Argos,  Arcadia  has  Uttle  to  recommend  it  beyond 
the  lumc. 

•  SierBtiar,  M  Jmleti  norieai  iwaiBUdiar  ArgM.* 

Virgil  could  have  put  this  into  the  mouth  of  none  but 
an  Argivc;  and  (with  reverence  be  it  %pokcny  it  docs 
not  dcM*rve  the  epithet.  And  if  the  Polynires  of  Sta- 
tins, ■  In  mediis  audit  duo  liltora  canipis,"  did  actually 
licar  both  shores  in  crossing  the  isthmus  of  Corinth,  he 
had  belter  ears  tlian  luve  ever  been  worn  iu  such  a 
journey  since. 

V  Alliens,*  say<t  a  celebrated  topogr.iphrr,  «  is  still  the 
most  polished  city  of  Greece. m  PtThaps  it  may  of 
Greece,  but  not  of  the  Creeki ;  for  Joanntua,  in  Epiru>, 
is  universally  allowed,  amongst  tliems<>lves,  to  tie  sii|>e- 
rtor  in  the  wealth,  retincmciit,  learning,  and  dialect  of 
its   inhabitants.     The  Athenians  arc   rcmaik.ilile  for 
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iliL'ir  cuniiini;;  and  the  lower  orders  are  not  impro- 
perly cliamctcrizcd  ill  that  proverb,  which  classes  them 
vitli  w  the  Jews  of  Suloaica,  and  the  Turks  of  the  Xe^ro- 
poni.» 

Among  the  various  foreip,ners  reNident  iu  Athens, 
French,  Italians,  Germans,  Kagusans,  etc.,  there  was 
never  a  difference  of  opinion  in  their  estimate  of  the 
Creek  character,  though  on  all  other  topics  thr'y  dis- 
puted with  great  acrimony. 

Bf.  Fauvcl,  the  French  consul,  who  has  passed  thirty 
years  principally  at  Athens,  and  to  whose  talents  as  an 
artist,  and  manners  as  a  gentleman,  none  who  have 
known  him  can  refuse  their  testimony,  has  frequently 
declared  in  my  hearmg,  that  the  Greeks  do  not  deserve 
to  be  emancipated:  reasoning  on  the  grounds  of  their 
xuationnl  and  individual  depravity,»  while  he  forgot 
that  such  depravity  is  to  be  attributed  to  causes  which 
ran  only  be  removed  by  the  measure  he  reprobates. 

M.  Roque,  a  French  merchant  of  respectability  long 
settled  in  Athens,  asserted  with  the  most  amusing  gra- 
vity: t«Sir,  they  arc  the  same  c/tnni/Ze  that  existed  in 
tiie  days  of  TheniistoclesU  an  alarming  remark  to  the 
«  laudator  tcmporis  acti.n  The  ancients  biniishcd  Tlie- 
mistocles;  the  moderns  cheat  Monsieur  Roque:  thus 
great  men  have  ever  been  treated  ! 

In  short,  all  the  Franks  who  are  fixtures,  and  most 
of  the  Englishmen,  Germans,  Danes,  eic,  of  passage, 
came  over  by  degrees  to  their  opinion,  on  much  the 
same  grounds  that  a  Turk  in  England  would  condemn 
the  nation  by  wholesale,  because  he  was  wronged  by 
his  lacquey,  and  overcharged  by  his  washerwoman. 

Certainly  it  was  not  a  little  staggering  when  the 
Sieurs  Fauveland  Lu'^ieri,  the  two  greatest  demagogues 
of  the  day,  mIio  divide  between  them  the  power  of 
Pericles,  and  the  popularity  of  Cleon,  and  puz/lc  the 
poor  Waywode  with  perpetual  differences,  agreed  in 
the  utter  condemnation,  u  nulla  virtuie  redemtum,w 
of  the  Creeks  in  general,  and  of  the  Athenians  in  par- 
ticular. 

For  my  own  humble  opinion,  I  am  loth  to  hnzard  it, 
knowing,  as  I  do,  that  there  be  now  in  ^IS.  no  less 
than  five  tours  of  the  first  magnitude  and  of  the  most 
threatening  aspect,  all  in  typographical  array,  by  per- 
sons of  wit,  and  honour,  and  regular  common-place 
books:  but,  if  I  may  say  tins  without  offence,  it  seems 
to  mc  rather  h.'xrd  to  dccl.ire  so  posi(i\ely  and  pertina- 
ciously, as  almost  every  body  has  declared,  tli.it  the 
Creeks,  because  they  are  very  bad,  will  ocv«?r  be  better. 

Eton  and  Sonnini  have  led  us  astray  by  their  paue- 
gyric^  and  projects;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  de  Pauw 
and  Thornton  have  debased  the  Greeks  beyond  their 
demerits. 

The  Greeks  will  never  be  independent ;  they  will 
never  be  sovereigns  as  heretofore,  and  God  forbid  they 
ever  should!  but  they  may  be  subjects  without  being 
slaves.  Our  colonics  arc  not  independent,  but  they 
are  free  and  industrious,  and  such  may  Greece  be  here- 
after. 

At  present,  hkc  the  Catholics  of  Ireland,  and  the 
Jews  throughout  the  world,  aud  sudi  other  cudgelled 
and  heterodox  people,  they  suffer  all  the  moral  and 
physical  ills  that  cau  ufilict  huuiauity.  Tluir  life  is  a 
struggle  against  truth;  they  are  vicious  in  ihcir  own 
defence.  They  are  so  unused  to  kindness,  that  when 
they  occasionally  meet  with  it  tlicy  look  upon  ii  with 
suspicion,  as  a  dog  often  beaten  snaps  at  your  fingers 


if  you  attempt  to  caress  him.  «  They  are  ungrateful 
notoriously,  abominably  ungrateful !» — this  is  the  ge- 
neral cry.  Now,  in  the  name  of  NemesisI  for  what 
are  they  to  be  grateful  ?  Where  is  the  huni.iii  bciii^ 
that  ever  conferred  a  benefit  on  Greek  or  Gn'rksi 
They  are  to  be  grateful  to  the  Turks  for  their  fcticr*, 
and  to  the  Franks  for  their  broken  promises  and  lyiiig 
counsels.  They  arc  to  be  grateful  to  the  artist  who 
engraves  their  ruins,  aud  to  the  antiquary  who  carries 
them  away:  to  the  traveller  whose  jauissary  tlogs  them, 
and  to  the  scribbler  whose  journal  abuses  ihcin  ?  Thi» 
is  the  amount  of  their  obligations  to  foreigners. 

n. 

Franciscan  Convent,  Athfni,  January  22,  iSii. 

Amongst  the  remnants  of  the  barbarous  policy  of  the 
earlier  ages,  are  the  traces  of  bondage  which  yet  exist 
in  different  countries ;  whose  iuhabiiauts,  however  Ji- 
\ided  in  religion  aud  manners,  almost  all  agree  in  op- 
pression. 

The  English  have  at  last  compassionated  their  ne- 
groes, and  under  a  less  bigoted  governmeoi,  may  pn>- 
bably  one  day  release  their  Catholic  brethren:  but  the 
interposition  of  foreigners  alone  can  emancipate  the 
Greeks,  who,  otherwise,  appear  to  have  as  ^niaJl  a 
chance  of  redemption  from  the  Turks  as  the  Jews  have 
from  mankind  in  general. 

Of  the  ancient  Greeks  we  know  more  than  enough; 
at  least  the  younger  men  of  Europe  devote  much  of 
their  time  to  ihc  study  of  the  Greek  writers  and  hislur>-. 
which  would  be  more  usefully  spent  in  mastering  thrir 
o%n.  Of  the  moderns  wc  arc  perhaps  more  ueglociful 
Ihau  they  deserve;  and  wliile  every  man  of  any  preten- 
sions to  learning  is  liriug  out  his  youth,  and  often  his 
age,  iu  the  study  of  the  language  aud  of  the  harangues 
of  the  Athenian  demagogues  in  favour  of  freedom ; 
liie  real  or  supposed  descendants  of  these  sturdy  repul>- 
licans  are  left  to  the  actual  tyranny  of  their  master*, 
although  a  very  slight  effort  is  rc(]uired  to  strike  off 
their  chains. 

Til  talk,  as  the  Greeks  themselves  do,  of  their  rising 
again  to  their  pristine  superiority,  would  be  riiliculous, 
as  the  rest  of  the  worhl  must  resume  its  barbarism,  after 
re-asserting  the  sovereignty  of  Greece  :  but  there  sct:m'« 
to  be  no  very  great  obstacle,  exeept  in  the  apathy  of  the 
Franks,  to  their  becoming  a  useful  dependency,  or  o\en 
a  free  state  with  a  proper  guarantee ; — under  correeiion, 
however,  be  it  spoken,  for  many  and  well-iufoniud 
men  doubt  the  practicability  even  of  this. 

The  Creeks  have  never  lost  their  hope,  tlioiigti  ihf  y 
are  now  more  divided  in  opinion  on  the  subject  of  ilirir 
probable  deliverers.  Religiun  recommends  the  Itussi.ius  , 
but  they  have  twice  been  deceived  and  abaudourd  by 
that  power,  and  the  dreadful  lesson  llicy  received  after 
the  Muscovite  desertion  in  the  Morea  has  never  I)ceii 
forgotten.  The  French  they  dislike:  althoii;;li  th«-  s-ul,- 
jugation  of  the  rest  of  Europe  will  probably  be  attended 
by  the  deliverance  of  continental  Greece.  The  islanders 
look  to  the  English  for  succour,  asthevliave  very  lately 
possessed  theniselvcN  of  the  Ionian  repubhc,  Gorfa  «  \- 
ei'pted.  But  whoever  appear  with  amis  in  ilu-ir  haiuU 
will  be  wt  koine;  and  when  that  day  ai rive-,  llcaviii 
have  mcrey  on  the  Ottomans;  they  eaiinoi  cxpe>:i  it 
from  the  Giaours. 

Hut  iustcad  of  cou>i«lerii)g  v»hat  they  have  been  an>t 
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iperuiatiag  on  what  they  uuy  be,  let  im  k>ok  at  them 
a^  they  are. 

And  bere  it  m  impoesible  to  recoocUe  tJie  cootrariety 
of  opiatom:  aooae,  particuUriy  the  merchanta,  decrying 
(be  Greckft  in  the  stroo^ett  language ;  other*,  generally 
traveUen,  tnminf  peric»ds  in  their  eulogy,  and  publifth- 
iag  very  cnrious  tpecttlatiooa  grafted  on  their  former 
aaie,  which  can  have  no  more  effect  on  their  present 
lot,  thaa  the  eritfence  of  the  laeat  on  the  future  for- 
utaes  of  Pern. 

One  very  iogeniout  penon  temu  them  the  «  natural 
illi«H  »  of  EngJUhmen;  another,  no  leu  ingenious,  ivill 
Dot  mhom  them  to  be  the  allies  of  any  body,  and  denies 
ihrtr  Tciry  descent  from  Uie  ancients;  a  third,  more  in- 
^raioa«  than  either,  builds  a  Greel^empire  on  a  Russian 
foiuidation,  and  realises  (on  paper)  all  the  chimeras  of 
Caihrrine  II.  As  to  the  question  of  their  descent,  trhat 
can  It  import  -whether  the  Slainotet  are  the  lineal  La- 
cooiuis  or  Dot  ?  or  the  present  Athenians  as  indigenous 
u  the  bees  of  Uymeitus,  or  as  the  grasshoppers,  to 
•bicfa  they  once  likened  themselves !  What  English- 
man cares  if  he  be  of  a  Danish,  Saxon,  Normao,  or 
Trojan  blood  ?  or  -who,  except  a  Welchmsn,  is  aftlicted 
vitb  a  desire  of  being  descended  from  Caraciacus? 

The  poor  Greeks  do  not  so  much  abound  in  the  good 
ibiags  of  this  world,  as  to  render  even  iheir  claims  to 
aoiH)uicy  an  object  of  envy ;  it  is  very  crud  then  in  Mr 
Tbomloo,  to  disturb  them  in  the  possession  of  all  th.ic 
lime  has  left  them ;  tii.  their  pedigree,  of  which  they 
Arc  the  more  fenaciouf,  as  it  is  all  they  can  call  their 
own.  It  would  be  worth  while  10  publish  together,  and 
compare,  the  works  of  Messrs  Tlioroion  and  De  Pauw, 
Lioii  and  Sonnini;  paradox  on  one  side,  and  prejudice 
00  the  other.  Mr  Thornton  conceives  himself  to  have 
rUims  to  public  confidence  from  a  fourteen  years'  re»i- 
drace  at  Pera ;  perhaps  he  may  on  the  sulijeri  of  the 
Turks,  but  this  can  give  him  no  more  insight  into  the 
ml  state  of  Greece  and  her  inhabitants,  than  as  many 
years  spent  in  Wapping,  into  that  of  the  Western  iligh- 
Uad«. 

The  Creeks  of  Constantinople  live  in  Faoal ;  and  if 
Mr  Thornton  did  not  oftener  cross  the  Golden  Horn 
than  his  brother  merchants  are  accustomed  to  do,  I 
<khoold  place  no  great  reliance  on  his  information.  1 
actually  beard  one  of  these  gentlemen  boa^l  of  thrir 
iiide  general  intercourse  with  the  city,  and  a^^ert  of 
himself,  with  an  air  of  triumph,  that  he  had  been  but 
four  times  at  Consuntinople  in  as  many  years. 

As  10  Mr  Thornton's  voyages  in  the  Black  Sea  with 
Creek  vessels,  they  gave  him  the  Mime  idea  of  C>rcece  as 
a  crui««  to  Berwick  in  a  Scotch  smack  would  of  Jotinny 
Grot's  bouse.  Upon  what  grounds  then  does  he  arro- 
^^ate  the  right  of  condemning  by  wholesale  a  body  of 
men,  of  whom  be  can  know  little  ?  It  is  rather  a  curious 
cirmoistance  that  Mr  Thornton,  who  so  lavishly  di«- 
prai44«  Ponqueville  00  every  occasion  of  mentioning 
the  Turks,  has  yet  recourse  to  him  as  authority  on  the 
Greeks,  and  terms  him  an  impartial  observer.  Now  Dr 
Ponqueville  is  as  littk  entitled  to  that  appellation,  as 
Mr  lliomton  to  confer  it  on  him. 

The  fact  is,  we  are  deplorably  in  want  of  informa- 
tion on  the  subject  of  ibeGreeks,and  in  particular  their 
Itirrature;  nor  is  there  any  probability  of  our  being  bet- 
ter acquainted,  till  onr  intercourse  becomes  more  inti- 
mate or  their  independence  confirmed  :  the  relations  of 
pa.«smg  travellers  are  as  little  lo  be  depended  on  as  the 


iDvectires  of  angry  factors;  but  till  something  more  can 
be  attained,  we  must  be  content  with  the  little  to  be  ac- 
quired  from  similar  sources.* 

Howerer  defective  these  may  be,  they  are  preferable 
to  the  paradoxes  of  men  who  have  read  superficially  of 
the  ancients,  and  seen  nothing  of  the  moderns,  such 
as  De  Pauw;  who,  when  he  asserts  that  the  British 
breed  of  horses  is  ruined  by  Newmarket,  and  that  the 
Spartans  were  cowards  in  the  field,  betrays  an  equal 
knowledge  of  English  horses  and  Spartan  men.  His 
«  philosophical  observations*  have  a  much  better  claim 
to  the  title  of  «  poetical.M  *  It  could  not  be  expected 
that  he  who  so  liberally  condemns  some  of  the  roost 
celebrated  institutions  of  the  ancient,  shoold  have 
mercy  on  the  nMidern  Greeks  :  and  it  fortunately  hap- 
pens, that  the  absnrtlity  of  his  hypothesis  on  their  fore- 
fathers refutes  his  sentence  00  themselves. 

Let  ua  trust,  then,  that  in  cpite  of  the  prophecies  of 
<De  Pauw,  and  the  doubts  of  Mr  Thornton,  there  is  a 
reasonable  hope  of  the  redemption  of  a  race  of  men, 
who,  whatever  may  be  the  errors  of  their  religion  and 
policy,  have  been  amply  puiushed  by  three  centuries 
and  a  half  of  captivity. 

111. 

Jllkens,  Franciscan  Convent,  Murck  17,  181 1. 
•  1  mman  bsve  mm  tslli  wiik  ihii  l«ara«d  Tk«b«B.> 


Some  time  after  my  return  from  Constantinople  to 
thia  rily  I  rercivrd  the  thirty-first  numlMT  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Review  as  a  great  favour,  and  certainly  at  this 
distjore  an  acceptable  one,  from  the  (^ptain  of  an 
li!n(]liUi  frigate  off  Salamis.  In  tliat  number,  Art.  3. 
containing  the  review  of  a  French  transLition  of  Sirabo, 
tliere  are  introduced  »omc  remarks  on  the  mo<lern 
Greeks  and  their  hirrature,  with  a  short  account  of 
Coray,  a  co-translator  in  the  French  version.  On  those 
remarks  I  meau  to  ground  a  few  observations,  and 
the  spot  where  I  now  write  will,  I  hope,  be  sufficient 
excuse  for  introducing  them  in  a  work  in  some  degree 
connected  with  the  subject.  Coray,  the  most  celebrated 
of  living  Greeks,  at  least  among  the  Franks,  was  boru 


*  A  wnnt,  ra  fm*»mmt,  «iib'  Mr  TtMiroioii  sad  Dr  P»aa|B*«ill*, 
««b<i  bd«r  Irtva  (uilij  tieiw^p  tb<>ni  of  tad  I  j  clipiiiag  (he  SnllaB'i 
Tarituh. 

Dr  PtiiM|«eTill«  t4>lU  ■  lofld  ilorT  nf  ■  ^oalrm  wIm  •watlowmi 
eftrrot'nr  •ubliinair,  !•  lacb  quamiliri  ibal  b»  M<«fuirMl  lb«  oaM* 
of  •  5a/«,m/tM  Vtjtm.m  {.«>..  qaolli  ibi^  iloilor.  •  .S«/«ym«N,  tkt tt0r 
0/  corrvsirt  m/JttifUg."  .  \ba.«iliinLt  Mr  Tli'irnion  ^•ii,>{ry  with  ib«* 
diM-ior  fur  ib«*  tifti«-tb  llnw*).  «  b*»r  I  caiiuht  yon  ?•—  Tbcii,  in  a  aotf 
Iwir-  iIm>  tbiikorct  of  lb**  clo.'tur'aan<*i«lui<*.  br  tf'ie*tiont  itm  tt«i>> 
lor  ■  ^>n>licipacy  iu  ibcTurkub  tiiaKur,  aotl  bit  laramy  is  bit  owa. 
•  Ki>r.>  uliMTTrt  Mr  Tborulon  i^uflrr  intlifliug  on  a»  ib«>  inugb  par- 
tit  l|>l<'  of  a  Turkith  Tnrl>\  •  it  lucaa*  Boib-ng  niorv  than  SmU^wtmm 
ika  tfuer,-  and  qaiie  catbi^n  tb«  •applrnfaiary  ■  tmMtmum.i  ^ow 
lioib  arv  ri^ht  aad  iMMb  ar»  wroo||.  if  Sir  Tbornios,  «b«B  bi>  nrst 
r»*iilrt  ■  fuurie^n  year*  ia  tb«  factory,*  nil!  ooaaah  bit  Turkitb 
dit-liuBary,  or  a»k  any  of  bit  SumboliBe  ao^aaiDiaoi-v,  liewiil  dia- 
cojcr  Ihnt  •  Smlrtmn  m  ^ejem,»  pat  lojjrtbrr  dinrwHy.  laraa  tha 
m  Sn^ilou-rr  0/  iubitmau,*  wilboiit  aay  «  5«/rjrn.i«  •  in  lb«  cbm>. 
«  Sa^jraM*  tii;nifyind  *  e»mMiM  tmiLmttU,*  and  aoi  lieiatf  a  prw- 
p«r  naotfoaibitw-catioa,  alibuuQbit  htaa  orihtKlui  nana  rBou(ib 
nub  ib«  addition  of  m.  Aftrr  Mr  TbMrBt"*  »  frrqaoal  biala  at 
pn>ruuB<l  orieatjlita.  b«  BM.tbi  ba«a  (uBBd  ibu  oa(  b«fora  ba  aaaf 
•1Mb  p»aat  oT«r  Dr  PonqB^villv. 

Aflrr  tbi».  I  tbiak  •  Tra».  Ilrrt  rmmi  Facton  •  absll  b*  oar 
■otto,  iboiteb  ibe  abova  Mr  Tboraion  b«»  coadriBaed  •  boc  Rraa* 
oBBfi,*  for  Bitukaaad  Bitrrprr-arataiioa.  •  .Na  hator  alira  t-ra- 
pidan*  ->  ."^o  Bieribaat  bryood  Uu  i>«l(;«.*  N.B.  (or  iba  l>r»«iil  o| 
Mr  Tboruioa,  ^  bator  •  it  aot  a  prober  BSiae. 
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at  Soio  (ill  the  Review  Sinyrua  is  stated,  I  have  reason 
to  think,  incorrectly),  and,  besides  the  translation  of 
Beccaria  and  other  vtorks  mentioned  by  the  reviewer, 
has  published  a  lexicon  in  Romaic  and  French,  if  I 
mdy  tra«it  the  assurance  of  some  Danish  travellers 
lately  arrived  from  Paris ;  but  the  latest  vie  have  seen 
here  in  French  and  Greek  is  that  of  Grejjory  Zaliko- 
i;lou.'  Coray  has  recently  been  involved  in  an  unplea- 
sant controversy  with  M.  Gail,'  a  Parisian  commentator 
and  editor  of  some  translations  from  the  Greek  poets, 
in  consequence  of  the  Institute  havin{}  awarded  him  tlic 
prize  for  his  version  of  Hippocrates  « Ilg't't  y&circov,* 
etc.,  to  tliedispara(>emcnt,  and  consequently  displeasure, 
of  the  said  Gail.  To  his  exeriious  hierary  and  patriotic 
great  praise  is  undoubtedly  due,  but  a  part  of  that 
praise  ought  not  to  be  withhold  from  the  two  brothers 
/osimas  (merchants  settled  in  Leghorn),  who  sent 
him  to  Paris,  and  maiutamed  him,  for  the  express 
purpo.u'  of  eluciddtiug  the  ancient,  and  adding  to  the 
modern  researches  of  his  countrymen.  Coray,  however, 
IS  not  considered  by  his  oouuirymen  equal  to  some 
who  lived  in  the  two  last  centuries :  more  particularly 
Dorothcus  of  ^litylenc,  whose  Hellenic  writiui;s  are  so 
much  esteemed  by  the  Greeks,  that  Mehtius  t«^riu.s  him, 

hy^r,voj'j.«   (P.  t!24.  Ecclcsinsiicil  History,  vol.  iv.) 

Pauagiotes  Kodrikas,  the  translator  of  Foiitouclle, 
and  Kamardses,  who  translated  Ocrllus  Lucauus  on 
the  Universe  into  French,  (^liristodoulus,  and  more 
particularly  Psalida,  whom  I  have  con\ersed  wiih  in 
Joannina,  are  also  in  high  repute  among  their  literaii. 
'I'he  last -mentioned  ha«  published  in  Romaic  and  Latin 
a  work  on  «  True  iljppiness,K  dedicated  to  Galheriuc  IL 
15ut  Polyzois,  who  is  stated  by  the  rc\iewer  to  be  the 
only  moderu  except  Coray  who  has  distinguished  him- 
self by  a  knowledge  of  IJellenic,  if  he  be  the  Poly/ois 
Lampanit/iotes  of  Yiinina,  who  has  published  a  num- 
ber of  editions  in  Romaic,  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  an  itinerant  \ci)dcr  of  books;  with  the  contents 
of  which  he  had  no  coiiccru  beyond  his  name  on  the 
title-page,  placed  there  to  secure  his  properly  in  the 
puhlicatiou,  and  he  was,  moreover,  a  man  utterly  desti- 
tute of  scholastic  acquirements.  As  the  name,  ho\\e\er, 
is  not  unccunmon,  some  other  Poly/ois  may  have  edited 
the  Kpistles  of  Ansi^pnetus. 

It  is  to  be  regrt;tted  that  the  system  of  continental 
blockade  has  closed  the  few  channels  through  which 
the  (jreeks  received  their  publications,  particularly 
Venice  and  Trieste.  Even  the  common  grammars  for 
childtcn  are  become  too  dear  foi  the  lower  ordirs. 
Auioiigst  their  original  works  the  (ieography  of  Mele-  i 
lius,  Arrhljishop  of  Athens,  and  a  multitiule  of  thro- 
logical  qur.rtos  and  poetical  ])ainphlets,  are  to  be  met 
with  :  their  gramiiiars  and  lexicons  of  t^o,  thrrc,  and 
four  languages,  are  numerous  and  I'xcelleut.  Tluir  poe- 
try is  in  rhyme.   The  most  singular  piece  1  have  lately 


•  I  lin>»«  in  m^  |»o»i.i"»^i<)ii  nn  «;\r-«-Ileni  I.rxi<-<in  a  T/^fV/ '»J"75V,  » 
whiili  I  rec»'i><-«l  in  <  \i-t]Oii,';t"  from  S.  <i  — ,  K.\«j..  ff»r  u  *ii)nll  {;«-iu  : 
inj  aniit|iiiiririu  friends  lirnc  n«->«'r  forc'ir-n  ii,  <->r  for;;i>'-n  inc. 

*  III  fiitil'i  |>;tni|ilili't  II  ;;tin^l  (loruv.  Iim  liilk»  of  >•  llironin|;  lli  : 
iiinolcnt  lli'l|c'ni.il>-  oui  ot  ilic  hImiIoak.-  Oh  yius  a  i'lt-n  li  rriiii 
exrlaiin*,  •Ah.  my  ImkI '.  iliron  »  lli-ll''ni>U'  out  <>i  llir  wiiniovt  : 
Mliat  »iirril»'i;»-". .  It  rrr(ninlv  would  !••!  a  i.iTiou«  l>u«iii<'>»  fur  i1h>m- 
UHlliiiri  islxi  dwell  in  llu-  utiira:  l>u(  1  Ihmc  (|uui>-d  the  ]>iii.*-.i,';<- 
iitrrrK  lo  |ini>«'  llu- sitiiiliirilv  ot  itl>i<'  ainoii;;  tlj.j  ronlri>>ir!>i(ili»U 
of  III!  poliklxHl  itiiinirics ;  London  or  hdiuburj;))  could  b.irdly  \**t- 
ii«ll<  I  llii»  l'aris.,)ii  <>l'ulliti'>n. 


seen  is  a  satire  in  dialogue  between  a  Russian,  ED{;lioli, 
and  French  traveller,  and  the  Waywode  of  WalUchia 
(or  BInckbey,  as  they  term  him),  an  archbi>hop,  a 
merchant,  and  Cogia  Radii  (or  primate),  in  succcs-siou; 
to  ail  of  whom  under  the  Turks  the  writer  attributes 
their  present  degeneracy.  Their  songs  are  somniaies 
pretty  and  pathetic,  but  their  tunes  generally  unpleasint; 
to  the  ear  of  a  Frank  :  the  best  is  the  famous  «  AevTe 
Tra"to£,-TWv  L />./;> j-iv,*  by  the  unfortunate  Riga.  But 
from  a  catalogue  of  more  than  sixty  authors,  now  b*-- 
fore  me,  only  hfleen  can  be  found  who  have  touched 
on  any  theme  except  theology. 

I  am  entrusted  with  a  commission  by  a  Greek  of 
Athens,  named  Warmarotouri,  to  make  arrangemeuis, 
if  possible,  for  priming  in  London  a  translation  of 
Barthelemi'g  Anacharsis  in  Romaic,  as  he  has  no  other 
opportunity,  unless  he  dispatches  the  MS.  to  Vienna  by 
the  Black  Sea  and  Danube. 

The  reviewer  mentions  a  school  establislied  at  Heca- 
tonesi,  and  suppressed  at  the  instigation  of  Seba<«iiaiii  ; 
he  means  Cidonies,  or,  in  Tuikish,  JJaivali:  a  tovku 
on  ihe  continent  where  that  institution,  for  a  hundred 
students  and  three  professors,  still  exists.  It  is  true 
that  this  establishment  vas  disturbed  by  llie  Porie, 
under  the  ridiculous  pretext  that  the  Greeks  were  con- 
structing a  fortress  instead  of  a  college;  but  on  inves- 
tigation, and  the  payment  of  some  purses  to  the  Divan. 
it  has  been  permitted  to  cwitinue.  The  jiriucipai  prt»- 
fessor,  named  Vcniamiu  (i.  e.  Benjamin),  is  slated  to  be 
•A  man  of  talent,  but  a  free-thinker,  lie  was  boru  iu 
Lesbos,  studied  in  Italy,  and  is  master  of  Hellenic,  La- 
tin, and  some  Frank  languages,  besides  a  siuatieruijj;  of 
the  sciences. 

Though  it  is  not  niv  intention  to  eni^r  farther  ou 
this  topic  than  may  allude  to  the  article  in  qucsuou,  I 
cannot  but  observe  that  the  reviewers  lamenutioii  over 
the  fall  of  the  Greeks  appears  singular,  when  he  closo« 
it  with  tlipse  words  •  «  die  chantje  i»  to  he  attrihuted  t4> 
tlieir  misfortunei  rntlier  than  to  any  phyiical  de*jrndn~ 
tion.»  1 1  may  be  true  that  the  Greeks  are  not  physi- 
cally degcueratrd.  and  that  Constantinople  cout.unrd, 
on  the  day  when  it  changed  niasters,  as  many  men  of 
six  feet  and  ujjwards  as  iu  the  hour  of  prosperity  ;  but 
ancient  history  and  modern  politics  instruct  u*.  ihai 
something  njore  than  physical  perfection  is  necessary 
to  preserve  a  slate  in  vigour  and  independence;  and  ilie 
Greeks,  in  particular,  are  a  iiielancholy  example  of  ilie 
near  connexion  bt;tween  moral  de^jraJation  uuU  na- 
tional decay. 

The  reviewer  nieniions  a  plan,  k  »"e  believe,^  l»y  I*o- 
leiukin,  for  the  pniiiication  of  the  Romaic,  ami  I  have 
ende.ivoiircd  in  vain  to  procure  any  tidings  or  traces  of 
its  exisiiiur.  Theii'  visas  an  academy  in  ^t  Petirsbur^; 
for  the  (Weeks;  hut  it  was  su{)piesSed  by  Paul,  and  h.i» 
uot  I»fen  revived  by  hi^  successor. 

']  here  is  aslipof  ihe|H'n,  and  il  can  only  he  a  slip  of  the 
pen,  in  p.  bl'>.  No.  xx\i,  of  llie  Lilin burgh  Beview,  wlit-re 
iImsc  wo  ds  iKCur:— 'iWe  are  lold  that  when  llie  c.ipi- 
tal  of  the  Fast  yielded  to  SdIj  mnn>-> — Il  may  l»c  pn- 
sniued  (hit  iIiin  list  woid  vsill.  in  a  future  cJilinn.  1m- 
.dieicd  lo  .Mahomet  II.  •  The  u  l.ulies  o:  ConsiauliiK.|d«-,n 

'  In  a  luriiKT  number  of  ibf  tdiiil'iir,;li  r»<»i'W.    i'^''*.    it    i»   ol- 
»"T»'d,    ^  I.ur.l   lUiuii    iM,*«-'l    M.iiu-  r>l   lli.   t  irU   >t.ir>  In    N  ..i!j<i.i 
«|i<ri-  II."  m"  ;lii  li.i\<-  i.-.innd  ibii  ftt-nf  i  d..  ••  11..J  11. <  nn  a    '^.7  ■.. 
.in\  mure  (li.ni  ./wr<  im;'n.  :i  /../..'.v.-'     «^»ii.i  > .  — \\  .t»    il    iu    S.iUod 
ili.it  J  lie    M.  M\;  ;,' iitbiiji  u    ol    ihi    l.dinl'Ui,jb    llv  1  u  «    l<.,.r^J    ij.jr 
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specttbciag  on  what  tliey  may  be,  Jet  oc  look  at  them 
fa  (hey  are. 

And  here  it  U  impottible  to  reeoocUe  tiie  conirarieiy 
of  opimons:  some,  poriiculariy  the  roerchants,  decrying 
liie  Greeks  in  the  stroofest  hmguage ;  othen,  geoeraUy 
tnTeilera,  taming  periods  in  their  eulogy,  and  publish- 
ing very  corioos  speculations  grafted  on  their  former 
iUte,  which  can  have  no  more  effect  00  their  present 
lot.  (haa  the  caistenee  of  the  Ineas  on  the  future  fbr- 
taati  of  Pern. 

tee  very  ingenious  person  terms  them  the  «  natural 
jlii<^  »  of  Englishmen;  another,  no  less  ingenious,  will 
Doi  allow  them  to  be  the  allies  of  any  body,  and  denies 
ibeir  very  descent  from  die  ancients;  a  third,  more  io- 
f^euions  than  either,  builds  a  Grec^empire  on  aRusMsn 
foundation,  and  realises  (on  paper)  all  the  chimeras  of 
Catherine  11.  As  to  the  question  of  their  descrnt,  what 
can  It  import  wheiber  the  Blainotes  sre  the  lineal  Li- 
cooiitts  or  not?  or  the  present  Atlienians  as  indigenous 
M  the  bees  of  Uymettus,  or  as  the  grasshoppers,  to 
vtiich  they  onee  likened  themselves?  What  English- 
nun  cares  if  he  be  of  a  Danish,  Saxon,  Norman,  or 
Trojan  blood  ?  or  who,  except  a  Welchnun,  is  afflicted 
vith  a  deaire  of  being  descended  from  Caractacus  ? 

The  poor  Greeks  do  not  so  macli  abound  in  (he  good 
ibia^  of  this  world,  as  to  render  even  their  claims  to 
aoiiquity  an  object  of  envy ;  it  is  very  crud  (brn  in  Mr 
Tbomtoo,  to  disturb  them  in  (he  possession  of  all  thai 
lime  has  left  them ;  viz.  their  pedigree,  of  which  tliey 
are  the  more  tenacious,  as  it  is  all  they  can  call  (heir 
o«m.  It  would  be  worth  while  10  publish  together,  and 
rompare,  the  works  of  Messrs  Thornton  and  De  Pauw, 
Eiua  and  Sonnini;  paradox  on  oue  side,  and  prejudice 

00  the  other.  Mr  Tliomlon  conceives  himself  to  have 
rUims  to  public  confidence  from  a  fourteen  years'  rc»i- 
deote  at  Pern ;  perhaps  he  may  on  the  subject  of  the 
Turks,  but  this  can  give  him  no  more  insight  into  the 
ml  oate  of  Greece  and  her  inhabitants,  than  as  mnny 
^eAn  spcnC  in  Wapping,  into  that  of  the  Western  High- 
lands. 

Tbe  Greeks  of  Constantinople  live  in  Faoal ;  and  If 
Mr  Thornton  did  not  oftener  cross  the  Golden  Horn 
than  bis  brother  merchants  are  accustomed  (o  do,  I 
•>Uould  place  no  great  reliance  on  his  information.  I 
jrtoally  heard  one  of  these  gentlemen  boast  of  their 
litde  general  intercourse  with  the  city,  and  assert  of 
himself,  with  an  air  of  triumph,  tliat  he  had  been  but 
four  times  at  Constantinople  in  »a  many  years. 

As  to  Mr  Thomtou's  voyagr^  in  the  Black  Sea  with 
Creek  ve«sels,  they  gave  him  the  «ame  idea  of  Grrree  as 
a  cruise  to  Berwick  in  a  Scotch  smack  would  of  Jolmny 
Grot's  house.  Upon  what  grounds  (hen  does  he  arro- 
^^jte  the  right  of  condemning  by  wholesale  a  body  of 
men,  of  whom  he  can  know  little  ?  It  is  rather  a  curious 
ctrcomstan^  that  Mr  Thornton,  who  so  lavishly  dis- 
praises Ponqueville  on  every  occasion  of  mentioning 

1  be  Turks,  has  yet  recourse  to  him  as  authority  ou  the 
Greeks,  and  terms  him  an  impartial  observer.  Now  Dr 
Pouqueville  is  as  little  entitled  to  that  appellation,  as 
Mr  Thornton  to  confer  it  on  him. 

The  fact  is,  we  are  deplorably  in  want  of  informa- 
tion on  the  subject  of  the  Greeks,  and  in  particular  their 
literature;  nor  is  there  any  probability  of  our  being  bet- 
ter acquainted,  till  our  intercourse  becomes  more  inti- 
mate or  their  independence  confirmed  :  the  relations  of 
parsing  travellers  are  as  httle  to  be  depended  on  as  the 


invectives  of  angry  foctors;  but  tilt  something  more  can 
be  attained,  we  must  be  content  with  the  httle  to  be  ac- 
quired from  similar  sources.* 

However  defective  these  may  be,  they  are  preferable 
to  the  paradoxes  of  men  who  have  read  superficially  of 
the  ancients,  and  seen  nothing  of  the  modems,  such 
as  De  Pauw;  who,  when  he  asserts  that  the  British 
breed  of  horses  is  ruined  by  Newmarket,  and  that  the 
Spartans  were  cowards  in  the  field,  beirays  an  equal 
knowledge  of  English  horses  and  Spartan  men.  His 
m  philosophical  observationsM  have  a  much  better  claim 
10  (be  title  of  «poeticaLH  'It  could  not  be  expected 
(bat  he  who  so  liberally  condemns  some  of  the  most 
celebrated  institutions  of  tbe  ancient,  should  have 
mercy  on  (be  modem  Greeks  :  and  i(  for(uiutely  hap- 
pens, that  the  absurdity  of  his  hypothesis  00  their  fore- 
fathers refutes  his  sentence  00  themselves. 

Let  us  trust,  (hen,  that  in  «pi(e  of  (he  prophecies  of 
4)e  Pauw,  and  (he  doub(s  of  Mr  Tliom(on,  tliere  is  a 
reasonable  hope  of  (lie  redemp(ion  of  a  race  of  men, 
who,  whatever  may  be  tbe  errors  of  their  religion  and 
policy,  have  been  amply  punished  by  three  centuries 
and  a  half  of  captivity. 

HI. 

Athens,  Francitean  Convent,  March  17,  181 1. 
•  I  mman  bsve  aoae  talk  wiik  thi»  laaraMi  Ttebaa.* 


Some  lime  after  my  return  from  Constantinople  to 
this  city  !  rrrened  the  thirty-first  numtxT  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Review  as  a  grrat  favour,  and  certainly  at  this 
dist.ince  an  acceptable  one,  from  the  Captain  of  an 
tii(;lish  frigate  off  Salamis.  In  that  number,  Art.  3. 
conuioing  the  review  of  a  French  (ransl.ition  of  Strabo, 
tliere  are  introduccfl  some  remarks  on  the  modern 
Greeks  and  their  literature,  with  a  short  account  of 
Coray,  a  co-translator  in  (he  Frenrli  venion.  On  those 
remarks  I  mean  (o  ground  a  few  observations,  and 
the  spot  where  I  now  write  will,  I  hope,  be  sufficient 
excuse  for  introducing  them  in  a  work  in  some  degree 
connected  with  the  subject.  Coray,  the  most  celebra(ed 
of  living  Greeks,  at  least  among  the  Franks,  was  boru 


*  A  word,  en  fm'Mtmt,  wiib  Vr  Tlioriiion  ■■<(  Dr  Paaqavvillo, 
«bo  luTe  lw«n  guilty  brtw^a  tii«a  of  »adl;  rlt|)|>iBg  ib«  balun'i 
Turktih. 

Dr  Ponqarvilie  lelU  a  loag  Morv  nt  a  ^fmlm  who  •wallowM 
rorrosivp  •uMimair,  Is  tacb  quaoliiirt  that  he  •>ti|a)rf<d  lb*"  naae 
uf  •  Sm/*fmtim  IVytfa,*  1.  r..  quolli  ibf  <!«»<  tor,  ■  SnU^mitm,  the  emt*r 
of  fomtttee  tulMm,itf.w  .  \ha, <  ihiciL*  Vr  Thornton  ^ao'srv  wiib  ilio 
(1«H  Kir  fi«r  tlir  tifii<*ib  l,'nH>\  .  harr  I  i-iiii(;lii  ^ou'»— Thru,  inaaotp 
tm'w  llir  thirltoru  of  lb<'  do.  lor'a  anroloif.  br  i|>ir«liout  tbr  itoc^ 
tur°t|ir(iiiiirD(-y  iu  tb.-Tiirkuli  li>at{ur,  au<l  bia  larauly  ia  hit  owa. 
•  l-or.*  uiiMTTf*  Mr  Tborutuu  ^^firr  inflidiiig  oa  u«  iIm*  lougb  par- 
ii<i|>lf  of  •  Turkitb  v«>rl>;,  •  ii  mran»  noih  ng  more  thaa  SmU^mam 
lk»  ftuer,*  md  qaile  oitblen  lb<>  »apfil«>aM>aiary  ■  tml'Umam.*  5o« 
boib  arv  rigbl  aatl  boib  aiw  «roa0.  if  Mr  Thornloa.  wbaa  br  oeat 
r»*idr«  •  fourU><>B  ycara  ia  ibe  ladory,*  will  ouaaalt  bU  Turkiab 
diritunary,  or  aak  aar  of  hi*  SUBbulioe  •ct|aaiolBDt'o,  brwiil  di»- 
ix>»rr  thai  »  SmUfma  m  yty*u,»  |>al  tojii'lbcr  di»<r<"«-Hy,  nw^aa  tha 
»  Su*Uotver  of  ««A/i«M«r,*  wiiboat  any  »  SmUytiuttf  ia  tbe  caav, 
«  jia^yai«>  •ii^nJfyiBK  m  evrf9$tr*  tmkl.mnt*,*  and  oot  briag  a  |iro- 
ftvr  aaiuroa  thi«  a<-<-a«toa,  allb(>U|}bii  Im-bb  ortbixiui  aaau?  raoucU 
with  ib«  addilioB  of  a.  After  Mr  Tburaion  »  frvqucot  hiali  of 
l>r«>r«>uBd  orieatalltai.  b*  mi,',bi  ba«a  foaad  ihi*  oat  bvfbra  ba  taag 
•arb  |rtraB«  over  Dr  l*o«qB<>villf. 

Afler  tbia.  I  tbiak  •  Tratillera  r»r»a*  Fariora  •  aball  ba  oar 
■otto,  tbougb  iba  abora  Mr  Tbornloa  bat  tooacBaad  «  boc  ffaaat 
oanr,*  for  iBi*ub«  asd  Bi»r«>|>r<t^BiBiioe.  •  .Na  baior  alira  rre- 
pidam*-*  No  Brnbaai  beyoad  bia  Ulra.*  N.U.  (or  lbs  bcaeHi  of 
Mr  ThoratOB,  '  balor  •  ia  ooi  a  pio|>cr  aaoia. 


94 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


t< 


I 

I 


at  Soio  (ill  the  Reviev  Smyrua  is  stated,  I  have  reason 
to  think,  incorrectly),  and,  bchides  the  translation  of 
Beccaria  and  other  works  mentioned  by  the  reviewfT, 
has  pubhshed  a  lexicon  in  Romaic  and  French,  if  I 
may  trust  the  assurance  of  Konic  Danish  travellers 
Jalely  arrived  from  Paris;  but  tLe  latest  yte  have  seen 
here  in  French  and  Greek  is  that  of  Gregory  Zaliko- 
glou.'  Coray  has  recently  been  involved  in  an  unplea- 
sant controversy  with  M.  Gail,'  a  Parisian  commentator 
and  editor  of  some  translalious  from  the  Greek  poets, 
in  consequence  of  ilie  Institute  having*  awarded  him  the 
prize  for  his  version  of  Hippocrates  «  ne/st  i/ojzT&iv,. 
etc.,  to  the  disparagement,  and  consequently  displeasure, 
of  the  said  Gail.  To  his  exertious  literary  and  patriotic 
)<reat  praise  is  undoubtedly  due,  but  a  part  of  that 
praise  ought  not  to  be  withheld  from  the  t\k0  brothers 
Zosimas  (merchants  settled  in  Leghorn),  who  sent 
him  to  Paris,  and  mniulamed  him,  for  the  express 
purpose  of  t'lucidaling  the  ancient,  and  adding  to  the 
modern  researches  of  his  countrymen.  Coray,  however, 
is  not  considered  by  his  countrymen  equal  to  some 
who  lived  in  the  two  last  centuries:  more  particularly 
Dorolhcus  of  Alilyleno,  whose  Hellenic  wriiiujjs  are  so 
much  esteemed  by  the  Greeks,  that  Melelius  terms  him, 

h.y/rjvoiv.n   (P.  •'.34.  Kcclesiiislii  al  History,  >ol.  iv.) 

Panagiotes  Kodrikj^,  tin*  tr.msl.uor  of  Fonteuello, 
and  Kani'irases,  who  translated  Ocillus  Lucanus  on 
the  Universe  into  French,  Gliristodoulus,  and  more 
particularly  Psaiida,  whom  I  have  conversed  with  in 
Joannina,  are  also  in  high  repute  among  their  literati. 
The  last- mentioned  h.Ls  published  in  Romiic  and  Latin 
a  work  on  «  True  Happiness, r.  dedicated  to  Catherine  U. 
lint  Polyzois,  who  is  stated  by  the  reviewer  to  be  the 
only  modern  except  (^oray  >*ho  has  distinguished  him- 
self by  a  knowledge  of  llellenic,  if  he  be  the  Poly/ois 
Lampauil7iotcs  of  Yaniua,  who  has  published  a  num- 
ber of  editions  in  Romaic,  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  an  itinerant  vender  of  books;  with  the  contents 
of  which  he  had  no  concern  beyond  his  name  on  the 
title-page,  placed  there  to  secure  his  properly  in  the 
publication,  and  he  was.  moreover,  a  man  utterly  desti- 
tute of  scholastic  acquiremciiis.  As  the  name,  however, 
is  not  uncommon,  some  other  Poly/ois  may  ha\e  edited 
the  Epistles  of  ,\ristaenelus. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  system  of  continental 
blockade  has  closed  the  few  channels  through  which 
the  Greeks  received  their  publications,  pariicularly 
Venice  and  Trieste.  Even  the  common  grammars  for 
children  arc  become  too  dear  for  the  lower  orders. 
Amongst  their  origmal  works  the  (ieographv  of  Mele- 
lius,  Archbisliop  of  .\tliens,  and  a  multitude  of  theo- 
logical quartos  :ind  poetical  pamphlets,  are  Co  be  met 
with  :  their  gr.ioimars  and  lexicons  of  two,  three,  and 
four  langua(;es,  are  iiunierous  and  excellent.  Their  poe- 
try is  in  rhyme.   The  most  singular  piece  1  have  lately 


•  I  lint*'  in  rn%  iiO'Sir**!!)!)  an  fvo-llfni  I.pxicou  «  T/C^fy/  '<J770V," 
wliiili  I  rr<Ti\»-.|  in  tv- lia«,;n  from  S.  <J  — ,  K*q.,  for  a  «iu.'ill  {;<•!«: 
my  anti.|iii)riuu  fri»'D<l*  1i;m«"  m>tT  f<tr(;<>u-ii  il.  or  l«.<riii%»'n  mv. 

*  In  <iair«  p.imi'hift  ;i;;.iiij*t  Toray.  1»»'  Uiik*  of  .  ilirovvnij  ili.- 
iii«olcn(  ll('li<-ni«R-  (Mil  (if  iIk'  \«iii(t<n«h.«  On  iliisi  u  tivn  li  triiic 
o\<'l.iim>,  •Ah,  luv  (jixl !  ilirow  u  llcli<-[i<<>tt*  out  <>l  ilic  wimioM! 
wliai  •arrilc-;):'. •  Il  riTMiolv  wiould  lie  «  kcriouii  liii-ii(ir»»  fur  ilu»r- 
aiiiltor*  ^lii>  (l<Ti-ll  in  ili>-  auiit:  i>ul  I  liaxt*  i]uo|f-a  tlir  |iii»sHf;c 
nu'r«  ly  lo  |iritvr-  iln- «iiiitljr  ily  oi  >ii\  If  iiiuon,;  ilu  untirox  r->'.ili»t!> 
of  nil  poli»li»-<l  f^Miniric^ ;  Louduo  or  Ldinbur,;!!  iwuld  Lardly  jiu- 
rdlli  I  ilii«  |'.'iri>..in  iliiiMiii   n. 


seen  is  a  satire  in  dialogue  between  a  Russian,  English, 
and  French  traveller,  and  the  Waywode  of  WallacUi.i 
(or  Ulackbey,  as  they  term  him),  an  archbishop,  a 
merchant,  and  Gogia  Bachi  (or  primate),  in  succession  ,- 
to  ail  of  whom  under  the  Turks  the  writer  attributes, 
their  present  degeneracy.  Their  songs  are  sometimes 
pretty  and  p.itlietic,  but  their  tunes  generally  unplea^iu»; 
to  the  ear  of  a  Frank  :  the  best  is  the  famous  «  Aco-t* 
Tralo's^Tdiv  E»yivwv,i.  by  the  unfortunate  Riga.  Bui 
from  a  catalogue  of  more  than  sixly  authors,  now  be- 
fore me,  only  hfteeu  can  be  found  who  have  touched 
on  any  theme  except  theology. 

I  am  entrusted  with  a  commission  by  a  Greek  of 
Athens,  named  Marmarotouri,  to  make  arrangements, 
if  possible,  for  priming  in  Loudon  a  translatiuu  of 
Barthelemi's  Anacharsis  in  Uoniaic,  as  he  has  no  oihrr 
opportunity,  unless  he  dispatches  the  MS.  to  Vienna  by 
the  Black  Sea  and  Danube. 

The  reviewer  mentions  a  school  establislied  at  Heca- 
tonesi,  and  suppressed  at  the  instigation  of  Scbasiiani  ; 
he  means  Cidonies,  or,  in  Turkish,  llaivali .-  a  towu 
on  the  continent  where  that  institution,  for  a  hundred 
students  and  three  professors,  stdl  exists.  Il  is  true 
that  this  establishment  was  disturbed  by  the  Porte, 
under  the  ridiculous  pretext  that  the  Greeks  were  con- 
sirncting  a  fortress  instead  of  a  college;  but  on  inves- 
tigation, and  the  payment  of  some  purses  lo  the  Divan, 
it  has  been  permitted  lo  continue.  The  principal  pro- 
fessor, named  Veniamin  (i.  e.  Benjamin),  is  stated  to  l«e 
a  man  of  talent,  but  a  free-thinker.  He  was  bom  ia 
Lesbos,  studied  in  Italy,  and  is  master  of  Hellenic,  La- 
tin, and  some  Frank  languages,  besides  a  smattering  of 
the  sciences. 

Thoujfh  it  is  not  my  intention  lo  ent^r  farther  011 
this  topic  than  may  allude  to  the  article  in  questiou,  I 
cannot  but  observe  that  the  reviewers  lamentation  over 
the  fail  of  the  Greeks  appears  singular,  when  he  close* 
it  with  llipse  words  •  «  Oie  chanfje  is  to  be  attribuUd  to 
their  misfortunes  rattier  than  to  any  physical  dtijrnda- 
tioii.t^  It  may  be  true  that  the  (iieeks  are  not  physi- 
cally degenerated,  and  that  Constantinople  contaiiir'd, 
on  the  day  when  it  changed  masters,  as  many  men  of 
six  feet  and  upvkards  as  in  the  hour  of  prosperity;  but 
ancient  history  and  modern  politics  instruct  ns  thai 
something  more  than  physical  perfection  is  necessarj- 
to  preserve  a  stale  in  vigour  and  iudi  pendence ;  and  the 
Greeks,  in  pariicular,  are  a  melancholy  example  of  the 
near  connexion  between  moral  degradation  and  na- 
tional decay. 

The  rcvicNver  metitions  a  plan,  «<  ve  believe^u  by  Po- 
lemkiu,  for  the  purilication  of  the  Romaic,  and  I  have 
emieavonred  in  vain  to  procure  any  tidings  or  trace*  of 
its  exjstenie.  There  was  an  acadi-my  in  i^t  Pet«'r-.burg 
for  the  Greeks;  but  il  was  suppressed  }»y  Paul,  and  Ins 
not  Ik-cu  revived  by  his  successor. 

riu  reis  aslipuf  thepen,and  i(  can  only  be  a  slip  of  the 
pen,  in  p.  5{.,  No.  xx\i,  of  the  Ldinburgh  Review,  wli.  re 
llirs^-  vvoids  occur:— i»Wc  arc  told  that  when  the  capi- 
tal of  the  East  yielded  lo  .Solymauy^  —  U  may  be  pie- 
sumrd  that  this  l.tsi  word  will,  in  a  future  edition,  be 
altered  lo  .Maliomcl  II.  '  The  -i  ladies  o:  Consiautinople,.' 

'  In  a  funii.r  uiiuiImt  <>i  il«-  tdinlmr,;li  Ut>i.-«.    i>   s.    ],  i»  ,:,l»- 
^flVM^.    .  I...t.l  livioii    [M^s*-!    -i.-iu.-  ol  III.  <  nl>   y.ir'.  in    *»  .  il.nt  I.    ' 
\>lnic   he  ini,;lii  li;i\c  I.  :irii(J  lli.ii  /;io/^>f'(  di..  >  li"l   iih-.ih  .i    /•.>,-;  f;*- 
;ih>    Uiorr    llioil   ri«,/  111.-:.  II*  il   /;./...'!.-      OtliM  >  .  — >\  .i>    it    in    Si..ll.^ui 
dill   iIk'    >o-.'ii,;  ;,.ml.  UK  O    of    tlic    IaIIii  I'UI  ([Il    Ui»iiV»    lV.jr«iJ    ll.»l 
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i  deobii,  be  it  cacomaiaBicaled  and  damaed ;  ibetvforc 
'  b»  cooBiryiBea  art  not  poiioocd  vich  modem  pbilo- 

aopfay ;  mad  as  to  iiioral«,  thanki  lo  ihm  7mk»  \  there 
'  are  no  such  thiafi.  What  then  m  left  him,  if  he  has  a 
'  lorn  for  icnbblUi|  ?  Religion  and  holy  biography :  and 
I  it  IS  natural  enough  that  those  who  have  so  little  in 
,  thu  life  should  look  lo  f  be  next.  It  is  no  great  tronder 
j  dien  thai  in  a  catalogue  nov  before  me  of  ftfty-five 
I  Grrek  vriiers,  many  of  whom  were  lately  living,  not 
I  above  fifkecn  should  hare  touched  on  any  thing  but 
I  rehgioa.  The  eataJogve  alluded  lo  is  eoolained  in  the 
I  rvemy-enEth  chapter  of  the  fourth  volume  of  Mdetius's 
I  Eccl«iastical  History.  From  ibis  I  subjoin  an  extract 
I  of  those  who  have  written  on  general  subjects;  whidi 

will  be  followed  by  some  specimens  of  the  Romaic. 

UST  OF  ROMAIC  AUTHORS.* 

5coplutBS,  Diakonos  (the  deacon)  of  the  Horea,  has 
pubUsfaed  an  extensive  grammar,  and  also  some  poli- 
tical reeviaiioas,  which  last  were  left  nnfinislied  at  his 


Harcns,  brother  to  the  former,  fsmous  in  mechanics. 


ginti  order,  bai 


hSMM*gi*Msr«Mila 
«bi  of  MM*  lolocMd  at  •  Trouiro  froai 

«hft  takiaf  of  Caaatatlasf  !■  lo  iIn  dao 


lie  removed  lo  St  Pelershnrg  the  immense  rock  on 
which  the  statue  of  IVter  the  Great  was  fixed  in  1 769. 
See  the  disaertaUon  which  he  published  in  Pkris,  1777. 
George  Constandne  has  published  a  fbur*tongued 
lexicon. 


PnAnpins,  of  HoscopoUs  (a  town  in  Epiros),  has  writ- 
ten and  published  a  catalogue  of  the  learned  Greeks. 

Seraphin,  of  Periclea,  is  the  author  of  many  works 
in  the  Turkish  language,  but  Greek  character;  for  the 
Qmstians  of  Caramania  who  do  not  speak  Romaic, 
but  read  the  character. 

Ensaathiua  Psalidas,  of  Bucharest,  a  physician,  made 
the  lour  of  g— gi««»^  for  the  purpose  of  study  ( x^pev 
aaAti99bii  )  :  but  though  bis  name  is  enumerated,  it  is 
not  stated  that  be  has  written  any  thing. 

KalJijiikns  Torgeraus,  Patriarch  of  Constantinople ; 
may  poenu  of  his  are  extant,  and  also  prose  tracts, 
and  a  catalogue  of  patriarchs  since  the  last  taking  of 
Ceostantinople. 

AnastaMUs  Macedon,  of  Naxos,  member  of  the  royal 
academy  of  Warsaw.    A  church  biographer. 

DemctruM  ^amperes,  a  Moscopolile,  has  written 
oiany  works,  particularly  •  A  Commentary  on  Hesiud*s 
ShieU  of  Herenlcs,>  and  two  hundred  tales  (of  what, 
if  not  specified),  and  has  published  his  cMTespondcnce 
with  the  eelebrsted  George  of  Trebiaond,  his  contem- 
porary. 

Heleiina,  a  eelebrated  geographer ;  and  author  of  the 
book  from  whence  these  notices  are  taken. 

Dorochens,  of  Mitylene,  an  Aristotelian  philosopher : 
bis  HeUeaie  works  are  in  great  repute,  and h«  b  esteemed 
by  the  modems  ( I  quote  the  words  of  Meletius)  /aarA 
xkv  99y*uMtt*  Mtk  ZevepAvrn  Aptmi  EUiivoiv. 
I  add  fttfthcr,  on  the  authority  of  a  well-informed 
Greek,  that  be  was  so  famous  amongst  his  countrymen, 
that  they  were  accustomed  to  say,  if  Thucydides  and 
Imophon  were  wanting,  he  was  capable  of  repairing 
the  losa. 

Harinns  Count  Tharboures,  of  Cepbalonia,  professor 
of  chemistry  in  the  academy  of  Padua,  and  member 
of  that  academy,  and  ihoM  of  Stockholm  and  Upsal. 
He  hao  pnblbhed,  at  Venice,  an  account  of  some 
and  a  treatise  on  the  properties  of 


George  VenCoUi  a  lexicon  in  Fraach,  lulian,  and 
Romaic 

There  exut  several  other  dictionaries  in  Latin  and 
Romaic, French,  etc.  betides  gramman,  in  every  modem 
language,  except  English. 

Amongst  the  liring  authon  the  following  are  most 
celebrated:  *~ 

Aihanasius  Parios  has  writiea  a  treatise  oa  rhetoric 
in  Hellenic. 

Chrislodoulos,  an  Acaraaaiaa,  baa  published,  ia 
Vienni,  some  physical  treatises  ia  Bellenic. 

Panagioles  Kodrikas,  an  Athenian,  the  Romaic  trans- 
lator of  Fonienelle's  «  Plurality  of  Worlds*  (a  fovouriie 
work  amongst  the  Greeks),  is  suied  to  be  a  teacher 
of  the  Hellenic  and  Arabic  Uajn^ipi,  jg  pa^s,  ii 
of  which  he  is  an  adept. 

Aihanasius,  the  Parian,  author  of  a  trtatiae  « 
toric. 

Ticenm  Damodos,  of  Cepbalonia,  has  written,  o  glf 
rb  fUf&kp^tipovtm  on  logic  and  physics. 

John  Kamarases,  a  ftysanliae,  baa  traaskted  taM 
French  Ocellus  on  the  Universe.  He  is  mid  to  be  an 
excellent  Hellenist,  and  Latin  scholar. 

Gregorio  Demetrius  published,  ia  Tieima,  a  feagia- 
phical  work :  he  has  also  transUied  leveral  Italian  an- 
thors,  aad  printed  bis  versions  at  Venice. 

Of  Corny  and  Psalida  some  aocouat  has  been  already 
given. 


GREEK  WAR  SONG.  > 


I. 


AEf  TE  irdfldktf  tAv  ElXifvMy, 

if  pfltv6/tfv  dff  191  <xt(vs»y 

ireO  laAi  iOnv*  tiijv  Apx^jv. 
A(  irgenioM/uv  dk^pti^ 

xd9c  ivtt^i  td9xp6v. 

Tat  h[\a  Af  Xd^/Atv* 

ItoHitS  EX^i)v«iv,  dfy«*/uy. 

tlorapni^if  iX^P^  ^^  fl^^ 
Af  rpi^vt  bith  iteAky. 


1. 


dtfcv  tloBt  r6v  EUilvafv 

xdjow^ia  MptmfU)m. ; 
nyrv/Hflcra  i9iopitt9fii>tcL^ 

rtipa  XiStTt  ttvo^v ; 
"X  Ti|V  ^sfyi^y  t1|f  odeATTiyy^f  /latf 

Tljv  imuk9f9V  ^UTt, 

xcil  ynefirc  ir/»i  irnvToO. 

TA  3itla  At  \A€6tfUi0 ,  etc. 


•«o«  are  Mi  Mkaa  hmm  aay  pahllcailaa 
•  A  msmhtisa  •t  tUs  mm  wtfl  be  §mmi  u 


M. 
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3. 

Ottvov  "ki^iOxp'/oVf  /Safiyv; 

TOW  Arj^phi  l':Txivi/Uvou, 
foCepoXt  xal  t/so/as/sou. 

T«  OTrXa  a;  Xd^cujuev,  etc. 

Orrou  «lj  TKf  ^ep/ioTTvyoLi 

7ri>jyuov  auTOj  x.corel, 
xocl  rou$  n^yooa;  otj?avt^ec 

xal  aurfiiv  xaTstx/sarel. 
Me  tpiaoioaioui  u-^^Spai^ 

zU  Ti  xivrpov  Tzpox^pi'^1 
xai,  wj  ^^wv  3-u/uiJu/xrfv<55, 

eij  ri  at/tci:  twv  floor  el, 

T«  57r>«  «,-  ).o(^ci>^sy,  etc. 

■  I  ■  

ROMAIC  EXTRACTS. 

PoJovof ,  Ay/yoi,  xeci  Vu^Xoi  xxfi/ovrei  t^v  inpt^fiyrtftVJ 
T^i  liXXotoV,  xal /3>rfrrovT25  T>;v  (iSX/ay  t>jv  xarra- 
orastv,  IpdiTTfl'X'j  v.-x-zrf.pyttL^iJv.  I>atx6v  pU£i>/;va 
«?(«  va  /tAfc<?5Uv  Trjv  airixv,  /xer'  aOrcv  «va  firtxpO' 
TToitTTjv,  fflra  £va  yS>«;K/ji7:«»;v,  irretra  Iva  7T^a/aa- 
rewTiTv  xai  £va  TrpoaarCiTa. 

E^nrf  /iiaj,  w  fJt>e)iX7jva,  7:6;  fipui  T17V  ffx>a§(av 
/«(  T>jv  Anap-rr/opr.'zov  t6»v  Toijpxoiv  ru/sawtav, 
7r6s  Tat>  ^;/>tari  xat  i/5y5(a/x.ou>  y.ai  Gi^r,po^*ay.iav 
7TaW&>v,  nxpOivi^v,  '/vvawwv  civKjxouorov  ^Ooptiscv, 
Asv  j?(j9'  icel;  ein^y^vat  ixsiveuv  twv  eX/jJvwv 
Tfiiv  D.sj$ipoi'j  xai  aopwv  xxi  t6»v  pcXoTraT/^tdiuv ; 
xal  Trfi)^  cxstvot  ci7Tfi9v>;5xov  ;  yta  T>iv  lyiuBtpiv:*. 
xai  ToJ/sa  iasli  yrcxjta^s  ei*  Trroiav  rupoivvixvl 
xai  TToIov  yjvoi  wi  iffet;  isToi^tj  pcoTtff^e'yov 
e:$  T>;v  ac/^tav,  oi/vayutv,  «i;  x*  oXa  ^axouffu^vov; 
TT&i  vuv  i/aTam^fjaTg  Tr^v  y)o>Tttv*jv  EXAcceTa  ; 
/Sa€a !  ii^  {va  iJKi/.sOpovy  &>»  cxoTStvigv  Xayurrsic^v. 
O^tXse,  ptATaTC  T/satxe,  «?;:^  /Aaj  tijv  air^av, 
ju»j  xpuTtripi  TtTTOTSj,  rj/xwv  X'j«  T>jv  dnopiuv. 

6  *IAE'AAUNA2. 

Pcaffa-ayyXo-ycfXXoi,  EXXa;,  xal  o>fl  aXX^t, 

iStov,  w;  Xe'Te  ,  t4oov  yur/oXv}. 

vOv  oi  (kOiixy  xai  ava^ia 

aj>'  ou  yyo/tsiv  yj  ui/JStOix. 

oa  }ifn:opou^9i.%>  va  Tr/>  f yTTvoyat 

toOt*  «i>  TO  xupoy  rr,'j  bo-rr/oijoi. 

avTy^  cTSvi^st,  fa  T/xva  xpi^u, 

oTO  va  7T/90x©:rT5vv  6/a  1: pooxut^u ^ 

xai  tot'  iXtrt^st  briKipoi^st 

i'jpii'j  i/sV/o  Txou  ?>jv  pXoyi^rt. 

Ma  ooTti  ToX;»}5«t  v«  Tr,v  ^uTTviinj 

TToiyet  ffTov  aoVjv  xtapii  Tcva  npieiv. 

The  above  is  the  commencement  of  a  long  dramatic 
satire  on  the  Greek  priesthood,  princes,  and  gentry  ;  it 
is  contemptible  as  a  composition,  but  perhaps  curiou!> 
as  a  spechnen  of  their  rhyme ;  I  have  the  whole  in  MS. 


but  this  extract  will  be  found  aiufficient.  The  Homai 
in  this  composition  is  so  ca!»y  as  to  render  a  version  ai 
insult  to  a  scholar;  but  those  who  do  not  undcrstaoi 
the  orif^inal  will  excuse  the  follow in(;  bad  translation  a 
what  is  in  itself  indifferent. 

TRANSLATION. 

A  Russian,  Englishman,  and  Frenchman,  making  lh< 
tour  of  Greece,  and  observing  the  miserable  state  o] 
the  country,  interrogate,  in  turn,  a  Greek  Patriot,  tc 
Icam  the  cause ;  afterwards  an  Archbishop,  then  a 
Vlackbcy,'  a  Merchant,  and  Cogia  IJachi  or  Primate. 

Thoa  frirnd  of  thy  coiiotry !  to  ■trani't'r*  record 

yt'hj  bcRr  ye  th«  yoke  of  llie  Ottoman  lord? 

Why  boar  ye  ihcM)  friter*  thut  lamely  ditplay'd. 

The  wroD(y«  of  the  matron,  the  Kiri)iIiD({,  and  maid! 

Thr  d<-«i«ndanl>of  llclla»'»  race  arc  not  yol 

Tho  (iMirint  >oat  of  the  Mf'c  imd  the  free. 

Thus  ftprani;  from  the  blood  of  the  noble  and  brave. 

To  Tilely  e\i»t  n*  ifac  Miutulman  slave  ! 

Kot  snrh  were  the  faihorsyour  annals  can  boaat, 

Who  conquer 'd  ami  died  for  the  fr«>edom  yon  lost : 

Koi  such  nas  your  land  in  Iter  earlier  hour. 

The  day-siar  of  nations  in  wisdom  and  power! 

And  siillwill  %on  thus  unresittin(;  inrrease, 

Oh  shameful  dishonour!  the  darkD«asof  Greec«T 

Then  tell  us,  beloved  Ach» an  !  reveal 

The  caas«  of  the  woes  which  you  canooi  oobomL 

The  reply  of  ;lie  Pliilellenisi  I  have  not  translated,  as 
it  is  no  belter  than  the  question  of  the  travelling  trium- 
virate; and  the  above  will  suFticiently  show  with  what 
kind  of  composition  the  Greeks  are  now  satisfied.  I 
trust  I  have  not  much  injured  the  original  in  the  few 
lines  given  as  faithfully,  and  as  near  the  m  Oh,  Miss  Dai- 
ley  !  unfortunate  .Miss  Dailcy  !»  measure  of  the  Romaic, 
as  I  could  make  them.  Almost  all  their  pieces,  above 
a  song,  which  a<;pire  to  the  name  of  poetry,  contain 
exactly  the  quantity  of  feet  of 

•  A  rapiain  bold  of  Halifai.  who  lived  In  counlry  qnartars,* 

which  is  in  fact  the  present  heroic  couplet  of  the  Ro- 
maic. 


SCENE  FROM  6  KAtENEZ. 

TRANSI<ATF.D    FltOM    THE    ITALIAN    OP  COLOORI    BY 
SI'iniDON    VUiNTI. 

IKHNU   Kl". 
IlAATZIAA  tU  Tr;v  riySTav  tow  x^'^^^*  **'*    ** 

IlAA.  O  0«f!  v.nb  rh  T:xpa$\jpi  fiott  ipehofj  vi 
oexoOvu  rr,y  puvti^v  to^  or^Spdi  /jjOU'  «v  ajrhg  ehxt  io^i, 
ep^affa  ai  xatc6v  va  tov  ^tvrponi'j.cta.  [Evyatvtt  fvgr; 
©"aC/Xo*  arra  to  ^/syarr/ijCi.]  llaXtxayst,  Tiii  /lotj,  ok  Tta- 
yca/aX£>,  TTOCjj  sivat  l/.*\  di  ixsivou?  roiii  dvToiois; 

AOtA.  Tpi'ti  xprtOtuot  y.vopti.  Eva»  b  KXtp  ECrys- 
vtof,  oaXXoi  ixwys  MciyCTto,  NjaTToXtTavo^pXaiiT/jtroj 
b  Kup  KdvT«  AeavO/99;  Apoevrrn. 

IlAA.  Ava,aeoa  £2;  UJZO'Ji  oiv  ecvat  b  ^Xo/itvtsf, 
av  OfJiOii  Of V  aXXa{£v  ovo^a. 

ALA.  Nk  Cr,  jIj  xaX/,  Ti»;f>3  ToD  xup  Ejyevtow.  [ni« 
vftivra;.  ] 

OAOl.    N«  ^^,  va^^. 

IlAA.  A'vTo;  (tvat  b  ofvc/saf  fiou  ytapU  «XXo. 
KaXs  dfv9y96o7Ts,  yji/it  fio\j  T17V  ;<2/olv  va  fit  ow^rpo- 

'   Vlacklev,  Prioce  of  Tallin  hio. 
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AOf .  iSpea/Kdtmn'  {wum/htfatvit  if^hugvr^  ity- 
ImtT^Tt.)  [Tipf  ifotmCitt  Jtnh  to  iprfimifi  t«&  ««!- 

Pl^  ILofiiAt  *SV^»  fJfurt  xedofp  w^iAnry,  Av 

BIT.  KyM  «Mbb«^MU  irAf  dhct5ai«oi.  [SwW^x***^ 
ds  rk»  kmtHv  nig.  ] 

MAP.   Mi|v  jri^^KVcrf... 

AEA.  Z^m,  0uys  fltir  edit* 

^  Ewy.  T^  /fcinrf.  ] 

[TPA.  Mi  fw  iridke  /li  pceyl  cif  /Him  irtr^tfra 

[OAA.  Et^TBUvcc  dbr^  tb  ipyumHiH  T«lf  7McyyiA«0 

[  Err.  Mi  ^fmm  <lc  r6  x^^i  rcph^  imfi»xwtt9v» 

[  MAP.  Euyofygt  mcI  furif  9cyd  «r(yde  diri  ri  i^yac- 
vni^c,  xed  f*yyu  X/yMvracf *  Roaiore*  fnge.]  [Pouft^- 

[ot  A9w)ioc  dbri  ri  ipycutil^t  cbrf^et/v  c£«  ri  x^'t 

[  BIT.  Mivci  tlf  lAy  Mcpcvc  (UiiJ^^puhn  icnh  riv 

A£A.  A^otTC  rtfirtfy  5^u  v^  </i£h  mc  c/aCm  fli 
C2«ty9  ri  x^<'  [Mcri  ffirocAcU  Td  x^pi  ivayrJoy 
?0^  Evyrvcou.] 

ETT.  Oxt,  /«q  ytfvorro  ffortf'  clnu  fvev  nSiii/^- 

AEA.  Zov  xd^/tvw  l^ov  Yr6(  ^^>cc  ri  /ursefomitfu. 
[Ki/yi|^  Tiv  £tfytfv(»y  /u  vi  ffltflitff.  ] 

Etr.  A«y  at  fO^v/tuu.  [RorarrjBtfx"  ^^^  A^Kv^jpav, 
au  rev  fitiJ^t  vec  9V^^  ^irl«w  rdoov,  iireu  tvplvMtv 
rag  dboaerov  ri  nrQri  t^«  x^/DCvr^toc  •  V^^**  '^f 
cJT* ,  mi  ooivrrsu.  ] 

TBAHSLATION. 
nsiaidmfnm  A«  J>Dor  •/fh«  ITolfl,  «iul  fht  Q9ktr%. 

FU.  Oh  God!  from  the  window  it  teeiaed  that  I 
heard  my  hnsbaiKrs  ?oicc.  tf  he  is  here,  I  have  arrit cd 
to  time  lo  make  him  ariiamcd.  (^  Servmntenttn/rom 
Ae  Shop.)  Boy,  tell  me,  pr«y,>who  are  ia  thoce  cham- 
lienl 

5er*.  Three  Gcndemeo  :  one  Si^or  Eugenie ;  the 
other  SifBor  Maruo,  the  NcopoKian ;  and  the  thiid,  my 
Lord,  the  Connt  Leamler  Ardenti. 

is  aot  amoBgit  tfacee,  ■nlfw  he  has 


evyxwK. 


looNder  [JVtlUii,  dnidhii^].  Long  Uve  the  good 
IbrtaM  of  Signor  Ea«taio. 

[The  wAole  Ceoi^n/].  Uog  live,  efe.  (Ulerally, 
Ndc  ^,  V0C  ;^,  May  ha  Uve.) 

Plo.  Without  dottbt  that  it  my  husbaad.  [  Te  Ae 
Ser9,'\  My  good  man,  do  me  the  fiivoar  lo  aceompooy 
me  above  to  those  geotiemen :  I  have  lome  busiiiese. 

Snv.  At  your  commends.  [Ande."]  The  old  office 
ol  M  waiters.  [Me  ^ees  omtoftke  Gaming'Monue.] 

Ridolpho.  [To  Victoria  on  anolfcer  part  o^ Ike  sfafc.] 
Coarage,  coorage,  be  of  good  cheer,  il  is  nothing. 

Fietaria.  I  feel  as  if  about  lo  die.  (loeunif  oft  kbn 
€U  iffmintimg.] 

[firom  fAe  wiudgms  «Aove  mU  widuH  ere  men  rUimg 
from  CAe  table  i«  con/ution :  Leaoder  starti  mttke 
ii^At  e/Ptaitida,  and  afpemrt  hy  his  geUmm 
lo  ArsMCnt  ker  life*] 

Em§enio.  No,  stop— — 

Mmrtio.  Don't  attempt — «— 

Lemnder.  Away,  fly  from  heaee ! 

PU.  Help!  help!  [fUes  do>mn  Ike  ttairs:  Lcunder  m$- 
tempting  to  fMom  with  hi*  tmord,  Eugenio  Aiuders 
him.\ 

[Trappola  milk  «  plafe  of  wumt  leapt  over  Ae  haleony 
from  Ike  windom^  and  runs  into  tke  Coffte-homse.] 

[Platiida  rufu  out  of  the  Geunin^-iouje,  and  takes 
skelter  in  Ike  MoieL] 

[Martio  sleelt  tofUy  out  of  tke  Gmsning  fceuse,  and 
goes  off  exclaiming t  «ftomores  fnge.>  The  Senmnti 
from  tke  Gasmnf  homse  enter  tke  Jfetof,  and  skmt  ike 


] 


ins  in  tke  Coffte-konae,  aetiated  ky 


[Yicloria 
Ridolpho.] 

[Lcmnder,  nvord  in  handy  opposite  Eugenio,  ejccluuns, 
Give  way — I  will  enter  that  hotel.] 

Emyenie.  No,  that  shall  never  be.  You  are  a  scon»> 
drel  to  your  wife,  and  I  will  defend  her  to  the  last  drop 
of  my  blood. 

Leander.  I  will  gi^e  you  cause  to  repent  this.  [Jfe- 
naeiR^  mlA  his  nvord.] 

JTa^euio.  I  fear  you  not.  [Be  attacks  Leander  and 
makes  him  give  hack  to  mneh  tkat,  finding  tke  doer  of 
tko  dancing-girl's  komse  open,  Leander  eicopes  tkrongh^ 
and  so  finishes,]* 

AliAOrol  otKiAROI.  FAMILIAR  DIALOGUES. 
Acs  v« linry,9tii  f  v«  npSh/fUt.       To  ask  for  any  thing. 

2A(  ncipMudiAf  iieeri  fu  I  pray  you,  give  me  if  you 

dy  bpl^t.  please. 

^iptxi  fit.  Bring  me. 

Ascvfjerr/ftf.  Lend  me. 

Ilir/aivrrc  vdc  2^nn}ocrc.  Go  to  seek. 

*  ZoivfTat — "  leUlNW  •— ■wkwardlj  raoach,  but  It  U  ik*  li- 
l«nl  Irsatlaiiea  of  tb«  RMMir.  The  orifiinal  of  tUt  mm*^^  mt 
GoUoai'*  1  B«r*r  rvad,  b«l  il  dbM  M«  apptar  o««>  of  hit  brat.  •  II 
Bagiai^*  U  oa«  of  tW  bmI  lW«ly  ;  b«t  I  do  aoi  ihink  It  ho*  been 
i(«a»l«tod  iaio  loaMie:  It  U  aacb  man  •■■siaf  thaa  oar  owa 
•  Uar  •  by  Foot*.  Tbo  cbafactm-  of  Ulio  !•  h«itcr  draws  thaa 
Voaaf  Wildiae.  Goldoai'i  co«MdiM  tmontu  lo  fifty  ;  mbm  pnbap* 
lb*  bMt  la  Karopa,  aad  otk^n  tbo  wont.  RIa  Uh  U  oIm  oao  of 
lb*  bosi  tpoHiBoai  of  oalobloerBi  by.  aad.  ••  Gibboo  bat  obaarrod. 
.  iMM  draaatic  tbaa  ■ay  of  bit  |»lay«.>  Tbo  alwv*  %crmr  woa 
•olactod  aa  cnauiaiaff  aoao  of  ibo  ami  feailiar  iloawir  iaiom. 
aot  for  aay  wit  wbicb  it  dUpiaji,  time*  tbero  U  aorr  doao  ihaa 
mM,  tbo  cToator  part  oaaabttas  of  ttofo  dirvcttoa*.  Tbe  ori^iaal 
it  oao  of  tbo  few  reaadiot  by  Gobloai  nbicb  ia  witboai  tbo  bof- 
fooaory  of  Ik*  apoakiag  RarUqaia. 
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Tfli/ca  fjOui. 

T«  //«  cc'jriiv  rip*  X'>^ptv. 
lfyd»  aSs  TTxpocxaXSt. 
E'/oi  vxi  i^opxi^'At. 

Xnoxpio^oni  pie  tlf  rdfso-j. 
Adyta  IponuAfYi  aby«7Tr,j. 

Zqj>S  pLOU. 

AxpiS^  piau  ^y;f>}. 
A'/oi7tr,ri  poij,  dxpi^d  pau. 
KapShl^x  pjoy. 
AyAnti  pou. 

Ata  vfl^   iJX^pi^T^^S ,  vflk 

^yw  ff«g  t'jX^pt^^^* 

l&i  '/Viapi^<ii  /a/5tv. 

Idci  e^pxi  bnixptoi  xara 

Eydi  ^i\(a  rh  xipitt  psroi 

Mi  b\r,v  p'iit  Tr,v  xxpSictv. 
Me  xa>y;v  /a5u  xccpoix-J. 
2aj  «?/*a(  iindypsoi. 
Etpai  h^oi  i^ixdi  aaj. 

TaTTetviraTOj  dawXoj. 
ElffTf  xara  ff  o3i/a  evyivcxdf . 
no>X«  7re{/5cl!?sa5«. 
Td  i;fw  ©"(dc  x^p^"^  p-ou  v« 

EtTTc  evyfvtxof  xaUyrr/so^- 
T/r/opoi. 

Tt  :^a)isTe ; 

2aj  -RtLp'xxxkCi  va  /ts  /uis- 

Xw^ti  7tepnzoir,(3e^. 

2«>    ciyaTrfii    i^   i/,,.  ^^y 

xxpiioLi, 
Kat  iyd»  bpoiui. 
Itpii^tU  pit  pk  Tat>  7r/6o- 

cravort;  (jai. 

^>f**«  TtVoTiJ  va//s  ff^O- 

n/95(JTa|£re  rav  ob  j>iy  -ya;. 
llpovpijc^   roci    TT/s^caya,- 

9a;. 
Ms  xtkpnn  ptyXkr,*  rtpr,y. 
*^avoyv^  7::piKoir,'S£i,  >s6(i 

TTxpxxixXCt. 
llco«uvi;j»Te   ix  pipoui 

pOU  TOV  CCpxO-JXIX.  ,  1^  TOV 
XU^OWV. 

B«oz«wafr£    rov    Trfij;   tov 

hOupoXjp.oLi. 
^iSai'MiTi  Tov    rwj  r^bv 

a-/a7T'Jj. 


Now  directly. 

Bly  dear  Sir,  do  me  this 

favour. 
I  entreat  you. 
I  conjure  you. 
I  ask  it  of  you  as  a  favour. 
Oblige  mo  so  much. 

jiffectionaic  Expressions. 

My  life. 

My  dear  soul. 

BIy  dear. 

My  heart. 

My  love. 

To  tiiank,  pay  complin 
mentSf  and  testify  re- 
gard, 

I  thank  you. 

I  return  you  thanks. 

lam  much oblid^ed  to  you. 

I  will  do  it  with  pleasure. 

With  all  my  heart. 

Blost  cordially. 

I  am  obliged  to  you. 

1  am  wholly  yours. 

I  am  your  servant. 

Yonr  most  humble  servant. 

You  are  too  obliging. 

You  take  too  much  trouble. 

I  have  a  pleasure  in  ser- 
ving you. 

You  are  obliging  and 
kind. 

That  is  right. 

Wliat  is  your  pleasure? 

What  are  your  commands? 

I  beg  you  will  treat  me 
freely. 

Without  ceremony. 

I  love  you  with  all  my 
heart. 

And  I  the  same. 

Honour  me  with  your 
commands. 

Have  you  any  commands 
for  me  7 

Command  your  servant. 

1  wait  your  commands. 

You  do  mc  great  honour. 
Not  so  much  ceremony,  I 
beg. 

Present  my  respects  to  the 
gentleman,  or  his  lord- 
ship. 

Assure  him  of  my  remem- 
brance. 

Af.surc  him  of  my  friend- 
ship. 


I__. 


Aev  d-^u  "ktlfst  va  rov  rb 

npo^xwi^pxra  p-ox*  tli  tiqv 

Apx^'-^'^toaa^J. 
nvr/xivtrs   ipizpoaOoi   xal 

Goti  Axo\ou6&. 
H^'eu/suxaXaro  xp^Oipau, 
^^supco  TO  civae  pou. 
Me  xoipvere  va  ivrpinoipai 

pk  rauf  roooLii  fd.Ofpo- 

aitvMf  ffa$. 
0^XeTe    )kg<7r6v    va    xapu 

p.lant  <i;f/5e(iT>jTa; 
TTTayw  ipnpoaOx  Jta   va 

o6tf  bnotxouacti, 
Aia  vuxupoi  TYiv  irpoaroc/it'J 

aaj. 
Aev  Ayan&Tiaxti  mpmoi- 

rflii, 
Aev   glpoLi    rt'kiifai  rreyst- 

Tioir^ixii. 
Auto  elvat  t^  xaX»rre/90v. 
Tioov  T^  xaXifjTe^ov. 
E;^eTeX4yov,  e'x*"^*  oVxawv. 

Ata  va  /3£§atfii«jj ,  va  6(.p- 

v>3^5,  va  ffyyxaTav'yaryj;, 

xtX. 
Elvae  «>>;^tviv,  elvat  otXy;- 

^fioraTov. 
Ata  va  aaj  e?ff&)  xt,'J  ficX*}- 

Oetav. 
OvT&Js,  67^*3  eZvaf. 
Uoioi  dpfiB^yyei; 
Aev  eTvat  Troefii;  dpftSo'^tx. 
Tb    TTtrreyw,  <Jev   to  Trt- 

Ki'/di  TO  vat. 

Arfyw  TO  oxt- 

Bot/Xeu  orixTipx  Sti  sIvcli. 

BaXXw  ^xix'fipjx  czi^iJ  elvxt 

Nat,  pa. tVjv  rtsrtv  pou. 

Eli  Tjijv  a\j'j£i'jri7tv  pou. 

M«  t;^v  ^'*iifi-j  pnu. 

^cUy  axi  opvifCti. 

loci  ip'^itti  woav  7ipr,pivOi 

uyOpuiTzoi. 
2a;  Cp-j'jrj)  inavoj  e^;  t;^v 

Ttpti.*  poj. 
ritrrsJjfTe  ps. 
UpiropCi  va  Qoci  rb  /tiCxrji' 

HOsAx  fiulri  vr'r/Y.px  S,  Tt 

S-e'/ers  eta  ToiTO. 
My)   Ti>X(i   xxl    uoTsi^ioOe 

{ x^-'ip^'^siiSTs ) ; 
0//tA»tTe  ,a£  T«  oXa  aaj  ; 
Eyoj  aii  bpikd  pt  t«  cXx 

pojy  Ax\  axi  /e'yw  T/}v 

U/TtOitXV. 
E'/'jt  7X<  TO  /3£Cx(C0VC0. 


I  will  not  fail  to  tell  him 
of  it. 

My  compliments  to  her 
ladyship. 

G<k  before  and  I  will  fol- 
low you. 

I  well  know  my  duty. 

I  know  my  situation. 

You  confound  me  with  so 
much  civility. 

Would  you  have  me  then 
beguilty  of  an  incivility? 
I  go  before  to  obey  you. 

To  comply  with  your  com- 
mand. 

I  do  not  like  so  much  ce- 
remony. 

I  am  not  at  all  ceremo- 
nious. 

This  is  better. 

So  much  the  better. 

You  are  in  the  right. 

To  affirm^  deny,  consent, 
etc. 

It  is  true,  it  is  very  true. 

To  tell  you  the  truth. 

Really  it  is  so. 
Who  doubts  k  ? 
There  is  no  doubt. 
I  believe  il,  I  do  not  be- 
lieve it. 
I  say  yes. 
I  say  no. 
I  wager  it  is. 
I  wager  it  is  not  so. 

Yes,  by  my  faith. 

In  conscience. 

By  my  life. 

Yes,  1  swear  it  to  you. 

I  swear  to  you  as  .in  ho- 
nest man. 

I  swear  to  you  on  my  ho- 
nour. 

Relieve  me. 

I  can  assure  you  of  it. 

I  would  Iny  what  b*t  you 

please  on  this. 
You  jest  by  cliancc? 

Do  you  speak  seriously  ? 
I  speak  seriously  to  you, 
and  lell  you  the  tniili 

I  .issure  >ou  of  it. 
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lot 


Xof  ircvrcua*. 

Td  JMciriv  At  €hnu/U  xaiXipf 

Acv  clvflU  cUqtffV^. 

1        T1|. 

I      Ttuat). 

I  £-/M  T^  cnne  M  vd  ycXdbti. 

Xf  dpdctt  Moatt  npXid. 
Lyu  hrnvTuHncitan  d^  to&» 

r 

I     9T9xata&^f  4  vac  ^0^ a- 
T:  rrpiiztt  yet  xd^f/MfUv; 

O7&I9V    r^Ttdv    ^ikufu* 
ttiai  ^taialfrgpov  iyit  vat  — 

!    *« — ; 

,  kf-ijsai  pig. 


Too  have  gofwad  ic. 
Yoa  faAf*  hit  npon  it. 
I  beUtre  70a. 
I  mmt  beUeTc  yoo. 
This  it  not  iiDpocul»la. 
Then  it  it  very  veil. 


tR. 


Well,  veil. 

Ic  M  not  tnur. 

Hie  Idee. 

TheM  is  Dodiio^  of 

It  is  a  felicbood,  aa  im- 

poeture. 
I  was  io  joke. 

I  said  il  to  lao^    . 

Indeed. 

It  pleases  me  mnch. 

1  agree  vith  yon. 

I  ^Te  my  assent. 

I  do  not  oppose  this. 

1 


IwUI 

I  object  to  this. 

To  conjully   cofMUcr,  or 
rvjototf. 

What  oofht  ve  to  do  ? 
WhatahnUvtf  doT 
What  do  yon  advise  me 

10  do? 
What  part  shall  «•  take? 

Let  ns  do  this. 

Ic  is  belter  that  I— - 

Wail  a  Uttle. 

Would  it  not  be  better 

that 1 

1  viftb  it  were  better. 

Ton  will  do  better  if 

Let  me  90. 

If  I  vere  in  your  ^ce , 

It  is  the  same. 


TV  readier  by  ^tM  $p€ciaun$  Itehw  wiii  W  enaUod  Io 
the  modem  milk  ^  nncient  tonyue. 


PABAIXEL  PilSSAGES  FROM  ST  JOHITS 

GOSPEL. 

Hiw,  AvOfvrcx^v. 

Kepda.  a.  %.tfdX.  A. 

I .  ill rqy  dtpxn*  4roy  ■•  EN  Apx^  ^  ^  ^^(> 
9  i^/9f  •  aad  h  liyo^  I/toy  xoel  h  >^f  4v  ir^«  r^v 
orrx  deoSr-  xail  %Ai  j|rov    B^*t  Mt^  ^*^f  ^  ^  Xdyo«. 

3.  ^T^<rosiST9vc2iTnv        a.  Ovrof  ^  iv  dp'/^ 


3.  d'im  [r«k  itpiy/mrm] 
dUk/t^eeu  reC  p^v]  'W' 
mqeov,  xoil  X^pU  scvr^  v  div 
lycvc  xsrWvsc  cFri  lyiva. 

4>  E£i  flcuT^y  a^ov  {Mi* 
ml^ ^Mf  i|roy ri  f^  t6v 

dv^/BMTrSfV. 

5.  Kfld  T^  fAf  c2{  rqy 
exor^sEv  f^y^Ct  xsd  ii  txo- 
tI«  d!b>  rb  xacrbDia^. 

6.  Eycvcv  f  vcc€  dvBpti* 
ttof  dntrfttkfUvof  ditb  rbv 
ecfty,  rft  lve/id(  tou  laidcv- 


a.IIdryncdSi'c^Teufly^- 

Mitl  X**^U  fltwreu 
dT^ytro  owdl  iv,  I  y^y^ 
vffy. 

4.  liy  ocvrA  $wii  Jiy,  jucl 
Jk  (anq  JIv  Ti  f6<  t6v  dy- 
Bptimatv, 

5.  Kod  T^  f6«  i»  Tf 
ox9t(«  ffltlyci,  xal  4  ntortoc 
flCi>ri  eu  xscrtf^tftficy. 

6.  Eytfvtro  fl2v0^ome< 
dTtt«T0c>iui4vo«  Tra/9a  e<ov, 
ovo/ut  0B/t6  LsMcyviK. 


THE  INSCBIPT10N8  AT  ORCHOMENUS  FROM 

MELETIUS. 

dPXOMEIfdz,  xeivA«Zx/6me&,  rtiltf  nork  7r>outf<ft»- 
TOTi)  xflcl  {e;fv^«»Tern;,  itp^tpov  xxkou/Uyti  Bocaircx«l 
A9i{yac,  f{«  Tijv  iTTOJav  i/jrov  6  Kabt  t£»v  Xa/struv,  df 
rhv  ^TreToy  i7r>i4^aryey  r^v}  ei  Brfiadot^  ovrivof  ri 
li^ofOf  dtvtndf^  nork  vitb  T<»y  Aeir9c>dt>9efliiy.  ^ttocvi^ 
yifpt^  tU  aurnv  r^  n^Xcy  roc  Xa^tn^ca,reu  iffofou 
dyiciyec  tupov  iittypofcct  iy  enl^aic  tv^y  reO  xtc- 
eSd-mof  vaau  lit  6yf6pxxt  Til;  BtOT^xow ,  W7r6  toO 
jtp^tvomaBapiev  Aievrof,  iitl  x^  €auiliwf  Baec* 
Xf <ou,  AtfevTOf,  xal  KaiyeTayr^yev,  ix^it^eif  oCnti'  iv 
fuvrf/uf  X9cv6(. 

•  oic^c  iv6u#y  T&y  dy6va  T6y  Xa/»tTi)e{ftiy. 
Za>7rc9n}f. 

ZsiOof  Zfljf>9V  nbr^co;.  ^  ] 

Neu/afycof  lVeu/uii)y{ou  A^qysOe^. 
netirniK '^6y*        \^' 

I^^J^TTYrOfi  Po^lTnTOU  A^cydof . 

KcOacten};. 
^flcvfa;  X7re»9cdT9i/  rou^av^oui2o>ev«  d^iro  Ku/x^f . 

Tpar/yidi. 
Inttoupdcrnf  AptTTOfiivoui  TdSiof. 

Ka^lerporroi  Eicatirrou  evj6a1o«. 
notrrriii  loeruptav. 

Vnex/om)^. 
^p69toi  AM/9O0I0V  Txpavrivif. 

necvjT^C  T/B«y»»A6v. 
Zoj;ox>iSfi  Zoj»oxXi9U{A*9r,ya7of. 

Tirox/scnif. 
Ka6</9cx9«  Otooiw^du  er,$al9;. 

flonqriK  KatfidiSt&v. 
ki4i«vipo{  Apier^fvof  A^/alo;. 

Yir0x^mi«. 
ATTocXof  irraXou  iBftvadof. 


I 
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Otae  ivcxojy  rbv  v>i/Avrrov  Ay&va  r&v  bfioiciwf. 
Irpocvtvoi  Euvtxou  Ovi^ato;. 

T/ca/uJ<5$. 
l7r7roxy9«T>?$  ApioTO/jidvoui  P6^og. 

KoXX/vT/oaTo;  E^ox^orou  9i;^al9». 
Ta  ^TTtvtxta. 
K'.Y/W(6v  Iloti7Tif}j. 
AXi^xvipos  Apirricavoi  A0yjvai9$. 
Ev  (Ts  T^  ^'i^?  octtptxGif. 
Mvaotvcj  upxovroi  dywvo^iTtovros,  to 
Xa/9tTetTtov,  sJa^toTca  TrbcvTwv  oi  Tut^e  ivlxtMUV  rde 
Xoc/0(rctT(a. 

SaXTTcyxTo:;. 

Kocysou^. 
Elpoi^Xi  IcixpxTtOf  &iiCilOi. 

VLT^rrotp  Mijoro/oo*  ♦wxa«uf . 

P'x'pfJOOi. 

K/sceruv  KXceavo;  0£{oeco;. 

A-j>«CTia(. 
HtptygviXi  lipoMXsiooco  Kou^txrpf6{. 

Aa/ii>}vrroff  D^auxu  Apytog. 

Kidxpircai. 
Tupaxpoi  A/Aa>oaa>  A^Xsuf  ehri  Mou/sfvaj. 

T/coyaeuoiif. 
A.ffx)ia7riiow/eoj  UouOsAo  Txpavrtvdf. 

Titxoarpaxoi  ^tkoaTpdcr<tt  Oc/fiitoj. 

T«  imvixux  Koi/ixtuSdf. 
Edxpxoi  lipo66r(M}  Ko^eovsu^.n 

Ev  dc»w  >t9w. 

a  • 

nMu^tji^os  noXi^x^s<Tou$  ia/9uvu/A0;  ^toyiroivof  oiv- 
ipt99L  ;fo^ay«iffxvTej  vexaaavrej  ^lov^jctou  civ^Syjxav 
Tt/xcovoj  rf^;covTO»  ayXtovTo;  x>^9j  otoovroj  dXxt- 
ffCe'vioj.tt 

Ev  iTipu  Ai^w. 

«  3-wv«/9;fw  oipXO'^Oif  fuivbi  ^stXoudLoit  ^pX^ wj 

E<j^eo)(  xp/i&kfioi  ^oty.slx 5{  dni^oiA*  dnb  rui 

ooxjy/pxfCi  T.i^x  Twv  Tio'kifiupx^'**  xy;  twv  xaro- 
TTTcicov,  KviXi/isvoj  Tocj  ffOU'/y^apoj?  Totj  xtpiivxi  Ttxp 

rjfpi-JXy  x/j  jjtotav  x»3  Trajwistv x>;T(/xd- 

fjLitoov  ^ojy.eixit  x>]  o'a/xoTeXciy  ^^jvioa/xu,  X17  ^iovu^o'^ 
xapc90(^cj  ;(v]^{>ivc(a  xcrr  to  if«p{9/Aa  t&i  oxfua. 


TToc/o  9wjptXov>  x^  r^fpova  fUKixf.  K^  nee^o  oiojvuccov 
xxfiwibtpoi  y^pfiivix^  XT]  "XuaiSxpLOv  Sa^taxCkiof  niia 
rfitv  Tzoktpjxpx^'^t  ^  'f^^  xaTOirrocuv. 

■  A^;ifovTOff  iv  ipxofitvb  ^uvap)^,  fuifbs  AXa^o- 
/Jitviuy  iv  (Ti  F  iXsTtv}  Mevo^rao  'A^;f«>afl*  yuufv^j 
Tzpxroi.  0,uoXo*/d(  Eu$oj>Li  F  i>xr/v)«  i  »?  t^  ^*X« 
i/^tOjaev/cjv.  E7ret^J7  xfX9/*toT>j  Ey6«)iOff  7r«^  t:5»  ^** 
•Xc^TT^  Jccveiov  array  xor  toe;  bfio\oyiati  Tot;  Tc6c9a( 
S'uv«y5;f&i  dc/o;foyTOf,  /xftyi;  Sst^oudiu,  xtj  ovr  ^p<i- 
3i^T>j  ayrdi  iVt  otifiiv  nxp  rxv  7ri)itv,  d>3l'  drrrfx'  '^«vTa 
7re/oi  TTavTfts,  x^q  elTTooa^iSay^t  t^  tt^Xj  t6  €/«vt««  t«s 
^/io>o*/t9c>,  «f  /i'v  TTOTi  ^ioo/jiivov  xpovov  LJ^^'iiXj  tni 
vofxlxi  F  CTC  b^TT^rra/sa  jSoueooc  oouv  firrrcy;  ^cde  xxrtr^ 
Ft  xaTt  Tipo^xTuq  oowy  i^yy;  ;fe(Xt>j>  O^PX^  t6  xp^''^**  ^ 
ivtxurbi  b  /lercc  Oitvxpxov  xpxovrx  ipx^pisvioi  «iro- 
ypxf  saOvi  ^i  Ey/3«i>Xov  xar'  ivtauTOv  fxaorov  TTotp  rbv 
7x/Jtixv  X37  Tov  vdy-div  av  tots  xaC/iiaTa  t6»v  itpoCdf 
TWV,  x^  TWV  ^jyfiiv,  xij  TWV  ^ouCtv,  x>j  twv  frrTTftiv,  w^ 
xcKTtva  doxfixluv  ^inr,  rb  TT/et^o;  /xei  ohtoy/sbe^svo  ^i 
itXiovx  Td*v  yzypxiMiJirJC^v  iv  tiJ  90uyx<>*pti'H  ii  oatarii 

7]  TO  ivvofiiov  E-J/3wXoy  cpstXsc Xif 

Tfi»v  iy9;fo^u«vtwv  xpyoupiu Trrra/tobwrra 

Ei/SwXw  x«y  exaoTOv  ^^tayTOv,  x^fixov  fepirea  ^P^X' 
P-Xi TXi  pvxi  ixKOTa;  xara /uLStva 

t6v  XIQ  ipTipXHLTOi  COTW  TOV  ipXOpitVlOV , 

xal  Tot  if^>.» 

llv  aXXots  \i9ots. 

•  Avo&upx  9uvfopov  ;fai^«"  NORVE2.  mKayXtnlroy 
dpL^xptxoi,  xxl  a>Xa(.  w  ifv  ojiepia  intypotf^  loo<> 
rivovy  ^  TTvsu/xa'  a  oe  ^.uel;  imoypx^fiev ,  oi  xoc- 
Xaeoc  Tcpooiypxfov,  Kal  tsc  is^;. 


Ai^vyET^m 


^\j'j<kpxoi  cipxovroit  peivbi  Alxkxopavlfji  F  Apv&v, 
ttoXOxXjios  rx,uixi  dni^xt  eJSoiX'j  dpxiodfuu  fOixiil 
xnb  rxi  aooy/px^Ct  rb  xxtxXijtzov  xerr  t6  y^ftop.x 
TW  Oa/xw,  «v€>.iyiA5vos  Tag  ooi7y/»«pw;  T«i   xipavxi 


The  foliowini;  is  the  prospectus  of  a  translation  of 
Anacharsis  iuto  Romaic,  by  my  Romaic  naster,  Mar- 
marotouri,  who  wished  to  pubhsh  it  ia  EoQland. 

EUiisiz  TrnorPA*iK.ri . 

npbi  Tou;  iv  fuoysveii  xxl  fO^iXArjvx^, 

0201  els  fii^Aix  TtxvTooxnx  i-rzpufStnv,  i^titp9w 
Tzdaov  elvat  rb  ;;/5>;5t/xov  t^»  iaropixi'  it*  ec/Tn*  ydp 
i^euphxtrxi  ii  n\iciv  psixxxpjopLivn  Tra^acdrx;; ,  rai 
^eojpouvTXL  Cii  iv  xaTOTTT^w  ri6T,f  TipcfXtii  xai  oiovatr 
oetj  TXoWCiv  xx\  ovx^bptfiv  iOvGiv  xxi  ysvwv,  oiv  t>;v 
p'/Yipr,v  o\!9oJ5XTO  xat  o\a7WO«t  Vj  lorojooci;  AoSyi}9c;  s^{ 
a^&va  TOV  arravTa. 

Mia  T^TOia  ^TTtTncuvj  clvat  e"ja:r4xTirr05,  xal  iv 
To-JfTfi*  eip£>{/XTj,  i^f  xpilrrov  einilv  d^-Kr/xxlx'  marl 
Xotrov  Ttfiiii  pdvoL  vxrrjv  yffTe,50w/«9a,/*»;  Vj{^«y^covTti 

OUT*  TOCi  dpx^i  TWV  Ttpoyiviuv  /xaf ,    Ttddiv   TIOTS  xat 

7165  i'jpiBr,'sxv  g\i  T«i  TTxrpioxi  //aj,  o>r«  rxTfOr,,  t« 
xaToy&<?w//aTa  xat  t>;v  o*(otxy:o(v  twv;  Av  i^Tij^w/iCv 
Toi»5  a)iAcy«vci>,  ii^eOpo'jv  vet  /ascg  owoouv  o;;c  ftuStvov 
ioTopixdii  T>jv  dpxyiv  xat  tjjv  Tt^iooov  Tfi»v  Tt^yovc^y 
/uuc;,  eiXXtt  xal  TOTtoypofixCi^  pa&i  oisc/vouv  to((  d'C9C({ 
Tfijv  7TaT/5towv /*a>,  xat  oiovit  ;fet^ayw7ol  ytvdu-r/ot 
//£  tow;  yewy/saptxou;  twv  TT^vaxa;,  /uw;  Xrfyouv,  ecu 
cZvat  ai  A^vat,  i^u*  yj  2Tra/?Ty;,   ixcl  at  t^&ai,  rOsx 


GHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


lOI 


j  Ih  <v^of  iprcvoffrff.  Yoo  have  gofwad  it 

I  T^  hrcrt^xrrc.  Ton  bav«  hit  upon  it. 

I  Hi  iTC«rcwoi.  I  bcUerc  yoa. 

I  UpiTttt  vat  aSc  iriTrcJrati.  I  miut  belieire  yoo. 

Ajri  Av  f Iveu  cWCwfltroy.  This  is  not  impossihla. 

Ti  ^cir^  dc  civflu/ii  xa>i^  Thca  it  is  ^trg  wslL 


&s>«,xsi>di. 

Ao  c7vsc  «a«|0cy^. 

A«v  sIkki  rlirori  (  dnh  9ix6» 
th9i  tm.  fcudbf ,  fin  ehc^ 

reva). 
iyii  rh  sime  AA  vd  tcMbm. 

Ms  ipd99t  xflcret  iro]^. 
Ivyucncvcusi  i  tf  roOrow 

Ufiati  sv/wysiiw^,  fa  sv^ 
£791  hmvTuinfOfiau  d^  xo^ 

TS. 

Its  Me  0U^fevXfv^i,  ydk 

* 

I    ,  ;«*• 

,  OzgIov    rp&ttov   ^Atf/uy 

A;  w/tsyrrv  «r<^i|. 

I  ZraftTTff  ^Icyov. 

vo ; 


tR. 


Weil,  well. 

It  is  not  mm. 

Itisfclse. 

There  is  nothing  of 

It  is  s  falsehood,  aa  in- 

posture. 
I  was  in  joke. 

I  said  it  to  lao^    . 

Indeed. 

It  pleases  me  rnnch. 

I  agree  with  yon. 

I  give  my  assent. 

I  do  not  oppose  this. 

f 


I  will  not. 

I  object  to  this. 

To  coamlf,   consider*  or 
rssolve. 

What  oof  ht  we  to  do  ? 
Whatihallwtf  doT 
What  do  yon  advise  me 

to  do? 
What  part  shall  wa  taker 

Let  ns  do  this. 

It  is  better  that  I— > 

Wait  a  Uttle. 

Would  it  not  be  better 

that T 

I  wish  it  were  better. 
Ton  will  do  better  if — 
Let  me  90. 
If  I  were  in  yoor  plaee , 

It  is  the 


Tie  reader  ky  the  ipecimens  frelow  wiU  U  tnmhUd  lo 
cmepATt  the  modem  wilK  the  nncieHt  tonyue. 

PARALLiX.  PASSAGES  FROM  ST  JOUITS 

GOSPEL. 

Ntov.  AuOffVTtx^v. 

aerix  ere v *  xaA  St6^  i|r»v    9«^f  m^  ^t^S  ^  ^  Xdyo«. 


3.  6)m  [tA  npdy/mrei] 

mqeav,  noA  x^pit  ffur^y  div 
lycvi  xsrWvsc  trrc  lycvt. 

4.  Eli  ffvT^y  ^0v  {^mI* 
xoil^ {^  i|roy r&  f^  rfiv 

dv^/BMffSfV. 

5.  Kfld  T^  fAf  tit  rigv 
ex9r(ay  f^y/tif  xsd  ii  axo- 
rfa  ikv  r6  xflrroQ^Cc. 

6.  jfycvtv  f voce  ah»9/»st- 
iroc  cbtiorreO^/tftfyec  flbr^  r^y 
Ocfty,  T^  tyo/id(  tov  isicn^ 
yiK. 


3.  ndona  dSi'  tcjtou  iyi- 
mk  x^pU  auTolt 
iydvero  owdl  |y,  I  yitfye- 

y«y. 

4-  ^y  «ci>r6  {^  jiy,  xflcl 
J^  (;o«}  j|y  rd  f6(  t6v  dy- 
0^ira»y. 

5.  Kak  Ti  f6«  t»  r9\ 
•xorif  fslvei ,  x«l ;{}  exor^ 
fltvT^  0tf  xecriXeiSev. 

6.  Ibytfvrre  ciytf^sme; 
dRceroX/A^vof  na/Mc  ecou, 
dvofut  auT6  isMcyyiQC. 


THE  INSCRIPTIONS  AT  ORCHOHENUS  FROM 

MELETIUS. 

dPXOMEItdz,  Mty&flKpatoUf  ndUf  irort  7r>du9(Q«- 
rdcni  xftl  {s/u/mstotv;,  Kp^tpov  xxXeuft^vv)  Bo(e«nxsel 
A9^yeu,  t{«  ti;v  bitolav  i/tov  6  Sgtbf  r&v  Xa/s^raiv,  e<( 
r^y  ^iroTov  J7r>i}/»«iyov  xiXn  oi  Oq^tloc,  outivo;  rd 
HofOf  dtvtmAf^  Ttork  uitb  tfty  Aemoi^dyitMv.  ^ttovi^- 
yupt^  df  oungy  t^  ir^Xiv  roc  Xn^mioca,  rou  enocou 
dyfiyoc  ev/My  Iffcy/Mipdic  |y  enlXacf  sv^v  xoXt  arc- 
eBivTOi  yooO  iir*  ^v^/uaTC  rff;  Ocer^xeu ,  unh  row 
jtpufromaiBtiplou  Atfevroc,  <irl  rtfh^  CM(>tf6»y  Bast- 
]m<ou,  AtfovTOs,  xal  K«»yoTayT<yaw,  ix^^'^^'C  avrwc*  iv 
^y  tJ  AUf  X9ry6f . 

•  O&c  iy{x«iy  r&y  4y6y«  T6y  Xaptnieiaiv. 

VevpcJ^viof  Voupviylou  XAtiMde/ 

Uotnrnt  iit&v.       V  ' 
Xpn^Uit  Ai]/M0x)^i9u<  diqfolef.      /  ' 

AuAvrnff .  ' 

A7ro3iXd^0To;  inollo^Areu  K/>i)f .       ^'    -^     - 

^d^TiitOi  VoUtmou  Ap'/tloi, 

KtBoLpun^i. 
^avlxf  iltoWoodrou  ro^^xviou^lo)ituidnb  Kuybir^f. 

Ki$ap«^6i. 

Tpec/ria66i. 
litrtoxpdxm  Apmopivovi  P^Aoj. 

Ka»/or/9aro«  Efax^arow  evjSatof . 

Ilocyrngf  Zffru/ociiv. 
i/tv]ytaf  A«|,ttOxXtf9U«  aif]€xl0(. 

l^TtoxjomJff. 
iMfidOtOf  ^otpoSiou  ToLpavrtvif. 

Zop9x>j}$  Zo^oxXievfX^aTsc. 

TiT9X/orn]f« 
Ka6<jocx9$  Btodoipou  Brfialoi. 

JUtfCavd/»o<  A/9iera»vo«  A&rjvalof,^ 

XitoMptrnt' 
Arrakof  irroXtfu  i^iyvcOoi. 
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meats. — I  have  ventured  to  adopt  the  name  connected 
with  nobler  a^ociations  than  those  of  mere  slaughter. 

Note  7.  Stanza  xxx. 
I  turn'd  from  mII  the  brought  to  ibo*e  »lio  could  not  bring. 

My  (juide  from  Mont  St  Jean  over  the  field  seemed 
intelligent  and  accurate.  The  place  vrhcre  Major  Howard 
fell  was  not  far  from  two  tall  and  solitary  trees  (there 
was  a  third  cut  down,  or  shivered  in  the  battle)  which 
stand  a  few  yards  from  each  other  at  a  pathway's  side. 
—  Beneath  these  he  died  and  was  buried.  The  body 
has  since  been  removed  to  England.  A  small  hollow 
for  the  present  marks  where  it  lay,  but  will  probably 
soon  be  effaced ;  the  plough  has  been  upon  it,  and  the 
grain  is. 

After  pointing  out  the  different  spots  where  Picton 
and  other  gallant  men  had  perished,  the  guide  said, 
a  Here  Major  Howard  lay;  I  wasnearhtm  when  wound- 
ed.»  I  told  him  my  relationship,  and  he  seemed  then 
still  more  anxious  to  point  out  the  particular  spot  and 
circumstances.  The  place  is  one  of  the  most  marked 
in  the  field  from  the  p^uliarity  of  the  two  trees  above- 
mentioned. 

I  went  on  horseback  twice  over  the  field,  comparing 
it  with  my  recollection  of  similar  scenes.  As  a  plain, 
Waterloo  seems  marked  out  for  the  scene  of  so.ne  great 
action,  though  this  may  be  mere  imagination  :  I  have 
viewed  with  ailenlion  those  of  IMateii,  Troy,  Muntinea. 
Lcuctra,  Chaeronea,  and  Marathon  ;  and  the  field  around 
Mont  St  Jean  and  Houyoumont  appears  to  want  Utile 
but  a  better  cause,  and  that  indefinable  but  impressive 
halo  which  the  lapse  of  ages  throws  around  a  celebrated 
spot,  to  vie  in  interest  willi  any  or  all  of  these,  except 
perhaps  the  last  mentioned. 

Note  8.  Stanza  xxxiv. 
Like  to  the  apple*  on  tho  Dead  Sca't  shore. 
The  (fabled)  apples  on  the  brink  of  the  lake  Asphalies 
were  said  to  be  fair  without,  aud  within  ashes. — Vide 
Tacitus,  Histor.  I.  v,  7. 

Note  9.  Stanza  xli. 
For  »ceptr«l  cynic*  earth  were  far  loo  wMe  a  den. 

The  great  error  of  Napoleon,  «  if  we  have  writ  our 
annals  irue,M  was  a  continued  obtrusion  on  mankind 
of  his  want  of  all  community  of  feeling  for  or  with 
them;  perhaps  more  offensive  to  human  vanity  tlkan 
the  active  cruelty  of  more  trembling  and  suspicious 
tyranny. 

Such  were  his  speeches  to  public  assemblies  as  well  as 
individuals:  and  the  single  expression  which  he  is  said 
to  have  usetl  on  returning  to  Paris  after  the  Russian 
winter  h.id  destroyed  his  army,  rubbing  his  hands  over 
a  fire,  «  This  i&  pleasantcr  than  Moscow,*  would  pro- 
bably alienate  more  favour  from  his  cau<>e  than  the 
destruction  aud  reverses  v  liich  led  to  the  remark. 

Note  10.   Stan7.a  xlviii. 
What  want  lh(>»f'  ouiIbit*  cfinquerort  ihould  bavf)  T 
•  What  wantt  that  knare 
That  a  kint;  thould  havnT* 

was  King  James's  question  on  meeting  Johnny  Arm- 
strong aud  his  followers  in  full  accoutrements. — See  the 
ballad. 

Note  1 1.   Song,  stanza  i. 
The  caall<Kl  cra(;  of  Drachcnfrlt. 
The  castle  of  Drachenfcis  stands  on  the  highest  sum- 
mit of  «  the  Seven  Mountains,»  over  the  Rhine  banks; 


it  is  in  ruins,  and  connected  with  some  singular  tradi- 
tions :  it  is  the  first  in  view  on  the  road  from  Bonu, 
but  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river;  on  this  bank, 
nearly  facing  it,  are  the  remains  of  another  called  the 
Jew's  Casile,  and  a  large  cross  commemorative  of  tlte 
murder  of  a  chief  by  his  brother.  The  number  of  r,i<.|jrs 
aud  cities  along  the  course  of  the  Rhine  on  both  sides  is 
very  great,  and  their  situations  remarkably  beauti/ul. 

Note  12.    Stanza  Ivii. 
The  ithileneas  of  hU  aoul,  and  tbu»  men  oVr  bim  wfpt. 

The  monument  of  the  young  and  lamented  General 
Marceau  (killed  by  a  ritle-ball  at  Alterkirchen,  on  the 
last  day  of  the  foi^rth  year  of  the  French  republic)  still 
remains  as  described. 

The  inscriptions  on  his  monument  are  rather  too  lon^^. 
and  not  required :  his  name  was  enough ;  France  adoreii , 
and  her  enemies  admired  :  both  wept  over  him. — Ui% 
funeral  was  attended  by  the  generals  and  detachments 
from  both  armies.  In  the  same  grave  General  Ho<-Ue 
is  interred, a  gallant  man  also  in  every  sense  of  the  word; 
but  though  he  distinguished  himself  greatly  in  baitlf, 
he  had  not  the  good  fortune  to  die  there ;  his  death  wa^ 
attended  by  suspicious  of  poi&on. 

A  separate  monument  (not  over  his  body,  which  i-s 
buried  by  Marceau's)  is  rai>ed  for  him  near  Auilerujch, 
opposite  to  which  one  of  his  most  memorable  exploits 
W.1S  performed,  in  throwing  a  bridge  to  an  island  on  ihr- 
Rhine.  The  shape  and  style  are  different  from  that  of 
Marceau's,  and  the  inscription  more  simple  and  pleas- 
ing: 

•  Tb«  Army  of  the  Samhr<>  and  Mente 

Co  itt  Comioandrr-in-cbief, 

UOCU£.> 

This  is  all,  and  as  it  should  be.  Hoche  was  esteemed 
among  the  first  of  France's  earlier  generals  before 
Buonaparte  monopolized  her  triumphs. — He  was  the 
destined  commander  of  the  invading  army  of  Ireland. 

Note  1 3.  Stanza  Iviii. 

Ilcrp  Ehr(>nIiriii»iiMn.  with  her  thatler'd  wall. 

Ehrenbreilsiein,  i.  e.  w  the  broad  Stone  of  Honour, >• 
one  of  the  strongest  fortresses  in  Europe,  was  dis- 
mantled and  blown  up  by  the  French  at  the  truce  of 
Leoben. — It  Had  been  and  could  only  be  reduced  \ff  f.i- 
mine  or  treachery.  It  yielded  to  the  former,  aided  by 
surprise.  After  having  seen  the  fortifications  of  Gibral- 
tar and  Malta,  it  did  not  much  strike  by  comparison, 
but  the  situation  is  commanding.  General  Marceau  be- 
sieged it  in  vain  for  some  time  ;  and  I  slept  in  a  room 
where  I  was  shown  a  window  at  which  he  is  s.iid  to 
have  been  standing  observing  the  progress  of  the  sie(V 
by  moonlight,  when  a  ball  struck  immediately  below 
it. 

Note  14.  Stanza  Ixiii. 
Untepnlrhred  tht*y  roam'd,  ami  kliriuk'd  earh  wandering  (;h<>*t. 
The  rhapel  is  destroyed,  and  the  pyramid  of  bones  di- 
minished to  a  small  number  by  the  Burgundian  legion  in 
the  service  of  France,  who  anxiously  effaced  this  r»'conl 
of  their  ancestors'  less  snctessful  invasions.  A  few  Mill 
remain,  notwithstanding  (he  pains  taken  by  the  Bur^^un- 
tlians  for  ages  (all  who  passed  that  way  removing  a  bone 
to  their  own  coiintry\and  the  less  justifiable  larrenie-  of 
the  Swiss  postilions,  who  carried  them  off  to  s»*il  for 
knife-handles,  a  purpose  for  which  the  whiteness  imbibed 
by  the  bleaching  of  years  had  rendered  them  in  great  re- 
qiipst.  Of  these  relics  I  ventured  to  bring  away  as  nau<.  h 
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as  toMj  hmre  made  Uie  quarler  of  a  hopo,  for  which  the 
«ole  excofe  is,  ihac  if  1  had  not*  the  nest  paurr  by  aieht 
have  perrened  them  to  wone  lues  than  iho  carefal  pr»- 
4«nralioa  which  I  iatcod  for  iheoii. 

Note  1 5.  Siana  liv. 
l«T*ir4  Avmikaai.  talk  atrvw'd  kr  mBJmI  toad*. 
I       Ateoticum  (near  Morat)  was  tlie  Romao  capital  of 
,  TlelTetiA,  where  Avencbes  now  stands. 

•  Note  1 6.  Staoia  Ixti. 

a»4  tail  wIiUb  itair  mn  •••  Biad.  ea*  taart,  om  4«m. 
'      Julia  Alpioula,  a  youiig  AreoUao  priestess,  died  toon 
J  after  a  irain  endeavour  to  save  her  father,  coodemoed 
;  to  death  as  a  traitor  by  Aulm  Gaeciua.  Her  epitaph  was 
]  discovered  maay  years  ago; — it  is  thus — 

iolta  AlpfNls 

laMlck  patrl*  iatelis  prola*, 

Dmt  Avcaii*  uendo*. 

Etorara  patrU  aeerai  aoa  poial: 

Mak  SMri  ia  fatk  Ilia  ft. 

Viti  Aaaa*  UUn. 

1  kaow  of  DO  human  eompoaition  to  affectiog  9  this, 
nor  a  history  of  deeper  hilerest.  These  are  the  names 
and  actions  w^ich  onght  not  to  perish,  and  to  which 
we  Cum  with  a  tme  and  healthy  tenderness,  from  the 
wretched  and  jittering  detail  of  a  confused  mass  of 
conquests  and  battles,  with  which  the  mind  is  roused 
for  a  time  to  a  false  and  feverish  sympathy,  from 
whence  it  recurs  at  length  with  all  tite  nausea  roose- 
quent  on  such  intoaicaiion. 

Note  1 7.  Siaaaalxvii. 

la  ita  na*  fbce,  lita  y«»adar  Alplaa  taaw. 

This  is  written  ia  the  eye  of  Mont  Blanc  (June  3d, 
1816),  which  even  at  this  distance  dasiles  mine. 

(July  aoth.)  I  this  day  observed  for  some  time  the 
distinct  reflection  of  Mont  Blanc  and  Moot  Argentic 
in  the  calm  of  the  lake,  which  I  was  crossing  in  my 
boat ;  the  distance  of  these  mountains  from  their  mir- 
ror  ia  siaty  miles. 

Note  18.  Stanm  Uxi. 

9j  tta  blaa  ratliiBS  of  ita  ammy  Btaar. 
The  colour  of  the  Rhone  at  Geneva  is  Mue,  to  a  depth 
of  tint  which  1  have  never  seen  equalled  ia  water,  salt 
or  fresh,  except  in  the  Mediterranean  and  Archipelago. 

Note  19.  Stania  IxaUu 
Ttaa  valfar  alad*  aay  ha  with  all  itay  Mafc  fommu 
This  refers  to  the  account  in  his  «  Gonfeaaiooaa  of  his 
passion  for  the  Gomtesse  d'Uoudetol  (the  mistress  of 
St  Lambert),  and  his  long  walk  every  morning  for  the 
sake  of  the  single  kiss  which  was  the  common  saluta- 
tion of  French  acquainuoce.-* Rousseau's  description 
of  his  feelings  on  this  occasion  may  he  considered  as 
the  most  passionate,  yet  nol  impure  description  and 
expreaaioa  of  love,  that^rer  kiadled  iaio  words;  which 
after  all  mast  be  felt,  from  their  very  force,  to  be  iaa- 
deqoate  to  the  deliaeatioa :  a  painting  caa  give  no  suf> 
ficient  idea  of  the  o<»m. 

Note  so.  Suusa  xct. 

Of  earth  a'ar-cailaff  aMiaataiai- 

It  ia  to  be  recollected  that  the  most  beautiful  and 

imprcasive  doctrines  of  the  divine   founder  of  Ghris- 

tianity  were  delivered,  not  in  die  TtmpU,  hut  on  the 

Jfownl. 

To  wave  the  question  oF  devotion,  and  turn  to  human 


eloqaeaee,  the  moat  eflcctaal  and  qdeadad  specimena 
were  aot  pfonoaaeed  vrithin  walk  Demosthenes  ad- 
dressed the  public  and  popular  assemblies.  Cicero 
spoke  in  the  fbmm.  That  this  added  to  their  effcct  on 
the  mind  of  both  orator  and  heaicn,  may  be  conceived 
from  the  difference  between  what  we  read  of  the  em^ 
lions  then  and  lliere  produced,  and  these  we  ounelvm 
experience  in  the  penisal  m  the  closet.  It  is  one  thing 
to  read  the  Hind  at  Sig»um  and  on  the  tnmuii,  or  by 
the  springs  witii  Mount  Ida  above,  and  the  plain  and 
rivers  and  Archipelago  around  you;  and  another  to  trim 
yonr  taper  over  it  in  a  song  library— tAis  1  kaow. 

Were  the  eariy  aad  rapid  progreis  of  what  is  called 
Methodism  to  be  aiiriboled  to  any  cause  beyond  the 
enthusiasm  excited  by  its  vehement  fsith  and  doctrines 
(the  truth  or  error  of  which  1  presume  neither  to  can- 
vasa  nor  to  question),  I  should  venture  to  ascribe  it  to 
the  practice  of  preaching  in  the  jCeUi,  and  the  uasta- 
died  aad  extemporaneous  elfasioos  of  its  tcacheia. 

The  Mussulmaus,  whose  erroaeoaa  devoiioa  (at  least 
ia  the  lower  onlen)  is  most  siooere,  and  thersfore  iaa- 
prcasive,  are  accustomed  to'  repeat  their  prescribed 
orisoasaad  prayers  wherever  they  nuy  beat  the  slated 
houn<— of  course  frequently  in  the  open  air,  kneeling 
upon  a  light  nut  (which  they  carry  for  the  purpose  of 
a  bed  or  cushion  as  required) ;  the  ceremony  lasts  toaM 
minutes,  during  which  they  are  totally  absorbed,  and 
only  living  in  their  supplication ;  notliing  can  disturb 
them.    On  me  tlic  simple  and  entire  sincerity  of  these 
men,  aad  the  spirit  which  appeared  to  be  withia  and 
upon  litem,  aiade  a  far  greater  impressioa  ihaa  aay 
general  rite  which  was  ever  peiformed  ia  places  of  wor- 
ship, of  which  I  have  seea  those  of  almost  every  per- 
snasioa  aader  the  san :   iacluding  most  of  our  ewa 
sectaries,  aad  the  Greek,  the  Catholic,  the  Armenian, 
the  Lutheran,  the  Jewish,  and  the  Mahometan.    Maay 
of  the  negroes,  of  whom  there  are  aombers  ia  the 
Turkish  empire,  are  idolaters,  aad  have  free  eserciae  of 
their  belief  aad  ita  riles;  some  of  these  I  had  a  distaat 
view  of  at  Patras,  and  from  what  I  could  make  out  of 
them,  they  appeared  lo  be  of  a  truly  hgaa  dcaeriptioa, 
and  not  very  agreeable  to  a  spectator. 

Note  SI.  Slaosa  xcii. 
Tta  Bfcy  U  ctaafed !— aad  tarh  ■  ctaafa!  Oh  alflM. 

The  ihaader-storms  to  which  these  lines  refer  oc- 
curred  on  the  i3th  of  June,  1816,  at  midnight.  I  have 
seen  among  the  Acroceraunian  mountains  of  Chimari 
several  more  terrible,  hot  none  more  beautiful. 

Note  IS.  Stansa  xcix. 
Aad  M»4M  lata  mi  >a>i  mss  itaw  wfaafkt. 

Rousseau's  Beloite.  Letter  17.  part  4,  note.— « Cm 
mootagnes  soat  si  hautes,  qu'une  demi-heure  aprb  le 
soleil  cooche,  leurs  sommels  soat  eacorc  eclaires  de  ses 
rayoos;  doat  le  rouge  forme  eor  ces  cimes  blanches 
Mue  Mh  coulear  de  rose  qa'oa  aper^it  de  fort  loia.» 
This  applies  more  particolariy  to  the  heighto  over 
Meillerie. 

«  J'allai  ll  Veiray  loger  a  la  Clef,  et  pendaat  deax  joars 
que  j'y  resiai  saas  voir  persooae,  je  pris  poar  celie 
viile  oa  amoar  qui  m'a  suivi  <lans  lous  mes  voyages, 
et  qui  m'y  a  fiiil  eUblir  enfin  les  li^ros  de  mon  roman. 
Je  dirois  volontiers  ii  ceux  qui  ont  du  go&t  el  qui  aoat 
lensibles :  Alles  k  Vevay->visitei  le  pays,  examines  les 
•lies,  promenes-vous  sur  le  lac,  et  dites  si  la  nature 
n'a  pas  foit  cr  beau  pays  pour  una  Julie,  poar  uae 
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Claire,  el  pour  un  Siiiul-Preiu  ;  mais  ue  Ics  y  clierchez 
pas.M  Les  Confessions,  livre  iv.  page  3o6.  Lyon, 
1796. 

In  July  1816,  I  made  a  voyatje  round  the  lake  of 
Geneva;  and  as  farns  my  own  observations  have  led 
me  in  a  not  uninterested  nor  inattentive  survey  of  all 
the  scenes  most  celebr.iled  by  Kousseau  in  his  ><  lie- 
loise,»  I  can  safely  say,  that  iu  this  there  is  no  exapjje- 
ration.  It  would  be  difticult  to  see  Clarens  (^itli  the 
scenes  around  it,  Vevay,  Chilinn,  iJoverei,  St  Gin{;o, 
Meillerie,  Evian,  and  the  entrances  of  the  Rhone),  trith- 
out  being  forcibly  struck  with  its  peculiar  adaptation 
to  the  persons  aud  events  with  whicii  it  has  been  peo- 
pled. But  this  is  not  all;  the  fcdinj;  vith  which  all 
around  Clarens,  and  the  opposite  rocks  of  Meillerie,  is 
invested,  is  of  a  still  hi(;her  and  more  comprehensive 
order  than  the  mere  sympathy  with  individual  passion; 
it  is  a  sense  of  the  existence  of  love  in  its  most  extended 
and  sublime  capacity,  and  of  our  own  participation  of 
its  good  and  of  its  glory  :  it  is  the  great  principle  of  the 
universe,  which  is  there  more  condensed,  but  not  less 
manifested;  and  of  which,  though  knowing  ourselves  a 
part,  we  lose  our  individuality, and  mingle  in  the  beauty 
of  the  whole. 

If  Rousseau  had  never  written,  nor  lived,  tlie  same 
associations  would  not  less  have  belonged  to  such 
scenes.  He  has  added  to  the  interest  of  his  works  by 
their  adoption;  he  h:is  shown  his  sense  of  their  beauty 
by  the  selection  ;  but  they  have  done  th.U  for  him  whicli 
no  human  being  could  do  for  them. 

I  had  the  fortune  (good  or  evil  as  it  might  be)  to  sail 
from  Meillerie  (where  we  landed  for  some  time)  to  St 
Gingo  during  a  lake-storm,  which  ailded  to  lUr  magni- 
ficence of  all  aronnd,  although  occasionally  accompa- 
nied by  danger  to  the  boat,  which  was  small  and  over- 
loaded. It  was  over  this  very  part  of  tlie  lake  that 
Rousseau  has  driven  the  boat  of  St  Preuit  and  Madame 
Wolmar  to  Mrillerie  for  shelter  during  a  tempest. 

On  gaining  the  shore  at  St  Gingo,  I  found  that  the 
wind  had  been  suFlicienlly  strong  (o  blow  down  some 
line  old  chesimt  trees  on  the  lower  part  of  ilie  moun- 
tains. On  the  opposite  li«ii;ht  is  a  seal  called  the  Glia- 
teau  dc  Clarcns.  1  he  hills  are  covered  wiili  \ineyards, 
and  interspersed  with  some  small  but  beautiful  vvood>; 
one  of  llii'se  was  named  ilie  «  lioM]uet  de  Julie,)>  and  it 
is  remarkable  that,  though  h)iig  ai;o  cut  down  by  ihc 
brutal  selfishness  of  the  monks  of  St  Bernard  (to  whom 
the  land  appertained),  that  the  ground  might  be  inclosed 
into  a  vineyard  for  the  miserable  drones  of  an  execra- 
ble superstition,  the  inhabitants  of  Clarens  still  point 
out  the  spot  where  its  trees  stood,  calling  it  by  ihe  name 
wliirli  consecrated  and  survived  them. 

RoiiSMMu  has  not  been  particularly  fortunate  in  the 
preservation  of  the  «  local  habitations  »  he  has  given  to 
«airy  nothings...  The  prior  of  Great  St  Bernard  has 
cut  down  some  of  his  woods  for  the  sakeof  a  few  casks 
of  wine,  and  Ituonaparte  has  levelled  part  of  the  rock< 
of  Meillerie  in  improving  the  ro.id  to  tlie  Siinplon.  The 
roail  is  an  excellent  one,  but  I  cannot  ipiite  agree  with 
a  remark  vrhich  I  heanl  in.ide,  that  «  La  route  vaut 
micux  que  It's  souvenirs." 

Note  2'S.  Stanza  ev. 
Lau»unne  iind  Ktrncy  1  yr  ba>e  Ix-cn  iIm  sUKle*. 
Voltaire  and  Gibbon. 


Note  24.  Stanza  cxiii. 

Had  I  not  filed  my  mind,  vibich  thu*  itself  »al  linrd. 

.  If  i»  \w  ihu«. 

For  Uanqiio't  i«aue  have  \  filed  my  aiiod.* 

MacLeib. 

Note  25.  Stanza  cxiv. 
0>r  other*'  (jricft  that  tome  tiuceroly  urierr. 
It  is  said  by  Rochefoucaiilt   that  m  there  is    always 
somethiiig  in  the  misFortun«>s  of  men's  best  friemis  not 
displeasing  to  them... 


CANTO   IV. 


Note  I.  Stanza  i. 

I  stood  in  Vt'DJce.  oa  the  Hrid(;c  of  Si«;h«; 
A  pulacf*  and  a  prison  on  each  hand. 

Thb  communication  between  the  Diical  palace  and  flic 
prisons  of  Venice  is  by  a  gloomy  briiige,  or  covered  ^;al- 
lery,  high  above  the  water,  and  ilivided  by  a  stone  wall 
into  a  passage  and  a  cell.     1  he  state  dungeons,  callcil 
««  pozzi,..  or  wells,  were  sunk  in  the  thick  walls  of  ilir 
palace;  and  the  prisoner,  when  taken  out  to  die,  was 
conducted  across  the  gallery  to  the  other  side,  and  being 
then  led  back  into  the  other  compartment  or  cell,  upon 
the  bridge,  was  there  str.ingled.  The  low  portal  through 
whieh  lliecriminal  was  taken  into  this  cell  is  now  walled 
up;   bni  the  passage  is  still  open,  aud  is  still  known  by 
the  name  of  the  Bridge  of  Sighs.     The  pozzi  are  uruler 
the  flooring  of  the  rbainber    it  the  fool  tif  llie  bridge 
They  were  formerly  twelve,   buf  on  the  fiist  arrival  nf 
the  French,  the  Venetians  hastily  blocked  or  broke  ii]> 
the  deeper  of  these  dungeons.   You  may  slill,  however, 
descend  by  a  trap-donr,and  crawl  down  throu[;h  liole>. 
half  choked   by  rubbish,   to  the  depth  of   twostorevs 
below  the  (irsl  range.      If  you  are  in  want  of  consola- 
tion for  the  extinction  of  pitrician  power,  perhaps  yon 
may  find  it  there;   scarcely  a  ny  of  light  glimmer>  info 
the  narrow  gallery  which  leads  to  thecells, and  the  places    j 
of  conlineinenl  themselves  are  totally  dark.     A  sin  ill 
hole  in  the  wall  admitted  the  d.unp  air  of  the  pas-.iges. 
and  served  for  the  inlrodiirtion  of  the  prisoners  food. 
A  wooden  pallet,  raised  a  foot  from  the  ground,  was  the 
only  furniture.     The  conductors  tell  you  that  a  light 
wasnot  alloweil.  The  ccllsare  about  five  paces  in  length, 
two  and  a  half  in  width,  and  seven  feel  in  height.  I  luy 
are  directly  beneath  one   another,    an<l  respiration    is 
some.what  difficult  in  the  lower  holes.  Only  one  prisoner 
was  found  wheu  the  republicans  descended  into  llii'se 
hideous  recesses,  and  he  is  said  to  have  been  confined 
sixteen  years.   But  the  inmates  of  the  dungeons  boneith 
had  left  traces  of  their  repentance,  or  of  their  tiesp.iir, 
which  are  still  vi««iblc,  and  may  perhaps  owe  somethioi; 
to  recent  ingeniiiiy.     Some  of  the  detained  appear  to 
have  offended  against,  and  otiiers  to  have  belon^;ed  lo, 
the  sacred    bo<ly,  not  only  from  their  si(;natures.  but 
from  the clinrchesand  belfries  which  they  havescratclud 
upon  the  walls.     The   reatler  may  not  object  to  %vc  a 
specimen  tif  ihe  ncords  proinpte<l  by  so  terrific  a  soli- 
tude.     As  nearly  as  they  could  be  copied  by  more  tli.in 
one  pencil,  three  of  them  are  as  follows; 

I. 

NON    Tl  FIOAR    D*  AI-CINO,    PENSA   e  TACI 
SE  nOGIR    VLOI   1)1   SPIO.NI   (NSIUIK   e   LACCI 
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u  rsimi-n  nimiTi  rclla  ftiof  a 
mx  K  bbh  di  V4Loi  too  la  vkba  raoTA 

1607.  API  a.  oMAio.  roi  Kft- 

TBRTO  r'  LA  ■WTIBMIIA  f  AVBK  PATO 
DA  If  AHIAK  a  on  MOITO 

lACOMO.  •Bim.  BCBItSB. 

a. 
iH  rAKLAB  roco  el 

■BCABB  rBORTO  et 

CM  rSNAAB  AL  FINB  rCO  PAB8  LA  f  ITA 

A  BOl  ALTBI  MKSCBIHI 

i6o5. 

BCO  lOBM  BAmtTA  AD 
BCCLUIAM  COBTBLLABIUB. 
3. 

Di  CHI  Ml  riOO  GUABPAMi  PIO 

01  cai  ■•■  Ml  riOO  Ml  «UABDBBd  lO 

▼•.      LA     t»».     C".      1».      B"«. 

The  eopyklba*  followed,  aolcorrecled  ihesoleciBiDi; 
of  whicli  are.  however,  not  quite  to  decided,  tiacc 
the  leucrswere  e> ideally  scrBtclMd  to  Ihe  dark.  Itooly 
need  be  oh«erted,  thai  BesUmmua  aod  Mmngiar  may 
be  read  io  the  fir»C  ioMTiption,  which  van  probably 
wnicen  by  a  pnAoner  coofioed  for  ■ome  act  of  impiety 
cooiiiMitcd  ac  a  fooeral:  that  CorieUmrimt  k  Ihe  name 
of  a  parish  00  lerrB  finna,  near  the  tea:  aod  thai  ibe 
faui  ioiliak  evideoUy  art  pol  for  Uma  la  S»nta  Cfcteaa 


I 


Role  a.  Slaiua  it. 

A*  looks  •  Ma  Cyb»l«  fmli  trom 
Kkt*f  witli  her  U«r«  of  proad  towon. 

Ao  old  writer,  dewribiog  the  appearaoce  of  Venice, 
has  made  lue  of  fhe  above  iniBge,  which  would  not  he 
poetiral  were  it  ool  true : 

■  ^Mo  /it  vf  fat  supeme  urbem  conUmpUtur,  torrt* 
tmm  teOuritj  nmmfittem  medio  oetanoJigwra%am  te  pmtet 
imspieere.M* 

Note  3.  Stanta  iii. 
!•  Teaito  Tbmo'i  tvtmm  mtm  ao  aor*. 

The  well-koowo  soog  of  the  goodoliera,  of  alteroale 
kCanxaa,  from  Ta<Ho't  Jerusalem,  has  died  with  the  inde- 
peodencc  of  Venice.  EditioiH  of  the  poem,  with  iltr 
original  on  ooe  coiomo,  and  the  Vrnelian  varialiont  00 
the  other,  at  Ming  by  Ihe  boatmen,  were  once  common, 
aod  are  ctill  to  be  foood.  The  following  extract  will 
lenre  Io  ahow  the  difference  betweeo  Ihe  Tu«caa  epic 
aod  the  oCenta  alhi  Barearioh.» 

•atsisai. 
Ca«M  r  armt  piMo**.  •  *l  raplum 

Oko  'i  cnM  tffmttro  llhvre  dl  ilritto. 
■•lie  •fli  «pr6  eol  toaiw,  •  ••■  i«  aaao, 

■oIm  mAH  sol  glorioM  aoqaUlo ; 
S  la  vao  r  laferae  a  lal  ■'  0|*|)Om>,  e  io  vino 

ft-  oral*  d'  Asia,  o  di  Lllrfa  il  popol  aUia, 
CM  U  CM  rU  did  fc*ow,  •  muo  a  1  Mali 
Scfai  riJaoM  i  raoi  eoaipasai  •mail. 

L'  araa  piaiaM  da  aaiar  fko  Togla, 

B  da  Goffrado  b  iaaanal  braora. 
Cka  al  la  I'  ha  llb»r«  00  tlraMia,  •  doeia 

Dal  aMtffO  baoa  G«i*  la  Mpoliara  ; 
Ba  M«ro  aaada  aaiio.  a  da  qaal  Beiffa 

■iMJar  Ptaloa  ao  I' ha  ba  aoi  paara } 
Wo  r  ha  agioiA,  •  i  ooMpagni  tparpofaaJ 
Taut  'I  |b'  I  ha  Manl  taaiaaa  i  di  dd  Dal. 


•  Bard  AataaU  Sahalll.  da  Ti 
.  ti»j,  lih.  ».  iai.  MB. 


UrMa  alta.  aarraila,  odii. 


Soma  of  the  alder  ffDndoUera  will,  however,  lake  op 
aod  cooiiooe  a  •lania  of  their  once  fomiliar  bard. 

Oo  the  7ih  of  last  Jaooary,  the  author  of  Ghtlde 
Harold,  and  aooiher  EngUahman,  the  writer  of  this  oo» 
lice,  rowed  te  the  Lido  with  two  tiogerv,  ooe  of  wliom 
was  a  carpenter,  and  the  oilier  a  gondolier.  Tlie  former 
placed  himtelf  al  the  prow,  the  latter  at  the  atem  of  the 
booL  A  little  after  leaving  the  quay  of  the  Piairtla,  they 
be^o  to  nog,  aod  cootinned  iheir  eserrite  until  we 
amvfd  at  ibe  i«l.(iiJ.  They  gave  oa,  amoogftt  other 
eaaayt,  the  death  of  Clorinda,  and  the  palace  of  Armida ; 
and  did  not  ting  tlie  Veoetian,  but  the  Tunran  venei. 
The  carpenter,  however,  who  wat  the  cleverer  of  the 
two,  and  waa  frequently  obliged  to  prompt  hit  compa- 
oioo,  tokl  at  that  he  could  trantlaU  Ihe  origioal.  lie 
added,  that  he  could  ting  almoal  three  hoodred  tuotaa, 
hot  bad  not  tpirita  (ator^tn  wat  the  word  he  oted)  Io 
learn  any  more,  or  to  ting  what  he  already  knew :  a  man 
moat  have  idle  lime  on  hit  handt  to  acquire  or  to  repeat, 
and,  aaid  the  poor  fellow,  « look  at  my  clolhet  aod  al 
me;  I  am  ttarving.a  Thit  tpeech  wat  more  affeciiog 
than  hit  performance,  which  habit  alone  can  make  at- 
tractive. The  rrcitilive  wat  thrill,  icrramiog, and  mo- 
notoootit ;  and  the  (gondolier  behind  ataitted  hit  voice 
by  lioldiog  hit  hand  to  ooe  title  of  hit  mouth.  The 
carpenter  oacd  a  quiet  actioo,  which  he  evidently  eo* 
deavoured  to  retirain,  but  wat  too  much  toterealed 
in  bit  tubjeci  altogether  to  repreta.  From  thete  mco 
we  learnt  that  tinting  it  not  coofioed  to  Ihe  i;oodoliert, 
aod  that,  altliounh  the  chauot  U  leldom,  if  ever,  vo* 
limtary,  there  are  tlillteveral  amongst  the  lower  clataet 
who  are  acquainted  with  a  fpw  ttantat. 

It  does  not  appear  that  it  it  usual  far  the  perfbrmert 
to  row  and  ting  at  the  tame  lime.  Alihou(;h  the  vertetof 
the  Jeru«alem  are  no  looker  catually  heard,  there  it  yet 
mnch  music  upon  the  Venetian  canals;  aud  upon  hoH- 
days,  those  ttraogert  who  are  not  near  or  informed 
enough  todittint;uish  the  words,  may  ftncy  that  many  of 
the  gondofait  ttill  resound  with  tlie  ttraint  of  Tatso.  The 
writer  of  tome  remarkt  which  appeared  io  the  Corio- 
titiet  of  Literature  mutt  eicuse  hit  being  twice  quoted; 
for,  with  the  escepiion  of  tome  phratet  a  liitle  too  am- 
bitiout  and  eiiravagant,  he  hat  furattlied  a  very  exact, 
at  well  at  agreeable  detcriptioo. 

« Io  Veoice  Ihe  goodoliers  know  by  heart  long  paa- 
taget  from  Ariosto  and  Ta^to,  and  often  diaunt  tliem 
with  a  peculiar  melody.  But  thit  talent  teemt  at  pre^nl 
on  the  decline :— .it  leatl,  after  taking  some  paint,  I  could 
find  no  more  than  two  pertoitt  who  delivered  to  me  in 
thit  way  a  pats.ige  from  T.-itto.  I  must  add,  that  the 
late  Mr  Berry  once  diauntcd  to  roe  a  pasftage  in  Tasao 
in  the  manner,  at  lie  atsured  me,  of  the  gondoliers. 

m  There  are  alwayt  two  concerned,  who  altemalely 
ting  the  alrophct.  We  know  the  melody  eventually  by 
Rooateau,  to  whose  tongt  it  it  printed ;  it  liat  properly  00 
melodioin  movement,  and  is  a  tort  of  medium  between 
the  canto  fcrmo  and  the  canto  liguniio ;  it  approaches 
to  the  former  by  recitativieal  declamation,  and  to  the 
latter  by  pa«u(>et  and  course,  by  which  one  ty liable  it 
detained  and  embellished. 

« I  entered  a  gondola  by  moonlight ,  one  singer  placed 
him^lf  forwards,  and  the  other  aft,  and  thus  proceeded 
to  St  Georgio.  One  began  the  tonj :  when  he  had  ended 
his  strophe,  the  other  took  up  the  lay,  and  to  continued 
the  to»g  alternately.  Throughoot  the  whole  of  it,  the 
tame  notes  invariably  retnmed,  but  according  to  the 
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subject  matcer  of  the  strophe,  they  laid  a  greater  or  a 
smaller  stress,  sometimes  on  one,  and  somoiimes  on 
another  note,  and  indeed  changed  the  enunciation  of 
the  whole  strophe  as  the  object  of  the  poem  altered. 

u  On  the  whole,  however,  the  sounds  were  hoarse  and 
screaming:  they  seemed,  in  the  manner  of  all  rude  un- 
civilized men,  to  make  the  excellency  of  their  singing 
iu  the  force  of  their  voice:  one  seemed  desirous  of  con- 
quering the  other  by  the  strength  of  his  lungs;  and  so 
far  from  receiving  delight  from  this  scene  (shut  up  as 
I  was  in  the  box  of  the  gondola),  I  found  myself  iu  a 
very  unpleasant  iiituatiou. 

«  My  companion,  to  whom  I  communicated  this  cir- 
cumstance, being  very  desirous  to  keep  up  the  credit  of 
his  countrymen,  assured  me  (hat  this  singing  was  very 
delightful  when  heard  at  a  distance.  Accordingly  we 
got  out  upon  the  shore,  leaving  one  of  the  singers  in  the 
gondola,  while  the  other  went  to  the  distance  of  some 
hundred  paces.  They  now  began  to  sing  against  one 
another,  and  1  kept  walking  up  and  down  between  them 
l>oth,  so  as  always  to  leave  him  who  was  to  begm  his  part. 
I  frequently  stood  still  and  hearkened  to  the  one  and  to 
the  other. 

«  Here  the  scene  was  properly  introduced.  The  strong, 
declamatory,  and,  as  it  were,  shrieking  sound,  met  the 
ear  from  far,  and  called  forth  the  attention;  the  quickly 
tuccceding  transitions,  which  necessarily  required  to  be 
sung  in  a  lower  tone,  seemed  like  plaintive  strains  suc- 
ceeding the  vociferation  of  emotiou  or  of  pain.  The 
other,wholistenedattentively,  immediately  began  where 
the  former  left  off,  answering  him  in  milder  or  more 
vehement  notes,  according  as  the  purport  of  the  strophe 
required.  The  sleepy  canals,  the  lofty  buildings,  the 
splendour  of  the  moon,  the  deep  shadows  of  the  few 
gondolas,  that  moved  like  spirits  hither  and  thither,  in- 
creased the  striking  peculiarity  of  the  scene;  and,  amidst 
all  these  circumstances,  it  was  easy  to  confess  the  cha* 
racter  of  this  wonderful  harmony. 

M  It  suits  perfectly  well  with  an  idle  solitary  mariner, 
lying  at  length  iu  his  vessel  at  rest  on  one  of  thc!»c  ca- 
nals, waiting  for  his  company  or  for  a  fare,  the  tire- 
someness of  which  situation  is  somewhat  alleviated  by 
the  songs  and  poetical  stories  he  has  iu  memory,  lie 
often  raises  his  voice  as  loud  as  he  can,  which  extends 
itself  to  a  vast  distance  over  the  tranquil  mirror;  and, 
as  all  is  still  around,  he  is,  as  it  were,  iu  a  solitude  iu 
the  midst  of  a  large  and  populous  town.  Here  is  no  rat- 
tling of  carriages,  no  noise  of  foot-pa-^senjjers  :  a  silent 
gondola  glides  nowand  then  by  him,  of  which  the  splash- 
ing of  the  oars  is  scarcely  to  be  heard. 

M  At  a  distance  he  hears  another,  perhaps  utterly  nn- 
knowntohim.  Melody  and  verse  immediately  attach  the 
two  strangers ;  he  becomes  the  responsive  echo  to  the  for- 
mer, and  exerts  himself  to  be  heard  as  he  had  heard  the 
other.  Bya  tacit  convention  they  alternate  verse  for  verse; 
though  the  song  should  last  the  whole  night  through,  they 
entertain  themselves  without  faligne  ;  the  hearers,  who 
are  passing  between  the  l\ko,i.ike  p;«rt  in  theamu'.ement. 

"This  vocal  performance  sounds  be^t  at  a  jjreai  dis- 
tance, and  is  then  inexpressibly  charming,  as  it  only 
fulfils  its  design  in  the  s<Mitiinent  of  remoteness.  It  is 
plaintive,  but  not  dismal  in  its  sound,  and  at  times  it  is 
scarcely  possible  to  refrain  from  tcar>.  My  companion, 
who  otherwise  was  not  a  very  delicately  or{;anised  person, 
said  quite  unex|WHtr<lly :  'e  singolare  come  quel  canto 
intenerisce,  e  iiiolto  pui  quaudo  lo  cjutjno  nioglio." 
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I'/u;i:lret. 
St  Most**.  0|>rrn. 

8t  Il('n<-<li>  t,  n  comedy  of  characters. 
Si  Lull*',  r.  |:0M'. 

When  it  is  recollected  what  the  Catholics  believe  their 
consecrated  wafer  to  be,  we  may  perhaps  think  it  worthy 
of  a  more  respectable  niche  than  between  poetry  and 
the  playhouse. 

Note  /j.  Stanz.i  x. 
Spnria  haili  many  a  wuriliirr  «on  than  he. 
Tiio  answer  of  the  moilirr  of  I'.rasidas  to  the  stran- 
gers uho  praised  the  memory  of  her  son. 

Note  Ti.  .Stnur.i  xi. 

Si  MnrU  yd  iec»  lii»  lion  where  he  stood 
Siaiitl.  — 

The  lion  has  lost  nothing  by  his  journey  to  the  /»- 
valides,  but  the  gospel  which  supported  the  paw  that 
is  now  on  a  level  with  the  other  foot.  The  hordes,  also, 
are  relumed  lo  the  ill-ehoscn  spot  wlience  ihey  vet  out, 
and  aie,  a>  before,  li;ilf  hidden  under  the  poixh  win- 
dow of  8i  Mark's  Clinrrh. 

'  Th*'  milrr  nii'snl  LiJ.i,  whi'li  i->  noi  .i  l»n  ;  r<>«  of  i«l.in<ift.  I>ut 
i)  l-'ii;;  isl:iii<l  — /«'/  uf,  ili<-  >i»nii'. 

'  riirio>iii«'s  111' I.ii'riiiirc.  vol  ii  p  i'>(>,  r'lii.  iN"-,.in"J  \|>|Ka- 
■  lli  \  X  ii    li'  I'.l.ii  k  fc  I. ill  i>\  T.I-.  I"' 


w  I  was  told  that  the  women  of  iabo,  the  long  row  of 
islands  that  divides  the  Adriatic*  from  the  Lagouns,' 
particularly  the  women  of  the  extreme  districts  of  Ma- 
lamocca  and  Palestrina,  sing  in  like  manner  the  works 
of  Tasso,  to  these  and  similar  tunes. 

wTliey  have  the  custom,  when  their  husbands  are 
(isliing  out  at  sea,  to  sit  along  the  shore  in  the  evenings 
and  vociferate  these  songs,  and  continue  to  do  so  with 
great  violence,  till  each  of  them  can  distiD(;uish  the 
responses  of  her  own  husband  at  a  distance, >»' 

The  love  of  music  and  of  poetry  distinguishes  all  classes 
of  V^enetians,  even  amontjst  the  tuneful  sons  of  li.»ly. 
The  city  itself  cati  occasionally  furnish  respectable  au- 
diences for  two  and  even  three  opera-houses  at  a  time  ; 
and  there  are  few  events  in  private  life  that  do  not  call 
forth  a  printed  and  circaliled  sonnet.  Does  a  physician 
or  a  lawyer  take  his  degree,  or  a  clergyman  preach  his 
maiden  sermon,  has  a  surgeon  performed  an  operaiioti, 
would  a  harlequin  announce  his  departure  or  his  bench  t, 
are  you  to  be  congratulated  on  a  marriage  or  a  birth,  or 
a  law-suit,  the  Muses  are  invoked  to  furnish  the  s<imc 
number  of  syllables,  and  the  individual  triumphs  hla^e 
abroad  in  virgin  white  or  party-coloured  placards  on 
half  the  corners  of  the  capital.  The  last  curtsey  of  a 
favourite  «priina  donna  »>  brings  down  a  shower  of  these 
poetical  tributes  from  those  upper  regions,  from  which, 
in  our  theatres,  nothing  but  cupidsaiitl  snow-storms  are 
accustomed  to  descend.  The:e  is  a  poeti'y  iu  the  very 
life  of  a  Venetian,  which,  in  its  common  course,  is  va- 
ried with  those  surprisCN  and  changes  so  recommendable 
in  hction,  but  so  different  from  the  sober  monotony  of 
northern  existence;  amn^rments  are  raised  into  duties,  < 
duties  are  softened  into  amusements,  and  every  object 
being  considered  as  equally  making  a  part  of  the  bu- 
siness of  life,  is  announced  and  performed  with  the 
same  earnest  indifference  and  gay  assiduity.  The  V'e- 
netian  gazette  coustantly  closes  its  columns  witli  the 
following  triple  ndvcrtisenient: 

Charadt. 
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Their  hisCory,  after  a  drperate  tlrassle,  ha*  been 
ftslaetonly  explored.  Tlie  decwioiM  and  doobtt  of 
Efiao  and  Zanef  d,  and  lasiiy,  of  ibe  Coani  Leopold  G- 
co^mn^  would  have  (iven  them  a  Roman  extraction, 
aod  a  pedigree  not  more  ancient  than  the  reifpi  of  Nero. 
Cat  M.  de  Schlegel  atepped  io  lo  leach  the  Venetians 
the  value  of  their  own  treasure*,  and  a  Greek  vindicated. 
at  U«c  aod  for  ever,  the  pretension  of  hU  countrymen 
10  this  noble  production.  *  Mr  Mustoxidi  has  not  been 
feft  withoot  a  reply;  but,  as  yet,  he  lus  received  no  an- 
SV4T.  It  ahonid  seem  that  the  horses  are  irrevocably 
Chian,  and  vrere  transferred  to  G>nstantinople  by  The- 
odo»ias.  lapidary  writinf  is  a  favourite  play  of  the 
Italians,  and  baa  conferred  reputation  on  more  than 
one  of  their  literary  characters.  One  of  the  best  spcci- 
oftrm  of  Bodoof  s  typography  is  a  mpectable  volume  of 
loscriptioiK,  all  written  by  his  friend  Pacciandi,  Seve- 
nl  were  prepared  for  the  recovered  horses.  It  is  to  be 
hoped  the  best  was  not  selected,  when  the  following 
vmrds  were  ranged  in  gold  letters  above  the  cathedral 
porch : 

QCATTOa  .  SQDOaDM  .  tlOMA  .  A  .  VIRITIS  .  ITXARTIO  . 

cifTA  .  SB  .  mcr  .  o  .  mai  .  a  .  •  .  •  .  mcciv  .  posita  . 
I  Qcs  .  nosTiLis  .  cvnoiTAt .  A  .  MDCcciii .  sarrvLaaAT  . 
ra^ac .  1  .  iMr  .  rAcis  .  oaai  .  oatb  .  raopisuM  .  a  . 
■occcxv  .  viCToa  .  asDUxrr. 

Tiioching  shall  be  said  of  the  Latin,  but  it  may  be  per- 
mitted to  obaerve,  that  the  injustice  of  the  Venetians  io 
transporting  the  horaes  from  Constantinople  was  at  lea«t 
rqual  10  that  of  the  French  in  carrying  them  to  P^ris, 
aod  that  it  would  have  been  more  prudent  to  have  avoid- 
ed all  allusioos  to  either  robbery.  An  apostolic  prince 
tbottld,  perhaps,  have  objected  lo  affixing,  over  the 
prioctpal  entrance  of  a  metropolitan  church,  an  in- 
Mrnpiioo  having  a  reference  to  any  other  triumphs  than 
iltuse  of  religion.  Nothing  less  than  the  pacification  of 
the  world  can  excuse  such  a  solecism. 

Note  6.  Staoia  xii. 

Ihm  Saabiaa  tmtd,  aad  bow  tW  AMiria*  rclsBS— 
Am  •Mporor  uaaplc*  «b*r«  a«  •■prror  kavU. 

After  many  vain  efforts  on  the  part  of  the  Italians 
fottrely  to  throw  off  the  yoke  of  Frederic  BarbaroRsa, 
and  as  fruitless  attempts  of  the  emperor  10  make  him- 
j  self  absolute  master  tbroughont  the  whole  of  his  Ci«al- 
:  pine  dooaioioiis,  the  bloody  struggles  of  four-and>twenty 
t  years  were  happily  bcnnghl  to  a  close  in  the  city  of  Ve- 
I  nice.  The  articles  of  a  treaty  had  been  previoui^ly 
agreed  upon  between  Pope  Alexander  III  aod  Barba- 
roMa^  and  the  former,  having  received  a  safe-conduct, 
had  already  arrived  at  Venice  from  Ferrara,  io  com- 
pany with  the  ambassadors  of  the  king  of  Sicily  and  the 
consnla  of  the  Lombard  league.  There  fttill  remained, 
however,  many  points  to  adjuM,  aod  for  v\enil  days 
the  peace  was  believfd  to  be  impracticable.  At  this 
juDctore  it  was  suddenly  reported  that  the  emperor 
had  arrived  at  Chioxa,a  town  fifteen  miles  from  the  ca- 
pital. The  Venetians  rose  tumidluously,  and  iuklsted 
upon  immediately  oooductiog  him  to  tlie  city.  The 
Lombards  took  the  alarm,  and  departed  towards  Treviso. 
The  Pope  himself  was  appreheo«ive  of  some  disaster  if 
Frederic  should  suddenly  advance  npon  him,  but  was  re- 
atsored  by  the  prudence  and  address  of  Sebastian  Ziani, 
the  Doge.     Several  emltaiisies  passed  between  Chiou 

'  $«i  4|«attf»caTal1i4ellaBstHica  di  S.  Marco  i«  V«oe<ia.  I.»tu>ra 
>ii  Vo4r««lanekidiGorcirc«e.  hdota,  |i»rB«tlooi  v  cnoipaipil,  1S16. 
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and  the  capital,  until,  at  Ust,  the  emperor  relaxing 
somewhat  of  his  pratensions,  « laid  aside  hrs  leoome  fe- 
rocity, and  put  on  the  mildness  of  the  lamb.»  ■ 

On  Saturday  the  i3d  of  July,  in  the  year  1177,  six 
Venetian  galleys  transferred  Frederic,  in  great  pomp, 
from  ChioM  to  tlic  island  of  Lido,  a  mile  from  Venire, 
lilariy  the  neit  momiog  the  Pope,  accompanied  by  tlie 
Sicilian  ambassadors,  and  by  the  envoys  of  Lombardy, 
whom  he  had  recalled  from  tlie  main  land,  together 
with  a  great  concourse  of  people,  repaired  from  the  pa- 
triarclud  palace  to  Saint  Mark  s  Church,  and  solemnly 
absolved  the  emperor  and  his  partisans  from  the  ex- 
communication pronounced  against  hiti..  The  chai»- 
ceilor  of  the  empire,  on  tlie  part  of  his  master,  re- 
nounced tlie  anti-po|>eft  and  their  schismatic  adlierenta. 
Immediately  the  do(;e,  with  a  great  suite  both  of  the 
clergy  and  laity,  got  on  board  the  galleys,  and  waiting 
on  Frederic,  rowed  him  in  mighty  state  from  the  Lido  to 
the  capital.  The  emperor  descended  from  the  galley 
at  the  quay  of  the  Piazictla.  1'lie  tloge,  the  patriarch. 
Ilia  bisliops  and  clergy,  and  the  people  of  Venice,  with 
(heir  crosses  and  their  standards,  marched  in  solemn 
procession  before  him  to  the  church  of  Saint  Mark. 
Aleiander  was  «eated  before  the  vetitibule  of  the  basi- 
lica, attended  by  his  bishops  and  cardinals,  by  the  pa- 
triarch of  Aquilrja,  by  the  archbishops  and  bisliops  of 
Lombardy*  all  of  them  in  state,  and  ciotlied  io  their 
church  robes.  Frederic  approached—*  moved  by  the 
Holy  .Spirit,  venerating  the  Almighty  io  the  person  of 
Alexander,  laying  a&iile  his  imperial  ilignily,  ami  throw- 
ing off  his  mantle,  he  prostratetl  himself  at  full  length 
at  the  feet  of  the  Pope.  Aleiaudcr,  with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  raised  him  l>eninnaully  from  the  ground,  kissed 
him,  blessed  him;  and  immediaiely  the  (•ermans  of  the 
train  sang,  with  a  lou«l  voice,  *We  praise  thee,  O  Lord.' 
The  emperor  then  taking  the  Pope  by  the  right  liaiid, 
led  him  to  the  church,  and,  having  received  his  bene- 
diction, returned  to  the  ducal  palace.**  The  ceremony 
of  humiliation  was  repeated  tlie  next  d.iy.  Tlie  Pope 
himself,  at  the  rr({ue«t  of  Frederic,  said  mass  at  Saint 
.Mark's.  The  emperor  ag:iin  laid  a«ide  his  imperial 
mMiiile,  and,  lakini;  a  wand  in  hi«  liaiul,  ofliciated  as 
verger,  dri\ini;  llie  laity  from  the  choir,  and  preceding 
the  pontiff  to  the  altar.  Alexander,  after  reciting  the 
(;o<pel,  preached  to  the  people.  The  erai>eror  put  him- 
self riose  to  the  pulpit  in  the  attitude  of  listening;  and 
the  pontiff,  touchetl  by  thi<.  mark  of  his  attention,  for 
he  knew  tli.it  Frrderic  did  not  understand  a  word  he 
«aid,  commanded  the  pitri.ircli  of  Aquilfj.i  to  translate 
the  Latin  discour«ie  into  the  (;erman  tongue.  The  creed 
was  then  chaunted.  Frederic  made  his  oblation^  and 
kissed  the  Pope's  feet,  and,  mn%s  being  over,  led  him  by 
(he  hand  lo  his  viliite  horse.  He  held  (he  stirrup,  and 
would  have  led  ili(>  horde's  rein  lo  the  water  side,  had 
not  the  Pope  accepted  of  the  inclination  for  the  per- 
formance, and  afPertionalely  dismissed  him  with  his 
lienediction.  Such  is  the  «uh«t(ince  of  the  account  left 
by  the  arclibi«.hop  of  S.ilerno,  virho  wa«  present  at  the 
ceremony,  and  whose  story  is  confirmed  by  every  sub- 
sequent nirration.  It  would  be  not  worth  so  minute 
a  record,  were  it  not  the  triumph  of  liberty  as  well  a& 

•  ■  Oaihnt  ■"dime,  impeniier.  oprraniprn.  qai  rorda  priaripH* 
•imivolifl  qaando  viilt  hiimiliirr  in>llnai.  Ironioa  foriiali*  de- 
)tA«ii«,  riftDan  maBtaeiadinrm  Ixinil.*  Roaaaaldl  (Mieraiiaaf. 
i.hnNiH'nn.  a|in«l  Nript.  Her.  Iiai.  tea.  Vti.  p.  aig. 

*  it.id.  p.  lii. 
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of  superstition.    The  stales  of  Lombardy  owed  to  it  the 
coDfirmalion  of  iheir  privileges;    and  Alexander  had  | 
reason  to  tliauk  the  Almijjhry,  who  had  enabled  an  in- 
firm, unarmed  old  man  to  subdue  a  terrible  and  potent 
sovpieiyu.  • 

Note  7.  Stanza  xii. 
Oh,  for  oni*  hour  of  hlind  old  Dnndolo ! 
Th'  0(-lo;;enarian  chief,  ftyzanltuin'*  txm quiring  fo<». 
The  reader  will  recollcci  the  exclamation  of  the  high- 
lander,  Ok,  for  one  hour  0/ Dundee!    Henry  Dandolo, 
when  electe<l  doge,  in  1 192,  was  eighty-five  years  of  ag«'. 
When  he  commanded  the  Venetians  at  the  taking  of 
Consiantinopi. ,  he  was  consequently  ninety-seven  wars 
old.     At  this  age  he  annexed  the  fourth  and  a  half  of 
the  whole  empire  of  Romania, '  for  so  the  Roman  em- 
pire was  then  called,  lo  the  title  and  to  the  territories  of 
the  Venetian   Doge.     The  three-righths  of  this  empire 
were   preserved  in  the  diplomas  until  the  dukedom  of 
Giovanni  Dolfino,   who  made  use  of  the  above  desig- 
nation in  the  year  i357.^ 

Dandolo  leil  the  attack  ou  Constantinople  in  person  : 
two  ships,  the  Paradise  and  the  Pilgrim,  were  tied  toge- 
ther, and  a  drawbridge  or  ladder  let  down  from  their 
Iiigher  yards  to  the  walls.  The  doge  w.is  one  of  the 
first  to  rush  into  the  city.  1  hen  was  completed,  said 
the  Venetians,  the  prophecy  of  the  Erythrean  sybil : 
«<  A  gathering  together  of  the  powerful  shall  be  made 
amidst  the  waves  of  the  Adriatic,  under  a  blind  lender: 
they  shall  beset  the  goat— they  shall  profane  By/an- 
tium— they  shall  blackeu  her  buildings  — her  spoils 
shall  be  dispersed  ;  a  new  goat  shall  bleat  until  they 
have  measured  out  aud  run  over  fifty-four  feet,  nine 
inches,  and  a  half.»^ 

Dandolo  died  on  the  first  day  of  June,  i2o5,  having 
reigned  thirteen  years,  six  months,  and  five  days,  and 
wa;  buried  in  the  church  of  St  Sophia,  at  Constantino- 
ple. Strangely  enough  it  must  sound,  that  the  name 
of  the  rebel  apothecary  vho  received  the  doge's  sword, 
and  annihilated  the  ancient  government  in  1 796-7,  was 
Dandolo. 


Note  8,  Stanza  xiii. 

Bui  in  not  Doria'ji  mciiiirn  coujo  10  )ia»«  T 
Ar«f  ihf'V  not  hriJU'd? 

After  the  loss  of  the  battle  of  Pola,  and  the  taking  of 
Chioza  on  the  KUh  of  August,  1379,  by  the  united 
armament  of  the  Cenoese  and  Francesco  da  Carrara, 

»  .Veihralw^c-citwIRoiniialdof  Snl.roo.  In  a  »wnid  »<.-rnioii 
which  Alf\(iniicr  I  narhdi.  on  ih<«  f>r«l  dny  of  Aii  riui,  iM^fort*  ib« 
emp<Tor,  hf  itiinpar«*<i  Frrdcri.  10  the  prodigal  »on.  and  himsrif  10 
the  forj;i«iui;  father. 

»  Mr  (;ihlH)n  ba«  uinillcd  the  iin|torianl  »r.  and  ha«  wriitfn  Romani 
Inttiad  of  U(.maiii.r:-l)fdinc  and  Kail.  rhap.  Ixi.  pole  9.  Ilul  iho 
llilr  aftjuirM  hy  Dandolo  run*  ihns  in  thi-  .hronidc  of  hi*  naniciakr. 
Ihc  I),,;;,.  \ndr.-w  na.idolo:-/;«ra/.-  titnlo  .uldidit.  .  Quarltt  pant,  ci 
dimidioitonui  itHfxni  llo-nanitr.'  And.  Dand.  «:hroni<on.  cap.  iii, 
(lart  xnvij.  ap.  .Vript.  H.-r.  Iial.  lom.  xii.  pa-r  33 1.  And  ihr  Ro^ 
mania;  i«  ob»rrvc«l  in  ihe  Kiil>$P<|iH>ni  art*  of  iho  ilnf.cs.  Ind«ed  iho 
ronlincnial  (tonkfjiiionii  of  tbi<  GrPik  r>nipiri.>  in  Kuro|K'  w.-n'  ihen 
K«'n#rally  known  by  the  t.ami>  of  Ronianin.  and  ihat  ap|M>llaiioQ  it 
ttilUci^n  in  iho  map«  of  Turkey  ai  iippli«<d  10  Thrat-e. 

*  S*c  iluM-ominualion  of  I).indolt.»  (  hn.nii  If,  ibid.  (.,  4»)8.  Mr 
GibLon  apprar*  not  10  iiuliub-  Ik.lfino.  followin,;  Sanudn,  nboftaTR, 
'it  HuU  ntokt  ft  utn  fin  at  Dixjf  (.iuv.unn  Dulfitio  n  S«c  Vito  do' 
Duchi  do  Vfiip/ia,  ap.  Srrijn.  R^r.  Ital.  I'liii.  \\ii.  i<o    641. 

•  H«'t  pnii-niiuin  in  ai|ui»  Vdrimit  is  u»n;;r<-,';.ilio.  iit  10  pra-dac<>, 
flirruni  oinbijff-ni,  Ry/antiiiiii  prophuuubuni.  utliHiin  deDi(;rai>«ni  ; 
■poliii  di»p«T,;friiur,   iiin  ii*  nof  m*  balabit  iiM|ur>  dum    lif  pt^dnt  ct 
It  |Mdlii-.'«  «'i  i«Hiu.    prAiucoauniti  disrurraai.*     Uirooioou.  ibid.  ! 
par*  i&xiv.  { 


Signor  of  Padua,  the  V^enctians  were  reduced  to  the  ul 
most  despair.     An  embassy  was  sent  to  the  con<|uer«»r 
with  a  blank  sheet  of  paper,  praying  them  to  prescrib 
what  terms  they  pleased,  aud  leave  lo  Venice  only  Iw 
independence.     The  Prince  of  Padua  was  incliued    ii 
listen  to  these  proposals,   but  the  Genoese,   who,   aftc 
the  victory  at  Pola,  had  shouted,  «  to  Venice,  to  Venice 
and  long  li\cSl  George,»  determined  to  annihilate  tlieii 
rival,  aud  Peter  Doria,  their  commander  in  chief,    re- 
Uirned  this  answer  to  the  suppliants:  mOu  Cod's  f.iiili 
gentlemen  of  Venice,   ye  shall  have  no  peace  from  the 
Signor  of  Padua,  nor  from  our  commune  of  Cenoa,  untii 
we  have  (irst  put  a  rein  upon  those  unbridled    hooci 
of  yours,  that  are  upon  the  porch  of  your  evangelist  Sst 
.Mark.     When  we  have  bridled  them,  we  sliall  keep  you 
quiet.     And  this  is  the  pleasure  of  us  and  of  our  com- 
mune.    As  for  these  my  brothers  of  Genoa,  tli<it  you 
have  brought  with  you  to  give  up  to  us,  I  will  not  Itave 
them:   take  them  back;   for,  in  a  few  days  hence,   I 
shall  come  and  let  them  out  of  prison  myself,   both 
these  and  all   the  olhers.»  •      In  fact,  the  Genoese  did 
advance  as  far  as  Alalamocco,  within  five  miles  of  the 
capital;   but   their  own  danger  and  the  pride  of  their 
enemies  gave  courage  to  the  Veneiiaus,  who  made  pro- 
digious efforts,    and  many  individual  sacrifices,  all  of 
them  carefully  recorded   by  their  historians.       Vrttor 
Pisnni  was  put  at  the  head  of  thirty-four  galleys.      The 
Cenoese   broke   up   from   Malamocco,  and    retired    to 
Chioza  in  October;   but  they  again  threatened  Vouice. 
which  was  reduced  to  extremities.     At  this  time,   the 
1st  of  January,  i38o,  arrived  Carlo  Zeno,  who  had  been 
cruising  on   the  Genoese  coast  with   fourteen  gallevs. 
The  Venetians  were  now  strong  enough  to  besiege  tlie 
Genoese.     Doria  was  killed  on  the  2 2d  of  January  by  a 
stone  bullet  a  hundred  and  ninety-five  pounds  weight, 
discharged  from  a  bombard  called  the  Trevisan.    Chioza 
was   th<'n   closely  invested;    {\\e  thousand    auxiliaries 
amongst  whom  were  some  English  Condottieri,    com- 
manded  hy  one  Giptain  Cccclio,  joined  the  Venetians. 
The  Genoese,  in  their  turn,   prayed  for  conditions,   but   I 
none  wrre  granted  uiUil,  at  last,   they  surrenderetl  at 
discretion;  and,  on  llie  '^.^th  of  June,    i28o,   the  Doge 
Contarini  made  his  triumphal  entry  into  Chioza       Kour 
thousand   [»risoners    nineieeu    galleys,    many    sm.iller 
vessels  and  harks,  with  all  (he  ammunition  and  arms, 
and  outfit  of  tlw  expediiion,   fell  into  the  hands  of  the 
conquerors,  who,  had  it  not  been  for  the  inexorable  an- 
swer of  Doria,  would  have  gladly  reduced  their  domi- 
nion to  the  city  of  Venice.     An  account  of  these  cran<»- 
actions  is  found  in  a  work   called  the  War  of  Chioza, 
written   by  Daniel  Chinazzo,  who  was  in  Venice  at  the 
time.  ^ 

Note  9,  .Stanza  xiv. 
The  »  PlantiT  of  ihi*  Li<in.> 
Plant  the  Lion— thai  is,   the  Lion  of  St  Mark,   tlie   ' 


•  •  Alia  fi*  df  Dio,  Si(ynori  V»-npziani.  non  avf-rrle  nai  f^.-r  da! 
Sifjnnro  di  I'adouii.  nc  dul  no.iro  riimnnc  di  Gi-nora.  m»  prirnirr-a- 
lupnlc  non  lui-iD-mr)  le  bri(ili.<  a  qiiflli  r<»*iri  cflTalJI  »fr«naij.  cbr 
lonoiiu  la  Hf/a  did  Votlro  K»an|,'('li«ta  .S.  .Vann.  Infrmaii  «hf  ,;U 
a>r<'mo,  *i  fartmu  starr  in  buona  jwut.  K  qu.sia  .•  la  inirn/it.M^ 
Donrn.  e  del  nr.^iin*  comiinp.  Ou.-sii  nuVi  frai.-Ili  GeoLMrki,  , !«. 
a»iM«'  niciiiiii  0111  ^oi  p<T  donnr -j.  non  Ii  YO,;lio ;  rirnan«Mr|^li  in 
diciroptr.bi- iu  inirndoda  qui  a  po  hi  i^iorui  venirgli  a  ritcuoter  ' 
dalle  vo.,ir'-  pri|;i<>ni,  »  loro  o  i;li  aliri.- 

»  •«.broni<a  d(llin;u«rradiUuoja,.  Blc,  Su-ipu   Rar.   lul.    i«>ai. 
XV,  pp.  6y.j  to  H^^. 
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uaodard  of  the  rrpablie,  which  it  the  orisiD  of  the  word 
ItuMaJooa — Ksni»4coiie,  Pfentaleon,  Pknulooo. 

Kote  10.  Sunxa  iv. 


T««  oik  raalsd  kcr  wIm  ••<!  vMt  ••tki«l«. 

Tlie  populaiioo  ofVenice  at  (he  rod  of  theseTeoteenth 
crntury  amounled  to  nearly  two  hundred  thoutand 
%oalc.  At  the  last  cenaus,  taken  two  yean  ago,  it  waa 
DO  more  than  aboot  one  hundred  and  three  thousand, 
and  it  diminishes  daily.  The  coninierce  and  the  official 
nnploymeiits,  which  were  to  be  the  unexhausted  source 
r4  Venetian  grandeur,  have  both  expired. '  Most  of  the 
patriciaa  manaioos  are  deserted,  and  would  (pradually 
diuppear,  had  not  the  fovernment,  alarmed  by  the  de- 
molition of  seventy-two,  during  the  last  two  years,  ex- 
pessly  forbidden  this  lad  resource  of  poverty.  Many 
maoants  of  the  Venetian  nobility  are  now  scattered 
and  eoafoanded  with  the  wealthier  Jews  upon  the  banks 
of  the  Brenla,  whose  palladia n  pabcos  have  sunk,  or 
tn  unking,  in  the  general  decay.  Of  the  «  gentil  uoroo 
Veneio,»  the  name  is  still  known,  and  that  is  ill.  He 
U  bat  the  shadow  of  bis  former  self,  but  he  is  polite  and 
kiod.  It  surely  may  be  pardoned  to  him  if  he  is  que- 
rulous. Whatever  may  have  been  the  vices  of  the  re- 
pabHc,  and  although  the  natural  term  of  its  existence 
any  be  thought  by  foreigners  to  have  arrived  in  the  due 
roune  of  mortality,  only  one  sentiment  can  be  expected 
from  the  Venetians  themselves.  At  no  time  were  the 
<ubj«*€ts  of  the  republic  so  unanimous  in  their  resolution 
u>  nl!y  round  the  sundard  of  St  Mark,  as  when  it  was 
for  the*  last  time  unfurled ;  and  the  cowardice  and  the 
treachery  of  the  few  patricians  who  recommended  the 
fiul  neutrality,  were  confined  to  tbe  persons  of  the 
aaitora  themselves. 

The  present  race  cannot  be  thought  to  regret  the 
loss  of  their  aristocratical  forms,  and  loo  despotic  go- 
vfmment;  they  think  only  on  their  vanished  iodepend- 
mre.  Thfffy  pine  away  at  the  remembrance,  and  on 
ibM  saJhfect  suspend  for  a  moment  their  gay  good<hu- 
mour.  Venice  may  be  said,  in  the  words  of  the  tcrip- 
lare,  m  to  dm  daily ;»  and  so  general  and  so  apparent 
i»  the  decline,  a«  to  hecooie  painful  to  a  stranger,  not 
reconealed  to  the  sight  of  a  whole  nation  expiring,  as  it 
«ere»  before  hia  eyes.  So  artificial  a  creation,  having 
2«st  that  principle  which  called  it  tnio  life  and  sop- 
poncd  iu  exiaieoce,  mua  fell  to  pieces  at  once,  and 
sink  nMMw  rapidly  than  it  rose.  The  abhorrence  of 
sU^ery,  wUcb  drove  the  Venetians  to  the  «ea,  hat, 
sjice  their  diaaaler,  forced  them  to  the  land,  where 
they  may  be  at  least  overlooked  amongst  the  crowd 
df  drpcttdanla,  and  not  present  the  humiliating  spec- 
tacle of  a  whole  nation  loaded  with  recent  chaina.  Their 
liveiinem,  their  affability,  and  that  happy  indifference 
[  which  conatitntion  alone  can  give,  for  philosophy  aspires 
to  it  in  vain,  have  not  sunk  under  circumstances ;  but 
many  pecniiarities  of  costume  and  manner  have  by 
'  degrees  been  lost,  and  the  nobles,  with  a  pride  com- 
,  BOO  to  all  lialiam  who  have  been  master*,  have  not 
\  b«vn  persuaded  to  parade  their  inMgoiKrjnce.  That 
'  «plendoar  which  irat  a  proof  and  a  portion  of  their 
power,    they  would  not  degrade  into  the  Irapptogs 

•  .  ^tMsallowa  •  •oblllMt*  tonmae  ••■!   opM,  sdM  at  tU 
ntiaari  voMlat :  14  ^mni  triba*  •  reba*  orltnr,  panlMoal*. 


rKk.  ai^ae  tU  eaolaaMails,  qa»  •  l«pab.  parrlplaat,  qa«  hanr 
.*  r»mamm  tliaiaraa  fora  owlfuir.'-Saa  Da  Priaripatibu  lulir 
TrartatMk,  edil.  i€3i. 


of  their  subjection.  They  retired  from  the  space 
which  they  had  occnpicd  in  the  eyet  of  their  fellow- 
citixens;  their  continuance  in  which  would  have  been 
a  symptom  of  acquiescence,  and  an  insult  to  those 
who  suffered  by  the  common  misfortune.  Tlio^  who 
remained  in  the  degraded  capital  might  be  said  rathrr 
to  haunt  the  scenes  of  their  departed  power,  than  to 
live  in  them.  The  reflection,  •  who  and  what  enthrals,* 
will  hardly  bear  a  comment  from  one  who  is,  na- 
tionally, the  friend  and  the  ally  of  the  conqueror. 
It  may,  however,  be  allowed  to  say  thus  mncli,  that, 
to  those  who  wish  to  recover  their  independence,  any 
masters  must  be  an  object  of  detestation;  and  it  may 
be  safely  foretold  that  this  unprofitable  aversion  will 
not  have  been  corrected  before  Venice  shall  have  sunk 
into  the  sUme  of  her  choked  canals. 

Mote  11.  Stanxa  xri. 
Badaaptloa  raas  ap  ta  lb*  Aulc  Maas. 
The  atory  is  told  in  Plutarch's  Life  of  Miciaa. 

Mote  I  a.  8taiua  xviii. 
Ami  Omsy.  Kaadifla.  ScUUar.  Shakapaara't  art. 

Venice  Preserved;  Mysteries  of  Udolpho ;  the  Gheal- 
seer,  or  Armenian ;  the  Merchant  of  Venice;  Othello. 

Mote  1 3.  Stanta  xx. 

■at  tnm  ibair  aatara  will  lb*  uaaaa  grow 
LeftiMt  oa  lofiiMi  aad  Ivatt  •baltar'd  rodu. 

ranneit  is  the  plural  of  Catine,  a  species  of  fir  pecu- 
liar to  the  Alps,  which  only  thrives  in  very  rocky  pari«, 
'  where  scarcely  soil  sufficient  for  its  nourishment  can  be 
'  found.  On  these  spots  it  grows  to  a  greater  height  tlian 
any  other  mountain  tree. 

Note  i4-  Stanxa  xxviii. 

k  tlairle  ttar  it  at  bar  ■i<l«,  aa«l  laifa* 
Witk  bar  oar  bait  iba  lo«alj  beavaa. 

{      The  above  deM^ription  may  srem  fantastical  or  exag- 

I  gerated  to  those  who  have  never  neen  an  oriental  or  an 

lulian  sky;  yet  it  is  but  a  literal  and  hardly  suflicicni 
.  delineation  of  an  Auguat  evening  (tlie  eighteenth),  as 

contemplated  in  one  of  many  rides  along  the  banks  of 

the  Brenta  near  La  Mira. 

Mote  1 5.  Stanta  xxx. 

WaiariBf  tba  traa  wblcb  baan  bit  lady's  aaaa 
Wiib  bit  ■atoJiaa*  laara,  ba  gava  biaaaif  to  fitaa. 

Thanks  to  the  critical  acumen  of  a  Scotchman,  we 

now  know  as  little  of  l^ura  as  ever.  ■     The  disco%eries 

,  of  the  Abb^  de  Sade,  his  triumphs,  his  sneers,  can  no 

'  longer  instruct  or  amuse.*     We  must  not,  lio«r\er, 

think  that  these  memoirs  are  as  much  a  romaiire  »» 

'  Belisarim  or  the  locas,  although  we  are  told  so  by  Dr 

i  Beattie.a  great  name,  but  a  iiitle authority.*     His  «la> 

i  hour*  has  not  been  in  vain,  notwithstanding  bis  «  lovn* 

has,  like  most  other  pauiont,  made  him  ridiculous.  < 

The  hypotliesis  which  overpowered  the  struggliug  Ita- 

•  S«<«  Aa  bUtorical  aad  crillcal  KtMy  oa  tba  Life  aad  (iMtartrr  nf 
pplran-b :  aad  a  DiMartalioa  aa  aa  HUtoricai  Rypoib*^!*  nf  tho 
AblWi  da  Sada :  ibe  ftnl  appaan>d  tboat  iba  yaar  f;»i  ;  ib««  oihrr  It 
intoriMl  ia  lb*  foartb  voJaaM  of  tba  Traaaartioat  of  ibr  Royal  So- 
di>t7  of  Rdiabargb,  aad  botb  bave  beaa  iarorporaiMi  iato  a  warii, 
pablitb«d,  aadar  tba  IrtI  tlilv,  by  BallaaiiiB**  ia  iBia. 

>  M^Doirea  poar  ia  Vie  da  P/trarqaa. 

»  Life  of  Raatiia.  by  Sir  W.  ror»>ea,  t.  ii.  p.  ••*. 

*  IrGIbboa  oallad  bla  HaBoin  •«  feiUar  a/  feaf.*  (tea  Decline 
aad  Fall,  cap.  Iki.  anie  i.)  aad  follo«f<d  bia  witb  oaalidrace  ami 
dclighl.  Tbe  raaipiler  of  a  rarj  volaaalaoat  work  aaal  i»kt>  ibu<  h 
rritiriam  apoa  irsat;  Mr  CiblMMi  kaadoaa  to.  Iboagb  aoi  to  readily 
aa  anoM  oibrr  aatbon. 
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lians,  auil  caiTirii  aloa^  less  iulerested  crWics  in  its 
current,  is  run  out.  We  have  another  proof  that  we 
can  never  be  sure  that  the  paradox,  the  most  sint>ular, 
and  therefore  having  the  most  agreeable  and  authentic 
air,  viill  not  give  place  to  the  rc-etttabh^hcd  ancient  pre- 
judice. 

It  (eems  then,  first,  that  Laura  was  born,  hved,  died, 
and  was  buried,  not  in  Avi^ou,  but  in  the  country. 
The  fountains  <»f  the  Sorja,  tlie  thickets  of  Cabritres, 
may  resume  their  pretensions  «nd  the  cxjjIotJcd  de  In 
Baitie  a^jaiu  be  heard  with  complacency.  Tlie  hypo- 
thesis of  the  Abbe  had  no  stron(;er  props  than  the 
parchment  sonnet  and  medal  found  on  the  skeleton  of 
the  wife  of  IIn[;o  dc  Sade,  and  the  manuscript  note  to 
the  Virgil  of  Petrarch,  now  in  the  Ambrosian  library. 
If  these  proof>  were  both  incontestable,  the  poetry  was 
written,  the  medal  composed,  cast,  and  deposited,  with- 
in the  S]»u-e  of  twelve  hours;  and  these  deliberite  du- 
ties were  performed  round  the  carcase  of  one  who  died 
of  the  plague,  and  was  hurried  to  the  gra\e  on  the  day 
of  her  death.  These  documents,  therefore,  are  loo  de- 
cisive :  they  prove,  not  the  fact,  }>ut  the  forgery.  Kither 
the  sonnet  or  the  Virgilian  note  must  be  a  falsilicalion. 
The  Abb<*  cites  both  as  incontestably  true;  the  conse- 
quent deduction  is  inevitable — they  arc  both  evidently 
false.  « 

Secondly,  Laura  was  never  married, and  was  a  haughty 

virgin  rather  than  that  tender  and  prudent  ^ if c  who 
honoured  Avignon  by  making  that  town  the  theatre  of 
an  honest  French  passion,  and  played  off  for  one-and- 
iwenty  years  her  little  Machinery  of  alternate  favours 
and  refusals  '  upon  the  first  po«;i  of  the  age.  It  was, 
indeed,  rather  too  unfair  that  a  female  should  be  made 
responsible  for  eleven  children  upon  the  faith  of  a  mis- 
interpreted abbreviation,  and  the  derision  of  a  librarian.^ 
It  is,  however,  satisfactory  to  think  that  the  love  of 
iVtrarch  was  not  platonic.  The  happiness  which  he 
prayed  to  po><sess  but  once  and  for  a  moment  was  surely 
not  of  the  niind,t  and  something  so  very  reil  as  a  mar- 
riage project,  with  one  who  has  been  i«lly  called  a 
shadowy  nyrnpli,  may  be,  perhaps,  cleteoled  in  at  least 
six  places  of  his  own  sonnets.  ^  The  love  of  Petrarch 
was  neither  platonic  nor  poetical ;  and,  if  in  one  passage 
of  his  works  he  calls  it  « aniore  vecmenteissinio  ma 


'  TliP  soniu't  li:;il  Ixfon-  ownkfii'-il  ihi*  «iis|iirion4  of  Mr  Ilorarr 
W«l|»«l«*.     S^c  tii«  li-UiT  lo  Wharioii  in  1763. 

*  •  I'ar  cr  jK'til  iiittn«'(;e.  colic  alicrnaii^c  <le  fart-urs  M  dr  rif;ucur« 
lii«;n  nic'nni;('-c,  uiK- fcinrac  icudrc  i>l  tii,;c  auiiiiic.  |>«.-ndaiit  >iiij;l-un 
un«,  Ir  {.lilt  {i^rnnd  |><k<IO  du  »on  >.ii'Tlr-,  ^alu  f.iirc  lii  nioindre  Itc.Iio 
a  »ou  Imniii'ur.'  .Mi'iu.  |>our  lu  Vit-  dc  IVlrjinim-,  l*r»'fa<«- aui  Kriin- 
vai».  Th(>  luiliau  cdiior  of  ilic  Lmidon  fdiliuii  <>f  I'drar.ti,  who  hu» 
iriiii«lalid  I.i>rd  V\\»<HHii>ui.cl«-f,  rcndtr*  llu*  «  Uiuiiit-  n-iidrr  ol  »a|;«',  • 
*  roJiiHui.t  lUTiiii.'  l(int'»*ioDi  ialoriiu  u  Mudouua  Launi.  p.  ^34, 
^ol.  iii.  rd.  I  S  I  I . 

^  In  0  diali),;ac  wiili  St  \u';(i»lin,  P«-lrar>-fa  liiii  d)-*irilM.d  l.aiira 
n»bntiu,';a  IxMiy  •■\h.iu«ti>d  with  rf|>«'.iu*d  ;>/x/if.  TIik  old  t'diior* 
rend  and  itT\nti-*iiifriur/-.irtiiuifiut,  liui  >l,  I  <i|>|>('roiiirr,  lilirurinn  lo 
llir  hrt-ni  h  Kiii);,  in  i7<<3,  <<Imi  uiw  ilie  .MS.  iu  liii'  I'arik  lilirurv, 
iuud(>  ail  iilLeiitalioii  ibai  •  om  lit  <7  tfu'un  tluil  lire,  pitriifjii*  ejch.ius- 
fifin.*  Do  Siiilf  joined  t)ir  nniMci  ot'  Mt'Mkrjt  lloudnt  aud  B<-j)il  wiili 
.M,  <;H|tp»TOiji<T,  anil  iu  llic  «liol«' di.x  ii.\»i.,n  nu  tiii»  />tu/if.  »liiin<-d 
liiHiM'll  .1  driunri(;lil  lilrrarj  rojur-.  *>«•(•  lliMc»«iofii,  ft>.,  p.  ^(17. 
Tlininuk  Vi]iiiu.i»  i>  lulled  iu  10  .M-til<-  whr-lliri  Pctranh'i  niiktico* 
wti»  a  chit'le  maid  or  a  c->Hltftfnl  wife. 

'    •  l'ii;iiialioii.  (|u:iulo  linlurli  d<d 
l)>-ir  iintnajjiiic  Ilia,  tc  milk-  \ollc 
^'  .-Mf'iiii  i|uid  I  h'  i   »oI  nun  vorrri.  • 

Soiioito  iK.  {tH'tuiL)  giunfe  ti  Simon  C  rt//rt  eonectUt. 
l.e  Himr,  el< .  par.  i,  pO(;.  iSt|.  (.Jii  V«'n.  i75t>. 

*  Jx-c  Hifli  «\i'»ni,  I  u.  |>.  .iyi. 


unico  «;d  Oiie;>to,»  he  confesses,  in  a  letter  to  a  fiieatJ 
that  it  was  guilty  and  perverse,  that  it  absorbed  hin: 
quite,  and  mastered  his  heart.  ' 

In  this  case,  however,  he  was  perhaps  alarmed  foi 
the  cul)>ability  of  his  wishes;  for  the  Ablx'  tic  Sa<i« 
himself,  who  certainly  would  not  have  been  scrupu 
lously  delicate,  if  he  could  have  proved  his  descent  froiu 
Petrarch  as  well  as  Laura,  is  forced  into  a  stout  drfcacc 
of  his  virtuous  grandmother.  As  far  as  relates  to  th* 
poet,  we  have  no  security  for  the  innocence,  cxcopi 
perhaps  in  the  constancy  of  his  pursuit.  lie  as'^ures  u~, 
in  his  epistle  to  posterity,  that,  when  arrived  at  Uis 
fortieth  year,  he  not  only  had  in  horror,  but  had  lo-i 
all  recollection  and  image  of  any  «  irregulariiv.»»  ^  But 
the  birth  of  his  natural  d.iughler  cannot  be  a-^signc-^l 
earlier  that  his  thirty-ninth  year;  and  either  the  me- 
mory' or  the  morality  of  the  poet  must  liavefaibHl  ium, 
when  he  forget  or  was  guilty  of  this  ilift.^  The  Mcakr^t 
argument  for  the  purity  of  this  love  has  been  drawn  fronn 
the  permanence  of  effects,  vkhich  survived  the  object  of 
his  passion.  The  reflection  of  M.  de  la  llastie,  lUril 
virtue  alone  is  capable  of  making  impressions  which 
death  cannot  efface,  is  one  of  those  which  every  body 
applauds,  and  every  body  finds  not  to  be  true,  the  mo- 
ment he  examines  his  own  breast  or  the  records  of 
human  feeling.  <  Such  apophthegms  can  do  nothing  for 
Petrarch  or  for  the  cause  of  morality,  except  with  the 
very  weak  and  the  very  young.  He  that  has  made  even 
a  little  progress  beyond  ignorance  and  pupilage,  ciiiinot 
be  edified  with  auy  thing  but  truth.  What  is  calhd 
vindicating  the  honour  of  an  individual  or  .1  natiou,  is 
the  most  futile,  tedious,  aud  uninslructiveof  all  wriiin(; ; 
although  it  will  aUays  meet  with  more  applause  than 
that  sober  criticism,  which  is  attributed  to  the  malicious 
desire  of  reducing  a  great  man  lo  the  common  staudanl 
of  humanity.  It  is,  after  all,  not  uulikely,  that  our 
historian  was  right  in  retaining  his  favourite  hyp<tthe(ic 
salvo,  w  hich  sci  nres  the  author,  although  it  scarcely  save> 
the  honour  of  the  SI  ill  unknown  mistress  of  Petrarch.* 

Note  16.  Sian/a  xxxi. 
Thoy  keep  Ui*  dum  in  .Vrqua,  whr-rc  be  di*sJ. 

Petnirch  retired  to  .\rqua  immediately  on  his  return 
from  the  unsurcevsfnl  attempt  to  visit  Urban  V  at  Rome, 
in  the  year  li^jo,  and,  with  the  exception  of  hi^  cele- 
brated visit  lo  Veniee  in  company  with  Fr.ince«.co  No- 
vello  da  C-arrara,  lie  appears  to  have  passed  the  four  List 
years  of  his  life  between  that  charming  solitude  and 
Padua.  For  four  months  previous  to  bis  death  he  was 
in  a  state  of  continual  languor,  and  in  the  morning  of 
July  the  19th,  in  the  year  1374.  ^•^^  foimd  dead  iu  his 
library  chair  with  his  head  resting  upon  a  book.  Tlie 
chair  is  still  shown  amongst  ihe  precious  relics  of  Arqua, 
which,  from  the  uninternqited  veneration  that  has  been 
attached  to  every  thing  relative  lo  this  great  man,  from 

'  •  Ouf  11.1  rra  p  |K>rrer«n  panionf  che  »olo  luilo  mi  oorapavt  r  mi 
rof;ii.'H(i  nrl  ruon*.- 

*  A:ion  dit'iueita,  or*-  hi«  wort|». 

*  '  A  <pir<ln  <  rtnfc\»ioHc  ci>«i  »iu(vra  die<i/<  forv  orcusionff  ana 
nuo«ii  I  .idiita  ill  i-i  li'ci*.*  Tiriil>u»ibi,  Storia,  ric,  loiu.  ^.  lib.  ii. 
par.  ii.  (•iii;.  io"". 

*  •  //  N  V  1;  ifttt  lit  ffTtv  $rulf  qui  tfrtt  Cfifmhl^  dt  f.ii'f  Ji  i  impr^*- 
fi.jH'  que  Li  mart  h  ett'tci"  fuf.^  y\.  iU-  lligianl.  lUron  dc  Iu  lUiktii  ,  in 
llic  M>'inoiri  \  d<-  I' \i  tidcniK-  •!•'»  Iiixriplioui  cl  Ih  llr»-L«  tlrf*  Co.' 
i7i'>aiiil  17)1.     N-c  .li.-x' Uillr'.jloni,  CK .,  p.  ity't. 

*  •  Villi  il  ill"  *iiliic  or  piiidiiivt-  (if  Laura  wa»  inrioraldr,  t" 
f-ujoyd,  .ind  iui;,lit  l>oa*l  iif  I'lijoyiu;;  iL<  u^nipli  of  |M>4-ir> .  •  Il«ili:i« 
aud  tall,  op  lit.  p.  J17.  i<d.  lii.  ocl.  fcih-ipt  ilif  1/  u  hTv 
iiicaiit  fur  ■iliUuh'jh. 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


Il3 


I 


I 


>  I 


I 


! 


ib«  ■loineac  of  hi*  deacli  lo  the  prrMoi  hour,  Imvc^  it 
may  be  lM>p«d,  «  belter  chance  of  aDihepticicy  thao  the 
Shak«pearian  memorials  of  Siraiford  upon  Afon. 

Arqua  (  for  che  last  syllable  b  accenlnl  in  prooan- 
nation,  aithoa|rh  the  analogy  of  the  English  laof;ua(;r 
has  been   obsenred  in  the  irersr),  is  twelve  miles  from 
Padua,  and  about  three  miles  on  the  rifibi  of  the  high 
road  to  Rovipo,  hi  the  bosom  of  the  Euganean  hills. 
After  a  walk  of  twenty  minutes,  across  a  flat  wrll-wooded 
mradov,  you  come  lo  a  little  blue  lake,  clear  but  falhom- 
!<■««.,  and  to  the  foot  of  a  succession  of  arcliviiies  and 
hilU,  clothed  with  vineyards  and  orchard*,  rich  vtiili 
fir  and  pome^pmnate  trees,  and  every  sunny  fruit-shrub. 
Trnm  the  banks  of  the  lake  the  road  winds  into  the  liills, 
jod  the  church  of  Anjua  is  soon  seen  lie t wren  a  cleft 
vhere  two  ridges  slope  towards  each  other,  and  nearly 
oclose  ibe  village.  The  houses  are  scattered  at  internals 
on  the  steep  sides  of  these  summits;  and  that  of  the  poet 
IS  on  the  edge  of  a  little  knoll  overlooking  two  descents, 
and  rommaodjog  a  view  not  only  of  liie  glowing  gar- 
dens  in  the  dales  immediately  beneath,  but  of  tlie  wide 
pbins,  above  whose  low  woods  of  mulberry  and  willow, 
thickened  ibto  a  dark  mass  by  fc&toons  of  vines,  till 
«iogIe  cypresses,  and  the  spires  of  towns  are  seen  in  the 
iii<»unce,  which  stretches  to  the  mouths  of  the  Po  and 
ibe  shores  of  the  Adriatic.  The  climate  of  lhe«e  volcanic 
hilU  is  wanner,  and  the  vintage  begins  a  werk  sooner 
than  io  the  plains  of  Padua.     Petrarch  is  laid,  for  he 
cannot  be  «aid  to  be  buried,  in  a  sarcophagus  of  red 
marble,  raised  on  four  pilasters  on  an  elevated  base,  and 
presrnred  from  an  association  with  meaner  tombs.     It 
stands    coospieuottsly  alone,   but  will  be  toon  over- 
•>badowred    by    fear   btely-pbnted   laurels.     Petrarch  s 
foontatn,  for  here  every  thing  is  Petrarch's,  springs  and 
expands  itself  beneath  an  artificial  arch,  a  little  below 
the  chorch,  and  abounds  plentifully,  io  the  driest  season, 
with  that  soft  water  vrhich  was  the  ancient  wealth  of 
the  Eognnean  hUU.     It  would  be  more  attractive,  were 
it  not,  in  some  seasons,  beset  with  hornets  and  wasps. 
No  other  coincidence  could  assimilate  the   tombs  of 
Petrarch  and  Archilochuf.   The  revolutions  of  centuries 
have  spared  these  sequestered  valleys,  and  the  only  vio- 
lence which  has  been  offered  to  the  allies  of  Petrarch 
«as  prompted,  not  by  hale,  but  venerntion.  An  attempt 
«M  made  to  rob  the  sarcophagus  of  its  treasure,  and 
one  of  the  arms  was  stolen  by  a  Florentine  through  a 
rent  which  is  still  visible.     The  injury  is  not  forgotten, 
but  baa  served  to  identify  the  poet  with  the  country 
where  be  was  born,  but  where  he  would  not  li«e.     A 
peasant  boy  of  Arqua  being  asked  who  Petrarch  was. 
replied,  «  that  the  people  of  the  parsonage  knew  a\\ 
about  him,  but  that  he  only  knew  that  he  «as  a  Florea- 
tme.» 

Mr  Forvytb  •  was  not  quite  correct  in  saying,  that 
Petrarch  never  returned  to  Tuscany  after  he  had  on^'e 
quitted  it  when  a  boy.  It  appe-ir^  he  did  pass  through 
f  lorenee  on  his  way  from  Parma  to  Rome,  and  on  his 
return  in  the  year  1 35o,  and  remamed  there  long  enough 
to  form  some  acquaintance  with  its  most  distinguished 
inhabitants.  A  Florentine  gentleman,  asluimed  of  the 
aversion  of  the  poet  for  his  native  country,  was  eager  to 
point  one  this  trivial  error  in  our  accomplished  traveller, 
whom  he  knew  and  renpecied  for  an  extraordinary 
rapacity,  extensive  erudition,  and  refined  tasie,  joine<t 

'  lUflMrtt.  Mr.,  am  Iialv.  p.  9'.  nnte.  sn-l  Mil. 


to  that  engaging  simplicity  of  manners  which  Ims 
been  so  frequently  recogniied  as  the  surest,  though 
it  is  certainly  not  an  indispensable,  trait  of  Mperior 
genius. 

Every  footstep  of  Laura's  lover  has  been  anxiously 
traced  and  recorded.  The  house  in  which  he  lodged  ia 
shown  in  Venice.  The  inhabitants  of  Areuo,  in  order 
to  decide  the  ancient  controversy  between  their  city  and 
the  neighbouring  Ancisa,  where  Petrarch  was  carried 
when  se\en  months  old,  and  remained  until  his  seventh 
year,  ha%e  designated  by  a  long  inscription  the  spot 
where  their  great  fcliow-citiien  was  bom.  A  tablet  liai 
been  raised  to  him  at  Parma,  in  the  chapel  of  St  Agatha, 
at  the  cathedral,*  because  he  was  archdeacon  of  that 
M>ciety,  and  was  only  snatched  from  his  intended  sepul- 
ture in  their  church  by  a  foreign  death.  Another  ta* 
blet  with  a  bust  has  been  erected  to  him  at  Pavia,  on 
account  of  his  having  passed  the  autumn  of  1 368  in 
that  city,  with  his  son-in-law  Brossano.  The  political 
condition  which  hat  for  ages  precluded  the  Italians 
from  tlie  criticism  of  the  Uving,  has  concentrated  their 
atlenti'  n  to  the  illustration  of  the  dead. 

Note  1 7.  Slanxa  xxxiv. 
Or.  il  Bsy  l«,  wiih  <i»mem». 

Tlie  struggle  is  lo  the  full  as  likely  to  be  with  demons 
at  with  our  better  thoughts.  Saun  chose  the  wilder- 
ness for  the  temptation  of  Our  Safiour.  And  oar  on- 
•uUted  John  Locke  preferred  the  presence  of  a  child  to 
complete  tolitttde. 

Note  I S.  Stania  xxxviii. 

la  hn>  of  sll  kU  foe*.  ib«  Crw^emm  qaifs ; 
And  Doilraa,  what*  nA  ««vy,  vir. 

Perhaps  the  couplet  in  which  Boileau  depreciates 
Ta«>o  may  serve  as  well  as  any  other  specimen  to  justify 
the  opinion  given  of  the  harmony  of  French  veise. 

A  Hailwrb*.  a  lUrao.  prrfervr  TbrophiU . 

E(  l«  (-liaqMBl  ilo  TaM«  S  lost  Tor  A^  Virffilr. 

Sal.  Ik,  tvtm  17^. 

The  biographer  Serassi,*  out  of  tenderness  to  the  repn- 
taiion  either  of  the  Italian  or  tlie  French  poet,  is  eager 
to  observe  that  the  satirist  recanted  or  explained  away 
tlii«  cemure,  and  subsequently  allowed  the  author  of  the 
Jerusalem  to  be  a  «  genius  sublime,  vast,  and  happily 
bom  for  the  higher  flights  of  poetry. n  To  this  we  will 
;idd,  that  the  recantation  is  far  from  satisfactory,  when 

>  D.  O.  M. 

FranriMt)  Prlrarihir 

Pannratl  4r<hi<ii3r«iiio. 

Far^aiibai  prvtcJaru  i;riirr<>  p«*itnii«|«« 

fc.lhi''**  (.liri«lian<r  Mripiori  •■kimiw 

Roiu«Bar  lia(;u»  rftliluiori 

Klrukiv  pnaripi 

Kfrirw  r>h  rarmrn  ha--  in  urb«  pi-rartsa  rpgibva  aerlla 

».  P.  *i.  R.  Uarm  doaato. 

Tanli  Virl 

JavralliHai  Juvcni*  miliaa  •*■«« 

StuiliMtuiaisa 

rom^a  .Niroiaa*  (.anoairat  Cirof^naraa 

MaiaAraa  proiiaa  araamritau. 

liiiqu**  madilo 

D(w  Jaaaarup  mianio  fotynra 

0   M.  P. 

SufTwiaa 

Vd  iafrs  aM^itan  FranHtri  anpalriiro 

.SuasM  bar  ia  ada  rfrtrrri  ataadaalU 

Si  Paraur  ocr  uahrret 

Eaiara  aortc  k«ni  nobit  er*pll. 

'  La  vtia  del  TaM«.  lib.  Mi.  p.  t^\.  toa.  ii.  «dit.  B«rgaa«,  i;9«. 
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we  cx;:inin«»  the  wlioK'  anccdot*!  as  rrportM  hy  Oliv*-!.' 
The  spiitJMirr  pronounced  a|',:«Jnst  him  by  Uoliours'  is 
rrconlril  only  to  the  confu>ion  of  the  crilir.  >»hose  pa- 
Unocliti   the  ItiiHari  mnkos  no  effort  to  «n>cover,  ;nnl 
'v»ould  not  perhaps  accept.     As  to  the  opposition  which 
tlic  .lerusiilcm  encountcroiJ  from  tlio  Cru-^can  acad<Mny, 
who  de|;r.i<led  Tasso  from  all  compeiijion  with  Arioslo, 
below  noj.irdo  and  Puici,  the  disijnue  of  sncli  opposition 
nunst   also  in  sonic  mcasnre  be  laid    to  the  chari^e  of 
Alphonso,  and  the  eom-t  of  Ferrara.     For  Leonard  Sil- 
viati,  the  principal  and  nearly  iIjc  sctle  origin  of  this 
attack,  was,  there  can  he  no  donbt,'  influenced   by  a 
hope  to  acquire  the  favour  of  the  House  of  Este  :  an 
ol)jivi  which  he  thought  attainalde  by  exalting  the  repu- 
tation of  a  native  poet  at  the  expense  of  a  rival,  then  n 
prisoner  of  state.     The  hopes  and   efforls  of  Salviati 
must  serve  to  show  the  contemporary  opinion  as  to  liie 
nature  of  the  poet's  imprisonment;  and  vill  lill  uji  the 
measure  of  our  indignation  at  the  tyrant  jail<»r.  4     In 
fact,  the  antagonist  of  Tasso  was  n<U  disapjmintcd  in  the 
reie|ilinn  gi\«'n  to   his  criticism;  he  was  called  to  the 
court  of  Ferrara,  where,  ha\ing  endeavoured  to  hei{;h(en 
his  claiujs  to  favour,  by  panegyries  on  tlie  family  of  his 
sovereign,  ^   he  was  in  his  turn  abandoned,  and  expired, 
in  nej;lected  poverty.     The  opposition  of  the  Ous(ans| 
was  l)ronj;1it  to  a  close  in  six  y«'ars  after  the  commence- , 
mentofthe  controvcrsv;  antl  if  the  academy  o>»ed  iis; 
first  renown  to  having  almost  openetl  with  such  a  para- 
dox,^   it  is  prohalile  that,  on  tiie  other  hand,  the  care 
of  his  reputation  alleviated  rather  than  aggri\at*(l  the 
imprisonment  of  the  injured  poet.     The  dffeiur  of  hi•^| 
father  and  of  himself,   for   both   wen?  involved   in  ihe 
censure  of  Sabiali,  found  emj»lovment  fnr  many  of  hi' 
solitary  hours,  and  the  captive  could  have  been  but  littb' 
euibarrassejl   to  reply  to  accus,uions,   vliere,  amongst 
other  delinquencies,   he   was  charged   villi    invidiously 
omitting,  in  his  comparison  I)etwc<n  France  ami  Italy, 
to  make  any  menticui  of  the  eupida  of  St  Maria  del  Fioie 
at  Fbiicnec.  7      Tlw  late  biographrr  of  Ariosio  seems  as 
if   willing    to    rr-ncvv    the   contr.nersy    bv   doubting  tlic 
inter|»retation    of  Tasso's    sclf-fstini.ilion,  8    rel.iled    in 
Seiassi\  life  of  the  poet.     I5ut  Tirabuschi   had  beforr 

'  lli»ioir«' <!<«  r.\i-ail''iinV  Frniic;il«it',  dfpoi*  iC''?  j»»(nri«  i-oo,  j>.'ir 
rnhlx'    d'Olix)-!,    |).    iKi.   (-(lii.    .VnisiiTil.nii,   173*.     <- ^l:ii»,  (tiMiin-, 
tfiiiiiil  a  ru».i|;<-  qu  il   a    f.iil    dc    »<■!>  t.il(-ii«,   j  uiiriiis  iiionin'  (|iii'  !<' 
Ijoii  sen*  II  ••«!  pii%  lunjour*  c»' "]ui  d<iiiiiri»"  <  111'/    liii,-    p.     i>>'.     ll"i-  ' 
lean  i.'iiJ  li)<  liail  not  <  liuu,;('<i  hii  <>iiiiii'>ii  .    >•  J'rn  ui  »i    jicii    ili.iii,;i'.  I 
<iil-il. '  I'lc-.,  p.  i-''i .  I 

*  l.;i  niaiiicT'- ilr  lil'-n  prn*f"r  d.in*  !<•*  riuir.ij;r%  t\f  rc'spril,  s»'i  , 
diiil.  |>.  Hrj.  r'-dil.  ifii)^.  I'hil.inilwi  is  Idr  TiU-io,  iiiid  i>:i\».  in  llii-  oiiuci, 
1.  (!»•  li>ii«  l«'v  |if-iii\  p^jirits  >|Hf  ril.ili'*  a  |iori''<  !»■  Tii>M-  •-•.i  |i»Mii-«'iri' 
n-liii  <|iii  |><  ri'>i'  li'  |ilii>  ii<il>l<>iii('iit.>  Hill  l><iliciur<i  ^o'liii-  in  «;  i-.ik  ill 
I  iiili>vii.'>,  «Im>  <  |i.»i  <  w  iili  ilif  absurd  i'<ini|iariN>in  :  ■  Kiiii*-*  >,iloir  If 
Tu»«c  liiiii  t|ii  il  vou»  ]d<iir«,  jo  m  f n  lirns  pour  iin'i  a  \'ii,;ili'.»  fic,  I 
i!..  p.  .....  ^  I 

^   I, a  Vila,  vf.  lili    iii.  p.  oi.  torn.  I'i.  Th'^  Kii  ;Ii*li  n -idiT  ni.i>  xtr  ' 
nn    uii'oiiiil    of   lln-  opi'OMiion  ol  ilir-  Lrii,i-,i  10  Tu.,t>,  in  J>r  lllj.l,. 
Lif''.  •■!' .  I  <ip.  x«  ii.  >"l.  ii. 

*  lor  tiiiihcr,  an  I.  il  is  liop*',!,  i\f  \\\\f  prcHif,  ili;u  Tsioi  w  i» 
iti-iihvr  iii'<r>' nor  \fw,»  l\mu  a  firifoHrr  of -f  Iff,  llif  rt'inIiT   i.»    r«-liTr»-il 

Irt   >   lll.lO«l''tl    iLLLlTktTlcM*  Or    inr   IV|||  l.t<«I  )   or  (.IIILLk  Il4li(>ll>,> 

p.  J.  .iinl  t.  Ilim  ill,;.  ' 

'  "r.uiuni  fiiinl.ri.  .  .  .Dcllf  |o.|i  di  fJon  t  iii  ;i  r.irdiiial  dK^Jtr.  .  .  . 
1)<  II''  li>.l  j  ill  lion  110  Mionso  irK>lo.   See  |,a  Vii  i.  Iili.  iii,   pi;;.   117. 

*  Il  \(ju  l'iiiiiiit>-<j  iu  I  li.Si,  and  iIh>  (.1  Ilk.  un  iiiitHcr  In  I'dl*- ;riii)ir» 
Cir  f/n  111  i-iiir.!  I"  rfia  w.i>  piitdi»lifd  in  1  )h(.  | 

-  <.nc;iiiii)  I  fiit^  »rniprr  in  lui  il  v»  Icno  d«l!.i  »iia   p«'>.'«i(na  vo'iuil  1 
coiiiro  nil. I  iiii/ii'n  \  lorcnlina.*    La  Vii:i,  lib.  iii,  pp.  i.ti,  i,v    (,,mi.  ii. 

*  1^.1  >  iin  di  <l.  I>.  .\riu\i.i.  iiritl.i  d.iM'  .Mmic  (iirnliniift  llariifliildi 
f  iuiii<>r>',  ri.  .,  I  (Tfjira,  iHj-.  lil>.  iii,  p<»ji'  2Ui.  Sci'  lli%torir.il  |l|ii»- 
l'.Ui<>n«,  I'I'  .  p.   '<5. 


laid  that  rivilrv  at  rest,«  by  showing,  that  brfweK>n 
Ariosto  and  Tasso  it  is  not  a  question  of  compari«-on. 
Iml  of  preference. 

Note  19.  Stan/a  xli. 

Tlif  lij'.hinin;^;  nnl  from  \ri<>^Ui"»  l>n»t 
The  iron  rro«  n  of  lauri'ln  iiiiiiiit  k  d  loavc-t. 

Before  the  remains  of  .\ri<isio  were  removed  from  the 

Renedietino  ehurch  to  the  library  of  Ferrara,  hi-,  bust, 

which  surmounted  the  tomb,  was  struck  by  li|*,litiiin  y, 

ami  a  crov^n  of  iron  laurels   melted  away.     The  cv-  nt 

has  been  recorded  bv  a  writer  of  (he  last  century.^    llic 

iransf.  r  of  thesi-  sacretl  ashes  on  the  <)tli  of  June,    iSoi, 

was  one  of  the  most  brilliant  speelm  l<*s  of  the    slmrl- 

lived  Italian  Iicpublic,  and  to  conserraie  the  nnniorv  <»f 

the  ceremonv,   the  onee   famous  fallen  Intrepidi  were 

revived     and     re-formed    iu     the    Ariostean    aci«leniy. 

Till-  large  public  place  through   whieh  the  proctssioa 

paraded  was  ihen  for  the  lir»t  time  called  AriostoS<|uarr. 

The  author  of  the  Orlando  is  jealously  claimed  .is  f  h»» 

Homer,   not  of   Italy,    but   Ferrara.  ^     The  mother   <jf 

Arioslo   was  of  I\rgj',ii>,  and  ibe  house  in  which  Iw  wj* 

born  is  carefnlly  distinguished   by  a   tablet  with   ihe-^* 

wortis  :  <«    (hti  unique  l.udovico  ^Irinstn  il  tjioruo  8  di 

Sctlvmhrc  dell"  anno    I'jri-"      Hnt   the  Ferrarese  ntakr 

light   of   the  accident   by   which    tlu-ir  poet   was    horn 

abroad,  and  claim  him  exclusively  for  their  own.    Tluv 

pO'sess  his  bones,  llicy  show  his  arm-chair,  and  hi*!>  ink- 

st  ind,  and  his  autographs. 

Iii<  illiii*  aiiiia, 

I'ir  ciirriit  luir • 

The  bouse  where  he  lived,  the  room  where  he  di«*d,  arc 
designated  by  his  ow  n  replaced  memorial,  4  and  l»y  a 
recent  inscription.  The  Feirarese  are  more  jealous  cif 
tlwMr  claims  since  the  aninj«)siiv  of  Denina,  arisinj;  from 
a  cause  which  tluir  apoln|;ists  mysteriously  hint  i>  not 
unknown  to  them,  veu(ure<l  to  dejirade  their  soil  aiul 
<iiinalelo  a  B<eolian  inrapacily  for  all  spiritual  ]>rnduc- 
tious.  A  qnaito  volume  has  been  c.illcd  fi  rtb  bv  tlie 
dclr aciion.  and  this  sup|ileiTient  to  Bareitis  .Memoirs  of 
the  liliisirious  Fcrranse  has  been  considi  reil  a  Itiuiii- 
pliani  rejiiy  to  the  «  Ouadro  Storico  Statislico  dell  .Vita 
Italia. » 

.Vole  P.O.  .*slan/a  xli. 

I  or  ',\h-  trii''  liiuK  l-«  ri'iiili  «lili  li    ;lorv  wi'.it<*» 
!■>  of  ill'-  trti*  nn  Ixdi  of  lliiitidi-r  >  lf':MO«. 

The  ea;;le,  the  spn-  alf,  the  laurel,  ^  and  the  whit*' 
vine,''  were  amongst  the  most  approved  prescrvaliv  •-«. 
a(;  liiisl  li;;Iilni!ii;  :  .Inpiier  cho^e  the  lirsf,  .\ugustiis  (It- 
sar  the  second.  7  and  Tibeiius  never  failed  to  •weir.i 
wicatliof  the  third  wIiimi  the  sky  threatened  a  tlinndrr- 
stfinn.  '^  These  superstitions  may  be  received  without  a 

'   Sioi  ia  dcll.i  l.-tl..  rtr.  lill    ifl,  mm.  \','i.  pir.  iii.  p.  us".  *»»|     \. 

^   •  Ml  Pit' I 'iiiiii  ronii  (|iii-    iiiiiii.i    i.  ill    I  •>>  lido  I  .idiiio    tin     f>iini'ri«> 
II  el  I.I  li>r'i  I  111!  <.  I  M  lii.iiiii'  i'..>i.   I.I  II I   II  iijpH'  1. 1  •  oroii.i  di  Idiirii  .1  '|ii<- !  I 
iniiiMirtwIi'  pi  <-l,i.  -     <'p.  di  Kiiiii-iini.    ^nl.    ii,    p.    i-<">.    »»«l.    Mil-ir«». 
|N<''>.    I<  lli'Ml  ul  Si,;iinr  l>llido  S;|^  iiii    Vr<  .ri\i<H  ritioi,    •ull     illtiidr   lit 
nil  lliliniiic  I  ■olnlo  III   l>ri'«<Jii  I    iiiiiio   i-'i>|. 

'  •  \p|i.i>.<ioii.iio  :iiniiiii.iiori'  I'd  imiito  apulri.;i>i.i  df-ll'  Omrr\' 
IVrnirn,-  •  1  hi'  lMli-n.i<>  tirvl  I'i^i-n  In  Ta»»o,  und  i*  ijuxii-d  !■>  ilir 
i  <iiifii<ioii  ol  ilic  /i.c.tMri,  till,  iti,  pp.  '(•*,  }ii>.  LaViiadiM.  L.  Kr,~ 
o»|ii,  etc. 

*   •  l*.ir\.i,  ^(>d  apia  luilii.  rid  iiiilli  olujovia,  kc<i  bou 
Soniid.i,  purta  iiii-o  ><-d  uniit'ii  ii  n- diiiiiii».  • 

'  Ai|uil>i.  \i(ufii%  iii.iriiiu*,  el  t.iuru*.  lulnnii*.'  iiou  fcriuiilur.  Phn 
Nnl.  Ili«i    ill',  ii,  I  ip.  l\ . 

'   <  .•liiiiii  llii.  Iil>.  \. 

^•ii' iiiii.  HI  \  II.   Vu.,u»t.  rnp.  ir. 

'    Id.  Ill  \  il.  Tiln-tii.  «ap.  I\i\. 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILCRIilAGE. 
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meer  an  a  c«>uotry  wkere  (h«  magical  properties  of  (be  j 
bjz^i  tvig  have  not  lost  ali  tkeir  credit ;  and  perhap*  llie  j 
mder  may  not  be  mucb  surpriMd  to  find  tliat  a  com- 
me ataior  on  Suetonius  bat  taken  upon  bimiclf  ffravety 
to  UisproTe  the  imputed  f  irtncs  of  ibe  crown  of  Tibe- 
rias by  mentioning  that,  a  fev  yean  before  he  wrote, 
a  LuireJ  was  actually  ttruck  by  Itghtotng  at  Rome.  • 

Mote  II.  Sfania  xK. 

Ka«w  that  Ike  lisktalag  MaetlS**  below. 

Ihe  Cortian  take  and  the  Rnmioal  fig-tree  in  the 
Fomm,  baTing  been  touched  by  li(;lttning,  were  held 
«^icred,  and  the  memory  of  the  accident  wm«  preserred 
by  a  pnteai,  or  altar,  resembling  the  mouth  of  a  well, 
vith  a  little  chapel  covering  the  cavity  supposed  to  be 
m«de  by  the  thunderbolt.  Bodies  scatiied  and  persons 
struck  dead  were  thought  to  be  incorruptible;  '  and  a 
uroke  not  fatal  conferred  perpetual  dignity  upon  (hr 
man  «o  dtfttingui«hed  by  Ileavea.  ' 

Thoise  killed  by  lightning  were  wrapped  in  a  white 
Tirment,  and  huried  where  they  fell.  The  sui>ers(iiioii 
«t«  not  confined  to  the  worsliippers  of  Jupiter:  ihe 
Limbarda  believed  in  the  omens  furni*ihoJ  by  Ii(;litiiin,;, 
ind  i  Cliristian  priest  confesses  that  by  a  diabolical  »kili 
ID  iQlerpreting  thunder,  a  seer  foretold  to  Agilulf,  duke 
.{ Turin,  an  event  which  came  to  pass,  and  gave  him  a 
•{»<'T^  and  a  crosin.  4  There  vias,  however,  somethiog 
'*;uivocal  in  this  sign,  which  the  ancient  inhabitants  of 
k'cne  did  not  always  consider  propitious;  and  as  the 
fejrs  are  likely  to  last  longer  than  the  consolations  of 
Hiperstition,  it  is  not  strange  that  the  Romans  of  the  age 
cf  Leo  \  should  have  been  so  much  lerrilied  at  some 
BiiMnterpreted  storms  as  to  require  (he  exhortations  of 
a  scholar,  who  arrayed  all  the  learning  on  thunder  and 
jf^hraing  to  prove  the  omen  favourable :  beginning  with 
(V  flash  which  struck  the  walls  of  Vrlitrs  and  includ- 
la,;  that  which  played  upon  a  gate  at  Florence,  and 
fomoki  the  pontificate  of  one  of  its  citiiens.  ^ 

Note  aa.  Stanza  xlii. 
tMlU.  oh  lulia.  etc. 
Tlie  two  stanzas,  XLII  and  XLIIf,  are,  mith  tlie  ei- 
rej'iii^n  of  a  line  or  two,  a  translation  of  the  famous 
kODoet  of  Filicaja : 

•  Iialla,  luKa,  O  ta  cai  feo  la  »onm.» 

Note  a3.  Stanza  xliv. 

WaadaHaf  ia  yoalh.  1  m<wd  ib<«  path  fif  bta, 
frtead  of  RoaM>  ■  ieaai  aortal  aiotl. 


Alas !  how  do  wc  poor  mortals  fret  and  vet  ourstivc*  if 
any  of  our  friends  happen  to  die  or  be  killed,  vrhos': 
life  is  yet  so  short,  when  the  carcases  of  so  many  noble 
cities  he  here  exposed  before  me  in  one  view.*  i 

Note  i4'  Stanza  xlvi. 


•ad  w«  fass 


The  celebrated  letter  of  Servius  Suipiciu^  to  t^icero,  on 
vtf  death  of  his  daughter,  describes  as  it  then  was,  and 
now  i«,  a  path  which  I  often  traced  in  Greece,  both  by 
iej  and  land,  in  different  journeys  and  voy.ii;es. 

«  On  my  return  from  A«ia,  as  I  was  nailing  from 
Cjpna  towarda  Megura;  I  began  to  contemplate  tlie 
j<ro^pect  of  the  countries  around  me :  .Kgina  was  behind, 
M'-jara  before  me ;  Pir«us  on  the  right,  (k)rintb  on  the 
•"ft ;  ail  which  towns,  once  famous  and  flourtsliing,  nov 
I.A  overturned  and  buried  in  their  ruins.  Upon  thi« 
"i^ht,  I  conid  not  but  think  presently  within  myself, 

*  StfUt  X,  p.  4<>9-  *dh.  L«4|d.'4at.  1667. 

*  Vid.  i.  C.  Balirae«r.d«Terfwaoiaet  Palalnrbaa,  t{b.  f .  rap.  xl. 

^nJc€ti  xtpx-jv^ddi  dtrtuoi  IttI,  iOev  /at  6*i  Srtbi 

Tt  JXrai.     Plai.  Sfapos.,  vtd.  J.  C.  Ballrag.  al  tap. 

«  i*a«ii  Diacnal.  do  |«aUa  Laaffobard.  lib.  lit,  cap.  air,  fe.  xr, 
•dii.  Taaria.  tSi^. 

*  I.  P.  Valeriaai,  da  folMlaaa  tieniOcalinaibat  dprJaaatlo,  ap. 
Cnp-v.  Aatiq.  Ham.  UMB.  V.  |>.  Sj).  Tb«>  deilamaiion  It  addrra*(Hl  to 
iviiaa  of  fledtcia. 


hi*  ay**  10  tb<>«<  ttpinra, 


Feedian  oa  thy  avrart  clt<'«*k. 

«...  Alqaa  oraloa  paacai  aiorqao  »aoa.«— Ortd.  Amur.  M.  il. 

I  Dr  VidtlUioa— Uialory  of  da  Lifp  of  X.  Tallia*  Liorio,  wrl.  vii, 
f.«>;.  I71,  *«l.  II. 

*  t>f  fnriuiiir  vnrtvlate  arlti*  Koa*  rl  «le  rulDi*cjutdeade«cri|>lio, 
( p.  Aflllriinn*.  Tbrtaar.  loa.  I,  i>mf,.  5oi. 

*  ^M<«>  Mnnia.  Aal.  ined.  par.  i.  cap.  i«ii,  a.  ili).  pa^.  5o;  aod 
Storia  (t4-lle  aril,  rtr.  lit*.  \i,  cap.  i.  u>a.  ii,  p.  iif,  nut.  B. 

*  Nomina  (|tiitv»4|Mfl  Aoi«>|a^  IuImt,  p.  ^o^,  (Hiii.  act. 


The  tkrli-lOB  of  hrr  Ttlanir  fora. 

It  ia  Pogn>o,  who,  looking  from  the  (lapiloline  hill 
upon  ruined  Rome,  breaks  forth  into  the  exclainaliou, 
a  Ut  nunc  omoi  detore  nudaia,  prostrata  j<u'et,  iostar 
gigaotei  cada«eris  corrupii  aique  undiquc  exest.»* 

Note  sS.  Stanza  xlix. 
Thar*.  100,  the  irodd«^a  lovn  fa  aSiMa. 
The  view  of  the  Venus  of  Medici^  inatanlly  vup^e^ts 
the  lines  in  the  Reasons,*  and  the  comparison  of  tlv  ob- 
ject with  the  description  proves,  not  only  the  rorreci- 
nc4s  nf  the  portrait,  but  the  peculiar  turn  of  thought, 
and,  if  the  term  may  be  used,  the  sexual  imagination  of 
(he  drscriptne  poet.  The  same  coneluiion  nuy  be  de- 
duced from  another  hint  in  th^  same  episode  of  Mu«i< 
dora  ;  for  Thomson's  notion  of  the  privilef;es  of  favoured 
love  must  have  been  either  very  primitive,  or  rather 
deficient  in  delicacy,  when  he  ma<le  his  gmteful  nymph 
inform  her  discreet  IVimou  that  in  some  happier  mo- 
ment he  might  perhaps  be  the  companion  of  ber  bath  : 

•  Th<>  liaa  aay  roaie  yoa  aerd  aol  ■;.• 

The  reader  mill  recollect  the  anecdote  told  in  the 
life  of  Dr.  Johnson.  We  will  not  led >e  (he  Florentine 
gallery  without  a  mord  on  (he  If'hetter.  It  seems  strange 
(hat  (he  character  of  (lia(  dispu(ed  statue  should  not  he 
eutirely  decided,  at  least  in  (he  mind  of  any  one  who 
has  »ceu  a  sarcophagus  m  the  toidbiile  of  (he  basilica 
of  St  Paul  v»ithoiit  the  vralU.  at  l\oiiie.  where  (he  %vliolr 
group  of  tbc  faille  of  lHjrs) as  i«  seen  iu  (olrr.iblc  pre- 
Mrrvation;  and  (he  Scydiian  kUve  whett'ug  the  kuifc 
is  represented  exactly  in  the  »ame  pokitum  a%  (his 
celebrated  masterpiece.  The  slave  is  not  naked  :  but 
it  is  ea«ier  to  get  rid  of  this  difficulty  than  to  suppOM* 
(he  knife  in  (he  lumd  of  the  Florentine  statue  an  in- 
strument for  shaving,  which  it  must  be,  if,  as  Laaii 
supposes,  the  man  is  no  other  than  the  barber  of  Ju- 
lius Caesar.  >Vinkelmana,  illustrating  a  baa-relief  of 
(he  same  subject,  follows  the  opinion  of  Ix^nard  Agos^ 
liiii,  and  lii«i  authority  might  have  been  thought  con- 
clusive, even  if  (he  reseuihlauce  did  uo(  »(rike  (he  mo>( 
careless  observer.  * 

Amongs(  (he  bronzes  of  the  same  princely  colleciiufi, 
is  still  to  be  seen  (he  inscribed  (abli*(  copieu  and  com- 
mented upon  by  Sir  Gibbon.  4  Our  historian  found 
some  difticultic«,  but  did  not  desist  from  his  illustra- 
tion :  he  might  be  vexed  to  hear  (hat  his  criticism  has 
lN>en  thrown  away  on  an  inscription  now  generally  re- 
cognized to  be  a  forgery. 

Note  16.  Stanza  Ii. 


i6 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Note  27.  Slaiixa  liv. 
la  Santa  Croce'*  boly  preciocU  He. 
This  Dame  will  recal  tlie  memory,  not  only  of  lliosc 
whose   tombs  have  raised  the  Santa  Croce   into    the 
centre  of  pilgrimage,  the  Mecca  of  Italy,  but  of  her 
whose  eloquence  was  poured  over  the  illustrious  ashes, 
and  whose  voice  is  now  as  mute  as  those  she  sunij. 
Go&iNNA  is  no  more;  and  with  her  should  expire  the 
fear,  the  flattery,  and  the  envy,  which  threw  too  daz- 
zling or  too  dark  a  cloud  round  the  march  of  genius, 
aud  forbad  the  steady  gaze  of  disinterested  criticism. 
We  have  her  picture  embellished  or  distorted,  as  friend- 
ship or  detraction  has  held    the  pencil :  the  impartial 
portrait  was  hardly  to  be  expected  from  a  contempo- 
rary.    The  immediate  voice  of  her  survivors  will,  it  is 
probable,  be  far  from  affortiiug  a  just  estimate  of  her 
singular  capacity.     The  gallantry,  the  love  of  Mouder, 
aud  the  hope  of  associated  fame,  "which  blunted  the 
edge  of  censure,  must  cease  to  exist. — The  dead  have 
no  sex;  they   can  surprise  by  no  new  miracles;   they 
can  confer  no  privilege  :  Corinna  has  ceased  to  be  a 
woman — she  is  only  an  author:  and  it  may  be  foreseen 
that  many  will  repay  themselves   for  former  complai- 
bauce,  by  a  severity  to  which  the  extravagance   of  pre- 
vious praises  mav  perhaps  give   tl»e  colour  of  truth. 
The  latest  posterity,  for  to  the  latest  posterity  they  will 
assuredly  descend,   will   have  to  pronounce   upon  her 
\arious  productions;  and  the  longer  the  vista  through 
which  they  are  seen,  the  more  accurately  minute  will 
be  the  object,  the  more  certain  the  justice  of  the  deci- 
sion.    She  will  enter  into  that  existence  in  which  the 
great  writers  of  all  ages  and  nations  are,  as  it  were, 
associated  in  a  world  of  their  own,  and  from  that  su- 
perior sphere  shed  their  eternal  inlluence  for  the  con- 
trol and  consolation  of  mankind.     But  the  individu.d 
will  gradually  disappear  as   the   author  is   more  dis- 
tinctly seen  :  some  one,  therefore,  of  all  those  whom 
ihe  charms  of  invohnitary  wit,  aud  of  easy  hospitality, 
attracted  within  the  friendly  circles  of  (loppct,  should 
rescue   froui  oblivion  those  virtues   which,    although 
they  are  Siiid  to  love  the  shade,  are,  in  fact,  more  fre- 
quently chilled  than  excited  by   the  domestic  cares  of 
private    life.     Some  one  should  be  found   to  portray 
the  unaffected  graces  with  w^hich  she  adorned   those 
dearer  relationships,  the  performance  of  whose  duties 
is  rather  discovered  amongst  the  interior  secrets,  than 
seen  in  the  outward  management,    of  family   inter- 
course ;   and  which,  indeed,  it  requires  the  delicacy  of 
genuine  affection  to  qualify  for  the  eye  of  an  indiffe- 
I   rent  spectator.     Some  one  should    be   found,   not   to 
I    celebrate,  but  to  describe,  the  amiable  mistress  of  an 
•   open  mansion,  the  centre  of  a  society,  ever  varied,  and 
'    always  pleased,  the  creator  of  which,  divested  of  the 
j   ambition  and  the  arts  of  public  rivalry,  shone  forth  only 
to  give  fresh  animation  to  iUom:  around  her.     The  mo- 
I    iher   tenderly   affectionate  and  tenderly   beloved,   the 
friend  unboundedly  generous,  but  still  csieomcd,   the 
!    charitable  patroness  of  all  distress,  cannot  l)e  forgotten 
by  those  whom  she  cherished,  protected,  and  fed.     Her 
!   loss  will  be  mourned  the  most  where   she  was  known 
I    the  l)cst;  and,  to  the  sorrows  of  very  many  friends  and 
1   more  dependants,  may  be  offered  the  di>iuterestcd   re- 
I   grct  of  A  strauger,  who,  amidst  the  sublimer  scenes  of 
the  Lemau   lake,   received  his  chief  satisfaction  from 
I  contemplating  the  engaging  qualities  of   the  incomjia- 
1   rablc  Corinna. 


Note  28.  Stanza  liv. 

bore  rc(ioM 


Angftos,  Alficri*  bones. 

Alfieri  is  the  great  name  of  this  age.  The  Italian* 
without  waiting  for  the  hundred  years,  consider  hiai  a 
«a  poet  good  in  Iaw.» — His  memory  is  the  more  tlea 
to  them  because  he  is  the  bard  of  freedom ;  and  be 
cause,  as  such,  his  tragedies  can  receive  no  couutenaiio 
from  any  of  their  sovereigns.  They  are  but  very  seldoiri 
and  but  very  few  of  them,  allowed  to  be  acted.  It  wa 
observed  by  Cicero,  that  no  where  were  the  true  op» 
nions  and  feelings  of  the  Romans  so  clearly  sliowij  as  a 
the  theatre. '  In  the  autumn  of  1816,  a  celebrated  iiii 
provvlsatore  exhibited  his  talents  at  the  Opera-house  o 
Milan.  Tlie  reading  of  the  theses  handed  in  for  the  sub- 
jects of  his  poetry  was  received  by  a  very  numerous  au- 
dience, for  the  most  part  in  silence,  or  with  lau^'.liicr 
but  when  the  assistant,  unfolding  one  of  the  i>a|»er.- 
exclaimed,  «  The  apotlieosis  of  rictor  Jlfieri,»  lUt 
whole  theatre  burst  into  a  shout,  and  the  applause  wa; 
continued  for  some  moments.  The  lot  did  not  fall  ou 
Alfieri;  and  the  Signor  Sgricci  had  to  pour  forth  his 
extemporary  common-places  on  the  bombardment  of 
Algiers.  The  choice,  indeed,  is  not  left  to  accident  quite 
so  much  as  might  be  thought  from  a  first  view  of  tli:: 
ceremony;  aud  the  police  not  only  takes  care  to  look 
at  the  papers  beforehand,  but  in  case  of  any  pruilentul 
after-thought,  steps  in  to  correct  the  blindnet>s  of 
chance.  Tlic  proposal  for  deifying  Alfieri  was  receivt-d 
with  immediate  enthusiasm,  the  rather  because  it  was 
conjectured  there  would  be  no  opportunity  of  carryixiy 
it  into  effect. 

Note  29.  Stanza  liv. 
Uem  Moihi«vclli'»  cnrlli  re.urn'U  to  wht-nce  it  ro»c. 
The  affectation  of  simplicity  in  sepulchral  inscrip- 
tions, which  so  often  leaves  us  uncertain  whether  the 
structure  before  us  is  an  actual  depository,  or  a  ceao- 
tajih,  or  a  simple  memorial  not  of  death  but  life,  has 
given  to  the  tomb  of  Machiavclli  no  information  as  (o 
the  place  or  time  of  the  birth  or  death,  the  age  or  pa.- 
reniage,  of  the  historian. 

TANTO    NO.MINI    .>VLLVM    PXa    ELOGIVM 
NtCCOLAVS    MACillAVELLI. 

There  seems  at  least  no  reason  why  the  name  shoultl 
not  have  been  put  above  the  sentence  which  alludes 
to  it. 

It  will  readily  be  imagined  that  the  prejudices  whicli 
have  passed  the  name  of  Machiavelli  into  an  epithet 
proverbial  of  iniquity,  exist  no  longer  at  Florence.  His 
memory  was  persecuted  as  his  life  had  been,  for  an  .it- 
larhment  to  liberty,  incompatible  with  the  new  sy<teui 
of  despotism,  which  succeeded  the  fall  of  the  free  go- 
vernments of  Italy.  He  was  put  to  the  torture  for  heing 
a  "  h7>erft>»e,»  that  is  for  wishing  to  restore  tlic  le- 
public  of   Florence;   and  such  are  the  undyino  efforts 

'  The  frrt*  •■ipr«'««i(in  of  ihcir  lioiicst  scnliiDcnt*  turTivc}  iheir 
lilxriii'a.  Titiii^,  lli«'  frifii'l  of  Anions.  |>r»M»-iilf<l  iImih  wiili  (piitt  »  id 
111*,  ill-  air*'  of  Poni|i<>y.  Tin  y  <liil  in>t  mllVr  ibf  brillianf>  of  ilif  »}m-c- 
liu  !<•  to  pflaa-  from  their  incnmry  that  tbr  man  who  fiirni»bfl  ih*  m 
with  ihf  tiil<riaitiiu«'Ul  lM<i  lUUKlcrivl  tin-  »«iii  of  l*«>iiif>«'y.  Tin*  tlri>\r 
liitu  from  lite  tlif-airf  wiib  (iirsf*.  Tin-  umr.il  »«mi%<-  oI  n  |ki(.uIj  ■»=, 
«|ir>[it.ino«Muly  •■v]>rr*'i«'il,  is  ut'X'r  \>r<>n';.  |-,»<-u  the  solilicrs  >>l  tl.< 
Iriiiiio  ir>  joiiiril  in  lh<-  »\<-(  niliou  of  tlic  i  ili/fiis.  I'v  ^lioiiliir,  riuo  1 
ilif  (  hari"!*  ot  l,«-pi<iuit  uiiJ  IM.iii>  u>,  wh>>  lutil  iifm  rilx'i  iluir  \-r:r- 
i\u.rs,  U<  Cerm,iHi>  r-'tt  i/--  (i'lNit  Juo  tnitm/.h.iti(  ('t,,'.tulf> ,  m  «»>in-: 
\»i>rib  :i  r<roril.  «rrr  it  iioihin ,;  Iml  .1  ,';(kv1  |nin.  <-.  Vpll.  Pater,  iili  Hi.f 
lil>.  ii.<.aj..  kiii,  [Oj.  78,  edit.  tl/t-Mr.  \<>i-).  Ibid,  lib.ii.fjc  ivs»ii. 
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of  those  who  are  iBterested  itt  the  perrenion  not  only 

of  the  nature  of  ictioiis,  but  the  roeaoing  of  word*, 

that  what  was  once  patriotism,  has  by  degrees  come  to 

»«^ify  <l<fcM«cfc.     We  have  oonelves  outlived  the  old 

uwQuing  of  •  liberality,*  which  is  now  another  word  for 

treason  ia  one  country  and  for  infatuation  in  all.     It 

s«ntts  to  hnve  been  a  stran^^e  mistake  to  accuse  the  an- 

'  thor  of  the  Prince,  as  being  a  pander  to  tyranny ;  and 

j  (o  tfaiitk  thnt  the  inquisition  would  condemn  his  work 

'  for  sacfa  n  delinquency.  The  fact  is,  that  Machiavelli, 

•  a«  i&  usual  with  those  against  whom  no  cnroe  can  be 

,  proved,  wras  suspected  of  and  cbaqjcd  with  atheism ; 

j  aod  the  first  and  last  most  violent  opposers  of  the  Prince 

•9rre  both  Jesuits,  one  of  whom  persuaded  the  ioqui- 

\  ucK»a  «  bench^  foue  Urdo,»  to  prohibit  the  treatise, 

'  And  the  other  qualified  the  secretary  of  the  Florentine 

'  republic  as  no  better  than  a  fool.    The  father  Potsevio 

'  va%  proved  never  to  have  read  the  book,  and  the  father 

;  Locchesiai  not  to  have  understood  it.     It  is  clear,  how- 

I  «TCT,  that  such  critics  must  have  objected  not  to  the 

'  sisvrry  of  the  doctrines,  but  to  the  supposed  tendency 

(^  a  lesMMi  which  shows  how  distinct  are  the  interests 

«f  a  monarch  from  the  happiness  of  mankind.     The 

it^uits.  are  re-established  in  luly,  and  the  Ust  chapter 

of  the  Prince  may  aga'm  call  forth  a  pariicubr  refuta- 

u^a.   from   those  who  are  employed  once   more  in 

iBoalding  the  minds  of  the  rising  generation,  so  as  to 

mrctve  the   impressions  of  despotism.    The  clLfpter 

hears  for  title,  «  Esortaxione  a  Hbcrare  la  Italia  dai  Rar- 

'  bad,*  ausd  concludes  with  a  libertine  excitement  to  the 

fviure  redemption  of  Italy.     «  Non  $i  deve  adunque 

laiciar  pastare  questa  occnuone,  acciocchk  In  Italia 

rej^a  dop0  tanto  tew^po  apparire  vit  sua  redentore. 

Si  potto  espHtmere  eon  qual  amore  eifutse  ricevuto  in 

tmtu  qmelle  provincie^  che  hanno  patito  per  ifueite  i7- 

iMtsioni  estern*t  eon  qmal  sete  di  vendetta,  con  che  os- 

bnata  fede,  con  che  laerime.     Qaali  porle  te  li  lerre- 

rtbbeno  ?  Quali  popoU  li  negherebbeno  la  obbedienia  f 

^lutie  Italiano  li  neyherebbe  I'  offe^uia?  ad  o«nuao 

rcUA  QOSSTO  BAaSAEO  DOMISIIO.B  * 

I  ICoieSo.  Stanxalvii. 

I  Vmgrmu/M  Floraace !  DuM  tleep*  afir. 

I      Ikuiie  was  bom  in  Florence  in  the  year  ia6i.     He 

fought  in  two  battles,  was  foorteen  times  ambassador, 

I  snd  once  prior  of  the  republic.     When  the  party  of 

;  Charles  of  Anjou  triitmphed  over  the  Bianchi,  he  was 

db«eot  oa  an  embassy  to  Pdpe  Boniface  VIII,  and  was 

'  cocdemoed  to  two  years'  banishment,  and  to  a  fine  of 

eight  thousand  lire;  on  the  noufaymeat  of  which  he 

«'M  further  punished  by  the  sequestration  of  all  his 

property.   The  republic,  however,  was  not  content  with 

\hiK  satisfaiction,  for  in   177a   wus  discovered  in  the 

archives  at  Florence  a  sentence  in  which  Dante  is  the 

rWeoth  of  a  Ibt  of  fifteen  condemned  in  i3oi  to  he 

I  burnt  alive;  Talis  perveniens  igne  combHratur  sic  qmotl 

,  moriatasr.     The  pretext  for  this  judgment  was  a  proof 

'  of  unfair  barter,  eitortions,  and  illicit  gains :  Baracte- 

ruirum  ini^umrum,  extorsionumt  et  illicitonum  lucro- 

\  ntat,'  and  with  such  an  accusniion  it  is  not  strange  tliat 

I  Dante  should  have  always  protested  his  innocence,  and 

*  11  Princfp*  41  5tl4W»lo  Macblavoill,  rir..  «oa  U  pfwbiloae  •  Ir 
I  Be»  tstflricbe  e  poliikb*  di  ■.  Aaalot  «1«  la  UoaMSye,  a  1'  eMa»» 

'  >  Sioria  4«1U  hmt.  tul.  um.  v.  lib.  lil.  par.  1.  p.  H».  Tin- 
'  bfMcfci  Is  iaoMTaei :  tke  datat  af  tha  Ihraa  dacrac*  afaiaat  Daaie 
,  arc  A.  D.  iSua,  ilil.  aad  1)16. 


the  injustice  of  his  fellow-cititens.  Ui«  appeal  to  Flo- 
rence was  accompanied  by  another  to  the  Emperor 
llenry;and  the  death  of  that  sovereign,  in  i3i3,  was  the 
signal  for  a  sentence  of  irrevocable  bani«hment.  He 
bad  before  lingered  near  Tuscany,  with  hopes  of  recal, 
tlien  travelled  into  the  north  of  Italy,  where  Verona 
liad  to  boast  of  his  longest  residence,  and  he  finally 
settled  at  Ravenna,  which  was  his  ordinary  but  not 
constant  abode  until  bis  death.  The  refusal  of  the  Ve- 
netiJins  to  grant  him  a  public  audience,  on  tlie  part  of 
Guido  Novello  da  Polenta,  his  protector,  is  said  to  have 
been  the  principal  cause  of  ilii«  event,  which  happened 
in  iJii.  lie  was  buried  («  in  sacra  minorum  aerfr),» 
at  Ravenna,  in  a  haodsome  tomb,  vihich  wa«  erected 
by  Guido,  restored  by  Bernardo  Berobo  in  i4i>3,  pretor 
for  that  republic  which  liad  refused  to  hear  him,  a(;aio 
rrsiored  by  Cirdio^l  (Jorsi  iu  itiqa,  and  replaced  by  a 
more  magnificent  sepulchre,  coiminicted  iu  1780  at  the 
expense  of  the  Canlioal  Luigi  Valrnti  Goiii.i|»a.  The 
offence  or  misfortune  of  Daute  was  an  attachment  to  a 
defeated  parly,  and,  as  his  least  favourable  biographers 
allege  against  him,  too  great  a  freedom  of  speech  and 
haughtiness  of  manner.  But  the  next  a(;e  paid  honouRt 
almost  divine  to  the  exile.  The  Florentines,  basing  in 
sain  and  frequently  attempted  to  recover  his  body, 
crowned  his  image  in  a  church,  *  and  his  picture  is  still 
one  of  the  idols  of  their  cathedral.  They  > truck  medals, 
they  raised  statues  to  him.  The  cities  of  Italy,  not 
being  able  to  dispute  about  his  own  birth,  contended 
for  that  of  his  great  poem,  and  the  Floreniines  thought 
it  for  their  honour  to  prose  ihat  he  had  finished  the 
seseuth  Canto,  before  they  drove  huu  from  his  ualise 
city.  Fifty-one  yours  after  hi«  death,  they  eudoned  a 
professorial  chair  for  ilie  ex|>ouiuiiiig  of  hi«  vers^,  and 
Boccaccio  wus  appointed  to  this  patriotic  employmeut. 
The  example  was  iniitaled  hy  Bolo^ua  and  Pi<»a,  and  the 
commentators,  i^  they  performed  but  little  service  to 
literature,  augmented  the  veneration  vihich  beheld  a 
sacred  or  moral  allegory  in  all  the  images  of  his  mystic 
mw*e.  His  birth  and  his  infancy  were  discovered  to 
have  been  distinguished  above  those  of  ordmary  men; 
the  author  of  tlie  Decameron,  his  earliest  biographer, 
relates  that  his  motlier  vias  warned  in  a  dream  of  the 
iinporlanee  of  Iter  pregnancy;  and  it  was  found,  by 
others,  that  at  ten  years  of  age  he  had  manifested  hi» 
precocious  passion  for  lltat  v»isdom  or  theolo^jy  si  hit  h, 
uuder  the  name  of  Beatrice,  had  been  m  islaken  for  a 
^uhstantial  mi^t^ess.  When  the  Divine  Comedy  had 
been  recngniied  as  a  mere  mortal  production,  and  at 
the  distance  of  Isio  centuries,  vthen  rnlicisni  and  com- 
petition had  sobered  the  judgment  of  ItaliaiLs  Danie 
St  as  seriously  declared  sup<Tior  to  Homer, '  and  though 
the  preference  appeared  to  some  casuists  «  an  lirnHical 
blasphemy  worthy  of  the  (lames, »  the  conte»t  si  an  vi- 
gorously maintained  for  nearly  fifty  yc.ir«.  In  later 
limes  it  was  made  a  question  which  of  the  Lords  of 
Verona  could  boast  of  having  patronizctl  him,^  and  the 
jealous  scepticism  of  one  writer  would  not  allow  Ra- 
venna the  uitdouhtetl  po>sr>HioH  of  his  bones.  Even 
the  critical  Tiraboschi  w.i>  inclined  10  h(  liese  that  tlu^ 
poet  had  foreseen  aud  forrtuUl  one  of  the  discoveries  of 

'  So  rfialpt  I  itino.  hat  »•  «<'  think  bit  rorooaiioa  oalj  an  all*- 
gory.     Sac  Sioria.  etc,  at  *mp.  p.  4^^. 

*  By  V«ribi  ia  hit  tr.i.Uno.  The  rooiroTeny  ooaiinued  from 
»57«  10  1616.     S<-r  Sioru,  Pie  .  luni.  ^li,  iih.  iii.  par.  lit,  p.  ij8o. 

1  Gio.  Jampo  Diuniti  «aa<.airo  til  Vrroea.  Serie  di  Aaediioili, 
B.  a.     Sec  biorta.  etc.,  toai.  »,  lib.  {,  par.  i,  p.  af. 
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lover  of  Laura.  Even,  however,  had  (ho  father  of  the 
Tuscan  prose  been  known  only  as  the  author  of  the  De- 
cameron, aconsitlcratewriter  would  have  been  cautious 
to  pronounce  a  sentence  irreconcilrablc  with  the  un- 
erring voice  of  many  a(;es  and  nations.  An  irrevocable 
value  has  never  been  stamped  upon  any  work  solely  re- 
commended by  impurity. 

The  true  source  of  the  outcry- apainst  Boccaccio,  which 

bejjan  at  a  very  early  period,  was  the  choice  of  his  scan- 
dalous personages  in  the  cloisters  as  well  as  the  courts; 
but  the  princes  only  lau{;hrd  at  the  {gallant  adNCJitures 
so  unjustly  char{;ed  upon  OuecnTheodolinda,  whilst  the 
priesthood  cried  shame uponthe  debauches  drawn  from 
the  convent  and  the  hermitage  ;  and,  most  probably,  for 
the  opposite  reason,  namely,  that  the  pirturc  was  faithful 
to  the  life.  Two  of  the  novels  are  allowed  to  bo  facts, 
usefully  turned  into  talcs,  to  deride  the  canonization  of 
rogues  and  laymen.  Scr  Ciappellclto  and  Marcellinus 
arc  cited  with  applause  even  by  the  decent  Muratori.  • 
The  great  Arnand,  as  he  is  quoted  in  Rayle,  states,  that 
a  new  edition  of  the  novels-was  proposc<l,  of  which  the 
expurgation  consisted  in  omitting  the  words  «  monk  » 
and  «  nun,"  and  lacking  the  immoralities  to  other 
names.  The  literary  history  of  Italy  particularises  no 
such  edition;  but  il  was  not  long  before  the  vhole  of 
Europe  had  but  one  opinion  of  the  Decameron  ;  and  the 
absolution  of  the  author  seems  to  have  been  a  point  set- 
tled at  least  a  hundred  years  ago  :  «  Ou  sc  ferait  sifller 
SI  Ton  prelendait  convaincre  Boccace  de  u*a*oir  pas  etc 
honncte  homme,  puisqu'il  a  fait  le  Decameron. >»  So  said 
one  of  the  best  men,  and  perhaps  the  best  critic,  that 
ever  lived — the  very  martyr  to  impartiality.'  But  as  this 
information,  that  in  the  beginning  of  the  last  century 
1  one  would  have  been  hooted  at  for  pretending  that  Boc- 
caccio was  not  a  good  man,  may  seem  to  come  from 
one  of  those  enemies  who  arc  to  be  suspected,  even 
when  they  make  us  a  present  of  truth,  a  more  accept- 
able contrast  with  the  proscription  of  the  body,  soul, 
and  muse  of  Boccaccio  may  be  found  in  a  few  words 
from  the  \irtunus,  the  puriotic  contemporary,  vho 
tliouglu  one  of  the  tales  of  this  impure  writer  worthy  a 
Latin  version  from  his  own  pen.  ««  /  have  remarked 
elscu'fu-re,^^  says  IVtrarch,  vriling  to  Boccaccio,  u  tlint 
tfie  hoi)k  itself  ha%  been  worried  by  certain  di>tjs,  but 
stoittly  defended  by  your  stiff  and  r'oicc.  Xor  xens  I 
astntiishcd^  for  I  have  had  proof  of  the  vigour  of  your 
mind,  and  I  know  yon  have  fallen  on  that  uunccom- 
modatintj  incapable  race  of  mnrtah  who,  whatever 
they  either  like  not,  or  knoif  not,  or  cannot  do,  are 
sure  to  reprehend  in  others,  and  on  those  occasions 
only  put  on  a  show  of  learning  and  eloffnence,  but 
otherivi^e  are  entirely  dumb.Y>^ 

It  iN  s;iti«.r»rt(»ry  to  lind  that  all  the  priesthood  do  not 
rcsemlile  ilio-^e  (»f  C.ertaldo,  antl  that  one  of  I  hem  wlut 
<lid  not  pONSc<-s  tlie  bones  of  Boc  rarcio  wouUl  not  lo>.e 
the  opporlimiry  of  raiding  a  cenotaph  to  lii>>  nuMuory. 

'  I>i««frin7ioiii  snpra  \i'  onddiiia  Iialiruic.  Dif*.  \\V\\,  j>.  ::S.». 
loni.  iii.  «<li«.  Milan,    17'' i. 

'  ti/nirrit^einruf,  *-tr.  rtf.  |>.  6?.^.  f.lit.  Baslf,  17}!,  in  thi;  Siip- 
pl<>racnt  to  Hay  I  (r  *  IHriionnrx. 

'  •  Vniiim'lvi-r«i  ali^  tilii  liliruiu  ij)Mini  iMniim  ilrnlil'ii>i  I.iii"»4itnm, 
tuo  inniin  lurulu  r;;r<";',i'"  ln.'i«iiir  \iiic  ilftViKiim.  \»"{- niiraiu- *um 
nitiii  »l  \i('-*  in;;fnii  hii  uo*  i,  «-i  »  in  •■\|icriii>  fsi.f»  hoiiiiDuiu  ;•,<  I'lis 
iii'iult'D^  <-t  I  ;nii\iin<.  (]>ii,  (|iiiii|iiiil  i|>\i  vi-l  n<il(iiii.  \f]  iicm  ii:iil. 
yv\  Df'ii  iMiNsiini,  in  alii.s  rr[irflirinltiiil  ;  ■■!  h  tc  'innm  <ii'  li  ••i 
•  r.iiili.  mmI  I  linj.iii  %  a<l  n  li-jiia  -  Kpisi.  Jnnri.  ir».iaii<i,  opp.  loni.  i, 
p.  '>\>.  r'lit.  llo>il. 


Bcvius,  canon  of  Padua,  at  the  beginning  of  the  i  oih 
century,  erected  at  Arqua,  opposite  to  the  tomb  of  the 
laurcat,  a  tablet,  in  which  he  associated  Boccaccio  to 
the  equal  honours  of  Dante  and  of  Petrarch. 

Note  3/|.  Stanza  Ix. 
Whnt  i<  hprpjrainidof  preciouB  <Iodm? 

Our  veneration  for  the  Medici  begins  with  Cosmo,  nnd 
expires  with  his  grandson;  that  stream  is  pure  only  at 
the  source;  and  it  is  in  search  of  some  memorial  of  tht* 
virtuous  republicans  of  the  family,  that  we  visit  the 
church  of  St  Lorenzo  at  T'lorencc.  The  tawdry,  pl;irinv^. 
unlinished  chapel  iu  that  church,  designed  for  the  mau- 
soleum of  the  Dukes  of  Tuscany,  set  round  with  crow  n-i 
and  coffins,  gives  birth  to  no  emotions  but  thos<'  of  con- 
tempt for  tl«?  lavish  vanity  of  a  race  of  de*.pors,  wbski 
the  pavement  slab,  simply  inscribed  to  the  Father  of  hj> 
Country,  reconciles  us  to  the  name  of  Medici. '  It  w.is 
very  natural  for  Coiinna  '  to  suppose  that  tlie  st.itur 
raised  to  the  Duke  of  L'rbino  in  the  capelln  de'  depouti 
was  intended  for  his  great  name<.akc;  but  ihr  magni- 
ficent Lorenzo  is  only  the  sharer  of  a  coffin  half  liiddcn 
in  a  niche  of  the  sacristy.  The  decay  of  Tuscany  djit< 
from  the  sovereignty  of  the  Medici.  Of  the  sepulchral 
peace  which  succeeded  to  the  establishment  of  the  reign- 
ing families  in  Italy,  our  own  Sidney  has  given  u«»  a 
glowing,  but  a  f.>itliful  picture.  «  Notwithstanding  all 
the  seditions  of  Florence,  and  other  cities  of  Tusi  any. 
the  horrid  factions  of  Cuelphs  and  Chibelins,  Neri  an. I 
Bianchi,  nobles  and  commons,  they  continued  populous, 
strong,  and  exceeding  rich ;  but  in  the  space  of  less  ilnn 
a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  the  peaceable  reif,n  of  tljc 
Medices  is  thought  to  have  destroyed  nine  parts  in  ten 
of  the  people  of  that  province.  Amongst  other  ihiii|T> 
it  is  remarkable,  that  when  Philip  the  Second  of  Spam 
ga\e  Sienna  to  the  Duke  of  Florence,  his  ambasNOilor 
then  at  B<une  sent  him  word,  that  he  had  given  aw.iv 
more  than  (ir)0,ooo  subjects;  and  it  is  not  believed  tlirr'* 
are  now  20,000  souls  inhabiting  that  city  an<l  tr^rri- 
lory.  Pisa,  Pisioia,  Arez/o,  Corlona,  and  other  town^. 
that  were  thru  good  and  populons,  are  in  the  like  pr*^ 
portion  diminished,  and  Florence  more  than  anv. 
When  that  city  had  hern  long  troubled  with  sr«iitionN, 
tumult>,  and  wars,  for  the  most  part  unpro«:perout,  tl>»v 
still  ret.iined  such  strrngih,  that  when  Charles  VIM 
of  Frame,  being  admitted  as  a  friend  with  his  wlioir 
army,  which  soon  after  conquered  the  kingdom  of 
Naples,  thought  to  master  them,  the  people  taking  annx 
struck  such  a  terror  into  him,  that  he  was  gl.i<l  10  de- 
part upon  such  (  ondilions  as  they  thought  fit  to  impose. 
Macliia\el  reports,  that,  in  that  tune,  Florencealone.  with 
the  Val  d'Arno,  a  small  territory  belonging  to  th.ii  ruy. 
could,  in  a  few  hours,  bv  the  sound  of  a  bell,  hnni; 
t()i;rtli(r  i!^',ooo  well-;irmed  men;  whereas  uow  that 
ciiv,  wiiliall  theoihersin  that  pro\ince,  are  bron^'hi  to 
<iiuli  drsjiicable  we.iknes^,  emptiness,  po\ertv,  and  has.- 
nc'-'-.  that  tliry  c:in  neither  re^i^t  the  oppressions  of  ilu-ir 
own  prince,  nor  defend  him  or  themselves  if  they  Moro 
assaulted  by  a  foreign  memy.  The  people  are  di«;prrs^«I 
or  <levirovcd,  and  the  best  families  sent  to  seek  iiA'un- 
lion-*  in  Venice,  (icnoa,  Bouie,  Naples,  and  Lucca.  This  is 
iii»i  the  effect  of  war  or  prsiilcncp;  they  riijov  a  porF»  <M 
l>c;i(  r,  and  suffer  no  other  plague  than  the  gnvernm**nt 

"   '  n<mii»  M.'<li.r<.  DtrrMO  PiiMi.o,  Pairr  !*ntri.i. 
-   '  r,   itiiir-,    li^.   x^iii,   fn\>.  iii.    v  I.   iii,   p.1 ';<''   Jl-^. 


ihnr  are  andn-.*  From  ib^  uturixr  Gwmo  down  to  Uie 
imbecile  Cd»too,  we  look  in  %ain  for  any  of  those  unroii- 
«1  qualiiics  mhich  ^bouJd  raiM?  a  patriot  to  the  com- 
mand of  his  fellov-ciiizcnc  The  Grand  Duke^  and 
panicu^Hy  the  third  Cosmo,  had  operated  so  entire  a 
change  in  the  Tuscan  character,  that  the  candid  Floren- 
tine*, in  excuse  for  some  imperfections  in  the  philan- 
ihropic  system  of  Leopold,  arc  obliged  to  confrsn  that 
the  sovereign  was  the  only  liberal  man  in  his  dominions. 
Yet  that  excelleot  prince  himself  liad  no  other  notion 
of  a  aationaJ  assembly,  than  of  a  body  to  reprcMint  the 
vanu  and  wishes,  not  the  will  of  tlie  people. 

Noce  35.  Slanxa  Uiii. 
As  Mnh^Mk*  rwl'd  nbMd«|ly  arnmj ! 
«  Jmd  mck  u>a$  their  mutunl  animo$ity,  to  imtent 
•err  ilujr  upon  the  bttttU,  that  the  earth^m4ike,  which 
overthreim  in  great  paH  many  of  tka  cities  of  Italy, 
^hick  tamed  the  course  of  rapid  streams,  poured  hack 
the  tea  upon  Ae  rivers,  and  tore  down  the  very  moun- 
taius,  mas  not  felt  by  one  of  tlie  eombatantt.i^*     Such 
I  is  the  description  of  Li*y.     It  may  he  doubted  whether 
modem  Uctic<i  would  admit  of  such  an  abstraciion. 

The  site  of  tlie  battle  of  Tlirastmene  is  not  to  be  mi-i- 
lakea.  The  traveller  from  the  vill.ige  under  Cortona  lo 
i  0»«  di  Puno,  the  neit  stage  on  the  way  to  Rome,  has, 
I  for  the  6r*t  two  or  three  miles,  around  him,  but  more 
I  particularly  to  the  right,  that  flat  laud  which  Hannibal 
'  laid  waste  in  order  to  induce  the  Consul  Flaminius  to 
I  mo*e  from  Arezzo.  On  his  left,  and  in  front  of  him,  is  a 
I  rv%e  of  hills,  bending  down  towards  the  lake  of  Thrasi- 
I  mnie,  called  by  Livy  «  montes  Cortonensrs,*  and  now 
I  named  the  Gualandra.  These  hills  he  approaches  atOs- 
j  oja,  a  village  which  the  itineraries  pretend  to  ha%o  been 
J  ^  denoipinated  from  the  bones  found  there :  but  there 
I  luTc  been  no  bones  found  there,  and  the  batlie  was  fought 
I  on  the  other  side  of  the  hill.  From  Ossaja  the  road  liegins 
I  lo  rise  a  little,  b<it  does  not  pass  into  the  roots  of  the 
I  raoontains  udril  ihe'siity-seventh  mile-stone  from  Flo- 
reoce.  The  ascent  therice  is  not  sleep  but  perpetual,  and 
continues  for  twenty  miilu(rft.  The  lake  is  soon  seen 
'  below  on  the  right,  with  Bor^Itetto,  a  round  tower  close 
upon  the  water ;  and  the  undulating  hills  partially  cover- 
ed with  wood  amongst  which  the  road  winds,  sink  by  de- 
crees into  the  marshes  near  to  this  tower.  Lower  than  the 
road,  down  to  the  right  amidst  these  Woody  hillocks 
Hannibal  placed  his  horse,^  in  tliejaws  of  or  ral her  above 
the  pass,  vhich  was  between  the  lake  and  the  present 
road,  and  most  probably  dose  to  Borghetto,  ju^t  under 
j  the  lowest  of  the  « tumuli.i»4  On  a  summit  to  the  left, 
aboire  the  road,  is  an  old  circular  ruin  which  tlie  peasants 
call  «  the  Tower  of  Hannibal  ibe  Carthaginian.*  Arrived 
at  the  highest  pointof  the  road,  the  traveller  hasa  partial 
view  of  the  fatal  plain,  which  opens  fully  upon  him  as  he 
descends  the  Goalandra.  He  soon  finds  himself  in  a  vale 
inclosed  CO  the  left  and  in  front  and  behind  him  by  the 
Gualandra  hills,  bending  round  in  a  segment  larger  than 

•  0»  C«*erBant,  dMp.  11.  teet.  \xy\,  fim^  ao8.  ^dh.  175 1. 
Sidmtj  la,  lo^rtfaer  whh  Locko  mmI  lloMlkty,  oM  of  Mr  Baav  • 
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a  semicircle,  and  running  down  at  each  end  Ito  the  hike, 
which  obliques  lo  the  right,  and  forms  the  chord  of  this 
mountain  are.  The  position  cannot  be  guessed  at  from 
the  plains  of  Cortona,  nor  appears  to  be  so  completely 
incloNcd  unless  to  one  who  is  fairly  within  the  hills.  Il 
llien,  indeed,  appears  «  a  place  made  as  it  were  00  pur- 
pose  for  a  snare,*  «  locus  insidiis  natus.m  Borglietto  is 
tlien  found  to  stand  in  a  narrow  marshy  pass  close  to  the 
hill  and  to  tltebke,  whilst  there  is  no  other  outlet  at  the 
opposite  turn  of  the  mountains  than  ihrougit  the  little 
town  of  Pasignano,  which  is  pushed  into  the  water  by  the 
foot  of  a  high  rocky  acchvily.'  There  is  a  woody  emi- 
nence  branching  down  from  the  mountains  into  the  up> 
per  end  of  the  plain  nearer  to  the  side  of  Passigiiaao,and 
oa  this  sunds  a  white  village  called  Torre.  Polybius  seems 
to  allude  lo  this  eminence  as  the  one  on  which  Hannibal 
encamped  and  drew  out  his  heavy-armed  Africans  and 
Spaniards  in  a  conspicuous  position.*  From  this  spot  he 
divpalched  hisjtalearic  and  light-armed  troops  round 
through  the  G  uabndra  heights  to  the  right,  so  as  to  arrive 
unseen,  and  form  an  ambush  amongst  the  broken  8eclt> 
vities  which  the  road  now  passes,  and  to  be  ready  to  act 
upon  the  left  Hank  and  above  the  enemy,  whilst  the  horse 
shut  up  the  pass  behind.  Flaminius  c\me  to  the  lake 
ncarBorgheUo  at  sunset;  and,  without  sending  any  spies 
before  him,  marched  through  the  pass  the  next  morning 
before  the  day  had  quite  broken,  so  that  he  perceivtd 
nothing  of  the  horse  and  light  troops  above  and  about 
him,  and  saw  tuily  tlie  heavy^rmed  Carthaginians  in 
front  on  the  hill  of  Torrr.'  the  Consul  began  lo  draw 
out  his  army  in  the  flat,  and  in  the  mean  time  the  hone 
in  ambush  occupied  the  pa«s  behind  him  at  Borghetto. 
Thus  the  Romans  mere  completely  inclosed,  having  the 
lake  on  the  right,  the  main  army  on  the  hill  of  Torre  in 
front,  the  Gualandra  hills  tilled  with  the  light-armed  on 
their  left  flank,  and  being  prevented  from  receding  by 
the  cavalry,  who,  the  farther  they  advanced,  slopped  up 
all  the  outlets  in  the  rear.  A  fog  rising  from  the  bke 
now  spread  itself  over  the  army  of  the  Consul,  but  the 
high  lands  were  in  the  sunshine,  and  all  the  different 
corps  in  ambush  looked  towards  the  hill  of  Torre  for  the 
order  of  attack.  Hannibal  gave  the  signal,  ami  moved 
down  from  his  post  on  the  height.  At  the  same  moment 
all  his  troops  on  the  eminences  behind  and  in  the  flank 
of  Flaminius,  rushetl  forward  as  it  were  with  one  ac- 
cord into  the  plain.  The  Romans,  who  were  forming 
their  array  in  the  mist,  suddenly  he.ird  the  shouts  of  the 
cMpmy  amongst  them,  on  every  .vide  ;  and,  before  iht»y 
could  fall  into  their  ranks,  or  draw  their  swords,  or  sec 
by  whom  they  were  attacked,  felt  at  once  thai  they  were 
^nrrounded  and  lost. 

There  are  two  little  rivulets  which  run  from  the  Gua- 
landra into  the  Uke.  The  traveller  crosses  tlie  first  of 
these  at  about  a  mile  after  lie  conies  into  the  plain,  and 
this  divides  the  Tuscan  from  the  Papal  territories.  The 
second,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  further  on,  is  called 
«  the  bloody  rivulet ;«  and  the  peasants  point  out  an 
open  spot  to  the  left  between  the  •  Sanguinetto »  and 

*  alada  coIIm  SMarevat.*     Tit.  LIt.  lib.  laif,  cap.  iv. 
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tli<^  hills,  vhic  li,  llicy  «ny,  was  llic  prinripal  scene  of 
sl.iu{;l«icr.  The  other  pari  of  the  plain  is  covered  m  iih 
ihick-set  olive  trees  in  corii-fjrounds,  aud  is  no  where 
quite  level  except  near  the  ed({c  of  the  lake.  It  i?., 
indeed,  most  prohable  that  the  battle  was  fou^jht  near 
this  end  of  the  valley,  for  the  six  ihonsand  llonians 
who,  at  the  hejrinnin[;«»f  the  action,  broke  ihron|;h  the 
cneniY,  escaped  to  the  summit  of  an  eminence  which 
must  have  been  in  this  quarter,  otherwise  they  would 
have  had  to  traxerse  the  whole  plant,  and  to  pierce 
throu|;h  the  main  army  of  Hannibal. 

The  Uomans  foucht  desperately  for  three  hours,  but 
the  death  of  Haminius  was  tlie  si[;nal  for  a  {'.eneral  dis- 
persion. The  Carthajjinian  horse  then  burst  in  upon  the 
fugitives,  and  the  lake,  the  marsh  about  Bori;hetto,  but 
chiefly  the  plain  of  the  Sangninetto  and  the  passes  of 
the  Gualandra,  were  strewed  with  dead.  Near  sotne  old 
walls  on  a  bleak  ridge  to  the  left  above  therivnlet  many 
human  bones  have  been  repeatedly  found,  and  this  has 
rnnfirmed  the  pretensions  anil  the  name  of  the  «  stream 
of  blood. » 

Kvery  district  of  Italy  has  its  hero.  In  the  north  some 
painter  is  the  usjial  genius  of  the  place,  and  the  foreign 
Jidio  Uomano  morethandivides  Maiilua  with  her  native 
Virgil.'  To  the  south  \*e  hear  of  Uoman  name^.  Near 
Thrasimene  tr.idition  is  still  faithful  to  the  fame  of  an 
entinv,  and  Hannibal  the  Carthaginian  is  the  only  an- 
cient name  remembered  on  the  banks  of  the  Perngian 
lake.  Flaminius  is  unknown;  but  the  postilions  on  that 
road  have  been  taught  to  show  the  very  spot  where  i7 
Console  Jiomano  was  slaiu.  Of  all  who  fought  and  fell 
iti  the  battle  of  Thrasimene,  the  historian  himself  ha>, 
besides  the g.enerals.indMaharbal,  prescrv<-d  indeed  oidv 
a  single  name.  \oa  overtake  the  (larlliaginian  again 
on  the  same  road  to  Kome.  The  antiquary,  that  is,  the 
hostler  of  the  po>i-house  at  Spoleto,  tells  you  that  his 
town  repulsed  the  victorious  enemy,  and  shows  you  the 
gate  still  ciiUed  Portii  di  Anuilnile.  It  is  hardly  v^orth 
j  whde  to  remark  that  a  Irench  travel-writer,  well  known 
I  by  the  name  of  the  I»rcsidcnt  Dupaty.  saw  Thnisimene 
j  in  the  lake  of  r.olsena,  which  lay  convvnientlv  on  his 
way  from  Sienna  to  home. 

Note  30,  Stan/a  Ixvj. 

Hut  lltoii,  I  liiniDDiK  \ 

No  book  of  travels  has  omitted  to  expatiate  on  the 
t*injde  of  the  (Ilitumnus,  between  I'oligiioand  Sjuileto  ; 
and  no  site,  or  scenery,  e\eu  in  Italy,  is  more  worthy  a 
d(>.ciiption.  For  an  accoimt  of  the  jlilapidaiion  of  this 
teni|)le,  the  reader  is  referred  to  Historical  llliistr.itluns 
of  the  Foiirth  ("anir»  of  Childe  Harold. 

Note  37.  Stan/.i  Ixxi. 

(.Iiarniini;  lln-  <  \v  wiili  tlrr.nl.  — a  iuul<hlf»s  rn.irnrt. 

I  saw  the  <«  (lasc.ita  del  marnioie»  of  Terni  twice,  at 
different  periods;  once  fr<>m  the  summit  of  the  preci- 
pi(  e,  and  again  from  the  xalley  Ixlovv.  The  lower  view 
is  f.ir  to  l>e  preferred,  if  the  traveller  has  time  for  one 
oidv:  but  in  any  point  of  view,  either  from  above  or 
IhIow,  it  is  wotlh  all  the  case. idis  and  torrentsof  Switz- 
rrland  put  together; — the  Stanbach,  Keichenh  ich, 
I'ls-r  N  ache,  fall  of  Arpenaz,  etc..  are  rills  in  compara- 

'  AIk'UI  ilic  iiii.luir  iif  till-  \Hi1i  i<-»iiiry,  ^\n■  miiis  of'  Muriiiui 
Ikitc  0!i  "iiif  siilc  ilu-  iiiiU;;o  aiitl  fi;;ur<'  ol  Virgil.  Z'ri«i  <|  liali.i, 
j>l.  wii.  i,  f'.  .  .  \ii\jij;«-  i|  tiu  If  Miluuiii-'.  tit..  [i;ir  A,  Z.  .Milliii. 
luiii.  ii,   |i.   ."'^li .      I'iiri\.    1.S17. 


tive  appearance.     Of  the  fall  of  Schaffliauscn  I  caanot 
speak,  not  yet  having  seeu  it. 

Note  38.  Stanza  Ixxii. 

An  Iris  iit*.  niuidtt  ihr  infernal  sur;^. 

Of  the  time,  place,  and  qualities  of  this  kind  of  IrU, 
the  reader  mav  have  seen  a  short  account  in  a  note  to 
Manfred.  The  fall  looks  so  much  like  «  the  hell  of 
waters."  that  Addison  beliew-d  the  «!esccnt  to  !.e 
the  gnlph  by  which  Alecto  plunged  into  the  in- 
fernal regions.'  It  is  singular  enough  that  two  of  tin- 
hnest  cas'cade>  in  Europe  should  be  artilicial— this  of 
the  Velino,  and  the  one  at  Tivoli.  The  travellrr  is 
strongly  recommended  to  trace  the  Velino,  at  lea^l  as 
high  as  the  little  lake  called  Pie  di  Lup.  The  R.:i- 
tiue  territory  was  the  Italian  Tcmpe,"  and  the  aticient 
naturalist,  amongst  other  beautiful  varieties,  remark- 
ed the  daily  rainbows  of  the  lake  Velinus.'  A  scholar 
of  great  name  has  devoted  a  treatise  to  this  district 
alone.-* 

Note  3().  Stanza  Ixxiii. 
Tho  ihun<l<  rin;;  Iniiwine. 
In  the  greater  part  of  Switzerland  the  avalanches  arc 
known  by  the  name  of  lauwine. 

Note  'jO.  Stanza  Ixxv. 
^— —  1  aMiorr'ii 


T<io  uiiiili    t'>  (iin<iu»r  l\>r  tln'  j>o<'t  *  siUe, 

The  lirill  il  <lall  l.-»A«)n.  fcr.r.i  tlt>v\n  wurtl  by  word. 

These  stan/.is  may  probaldy  remind  the  reader  of 
Emifjn  Xorthcf  ton's  remarks  — «D — u  Homo,»  etc., 
but  tin-  reasons  for  our  dislike  are  not  exactly  the  same. 
1  wish  to  express,  that  we  become  tired  of  the  task 
before  Ave  can  cimipichend  the  beauty;  that  we  learn 
by  rote  before  we  can  get  by  heart;  that  the  freslinoss 
is  worn  away,  and  the  future  pleasure  and  advantage 
deadened  and  destroyed,  by  the  didactic  anticipation, 
at  an  age  when  we  can  neither  feel  nor  understand 
the  power  of  compositions  which  it  requires  an  ac- 
quaintance with  life,  as  well  as  Latin  aud  Greek,  to 
r.hsh  or  to  reason  upon.  For  the  same  reason  we 
ne\er  can  be  aware  of  the  fulness  of  some  of  the  lin»  st 
i)assafes  of  Shakspeare  («  To  be  or  not  to  be,»  for  in- 
stance), from  the  habit  of  having  them  hammered  in- 
to us  at  eight  years  old,  as  an  exercise,  not  of  mind  but 
of  memory  :  so  that  when  we  are  old  enough  to  en- 
joy them,  the  taste  is  gone,  and  the  appetite  palled. — 
In  some  p.irts  of  the  continent,  young  persons  are 
l.ui;ht  from  more  common  authors,  and  do  not  re.ul 
the  best  classics  till  their  maturity.  I  certainly  do  not 
speak  on  this  point  fiom  any  pu[ue  or  aversion  to- 
waids  the  place  of  my  education.  I  was  not  a  slow, 
though  an  idle  boy;  and  I  bt  lieve  no  one  could,  t>r 
can  be,  more  attached  to  Harrow  than  1  have  always 
been,  and  with  rtason;  —  a  ])art  of  the  time  passed 
there  was  the  happiest  of  my  life;  and  my  preceptor 
(thcHev.  I)r  Jo-rjih  Drm  y)  was  ilic  best  and  worihiist 
fiiend  1  e\er  posses-rd,  w|io>e  warnings  I  have  renieni- 
bcud  but  too  Will,  though  too  late  —  when  I  hav.> 
erred,  .iiid  whose  counsels  I  have  but  followed  when 
I   ha\e  done   vncII  or  wixly.      If    ever  this  imiH-rfec  i 

'    -  I'.'iiiiii  iii>"  «'!  ^iia  Ti  iu|.c  iliiv<  iiint,-    Ci'<r.  Epi»t.  a<l   Alii.-. 
\v .  lil',  n  . 

J    .  Ill  <■..!.  Ill  l.i.  II    iHillii    ni'H^  <';•    .t|.|>iir»rc   :iriU>..«      Plin.   Hi«i. 

V.ii.  Ill',  ii.  <  ■>[•■  I  \<i  ■ 

i    \:.l.  'I.iii.ii    .1'-  Haiiii.i  iitl  ■•  ,i.;riMj(n-.  .ip,    StiHcn  ;r«-   Tlitnur. 
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reconl  of  my  fedangt  lowardt  him  thoiilii  rrach  hii  eyes, 
l«c  it  remiiMi  him  of  one  who  aerer  thinki  of  him  bol 
with  gradiodeand  Y«neration^«f  oue  who  would  more 
f|I.Hlly  boAitlof  hann;  been  hit  pnpil,  if,  by  more  closely 
fnlioviofr  his  iojwiciioiis,  he  could  reflect  any  honour 
upon  bis  inscmctor. 

IVole4i«  Staoialnix. 

Tka  Seipi«'  UMBb  cobuJb*  ao  atbr*  bow. 

For  a  comment  on  this  and  the  two  followiog  stan- 
za^ the  reader  may  consult  Historical  Illustrations  of 
ilie  Foarth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 

Note  4s«  Starna  Ixnii. 
TW  mbty  bndrvd  triaapht! 
Orocias  gives  thiee  hundred  and  iveniy  for  the  nam- 
ber  of  triumphs.     He  is  followed  by  Paovinius:  and 
l^vioitts  by  Mr  Gibbon  and  the  modem  writers. 

Note  43-  Stanza  Ixxxiii. 

Oh  ikoa,  mWiMf  chariot  roU'd  oa  forlumt't  mhtr\.  etc 

Certainly,  were  it  not  for  these  two  traits  in  the  life 
of  Sylla,  alluded  to  in  this  staiiia,  we  should  regard  him 

,  a<»  ■  monster   unredeemed  by  any  admirable  quality. 

I  The  ntonement  of  his  Toluntary  resigns! ion  of  empire 
nuy  perhaps  be  accepted  by  us,  as  it  seems  to  have  vk- 

,  li^Hrd  the  Romans,  vho  if  they  had  not  respected  must 
bavo  destroyed  him.  There  could  be  no  mean,  no  di- 
n-ion of  opinion;   they  must  have  all  thouglit,   likr 

■  Eucratet,  that  what  bad  appeared  ambition  w.i%  a  love 
of  glory,  and  tliat  what  had  been  mistaken  for  pride 

;  «3S  a  real  grandeur  of  soul.< 

Note  44*  Sunia  luxvi. 
Aad  UM  blai  wiih  th«  wrth'i  fna^imf  rUy. 
On  the  third  of  September,  Cromwell  gained  the  vic- 
tory of  Dunbar;  a  year  afterwards  he  obtained  ■  bis 
crowniog  mercyii  of  Worcester;  and  a  few  year^  after, 
oa  the  same  day,  which  he  bad  ever  esteemed  the  most 
fortatthle  for  him,  died. 

Note  45.  Stansa  Ixxxvii. 

Aad  ihoa,  dread  Matae!  tiill  etUlral  ia 
TW  aaalaraat  form  of  ukad  aajmy. 

The  projected  division  of  the  Spada  Pompey  has 
alrrady  been  recorded  by  the  historian  of  the  Declitie 
and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire.  Mr  Cibbon  found  it 
in  the  Memorials  of  Flaminius  Vac«a,*  and  it  may  be 
added  to  bis  mention  of  it  that  Pope  Julius  III  gave 
the  contending  owners  five  hundred  crowns  for  the 
&utue:  and  presented  it  to  Cardinal  Opo  di  Ferro, 
who  had  prevented  the  judgment  of  Solomon  from 
being  executed  upon  the  image.  In  a  more  civiliird 
agr  this  statue  was  exposed  to  an  actual  operation:  for 
tbe  French,  who  acted  the  Brutus  of  Voltaire  in  the 
Colti«eum,  resolved  that  tiieir  Caesar  Uiould  fall  at  tlip 
bave  of  that  Pompey,  which  was  supposed  to  have  been 
iprinkled  with  the  blood  of  tlie  original  dictator.  The 
nine  foot  hero  was  therefore  removed  to  the  arena  of 
the  arapbilhealre,  and  to  facilitate  its  transport  suf- 
fered the  temporary  amputation  of  its  right  arm.  Tlie 
rrpubhcan  tragedians  had  to  plead  that  the  arm  was  a 
reiteration ;  but  their  accusers  do  not  believe  that  tlit* 
integrity  of  tbe  statoe  would  have  protected  it.     The 

*  •  SiH((ae«r.  tmmttkmmfn  toafatatu  idt'**  de  la  fama  dnnt  je  «n«i 
«0(*  a«:rr.  J«r»«yaii  q«r  Toaaaviea  d«  rambHirtn,  mait  ■ua'an  aoHMir 
poaf  U  gloifV:  j«  Toyalt  hiem  qaa  vMr*  Saw  piail  l»aHi«* ,  aiai*  jf>  n^ 
WMtiMoaaab  paa  qa'alte  fSl  graada.  >— OMin^a*  <i^  S  fiia  el  if  Kmcmu. 
,  ■•■.  Uti,  fSf .  9.  a^  MoaUiaaooa.  bianaa  iiaiiraia. 


love  of  finding  every  coincidence  has  discovered  the 
true  Cesarean  ichor  in  a  stain  near  the  right  knee; 
but  colder  criticism  has  rejected  not  only  tbe  blood 
but  the  portrait,  and  assigned  the  globe  of  power  ra- 
ther to  the  first  of  the  emperors  than  to  the  last  of  the 
republican  masters  of  home.  Winkclmanni  is  loth 
to  allow  an  heroic  statue  of  a  Roman  citixen,  but  tbe 
Grimani  Agrippa,  a  contemporary  almost,  is  heroic; 
and  naked  Roman  figures  were  only  very  rare,  notabso* 
lutely  forbidden.  The  face  accords  much  better  with 
tbe  «AoiNiiieat  tnfe^r-Nat  ef  castiiai  eC  ^ravem^m*  than 
with  any  of  the  busts  of  Augustus  and  is  too  stem  for 
him  who  was  beautiful,  says  Suetonius,  at  all  periods 
of  his  life.  The  pretended  likeness  to  Alexander  the 
Great  cannot  be  discerned,  but  the  tmits  re^mble  the 
medal  of  Pompey.^  The  ohjeciionahie  glol»e  may  not 
liave  been  an  ill-applied  flattery  to  him  who  found 
Asia  Minor  the  boundary,  and  left  it  the  centre  of  the 
Roman  empire.  It  seems  that  Wiokelmann  has  made 
a  mistake  in  thinking  th.it  no  proof  of  the  identity  of 
this  statue  with  that  which  received  the  bloody  saert- 
lice  can  be  derived  from  the  spot  where  it  was  disco- 
vered.! Flaminius  Varca  says  sotto  una  cantinn,  ami 
this  cantina  is  known  to  have  been  in  the  Virolo  de 
I^utnri  near  the  Canrell.iria,  a  position  corresponding 
exactly  to  that  of  the  Jauus  before  the  b.isilica  of 
Pompey's  theatre,  to  which  Augustus  transferred  the 
statue  after  the  curia  warn  either  burnt  or  t.iken  <]own.> 
Part  of  the  Pompeian  sli.ide,*  the  portico,  existed  in 
the  beginning  of  the  XVth  century,  and  the  atrium 
was  still  called  Satrum.  So  s:iys  llloudus.7  At  all 
events,  so  imposing  is  the  stem  majesty  of  the  statue, 
and  so  memorable  is  the  story,  that  the  play  of  tbe 
imagination  leaves  00  room  for  the  exerciae  of  the 
judgment,  and  the  ficiion,  if  a  fiction  it  is,  opemleN 
on  the  spectator  with  an  effect  not  less  powerful  ihau 
Uuth. 

Note  46.  Stana  Ixxiviii. 

Aad  iIkw.  tha  Ibaadrr-alrlrliea  a  ana  of  ^*m» ! 

Ancient  Rome,  like  modern  Sienna,  abounded  most 
probably  with  images  of  the  foster-mother  of  her 
founder;  but  there  were  two  she-woi%es  of  whom 
history  makes  particular  mention.  One  of  these,  of 
brau  in  ancient  work,  was  seen  by  Dionysius*^  at  the 
temple  of  Romulus  under  the  Palatine,  and  is  uni- 
versally believed  |o  be  tliat  mentioned  by  the  Liiui 
historian,  as  having  been  made  from  the  money  col- 
lected by  a  fine  on  usurers,  ami  as  si.ntdini;  under  tiie 
Ruminal  fig-tree.9  The  other  w.is  tli.it  wlii«  li  (arcro  ■" 
has  celebrated  botli  in  prose  and  wrtc,  and  v»hii-li  the 

'  Hioria  d«-llr  arn',  etr..  Iil».  11.  ca|i.  i,  p|».  3ji,  3jj.  luai.  li. 
'  (.irrr.  p|>i»l.  a«l   \Uituai,  li.  6. 

*  PuNu!H«i  hy  CauM-ui  in  hit  3Iu$e«a  ItooMaaoi. 

*  i»«i»fi»  d«-llr  arU,  air..  Ibid. 

■  Siioion.  In  vil.  \u(;uit.  rap.  3i,  aad  in  tIi.  I!.  J .  I'jrsar .  rmy .  SN 
A(i|iiaB  MM  li  was  burat  down.  S«««<  a  aoir  uf  ISii*.  u*  im  Sii(*uiiiiu«, 
I'*.;-  »-»4. 

*  •  Ta  BUilo  Pom|M>ia  Iraia  tiiaiiara  tab  anibra.« 

ifriJ.  Ar.  .imam. 

^  Rt»mi  RUuurala,  lib.  U,  fol.  Jt.  • 

*  \x)x!X    mt^iUarx   ItXtXtii    ifi'/X'si'Xi.     Aoiiq.  Row.    ! 

lib  I.  I 

*  •  ^d  ti  iin  Rrimiaalcm  tiaialarra  inf-ialiuaa  fuodllornaa  ar'  w 
•nb  ulirribut  lH|<a>  pw.uiTunl.*  Li«.  iii»l.  lib.  t,  lap.  Uii.  Tbu 
«a*  in  iIm-  trar  I',  i'..  4S&,  or  4^7. 

'*  •Tumi  tiaiaa  Naiur.  niaa  »imiiUi'ra  Drornia.  RiiBinlii«<|iirrl  Rr^ 
aiaa,  tain  •llrii'P  tx' Una  Ti  fMiMiini*  irti  roiic  idcroni  •  l*4>  t>i«iaal.  11, 
iu.     •  TaUua  eti  illr  itian  iiai  ktauc  arlM-ia  ounUitlii  Koiuuia*.  i|ii»n 
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historian  Dion  also  records  as  having  suffered  Uie  same 
accident  as  is  alluded  to  by  the  orator.'  The  question 
agitated  by  the  antiquaries  is,  ■whether  the  wolf  now 
in  the  conservator's  palace  is  that  of  Livy  and  Diony- 
sius,  or  that  of  Cicero,  or  Mheiher  it  is  neither  one 
nor  the  other.  The  earlier  writers  differ  as  much  as 
the  moderns:  Lucius  Faunus'  says  that  it  is  the  one 
alluded  to  by  both,  which  is  impossible,  and  also  by 
Virgil,  which  may  be.  Fulvius  Ursinus^  calls  it  the 
wolf  of  Dionysius,  and  Marlianus4  talks  of  it  as  the  one 
mentioned  by  Cicero.  To  him  Ryrquius  tremblingly 
assents.*  Nardiui  is  incliued  in  suppose  it  may  be  one 
of  the  many  wolves  preserved  in  ancient  Rome;  but  of 
the  two  rather  bends  to  the  Ciceronian  statue.^  Moiit- 
faucon?  mentions  it  as  a  point  viihoui  doubt.  Of  the 
later  writers,  the  decisive  Winkelmann^  proclaims  it  as 
having  been  found  at  the  church  of  St  Theodore, 
where,  or  near  where,  was  the  temple  of  Romoins,  and 
consequently  makes  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius.  His  au- 
thority is  Lucius  Faunus,  who,  however,  only  says  that 
it  uuii  placed^  not  found,  at  the  Ficus  Ruminalis  by 
ihc  Comitium,  by  which  he  does  not  seem  to  allude  to 
the  church  of  Saint  Theodore.  Ryrquius  was  the  first 
to  make  the  mistake,  and  Winkelmann  followed  Kyc- 
quius. 

innuraluni  in  <;a[»itnHo  p.trTuni  atquc  Inctantf-m,  u)K>ribut  lujiini* 

inhianteiu  fuistv  uicininiitiH.o     In  (laiilin.  iii,  8. 

■  Ilir  Kvivrntriii  crnt  Roniuni  nominis  altrii 
Mariia,  qua'  |>nrTOit  MuToriu  tx'iiiine  natos 
UhiTibuK  i;ra\itli»  vimli  niro  ripubat, 
Ouo;  luni  cum  puerii  Hanjiuato  fiilniinii  irtu 
Conriilil,  al(|ii(>  nvuha  |>'Hlum  Vf.scij;ia  liipilt.* 
[>c  Contulatu,  lib.  ii.  (lib.  i.  do  liiviuai.  t:a|).  ii.) 

'  l£v  '/6ip  rot  /aTrv;Tw)tw  (/yopi'yyTSi  -Zt  775/Aot  IfTzb 
xr/SKUvdiv  G'j\>syoiVi{jOr,Gw^    z«t  v.yx)y.xrx   a//2C  Tc, 

ff  JvtTS  Toj  P&iu'ji  xat  5UV  Tw  I^u'A^ji  w,cj'/ev>5  k'nern. 

Dion.  Ilisl.  lib.  xxxvii,  pay.  3-.  f<lil.  Rob.  SU'ph.  i5(S,  lli>  (;cH>t  on 
lo  mention  tbal  (he  Ic-tl'TSof  ihi'coluaiuton  wliidi  ilioluniinaTe  Mri(- 
ivn  vtvn-  liquilic-U  and  Ijcionic  (/:'/.'J0^</..  All  that  ilio  Iloronus  diJ 
wiis  to  vTvi  a  larijf  suiiut*  in  Ju|iiicr,  bMiWin;;  lowariU  (be  «'0»i  :  no 
UMMiliiin  i*  aft<-nvani<i  mado  of  tli<''  wolf.  Tliin  liJpp(>iit'd  in  A.  l*.  <i. 
689.  Tb«»  AbnW' F«'n,  in  nniirini;  ihis  p.ixiajir  of  hiou  (Siorin  tbdlc 
nrii,  flc,  loni.  1.  p.  2u3,  nou*  \.),  say».  A'c>i«  o'trntlf,  uyjiunye  Itionr, 
rhe  j'ufse  I'en-Jinnritfi  (ihc  wcdf),  by  whiib  it  is  cb*ar  ibc  AbaU"  Irans- 
lai'.'d  ibf  Xybimlrir-lAMii  la^iau  vtrslon,  >\lii>'b  puis  qunmri*  fta/-Hii'i 
for  ihf  oririinni  ioC'j'livr,  a  word  ihatdoft  nol  nicm  ii^^n-ferm'itii, 
but  only  ruisat,  us  may  Ik'  (li»tln(  lly  sre-n  (runionollinr  pa«i;i;;f  of  ili" 
MmcDion:  U^OW/r/JY}  U£V  O'JV  0  K'/fATiTtOLi  XXt  TOV  A'j- 
yowsro'^  ijiacjOu.  iopifJUt.  III«t.  lib.  M.  Dion  saj*  that  Aj;rip|.a 
"  witbod  to  rfiij*  a  tttiiue  of  Auju»|ui  in  ib«  Panibcou.' 

-  •  In  a-ad-ni  poriicu  ;rii«;a  lupa,ruju,sul>«;ribu»  Uoninbiii  ac  Rfniu* 
la.lantPs  inbiant,  lOnspirilur  :  d"bac(,i(.f  rort  Vir|filiu<K>nip»r  inirl- 
Ifirrf.  Li\inD  hix;  »ii;num  al>  .Ivdilibu*  f\  pCMJniii  quibus  mulrtali 
<»>i<-nl  funcralorts,  p  .»iluui  iunnit.  AnH;a  in  (  ouiiliio  ad  liiiini 
Unniin.drm.  <|u<i  lo  o  pui'ri  fuf-r.iut  r\|>>*iiili  bii-oiiiin  pro  «^-rto  f.<l." 
Lmv.  raiiui.  d<-  Anliq.  Irl'.  Iloin.  lib.  ii.  cai".  >ii,  .ip.  N:ilbn(;ri'. 
loni.  i,  p,  3I-.  Id  \„^  Wllih  ilKi|>lcr  he  rfp«'ai»  that  ibc  ^^nlll»■* 
wn-  iluTf,  but  IK'I  tb.il  tb*-y  wtv  found  ibirt;. 

'  Ap.  Nanlini,  Unnin  Venn.  Iil«.  v,  tap.  iv. 

•  Marliiini  (rb.  Uoni.  Topii,;raph.  lib.  ii.  cap.  i\.  XU-  rii'-uliou» 
a.'ioibfT  wtdr  and  lwin»  in  tin-  V.iii..in,  Iil>.  \.  iMp.  \ii. 

'  >  .Non  dckuui  qui  hanr  ijitiuu  •■.»<:  puicnt,  quani  adpiniiniux. 
•  |u.r  )•  ituiiiiio  in  Uii»ilivHni  Lal'r.uiaiM.  r>Mu  nonniilii<>  ulii«  .iniiipii- 
lalUHi  ri'liqiiii).  iitqtii-  liini'  in  (.•ipit<diiini  |>o,|f,(  ri-ljUi  »ii,  <|uaiu\i.<< 
Mnrlijiuiin  <iniii]u.tni  (.apiiolinain  i-«Hf  luabiii  a  Tidliodi-srripiani.  <  ui 
III  in  ri' nimrs  dubia,  tropido  «^»^'nli^ullr.•  .lust.  Uy.jiiii  d<:  (..ajdi. 
Uoni.itl.  <  (imui     (.ip.   \\\\,  p.i^;.    jio.  «dit.  Lu,;d.  B.U.   K'uG. 

'■•   Niirdini  lloiii.i  Xitiis.   lib.   v.  c-ip.  iv. 

■  •  Lup.i  bi>lif'i|uc  ill  (V)piirdini»  pro^tai  .•dibus.  <  uni  v«'*ii(;i.> 
rulniiiiin  qu<i  ii  i.iiii  iiiirral  t.iirro.-      Itiariiini  Itiilic.  loui.  i,  p.   i-( 

'  >|nri.i  dillf  .irii,  fir.,  lib.  iii,  rap  iii,  hit.  ii,  iinic  !'■.  Winkfl- 
iii.iiiii  li,i>  III  ifir  ,1  ^ir.in.'v  I  Iiiii.Iit  in  I  be  noK.I'x  »ax  in;;  llir  I  i<'.  n  mi  a  11 
«(>ll  «ii%  net  in  thr  (.iijul  il,  iind  that  I)ha«i  »a»  «ro";;  iu  '"'•yiiij;  ><>. 


Flaminius  Vacci  tells  quite  a  different  story,  and  ^ays 
he  had  beard  the  wolf  with  the  twius  w.is  found  «  near 
the  arch  of  S<ptiniius  Severus.  The  commentator  ou 
Winkelmann  is  of  the  same  opinion  with  tiiat  Icarued 
person,  and  i'i  incensed  at  Nardini  fur  not  having  re- 
marked that  Cicero,  in  speaking  of  the  wolf  struck 
with  lightning  iu  tl»e  Capitol,  makes  u>e  of  the  past 
tense.  Rut,  with  the  Abates  leave,  Nardini  <iocs  not 
positively  assert  the  statue  to  be  that  mentioned  by  Ci- 
cero, and,  if  he  had,  the  assumption  would  nol  perhaps 
ha>e  been  so  exceedingly  indiscreet.  The  Abate  liim- 
self  is  obliged  tooMU  that  there  are  marks  very  like  the 
scathing  of  lightning  in  the  hinder  legs  of  the  priient 
wolf!  and  to  get  ritl  of  this,  adds,  that  the  wolf  seen  by 
Dionysius  mi;;ht  have  been  also  struck  by  ligiitniuj,  or 
otherwise  injured. 

Let  us  examine  the  subject  by  a  reference  to  the 
words  of  Cicero.  The  orator  iu  two  places  seoui-,  to 
particnlari/e  the  Ronutlus  and  the  Reinu^,  especially 
the  first,  wliich  his  audience  remembered  to  Jiave  It^en 
in  the  Capitol,  as  being  struck  by  lightning.  Iu  his 
verses  he  records  that  the  twins  and  wolf  both  fell,  an«t 
that  the  latter  left  behind  the  marks  of  her  feet.  Cieom 
does  not  say  that  the  wolf  was  consumed  ;  and  Dion 
only  mentions  that  it  fell  down,  without  alluding,  a> 
the  Abate  has  made-  him,  to  the  force  of  the  blow,  or 
the  firmness  wiih  which  it  had  been  Tued.  The  whole 
strength,  therefore,  of  the  Abate"«>  argument,  hangs 
upon  the  past  tense ;  which,  however,  may  be  sonic- 
what  diminished  by  remarking  that  the  phrase  onlv 
shows  that  the  statue  was  nol  then  standing  in  its  for- 
mer position.  Winkelmann  has  observed,  th.a  ihc 
present  twins  are  modern;  and  it  is  equally  clear  that 
there  are  marks  of  gililiiig  on  the  wolf,  which  might 
therefore  be  supposed  to  make  part  of  the  ancient 
group.  It  is  known  ihat  the  sacred  inbigesofthc  Capi- 
tol were  not  destroyed  or  even  injured  by  time  or  acci- 
dent, but  were  put  into  certain  underground  depositf^ 
ries  called  y<jMi3i,<tF.^  It  may  be  thought  possible  that 
the  wolf  had  been  so  depo.^itcd,  and  had  been  replaecil 
in  some  conspicuous  situation  when  iheCipiiol  was  re 
built  by  Vespasian.  Uye({uius,  without  mentioning  his 
authority,  tells,  that  it  was  transferred  from  the  (-oini- 
tium  to  the  Lateran,  and  thence  brongiii  to  the  Capitol. 
If  it  was  found  near  the  arch  of  S«verus,  it  nniv  luvc 
been  one  of  the  im.iges  which  Drosius*  savs  was  throun 
down  in  the  Forum  by  lightning  when  Alaric  took  tlic 
city.  That  it  is  of  very  high  antirpiity  the  ^^orkinau- 
ship  is  a  decisive  proof ;  and  lli.il  circumstance  iuduc«Nl 
Winkelmann  to  believe  it  the  wolf  nf  Dionysius.  The 
Gapittdine  wolf,  however,  m.Ty  have  been  of  the  same 
early  tiate  as  that  at  the  l<inple  of  Rnniiilns.  Laciaii- 
iiu>^  asserts  that,  in  his  time,  the  Rom  ins  \vorshi]>peil  ;i 
wolf;  and  it  is  known  that  the  Luperealia   held  out  to 

'  =  I(ilr-ii  dir«'.  ( b<'  I  l.rrobili  br<>n/o.  i\\v  ..,;(;)  ^'\  |r<>\rt  indli  «i»li 
del  '.niii|iidi>j',liii.  fu  iro^dlo  iiid  Mir<>  Itniii.iiui  ilp|lrl-^^'•  I  an'o  ill  S<  (- 
tiiuio,  «■  \i  fu  (r<i\aia  an^br  l.i  liipa  di  bron/o  >  )ii- hIIumj  H<i.ni>b.  »• 
Ibnio.  I'  rI.H  iK'lhi  l.o<;i]ia  d<i  coii.v  r\iii(ii  i. "  t  bun.  Va  \-a.  Mi  oiori.-. 
num.   iii.  p.i;;.   i,  up.   .MuiHbiuron,  l»iar.  It.il.  lorn.  i. 

'  I. Ill',  l-'niin.  iliiil. 

•  Sci-  iiA|,.  to  si.iiKd  I.\\\  in   lli>t"ri  :il  liiii>l  raii.>i)«. 

*  -  U'lioiili  nuirit  Lupa  hmioribti*  rsi  .itb-rta  di>  ini'..  <t  b-rn  ««  ki 
aniiii.il  ipsiiiii  f  III  >.\f'i,  ( ii|ii>  ti,,uiaiii  ;',i-rii.~  l.,i<iaiii.  d>-  loUi  r>li- 
,;ii)i)c.  lib.  I,  c  I  p.  ji.  p.i;;.  1 1. 1,  i  dil .  <  .irinr.  id".-  .  lli.il  ij.  !■•  »»«\  ,  ti. 
«(iiild  lallirr  .idi>r<' a  «ol!  tli.iii  .1  pri>>l  mile.  III-.  iMiiiinf  iii.'ii<ir  li.n 
III  .MTM1I.  lli;it  llif  Dpi  II I  DO  III  \.'\\\  «  our  rriiiii/  biiiiri  111 1.1  briu,;  ti;;ui  r  ,i 

in    tbi*  Unit   \v.i>     IK.)     IIIIIM'O.ll.        Sir.lbo     lltoi|;;l|l      %:•.        \\\    ijUIUH      1. 
««  Diii^;  in  \.i\  III;;  lli.il  I  .i<  I  on  liiix  iii>  )lllMU^  ll>(   n  ol  I  u;iit  :li  .b<'  f  ..ipjioi 
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i  *ery  late  period '  rfier  every  other  obaenrance  of  the 
jorieat  snpersiiiioo  bad  tolalty  espired.     This  may  ac- 

•  ouni  for  the  presenrafioa  of  the  ancient  tma{je  longer 
ih^n  tlie  ocher  early  lymbols  of  Pagaoitm. 

It  may  be  permitted,  however,  to  remark  that  the 

«olf  -wa*  a  Roman  symbol,   but  that  the  worship  of 

thd(  symbol  U  an  inference  drawn  by  the  leal  of  Lac- 

lancius.  The  early  Christian  wri ten  ai-e  not  to  be  trusted 

in  the  charges  vihich  they  make  against  the  pagans. 

Luocbius  accused  the  Romans  to  tlieir  faces  of  wor- 

^•hippiug  Simon  Magus,  and  raiAio;  a  suiue  to  him  in 

itw-  lUaud  of  the  Tyber.     Tlie  Romans  had  probably 

nr^rr  heard  of  such  a  person  before,  who  came,  how- 

rvrr  to  play  a  considerable,  though  scaudalous  part  in 

itw  chm-ch  history,  and  has  left  several  tokens  of  his 

arnii  combat  with  St  Peter  at  Rome;  notwithstanding 

rbai  an   inscription   found  in  this  very  island  of  the 

T\  t>«T,  showed  the  Simon  Magus  of  Eusebius  to  be  a 

vKUin  indigenai  god.  called  Semo  Sangus,  or  Fidius.* 

L«en  when  the  worship  of  the  founder  of  Rome  had 

l^T-n  abandoned,  it  wa«  thought  expedient  to  humour 

ihe  l^bits  of  the  good  matrons  of  the  city  by  sending 

Ucm  viih  their  sick  infants  to  the  cburrh  of  St  Tlieo- 

iore,  as  tfaey  had  before  carried  tliem  to  the  temple  of 

Roinulas.'     The  practice  is  continued  to  this  day ;  and 

th*  Mte  of  the  above  church  seems  to  be  lh«^rehy  itlen- 

iifa<^  with  that  of  the  temple :  so  that  if  the  «olf  had 

'  brcn  really  found  there,  as  Winkelmann  says,  there 
«r>aJd  be  no  doubt  of  the  preM*nt  statue  being  that 

I  »rrn  by  Dionysitu.4  Bat  Faunus,  in  saying  that  it  wa« 
at  the  Ficus  Ruminalis  by  the  Coroitium,  is  niily  ialkin{; 
of  its  ancient  position  as  recoixled  by  Pliny;  and  even 

,  if  he  had  been  remarking  where  it  was  found,  viould 
iH>i  have  alluded  to  the  church  of  St  Theodore,  but  to 
a  very  difFerenC  place,  near  which  it  was  then  thought 
til''  Ftcns  Ruminalis  had  been,  and  also  the  Coroitium ; 
th4t  ts,  ibe  three  colnmns  by  the  church  of  Santa  Maria 
LiL>eratriee,  at  the  comer  of  the  Palatine  looking  ou 

^  the  Fomm. 

It »«,  in  €aet,  a  mere  conjecture  where  the  image  was 

actiully  dng  up,^  and,  perhaps,  on  llie  whole,  the  marks 

I 

I 

I  T«  4.  D.  4ofi.  •  9bI«  creJer*  pOMh.*  uyt  Baron ia*  (4bb.  Eivln. 

r-a.  mi,  p«g.  6«a,  ia  ■■.  49^>  ■  vi(;uUM>  adhur  lUtaur  ad  Grla«ii 
'  trm'.'-rt  •)««  fanr  aat«riordia  arlut  allaia  10  liali«aBLa|rt>rraliat« 
;   i~>»lj*ja*  wnM/e  a  leCMr  whkfc  orrupin   foar  foHo  pa^rM  lo  An^iro- 

»«<baA    iW  arMior,   aad  oiben  to  »bow  ibai  tlM>  rllet  thould  br 

1    •,.»•-«  up. 

I 

I     *  Law-bim  ha*  tWae  wot4« :  xal    ocve}sib(VTi  Ttap    ufiiv  ^i 

^zoi  reviftcext  f  cvt6  7l€tpi  TtoroLfA^  /nrraciu  t&v 

<ij9  yspt/cAv  ,  tyfO^v  intypafiiv  Pfauutxr.v  TawTTjv,  2l- 

I    U'ji'fl  024*  Zdr/xry,     Eerlea.  Hial.  lib.  li.  rap.  xi{|,  p.  4o.  Jattin 

^nvT  had  told  tke  alory  b»far»:  bat  Bamaiat  bint^lf  wa«  obU(^ 

'»  deu-e*  ib<»  tuble.     Ser  ^farJini  Roau  V<*i.  lib.  Tii.  cap.  lii. 

I      '  •  la  eaaa  gii  aaihbi  |ioair(iri  per  lo(;lirr  la  iB<*raoria  de'  ({iuot-bi 

,   It'-fT"  all  iatiloiti  ia  oaor*  di  RoaM>ln.  loiralaivm  I'  lian  •!!  |(orliirti 

Ba"ri  lai  oppr*^  da   iafrraiia   ocralir,  aii  (<i  ti  lllirriao  |M<r  lia- 

I  ■•«<nrMK>ae   dl   ^aaato  Saalo,    con*   di   roniiuuo   ai    ftptfriai«-ata.> 

,  Ki>  a^   sii.    Ripa.   arrarata   «   aaoriata   dearriiioop,  etc..  di  Hoiaa 

l^^eraa  deir  Ab.  Ridolf.  Vraaii.  1766. 

*  Nardial.  lib.  r.  rap.  H.  maTirta  Ponponin*  Ijnna  cratii  ermri*. 
I  !■  f>Bttiaf;  lb**  Raaiioal  fi^-it**  at   th^  fbnnb   nf  Saint   TlM><Mii)r«* , 

t-«t  ««  Ltvy  aaTt  the  wolf  waa  at  tbe  firm*  Rumiuali*.  and    Dinni- 

•  «•  ai  lb»  inapi^  of  Rnaoiaa,  b«  la  oblifiril  (rap.  t«)  to  own   ihat 
tikf  two  w«rp  «to«e  lei^hcr,  aa  well  aa  tbf  Lupcruil  cave,  tbad.id, 

I   at  It  mrrt    by  ibe  fig-^ree. 

*  •  4d  roajiiaa  t^ia  olia  Raiaiaalia  (Tmaiaaliat.  aah  qua  lii|Mr 
'•warn,  bw  rsi,  aaaaaa,  dort>atr  Varmo*',  latprant  ohm  Rooiula* 

,  •-'  il*m»*  .  BOO  proroi  a  l<*nplo  hoilir  I).  Mttriir  LitM'rairi>  •*ap|M*lljta> 
■>t«^'<.«-as  laicata  aol'ilia  ilia  *aea  atalaa  lu|wr  c.nlaaa  puciulf* 


of  the  giUliiig,  and  of  tlie  lightning,  are  a  better  argu- 
ment in  fiivour  of  its  being  the  Ciceronian  wolf  than 
any  that  can  be  adduced  for  the  contrary  opinion.  At 
any  rate,  it  is  reasonably  selected  in  the  text  of  ilie  poem 
as  one  of  the  most  interesting  relics  of  the  ancient  city,* 
and  is  certainly  ttie  figure,  if  not  the  very  animal  to 
which  Virgil  alludes  in  his  beautiful  verses: 

■  Crmiaoa  balr  alMva  rlrraa 
Loderv  pead#nu«  porma  «*t  laaalirre  Matraa 
lB|>afi<ltM     illaia  lcr<-ii  n*rTiif  rrBv&aia 
MuJtCTC  all4:rDU»,  cl  trnjerc  corpora  iio^^aa.** 

Note  47>  Siania  xc. 
— ^  —  for  ib«  RooiBa't  alad 

Waa  aodril  d  ia  a  i<>M  irrrrairial  luoulil. 

It  is  )>OHsiblc  to  be  a  very  great  injn,  and  to  be  still 
very  inferior  to  Julius  Cr>ar,  the  most  complete  cha- 
ratier,  so  Lord  Itacoa  thougbl,  of  all  antiqutiy.  Nature 
seems  incapable  of  such  extraordinary  combinations  as 
composed  his  %ersatilc  capacity,  which  was  the  wonder 
even  of  tlie  Romans  themsehes.  The  first  general — 
the  only  triumphant  politician — inferior  to  none  in 
eloquence — comparable  to  any  in  the  attainments  of 
wisdom,  in  an  age  made  up  of  the  greatest  commanders, 
statesmen,  orators,  and  philosophers,  that  ever  appeared 
in  the  world — an  author  who  composed  a  perfect  specs* 
men  of  military  annals  in  his  travelling-carriage — at 
one  lime  in  a  controversy  with  (lato,  at  another  writing 
a  treatise  on  punning,  and  collecting  a  set  of  good  say- 
ings— lighting^  and  making  lo«c  at  the  same  moment, 
and  willing  to  aban«lon  both  lii%  empire  and  his  mistress 
for  a  sight  of  the  fimntaai»  of  the  Nile.  Such  did  Julius 
(.Idr^ar  apj>ear  to  his  i  uiitemp<»raru's,  and  to  those  of 
the  sub!i«i|ueot  agc%  who  Tarre  the  most  inclined  to  de- 
plore and  execrate  lii«  fatal  genius. 

But  we  must  not  be  so  muth  da/iled  with  his  sur- 
passing glory,  or  with  his  mai^n.imuious,  his  amiable 
qiialiiii's,  as  to  forget  the  decision  of  his  impartial 
countrymen : 

■  K   WAS   iUSTLT    SLA  IN  .^ 

lartaatia,  ffaaa  badi<<  ia  Clapiiolio  vidraiaa.*  Olai  Rorrirbi  aatiqaa 
I  rbia  Romans  faiir*.  cap.  1.  V«  alao  up.  til.  Bonubiaa  wru4« 
after  >ar>ii8i  in  i*>t)^.     Ap.  Gnr*.   \aiit|.  Rum.  inn.  iv,  p.   011. 

*  IK>na(us,  lit*,  ti,  rap.  iS,  gifrs  a  mmial  r -|>rt  »cQtiBj  on  uae 
•ld<>  ibr  wuif  ID  lh«*  unn  |io«iti<>n  a«  thai  In  ih<'  (^pitoi ,  and  ia 
ibu  mrrae  iIm  wolf  wilb  lb«>  bead  aot  rcTcrU:<l.  It  it  of  ibv  liaM 
of  Aai4»ainu«  Pint. 

*  .Knvid.  «iii,  bit.  St<eDr  MidJIt'lon.  iDh!*L«ll«>r  from  Rom<<,  wbo 
Iarlino«  Iw  ibr  (.ir<>r(>ai4B  wolf,  l>ai  without  ••tiimiuinc  ili<- •utijpt'l. 

'  In  bit  It-nth  Imnk,  LiMan  *Imi«*  bini  aprlnkltvl  with  ibo  Uood 
of  I*harMlia  in  ibfarmi  o(  (.lM>|ialra  : 

•  San<:HiB«  Tb*Malii-^  iladts  prrfuiu*  adulter 
Admiail  Vrn.-ri>ai  runt,  el  aiiMiiil  artui». • 

Aft<'r  fivtiini;  oiib  bu  mi*tr<>»t.  b<'  •ii>  up  all  ni{;hl  to  oiMiveraa 
willl  (Im  Li] ;  plid U   %*(i' *,   an-1   l'-l|«    \)  linr<  u* 

•  S|M-k  til  mihi  K-rta  «i.liMidl 
Kiliaow  ff>nii'«.  Im-Muhi  i-ivilr  n-limiaaa  :• 

•  Sir  «<-lnt  in  tuta  k*  nri  para  irabebaal 
!StMti«  itrr  nii<lriiiu.' 

Inimi^ialcU  aftrrnatil*,  he  i»  ftjbtiny  aQaia  aod  di-ft-ndinj  evvry 
{•oaiiioa  : 

•  S««l  ad  rat  dr  fen  tor  nl>i<|a« 
Lm^mt,  et  boa  aJiiu*  i;Utiii*.  b«>«  ii^nilius  arc«l. 

I  dia  n<«  fi'  <arini» 

Intiluii  t^tar  »«'iii|>«r  f>-li<  iti*r  ntu* 

Pr.r  iprti  rar*u  IM-Ilonim  rt  trRi|M>rr  rapio. ■ 

*  •  Jari*  nrtut  eiitiim.'tur,  ■  m;«  Nn<<l<>iiiu«,  afri  r  a  fdir  oaiiniailtMi 
(if  hit  <  hjr4<  li'r,  and  itiakriti;  u»<'  of  a  pliriiif  wlinb  ma*  a  furtuuia 
in  Liv^'t  limr — •Milium  jur<<  irfmiiu  proniiiilidtit,  fiiam  ti  ri*;;ni 
iriminc-  inM>ni  fucril*  ^lil>.  It.  i-ii{).  4*^)  :  "*><1  whibwat  <'onliniM<vl 
In  the  if^ai  juti|;nii-nta  pn>noan>^'<l  in  juatiliaM..  honUiidea.  katb  ak 
Lillini;  Imimm^-I  t -aL-rt.  S«m*  Sai-ion.  In  tiu  C.  J.  Uraaria,  witb 
ib<-  u»tt>m<:utAi)  of  I'liiacu*.  p.  i&i. 
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Nolo  4'^'  Stanza  xciii. 

What  from  ihiii  Imrrrn  U'iiv;  do  wo  rt«apT 
Our  •eu»i*s  aurrow,  mid  uiir  ri'<i»OD  frail. 

«  .  .  .  .  Oiiuics  pene  vctercs ;  qui  nihil  coyiiosci,  uiliil 

peiripi,   nihil   sciri    posse   dixprunt;   an^iislos   spusus; 

iaihccille;>  atiiinos,  brc\ia  curricula  vita:;   iu  prufuuJo 

vcriiatcin  (l(>mersain  ;   opiniouihus  ct  insiitulis  omnia 

tcneri ;  nihil  viTiuii  rclinqui:  iltMuceps  omnia  tcnobris 

circumfusa    esse    dixeruut.n'     The   ci[;hteeu   hundred 

years  >»hich  have  elapsed  since  (Ticero  wrote  this   have 

uol  removed  any  of   the  imperfections  of  humanity  . 

and   the  complaints  of  the  ancient  philosophers  may, 

without  iiiju>tice   or  affectation,  be   transcribed   in  a 

poem  written  yesterday. 

Note  49-  Stanza  xcix. 

Tlii<rt]  It  a  !«t<-rn  ruuud  low  it  of  oilier  day*. 
Alluding;  to  the  tomb  of  Cecilia  Metclla,  called  Capo 
di  Bove,  in  the  Appiau  Way.     See   Historical  Illustra- 
tions of  the  IVth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 

Note  bo.  Stan/a  cii. 


Not 


e  53.  Slan/.i  ex. 


iiixi  ii|io^lolii-  «iaiii''4  (liinh 


prophrtic  of  (hu  doom 


Uuarco  giTUi  iu  fiiroiiriuat— t-urly  dc-atli. 

I\i('h.  Fraiir.  I'bil.  Uruuck.  PuoUf  Gtioiui<i,  p.  23i. 
rdii.  1784. 

Note  .Si.  Stanza  cvii. 
Bcliuld  ihc  Iinp«Ti;il  Mouiii! 
The  ral;i(inci>  one  mass  of  ruins,  particularly  on  the 
side  towards  the  Circus  Maximus.  The  very  soil  is 
formed  of  crumbled  brick-work.  Nothinj;  h;is  be<n 
told,  nothing  can  be  told,  to  satisfy  the  brlief  of  any 
but  a  Aoinan  antiquary. — Sec  Historical  Illustrations, 
page  206. 

Note  53.  Stanza  cviii. 

Thrrt*  14  ilie  moral  of  all  liiiin;  n  talci ; 
'T  ift  hut  the  uniue  rtb.':ir»al  of  tin-  past, 
Firxt  frw'iloin,  .iiid  iIumi  clory,  etc. 

The  author  of  the  Life  of  (Cicero,  speaking  of  the 
opinion  entertained  of  Britain  by  that  orator  and  his 
contemporary  Romans,  has  the  following  eloquent  pas- 
sage; "From  their  railleries  of  this  kind,  on  the  bar- 
barity and  misery  of  our  island,  one  cannot  help  re- 
llecting  on  the  surprising  fate  and  revolutions  of  king- 
doms, how  Rome,  once  the  mistress  of  the  world,  the 
scat  of  arts,  empire,  and  glory,  now  lies  sunk  in  t>loth, 
ignorance,  and  po\-»»rty,  enslaved  to  the  most  cruel  as 
well  a^  to  the  most  contemptible  of  tyrants,  supersiiiion, 
and  rrligious  imposture  :  while  this  remote  « onnu  y, 
anciently  the  jest  and  contempt  of  the  polite  Romans, 
is  become  the  happy  seat  of  liberty,  plenty,  .ind  letters . 
(lourisliing  in  all  i\io  arts  .md  reliniinents  of  civil  life  ; 
yet  nmning  perhaps  the  same  course  which  Rome  it- 
self had  run  before  it,  from  \irluous  industry  to  wtMliii ; 
from  wealth  to  luKurv;  from  luxury  to  an  impaiicnce 
of  diseipline,  and  corruption  of  morals:  till,  by  a  tot.il 
drgcnerary  and  loss  of  virtue,  lu-in;;  grown  ripe  fur 
drstruciion,  it  f.ill  a  pn-y  .»t  List  to  some  h.inly  op- 
pressor, and,  with  the  lo-vs  of  III  erty,  btsiii;;  every  tbiiig 
that  IS  valuable,  sinks  gr.idu ally  ag.ini  into  its  original 
barbarism.!)  ' 

'   Am. hill.  I.    I. I. 

*  Till-  lli«t.iry  of  ill."  l,if.  11'  M.  Tiilliiu  (.i.i"-o.  *(t.  ^  i.  >..l.  li. 
I  fui)T-  loi,  TIm'  .  ><iiir,i%l  )i.i«  !«'  II  r>'M  r^-A  in  <i  l.il.*  <-\ir.iiir<liii.ir\  111- 
I    ki.iii.tr.     .\  C'lnl   .11.111  «,ii  iItu^mi  jii!  1  i-riifjii  tit  I'.mm,  itlyrl>«irf 


To  crukb  llic  iiupt'riiil  urn,  %^lioiiO  ii»li ')■  al.pl  «ul>liiuc 

The  column  of  Trajau  is  surmounted  by  St  Pet*  r, 
that  of  Auielius  by  St  Paul.  Sec  Historical  Hlustraiiou'^ 
of  the  IVlh  Canto,  etc. 

Note  .^4'  Stanza  cxi. 

Siill  wf  Triij.in'ii  Dnm«>  odorc. 
Trajan  was  provcrlnnUy  the  best  of  the  Tloni  m 
princes;"  and  it  would  be  easier  to  find  a  soverri;;ii 
uniting  exactly  the  opposite  characteristics,  tli.m  uui 
possessed  of  all  the  happy  qualities  ascribed  to  this  em- 
peror. «When  he  mounted  tin*  tl»rone,i>says  the  histo- 
rian Dion,^  «  he  was  strong  in  body,  he  was  vi;Mirous 
in  mind;  age  had  impairjtl  none  of  his  faruliiiS;  Iir 
was  altogether  free  from  envy  and  from  dciracilon  :  bi 
hononn-d  all  the  |;ood,  and  he  advanced  them  ;  ami  on 
this  account  they  could  not  be  ihe  cd>jects  of  hi-,  feir 
or  of  his  hate;  he  never  lisienetl  to  informers;  he  gtvr' 
not  way  to  his  anger;  he  abstained  equ.illy  from  uiif.ur 
exactions  and  unjust  punishmcnis;  he  had  ralln-r  \» 
I  loved  as  a  man  th.iu  honoured  as  a  sov<Teign;  he  wj* 
affable  with  his  people,  respectful  to  the  seiJate,  and 
universally  beloved  by  both;  he  inspired  none  wnh 
dread  but  the  euemies  of  his  conjitry.»» 

Note  5.').  Stan/a  cxiv. 

ilii'D/i,  Id&i  of  Hoin.'iiK  < 

The  name  and  exphiilsof  Rirn/i  must  be  familiar  to 
the  reader  of  (•ibbon.  Some  details  and  ineiiitrd  ma- 
nuscripts, rel.itive  to  this  unln|i|iy  hero,  will  be  mcu  in 
the  Illustrations  of  the  IVlh  Canto. 

Note  5G.  Stanza  cxv. 

E|]<*rin  '  ««*rri  (T'Otion  of  xouu'  ln-nrl 
Wlij.-li  found  III)  mortal  ro«iiii;;-pliict'  to  fair 
A«  tbiiiu  iilcal  hrcuti. 

The  respectable  authority  of  Flamiuius  Vacca  woul-! 
incline  us  to  believe  in  the  claims  of  the  tgerian  groii«».^ 
Ill-  assttres  us  that  he  saw  an  inscription  in  the  pave- 
ment, slating  that  the  fouutaiii  was  that  of  Fgeria  dtdi- 

ni.'iik-  f()r  bi»  ri-h\-)>(.'.  Tli<-  Fmu  li  inini.strr  loniinuisi  lod't^in  l>iB< 
under  till'  pri'ictt  iluii  b  '  WAt  uol  an  Kii,;li«)iaidii,  hut  odI^  ii  /(<>*  .  *■ 
.S<-o  «  Ifittr.'uliii,;  f.n  ii  nl.iliri;;  l<;  J<w.  him   Mur.it,-  |>.ii;.   1  J  1. 

*  «  l|iijii»  tan  I  mil  iiKiiiuri.i'  «1.  i.iiiiiii  0.1,  ill,  iim|U.'  od  Li<>«lr  lai  .r  tj- 
trni  nun  .)lit<;r  iu  Scii.ilu  priii.  i|>ihii&  itc.  luni.iltir.  tii«i.  piii.iui.  tt- 
LTtio.  Mt.i.i«k.  ikijt.^o.-   Kulrop.  Ilri>\ .  tli..)t.  Horn.  lib.  viii,  .op.  «. 

^  Toj  Ti  >»';   5&i'/x7£  iiyjtro zat  r^    -i^y-', 

r^/.'ju^vjf    Oii  y.r//  yJT:b    'fr,yjii  vii'^tj-^iz^xi rj^ii 

0J7S  c'^^C-Ito  Ttva  aJTwv,    ojrs  iuissi ctj.€:~ 

>a"t,-  Ti    ?,/.l7ZU   izt7T»y£,  Xv\   C'pyr,    ry.lTTU.   i'J*!?./)  5  L.T5 . 

rwv  Ts  ypr,'xyT'j>v  7W  yjJ'ji'fA'jiJ  izx  /7.t  ^iv'.jv  T'".jv 

y.'A//,yj  y.Tiiiy-.'X'i ^t/5.1//iivii  7£  ojv  irJ  a./7Cti 

tii/^tfi^j  Ti  7f,yoju£v5j    iyxipi,  xai  7d>   Te    Cr.uy    ur: 

Tl'jt  i'jioli  C«jv.  ni»i.  n..iu.  lib.  \\\  iii,  i.ip.  » i,  V  ii  .  t'>iii.  II,  p.  1 1 :  • 
1 1  1^.  <-<lil.   llaiiili.    17".. 

'    .  I'.).  (I  h.iil.iiii)  d.il  <|.  l|i>  lii'>,;o   >i    s<<n.li>    .id    nn    i-.u.ih  11.  .    .1 
<|iial>'  M.    ^..nii  I'.i.lioiii  ii  <.al.ir'lii,  1  Im*  .on  i|(K»tii  li.iiii.  >  ihi.u.i-i 
ii  liio;;o;   \  1  I'  una  tdlit.'iii  1  kollii  1111:1  [;r.in   >ollii   uiilii-.i,    di'"   .il    y--- 
h>  liU-  ki  i,o>l»\   >•  li  Itiini.iiii   XI  i.iiiii.i  I    f^i.i'f    n    ricri'.ir*!  ,     11    I    ,  •- 
%  iin>  lit),  lit  t  %\  I   li.nl.    it  h  ,;,;.    iu  uii  (•|.il.ir..i  c-^m  ( ■■  <|'i    ll-i    l.i  t    .r 
(ti  I  ,;i'riii,  il.'.li.  .11.1  .lUi-  iiiiil.',  ■    i|ii<'»i.i,  .li    '  I    I  pit  il.io.     <-  N  '         I 
iii.-(h  Miii.i  1 1.  111.    Ill  .III  III  ..  .11%  I  rill  I   -      Ml  luoiu".  Ill  ,  «ip.    N  «.  il  ■ 
(•  i„     I  J.      ll.'  il.(i  •>  n  (t  ^•,  n  J  lb'    il'-i.  1 1)  1  Mil 
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ntM  fo  the  oymphs.  The  tnsmption  is  not  there  at  lht« 
liav :  but  Montfittcoo  quotes  Mro  lioe«  *  of  Ovid  from  ■ 
uoae  in  the  VilU  Giiistiniaoi,  vhieh  he  seemc  10  think 
til- 1  iteeo  bfx>aght  from  the  same  grotto. 

Til  is  grotto  and  Tallcy  vere  formerly  frequented  in 
-iimraer,  and  particularly  the  first  Suuday  in  May,  by 
liw  modem  Roniau»,  vbo  attached  a  salubrioui  quality 
13  the  founuin  which  trickles  from  an  oririre  at  the 
!>ouom  of  the  vault,  a  ad,  overfloving  the  little  pools, 
rmp»  down  the  matted  grass  into  the  brook  belov. 
TIm-  brook  is  tlie  Ovidian  Almo,  ivbose  name  and  qua- 
ij^  are  lo^l  in  the  modern  Aquataccio.  The  valley 
iL^lf  i»  called  Yalle  di  Caffarelli,  from  the  dukes  of 
dat  Dame  vrbo  made  over  their  fountain  to  llie  Palla- 
•1  mi,  vrith  sixty  nUfbia  of  adjoining  laud. 

Ttu>re  can  be  little  doubt  that  this  long  dell  is  the 
L'fma  valley  of  Juvenal,  and  the  pausing  place  of 
I'j.brii-itts,  notvithstandingthe  generality  of  his  rom- 
EQrDtJiort  have  supposed  the  descent  of  the  satirist  and 
'ho  frwad  to  have  been  into  the  Arician  grove,  where 
liK  nvmph  met  Uippolitus,  and  where  she  was  more 
^.■rul:jr!y  worshipped. 

Vm  sti-p  from  the  Porta  Capena  to  the  Alban  liill, 
ftftern  aide*  distant,  would  be  too  coOMdrrabJe,  unlr<t^ 
vc  vrrr  to  believe  in  the  wild  conjrrture  of  Vovmu*, 
vUo  make«  that  gale  travel  from  its  prrvnt  Mniioo, 
vli<Tr  he  pretends  it  was  during  the  rri(;n  of  the  Kin|>, 
1-,  fjr  4s  the  Arician  grove,  and  then  makes  it  rrrnle 
I.  it>  old  site  with  the  shrinking  city.*  The  tufb,  or 
p>unur4>,  which  the  poet  prefers  to  marble,  is  the  sub- 
^unee  compoMUg    the  bank  in  which    the  grotto  i« 

'OJl'll. 

TLr  modem  topographers'  find  in  the  grotto  the 
kU(tu>  of  the  nyroph  and  nine  niches  for  the  Muses,  and 
1  Lic^  traveller^  has  discovered  tliat  the  cave  is  restored 
to  that  simpUrity  which  the  poet  regretted  had  been 
f*!'  biQged  fbr  injudicious  ornament.  But  the  he.idIesK 
>uiar  IS  palpably  rather  a  male  than  a  nymph,  and  has 
CMie  of  the  attributes  ascribed  to  it  at  present  viviMe. 
Jtir  Dtne  Muses  could  hardly  lia%e  stood  in  six  niches ; 
3cd  Juveaal  certainly  does  not  allude  to  any  iiidi«i(lu.il 
rj«e.  ^  Nothing  ran  be  collected  from  the  satirist  but 
Uiii  somewhere  near  the  Porta  Capena  was  a  spot  in 
wiiirh  it  was  supposed  Numaheld  nightly  consulutions 
niih  his  nymph,  and  where  there  was  a  grove  and  a 
N:»>rM  fountain,  and  fanes  once  consocnted  to  the 
Mu^s  ;  and  that  from  this  spot  there  was  a  descent  into 

•  I*  villa  jMiialaas  ««ttt  !•!;(<■•  Uplt  <piadr*ta«  tolMas  la 
<!*<>  M«lp<a  kve  rfaa  Ovtdil  (sraiiaa  taat 

X^eria  eit  ifur  ptvhet  sqaat  «!*«  Rrata  <aaMmb. 
Ilia  ?faM»  roajai  roa»IIIniaqa«  fait. 
Oa:  UfH«   «Metar  ei  rodrn  Er;«^riar  foatr,  aal  rja*  Ticlnia   Uthac 
it^^»^t»im».»     Diariuai  lulir.  p.   i53. 
*  i*f  m^jnit.  Vet.  IWiM.  ap.  Crtn.  Aat.  Rna.  toia.  \i,  p.  i)o-. 
^  f,  Liu  <rd.  Iftnurulottr  di  Robm  «  di-tt'  ■gm  Romann  oorn-llo  dalt' 
^t.it*' VrMflli  is  BoMa,  t-S:    Tbev  believe  ia  tb<*  f^miinanil  B;Bi|>h. 
.^  Mal*rrt><li<|ac»lofoBt«,  c»Matlu«i»oulpilr  Is  ao^ue  ■  pl«  ill  vmo.* 
«  t^iaMuml  Tear.  ckap.  «i,  p.  J 17.  vol.  ti. 

•  «  Sabatiiit  md  vrtfm  arcua,  aiailidaaqa-*  (apaaaa, 
Hk  abt  aociaraar  >'aaa  coatiilutliai  ■aii(V. 
IVaac  Mi-ri  foaiit  anaat,  el  ilrluhra  Icn-antar 
iwdmU  qaoraa  copblaaai  fcrnamqav  •iipfllvi. 
0*au  raia  popalo  aorcrdeni  p«'n<lfrf  jusaa  e«l 
Arttor,  et  rje'li*  airaduai  t^ha  Laai4rni«. 
I  a  «>il.-a  E(;rriir  dea^radiaaa,  el  «p«-luoia« 
niuiaiiaa  trrit ;  qoento  pra>«taoliaa  ««a«-l 
^aaMa  aqnr,  viritli  si  aiarciav  rl<iu<i<-m  imdat 
BarLa,  aac  iascaoaia  viularc-al  aaraiora  laiphuoi. 

Sal.  til. 


tb«»  valley  of  Egeria,  where  were  several  artificial  cavea. 
It  is  clear  that  the  sutnea  of  the  Muses  m.ide  no  part 
of  the  tiecoration  which  the  satirist  thought  misplaced 
in  these  eaves;  for  he  expressly  assigns  other  fanes 
(delubra)  to  these  divinities  above  the  valley,  and  more^ 
over  telb  us,  that  they  had  been  ejected  to  make  room 
for  the  Jews.  In  fact,  tlie  little  temple,  now  called  that 
of  Bacchus  was  formerly  thought  to  belong  to  the 
Muses,  and  Nardini '  places  tliem  in  a  poplar  grove, 
which  was  in  his  time  above  tlie  valley. 

It  is  probable,  from  the  inscription  and  position,  that 
the  cave  now  shovin  may  be  one  of  the  «  artificial  ca- 
verns.a  of  which,  indeed,  there  is  another  a  little  way 
higher  up  the  valley,  under  a  tuft  of  alder  bushes :  but 
a  tingle  grotto  of  Egma  is  a  mere  modern  invention, 
grafted  upon  the  application  of  the  epitliet  t(;crian 
to  these  nymphea  in  general,  and  which  might  send  us 
to  look  for  the  haunts  of  Numa  upon  the  banks  of  tlie 
Thames. 

Our  English  Juvenal  was  not  seduced  into  mistrans- 
lation by  his  acquainiani'c  with  Pope :  he  carefully  pre- 
serves the  correct  pluril — 

•  TiMace  tlowly  wiadiag  dowa  ib«  vale,  we  view 
The  Lgeriaa  fnM,  oh  birtv  aalike  ib«  irae!* 

The  valley  abounds  witli  springs, '  and  over  tliese 
springs,  which  the  Muses  might  haunt  from  their  neigh- 
bouring groves,  Egerta  presided  :  hence  she  was  said  to 
supply  them  with  water;  and  she  was  the  nymph  of  the 
grottos  through  which  the  fountains  were  taught  to 
How. 

Tlie  whole  of  the  monuments  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
Egeriau  valley  have  received  names  at  will,  which  have 
been  changed  at  will.  Venuti^  owns  he  can  see  no 
traces  of  tlie  temples  of  Jove,  Saturn,  Juno,  Venus,  and 
Diana,  which  Nardini  found,  or  hoped  to  find.  The 
mutatorium  of  Caracalla's  circus,  the  temple  of  Honour 
and  Virtue,  the  temple  of  Uacchus,  and,  above  all,  the 
temple  of  the  god  Rediculus,  are  the  antiquary's  de- 
spair. 

The  circus  of  Caracalla  depends  on  a  medal  of  that 
emperor  ciled  by  Fulvius  Crsiiiiu,  of  which  the  reverse 
shows  a  circus,  supposed,  however,  by  some  to  represent 
the  Cirrus  Maximus.  It  gives  a  very  good  idea  of  that 
place  of  exercise.  The  soil  has  been  but  little  raised,  if 
we  may  judge  from  tlie  small  cellular  structure  at  the 
end  of  the  Spio.i,  which  was  probably  the  chapel  of  the 
god  Gonsus.  This  cell  is  half  beneath  the  soil,  as  it 
must  have  been  in  tlie  circus  its4>lf,  for  Dionysius4 
could  not  be  persuaded  to  believe  tliat  this  divinity  was 
the  Roman  Neptune,  because  his  altar  was  under 
ground. 

Note  57.  Stanta  cxxvii. 

Yvl  l<>t  H*  imndcr  buldly. 

«  At  all  events,!*  says  the  author  of  the  Academical 
Questions  «  I  trust,  whatever  may  be  the  fate  of  my 
own  speciiljtions,  that  philosophy  will  n*|;a in  that  esti- 
mation winch  it  ought  to  possets.  The  free  and  phi- 
losophic spirit  of  our  nation  lias  been  the  theme  of  ad- 
min iion  tu  till-  viorld.  This  was  the  proud  distinction 
of  Lu(;h>.hiiien,  and  the  luminous  source  of  all  their 
glory.    SluU  ne  then  forget  the  manly  and  dignilicd 

>  Lib.  ili.  rap.  III. 

*  ■!  ndiqui-  <■  »<-lo  B<|Dr  traturiuiil.*     5'anliui,  lib.  iji,  rap.  Hi. 
'   Eibinanl.  •'If.  f.lc.  tit.  pp.  ><»7  — ayJI. 

*  ADlit|.  Hoai.  lib.  li,  ra,  .  ml. 
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sonlimrnts  of  our  ancestors,  lo  prate  in  tlie  languaj?c  of 
flie  mother  or  the  nurse  about  our  good  old  prejudices? 
Tliis  is  not  the  way  lo  defend  the  cause  of  truth.  It  was 
not  thus  that  our  fathers  maintaiued  it  in  the  brilUant 
periods  of  our  history.  Prejudice  may  be  trusted  to 
pnard  the  outworks  for  a  short  space  of  lime  while 
reason  slumbers  in  the  citadel  :  but  if  the  latter  sink 
inio  a  ieihari^y,  the  former  will  quickly  erect  a  standard 
for  herself.  Philosophy,  wisdom,  and  liberty,  support 
each  other  ;  he  who  will  not  reason,  is  a  bigot ;  he  who 
cannot,  is  a  fool;  and  he  who  dares  not,  is  a  slave.» 
Preface,  p.  xiv,  xv,  vol.  i.  i8o5. 

Note  58.  Stanza  cxxxii. 


(;ronl  .Ni'mi:si»! 


Il«;r.',  wbfre  iho  ancii'Dt  \>a'n\  ihce  hoiiuitje  Ioiii|. 

We  read  in  Suetonius  that  Augustus,  from  ai  warning 
received  in  a  dream,  «  counterfeited  once  a-ycar  the 
beggar,  sitting  before  the  gale  of  l»is  palace,  wiili  his 
h.uid  hollowed  and  stretched  out  for  charity.  A  statue 
formerly  in  ihe  Villa  Borghese,  and  which  should  be 
now  at  Paris,  represents  the  emperor  in  that  posture  of 
supplication.  The  object  of  lhi«.  self-degradation  was  the 
aip.asemcnt  of  Nemesis,  the  perpetual  attendant  on 
good  fortune,  of  whose  po>\er  the  Uoman  conquerors 
were  aKo  reminded  by  certain  symbols  attached  to  iheir 
cars  of  triumph.  The  symbols  were  the  >\hip  and  the 
crotalo,  vbich  were  discovere<l  in  the  Nemesis  of  the 
Vatican.  The  attitude  of  beggary  made  the  above  statue 
pass  for  that  of  iJelisarius  :  and  until  the  criticism  of 
NVinkelmann  '  had  rectified  the  mistake,  one  Hciiou  was 
called  in  to  support  another.  It  was  the  same  fear  of 
the  sudden  termination  of  prosperity  that  made  Amasis, 
king  of  Egypt,  warn  his  friend  Polycraies  of  Samos,  that 
the  gods  loved  those  whose  lives  were  chequered  v^ith 
good  and  evil  fortunes.  Nemesis  was  supposed  to  lie  in 
wait  particularly  for  the  prudent  :  that  is,  for  those 
whose  caution  rendered  them  accessible  only  to  mere 
accidents;  and  her  first  altar  was  raised  on  the  banks  of 
the  Pliryc.ian  /Ksepus  by  Adraslu>,  probably  the  piincc 
of  that  name  who  killed  tlie  son  of  Crtrsus  by  mistake. 
llenee  the  goddess  ^as  called  Adrastea.  ^ 

The  Roman  Nemesis  was  sacred  and  autjust;  there 
was  a  temi>le  to  her  in  the  Palatine  under  the  name  of 
Rliamnusia  :  4  so  great  indeed  was  the  propensity  of  the 
ancients  to  trust  to  the  revolution  of  events,  and  to  be- 
lieve in  the  divinity  of  fortune,  that  in  the  same  Pala- 
tine there  was  a  temple  to  the  fortune  of  the  day.  ^ 
This  is  the  last  superstition  which  retains  its  hold  over 
the  human  heart;  and  from  concentrating  in  one  ob- 
ject the  credulity  so  natural  lo  inau,  has  always  ap- 
prared  strongest  in  those  unembarrassed  by  other 
articles  of  belief.    The  antiquaries  have  supposed  this 

*  Sui-ton.iii  >il.  \";;u.sii.  <a|i.  f)i.  <;at,iiilt(in.  in  ihr  noii .  rrf.  r»  to 
Pliilarths  Lix*  of  (.Ainillti.  omJ  .1  miliu*  I'luiliis,  iiii.l  iilv>  i.i  lils 
a|.oiilitl>.  irins,  for  iIk-  tli.ira.  t.  r  of  iliU  d.  ilN.  Tli-  liollow*  •!  Ii.in-I  >Nri» 
r.  rkoii.il  lti»-  1;i*l  "I''  ,»■'■<■  "f  'l<;r.'iMuiifiri  .  .itr-l  «!■ -n  tin-  (lr.i<l  Inly  of 
tilt-  |>r.>lVil  IliitiruH  wan  tK)rii>'  iiImmii  jn  itiiiiM|.li  \>y  ili  ■  )>iO|ilc,  tin- 
in(ll;i(ii>  HU*  iiuT.a>i.(l  Iry  (.ultiri'j  tii»  liiintl  in  iliai  |.o>nic.n. 

*  Mori.i  (l<llf  arii,  cU.,  HI'.  \ii.  <nii.  lii.  torn.  ii.  |..  (J  -•.  \  i»ionli 
r.ilK  \hr  siimic.  how  •\ir,  a  (  vIkI.-.  It  is  i;i\<  n  in  il»-  >tii»i-o  l»io- 
•  l.iii.ut,  toiu,  i.  |i!ir.  4".  Til-  \l':iti;  Ic.i  '.Si.i.  ,;;i/ iooi' 'lei  IVymi . 
Storiij,  ii»..   lorn.  iii.  |>.  ''«<)  '"H*  it  a  t  liri-ii|.|.ii<i. 

»   nil  I.  <l'    l'..ivl>.  tirtiil.-  Ailr.i.stiii. 

*  it  i*  iiiiuiiirnii'"!  I'V  \\\J  I    Ki.iii.iry   Xiilot. 
'   •  torinna   liMjiji-n;  ilji'i.-  (.io-ro  ui<  nlion^  Ikt.  ilo  K-,;i!>.  lil'    it. 


ijoddess  to  be  synonymous  with  fortune  and  witli  fare:  ' 
but  it  was  in  her  vindictive  quality  that  she  was  wor- 
shipped under  the  name  of  Nemesis. 

Note  59.  Stanza  cxI. 

I  »ee  before  iiie  the  <>lai<iialnr  lif. 
Wliethcr  the  wonderful  statue  which  suggested  tbi< 
image  be  a  ICquearian  gladiaior,  which  in  «ipile  <,( 
Winkelmann's  criticism  has  been  stoutly  maintaiiird,  ' 
or  whether  it  be  a  Greek  herald,  as  lliat  gr^'al  anti- 
quary positively  asserted,^  or  whether  it  is  to  be 
thought  a  Spartan  or  barbarian  shielil-bearer,  accord- 
ing to  the  opinion  of  his  Italian  editor,  i  it  niu>t  a>- 
suredly  seem  a  copy  of  that  master-piece  of  Cirsilaus 
which  represented  «  a  wounded  man  clyiiig,  who  per- 
fectly expressed  \shat  ihere  remained  of  life  in  l;iin.>«  ^ 
Monifaucon  6  and  Maffei  7  thought  it  the  i«lciilicil 
statue ;  but  that  statue  was  of  bronze.  The  gladiator 
was  once  in  the  villa  Ludovi/i,  and  wa^  bought  bv 
Clement  XII.  The  right  arm  is  an  entire  restoration  of 
Michael  Angclo.  * 

Note  f)0.    Stanza  cxii. 


—  lie,  their  siru. 


Kiitrlicr'd  to  nialii-  a  Itooiau  lioiidnv. 

Gladiators  wereof  t«o  kinds,  compeJled  and  volun- 
tary; and  were  supplied  from  sevend  condition^ ;  frtmi 
slaves  sold  for  that  purpose;  from  culprits;  from  bir- 
buian  captives  cither  taken  in  war,  and,  after  l»eiii|; 
led  in  triumph,  set  apart  for  the  games,  or  those  ».ei^eil 
and  condemned  as  rebels;  also  from  free  citizens,  *^omi- 
fighting  for  hire  [auctoroti),  others  from  a  ch-prav»d 
ambition  ;  at  last  even  knights  and  senators  were  f^xlu- 
bited,  a  disj'.r.ice  of  v\hicli  the  first  tyrant  was  natnr.illy 
the  first  inventor.  9  In  tlie  end,  dwarfs,  and  c\eii  wo- 
men, fought;  an  enormity  prohibited  by  Severiis.  Of 
these  the  most  to  be  pitied  undoubletlly  vere  the  l»-i:- 
barian  capii\es  ;  and  to  this  species  a  Christian  writer  ' 
juslly  applies  the  epithet  ^nituocentn  to  distinguish  them 

'  1)K\F,  >EMKSi 
MVE  1(UITV\.E 

rrsTotiivs 

uvr.ivws 

V.  «;.  Lt;<;vT. 

LLC.  Mil.  C 

oc»nD. 

Sc?  Oiusiionrs  Honi.iii.'e,  ri«\.  ,\|t.  Gr.r%.  .\nliq.  Roman,  t' ni.  ». 
|>.  <i|2.  .Sr<!  nl.o  IMnraiorl,  .Nov.  Tll,^;^ur.  IiiMri|>i.  Vii.  (i'n«.  1. 
I>(i.  '^8.  8()  ;  wImii-  iIhtc  an-  ilircf  Latin  and  one  Gr^r-k  iu-.<Ti|'t,  u 
to  Nctmsi*.  and  oihcr*  to  lati-. 

*  ll»  tin-  AI'JK-  I'raxj.  di*%«-rl.i/i<ine  soprii  un  iJi|ico->ii:  i,o,  f  . 
I'nd.ii'i',  |>.  -,  who  jr.iiiint*  for  ihf  corti  round  ll»o  iiC'k.  I'Ut  n.  t 
for  xlw  horn,  whirh  it  do.-<»  not  .'i|i|it'ar  th«  j'.ladi^tor*  ih  niv'U-^ 
i<<T  UKid.      \oii"  (A)  Storio  dillc  arii,  torn,  ii,  |i.  3r>'j. 

^  Lith>r  I'olifoiiii  X,  In  mid  ot  Ljiin*.  killi-<l  \>y  Ohdiptj*;  in  <"•■- 
|.rt'j|»,  lirt.ild  of  Lurilhi'us,  Ivilk.l  l>y  t}u"  Alli  tii;!!!*  v»  hi  ii  Ito  i-rn.-  l- 
»oiii-ril  to  <lri,j  till-  llcrai  Kil.r  from  the  altar  of  im-riy,  and  in  » li  •*• 
honoiii  (h''>  iii>.liiiiu-d  annual  (lainrt  K'ntinind  i>>  ilu  I'rui.-  >* 
lladiian  ;  or  Anihi  ino  rinM.  ihi;  \ih(  uian  h«r.il'i.  kilh-l  \-\  ili  • 
^li- ;auii»<-»,  »ho  n«>ir  rt  <  ovcii  d  th<- iinjiii  t>  .  Ntf  Storia  d^  III-  .*i ... 
ill.,  t>'ni,   ii.  (.)..   :< "S,   3..\^   3./,,   2.,h,    2i,-.  Iih.   i\.  raj.,   ii. 

*  Gloria,  <  ti  .,   loin,   ii.  [1.   21. ■^,   >iit.    i^V.t 

^  I.  \  iilut  (.iiiini  dill' icnt'iii  I- <  I  in  <|uo  pON^ii  Iiii>lli(;i  ipiiiiii  le 
ri'vi.ii  iinini.i-.-      I'lin.  Nat.  lll^t.  III'.  \\xi>,  niji.  8. 

'■    \mi<[.  toni.  iii.  |':ir.  2.  tal'.    i'>». 

■    l\.o  1  .  Mat.   tall.  0). 

'   Mils.  Cacitid.  loni.  iii,  [>.    1 '' j .  idif.   17' J. 

■•  Jill  ins  e,i  ^;ir,  v>  ho  ro*.-  Ii\   ih     fill  of   th"    at  i>torr.i>-y,    Ir-'i.t 
I'lirlui   l.i|'liiMl'.  anil   A.  1  .iltiiiii  n|Hiii  tln-iinna. 

•'   Ti  rmili.in  ;   .  r .  rtc  ipi  id    ni  <i   i  iin^'  •nti-*  (d  idi.tioTf.'.  in  Ln'ion 
»«ninni.   nl  \tdii|il  u  1%  pull..     lM.,ii,i     ti.ni    •     J-int.    I  i(...    >.'iir.. 
>  r  nion    III'    ii,  •■•TO.  iii. 
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from  the  profiemoiwl  gladiators.  Anrelian  aad  Claudius 
sopplied  great  nttmben  of  these  luifertiuiate  lictims, 
ibe  one  after  his  triamph,  and  the  other  on  the  preteit 
of  a  rebdlioo.*     No  war,  says  Lipsius,*  was  ever  so  de- 
nructive  to  the  haman  race  as  these  sports.     In  spile 
of  the  laws  of  Consiantine  and  Constans,  gladiatorial 
%bovs  samved  the  old  established  religion  more  than 
seventy  ycara;  bat  they  owed  their  final  extinction  10 
the  courage  of  a  Christian.    In  the  year  4o4*  <^  *^^  '^^ 
l<rnd«  of  January,  they  were  exhibiting  the  shows  in  the 
FbviaB  amphitheatre  before  the  nsaal  immense  con- 
coorve  of  people.  Almachius  or  Telemachus,  an  eastern 
monk,  who  had  travelled  to  Rome  intent  on  his  holy 
parpoee,  rushed  into  the  midst  of  the  area,  and  endea- 
voured to  separate  the  combatants.  The  praetor  Alypius, 
a  persoo  ineredibly  attached  to  these  games,^  gave  insiaot 
orders  to  the  gladiators  to  slay  him:  and  TelemachiM 
gained  the  crown  of  martyrdom,  and  the  title  of  saint, 
vbich  Muely  has  never,  either  before  or  since,  beea 
I  awarded  for  a  more  noble  exploit.     Hooorios  imme- 
j  diatdy  abolished  the  shows,  which  were  never  afterwards 
I  re»ived.  The  story  is  told  by  Theodoret^  and  Casniodo- 
j  ras,*  and  seems  worthy  of  credit,  notwithstanding  its 
I  place  in  the  Roman  martyrology.^   Besides  the  torrentK 
{  of  blood  which  flowed  at  the  funerals,  in  the  amphi- 
thratree,  the  circus,  the  forums,  and  other  public  places, 
gladiators  were  introduced  at  feasts,  and  tore  each  other 
to  pieces  amidst  the  supper  tables,  to  the  great  delight 
and  applaase  of  the  guests.  Tet  Lipsios  permits  himself 
10  soppooe  Uie  loss  of  courage,  and  the  evident  degroe- 
lacy  of  mankind,  to  be  nearly  connected  with  the  aboli- 
tion of  these  bloody  spectacles.? 

Note  61.  Stanza  cxlii. 

Bm«,  wk«««  Iha  BoauB  Billlaa'*  bh«e  or  pniM 
Wm  4«a(k  or  life,  tW  piaythiofs  of  ■  crowd. 

When  one  gladiator  wounded  another,  he  shouted 
•  he  has  t(,»  f  hoc  habet,»  or  «  babet.n  The  woun<i^<l 
combatant  dropped  his  weapon,  and,  advancing  to  the 
«^d|^e  of  the  arena,  supplicated  the  spectators.  If  he  had 
foQght  well,  the  people  saved  him;  if  otherwise,  or  as 
they  happened  to  be  inclined,  they  turned  down  their 
thambs,  and  he  was  slain.  They  were  occasionally  so 
savage,  that  they  were  impatient  if  a  combat  lasted 
longer  than  ordinary  without  wounds  or  death.  The 
emperor's  presence  generally  saved  the  vanquislied  :  and 
it  u  recorded  u  an  instance  of  Caracalla's  ferocity,  that 
he  sent  those  who  supplicated  him  for  life,  in  a  spec- 
tacle at  Nicomedia,  10  ask  the  people;  in  other  words, 
banded  ihem  over  to  be  sbin.  A  similar  ceremony  is 
observed  at  the  Spanish  bull-fighis.    Tlie  magistrate 

*  TopiMm.  la  tM.  AwoL;  ■■4.  is  tIi.  Claad.  ibJd. 
■  >  Cndo,  lao  icio,  ■allaai  bollaa  Uaum  dadoai  TMtllloaMiae 

eeacri  haaMao  istalitM,  qaaai  hos  ad  Toiapuicn  Iwkw.*    in»i. 
Up*.  iMd.  lib.  I,  esp.  xii. 

'  AfwtlsM.  (lib.  Tl,  eoafaM  rap.  Tili.)  •  Alypiaa  ••«■  cia- 
diatoril  ipocticaU  iaUaia  lacredibilitar  abrvptaiB,  •  tcribtt.  Ibid. 
lib.  i,  ap.  mii. 

*  Biac  Eocloa.  cap.  sxvl,  lib.  t. 
>  Cjmtiad.  Tripwilta,  I.  i,  e.  si.    Satara.  lb.  lb. 

*  B«f«»iw  ad  aaa.  •«  la  aotla  ad  Mariyrol.  Roai.  1.  Jsa.  8«a 
Sana^oaJ  doll*  mtmmim  lacro  •  profeao  ddl'  AaAlcatro  FlaTio, 
p,  aS.  adiC  1746. 

'  •  Qmod  ?  Ma  !■  LIpsI  aMaMBlaai  allqaod  babaiaaa  eaaaoa  ad  vir- 
I  a  I—  T  WM§mmm.  Teapora  MMia,  aotqae  ipaoa  Tid«aaa«.  Opfiiduna 
fcre  aaaa  ailaraaT*  captaa, direptaa  at ;  taiBHlioa  rtrra  ao*.  aon 
ia  aabia:  a  uaoa  oaacidiaaa  el  tarbaaar.  L'bi  robar,  abi  loi  per 
aaaoa  aodJMU  apieallv  stadia  T  abi  ilia  aaiaot  qui  poMil  direrr, 
wi />iM— a  idalaiar  •rhitU  etc  Ibid.,  lib.  ii,  oip.  eit.  TIm  proto- 
type if  Br  Wladhaa'a  paaagyric  aa  baU-baiiiaf . 


presides ;  and,  after  the  horsemen  and  piccadores  have 
fought  the  bull,  the  matadore  steps  forward  and  bows 
to  him  for  permission  to  kill  the  animal.  If  the  bnll  has 
done  his  duty  by  killing  two  or  three  horses,  or  a  man, 
which  last  is  rare,  the  people  interfere  with  shouts,  the 
ladies  wave  their  handkerchiefs,  and  the  animal  is  saved. 
The  wounds  and  death  of  the  horses  are  accompanied 
with  the  loudest  acrlamatioos,  and  many  gestures  of 
delight,  especially  from  the  female  portion  of  tlie  audi- 
ence, including  those  of  the  gentlest  blood.  Every  thing 
depends  00  habit.  The  author  of  Cliilde  Harold,  the 
writer  of  this  note,  and  one  or  two  other  Englishmeu, 
who  have  certainly  in  other  days  home  the  sight  of  a 
pitched  battle,  were,  during  the  summer  of  1809,  in  the 
p,o\eroor  s  box  at  the  great  amphitheatre  of  Sauta  Ma- 
ria, opposite  to  Cadiz.  The  death  of  one  or  two  horses 
completely  satisfied  their  curiosity.  A  gentleman  pre- 
sent, observing  them  shudder  and  look  pale,  noticed 
that  unusual  reception  of  so  delightful  a  sport  to  some 
young  ladies,  who  stared  and  smiled,  and  continued 
their  applauses  as  another  horse  fell  bleeding  to  the 
ground.  One  bull  killed  three  horseit  off  hit  own  horn*. ' 
He  was  saved  by  acclamations,  which  were  redoubled 
when  it  was  known  he  belonged  to  a  priest. 

An  Englishman,  who  can  be  much  pleased  with  see- 
ing two  men  beat  themselves  to  pieces,  cannot  bear  to 
look  at  a  horse  galloping  round  an  arena  with  his 
bowels  trailing  on  the  ground,  and  turns  from  the  spec* 
lade  and  the  spectators  with  horror  and  disgust. 

Note  62.  Stinia  cxliv. 

Likv  laareU  oa  tba  bald  im  Qrar't  baad. 
Suetonius  informs  us  that  Julius  Carsar  was  particu- 
larly gratified  by  that  decree  of  the  senate,  whirh  en- 
abled him  to  wear  a  wreath  of  laurel  on  all  occasions. 
He  was  anxious,  not  to  show  that  he  was  the  conqueror 
of  the  world,  but  to  hide  that  he  laas  bald.  A  sirjii^er 
at  Rome  would  hardly  have  guessed  at  the  motive,  nor 
should  we  witliout  the  help  of  the  historian. 

Note  63.  Stania  trxlv. 

■  Wblla  suad*  ibe  Coliaoaa,  Itaaa  cball  sttad,*  etc 

This  is  quoted  in  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman 

Empire :  and  a  notice  on  the  Coliseum  may  be  seen  in 

the  Historical  Illustrations  to  the  IVth  Canto  of  Childe 

Harold. 

Note  64  •  Stansa  cxlvi. 
•^—  cpared  aad  blat  by  liae. 

«  Though  plundered  of  all  its  bra»s,  except  the  ring 
which  was  necestsary  to  preserve  the  aperture  above, 
though  exposed  to  repeated  fires,  though  sometimes 
Hooded  by  the  river,  and  always  open  to  the  rain,  00 
monument  of  equal  antiquity  is  so  well  preserved  as 
this  rotunda.  It  passed  with  little  alteration  from  the 
Pagan  into  the  present  worship;  and  so  cohvenient  were 
its  niches  for  the  Christian  altar,  that  MiclLiel  An(;elo, 
ever  studious  of  ancient  beauty,  introduced  their  design 
as  a  model  in  the  Catholic  church.* 

Forsyth's  Remarkt^  etc.,  on  Italy,  p.  i37.  sec.  edit. 

Note  6.1.   Stanza  cxUii. 

Aad  ibf'y  wbo  feci  for  Rrala*  auy  rp)M>M 
Tbrir  eye«  oo  boaoar'd  fornu,  aboiw  l>«su  aroaad  Ibea  close. 

The  Pantheon  has  been  made  a  receptacle  for  the 

busts  of  modem  great,  or,  at  Icnst,  distinguished  men. 

The  flood  of  light  which  once  fpil  through  the  lnr(;e  orb 

above  on  the  whole  circle  of  divinities,  now  shines  on 
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a  liumerous  a<»erobla(;c  of  mortals,  some  one  or  iwo  of 
^  liom  have  been  almost  deified  by  the  vener.ition  of 
ilic'ir  couiitrymcti. 

Note  66.  Stanza  cxlviii. 

ThtTC  i«  0  dun/^Pun,  in  whoir  dim  droar  li;;lil. 

This  and  the  three  next  stanzas  allude  to  the  story  of 
the  Roman  Daughter,  >»hich  i>  recalled  to  the  travcllrr, 
l»y  the  site  or  pretended  site  of  that  ad>enlure  now 
shown  at  the  church  of  St  Nicholas  in  carcere.  The  dif- 
liculties  attendinj;  the  full  belief  of  the  tale  are  slated 
in  Historical  Illustrations,  etc. 

Note  67,  Sian/a  clii. 

Tnrn  to  the  mole  t^hith  lladriaa  rear'd  <in  lii,;h. 

The  castle  of  Samt  Angelo.  See  Historical  lllustra- 
linns. 

Note  68.  Stanza  cliii. 

But  lo!  tbc  dome— tbu  >■»!  and  wondroui  dome. 
This  and  the  six  ucxi  stanzas  have  a  rcferrnee  to  the 


From  the  same  eminence  are  seen  the  Sabine  Inlls^. 
embosomed   in  which  lies  the  lonj;  valley  of  Uusiuui 
There  are  sexeral  circumstances  Mhich  tend  loesi.tMi^li 
the  identity  of  this  valley  with  the  •«  Ustica  »  of  llor.u  •• 
and  it  ^.eems  possible  that  the  mosaic  pavmneiii  wtiirii 
the  peasants  uncover  by  tlirowin(;  up  the  earth  of  a  vin.*- 
yard,  may  belong  to  his  vill.t.     Rus'ica  is  pronoiiiie.'d 
short,  not  accordini;  to  our  stress  upon — **  Unit  cue  lu- 
bantis.n — It  is  more  rational  to  think  thaiwearcwronj;. 
than  that  the  inh.Hiit^iuts  of  this  secluded  >alley   li.]\c 
changed  their  tone  in  this  word.     The  addition  uf  tin' 
consonant  prefixed  is  nothing:  yet  it  is  necessary  t«j  l».- 
a>»are  that  Kustica  may  lie  a  modern  name  wIulIi  tin- 
peasantA  may  ha\c  eanghl  from  the  aniiquaries. 

The  villa,  or  the  mosaic,  is  in  a  vineyard  on  a  kuidl 
coNcred  vith  chesuut-trees.  A  stream  runs  down  ilii 
valley,  and  alihough  it  is  not  true,  as  said  in  the  jjiiid.  - 
books,  that  this  stream  is  called  Licen/a,  yet  there  i>  a 
villai^e  on  a  rock  at  the  head  of  the  valley  i»hitli    i^  sj» 


church  of  St  Peter.  For  a  measurement  of  the  com  denominaied,  and  which  may  have  taken  its  name  from 
parative  lengtli  of  this  basilica,  and  the  other  great  j  the  Digentia.  Lieenza  contains  700  inhabitants,  tin  a 
churches  of  Europe,  see  the  pavement  of  St  Peters,  I  peak  a  Idtle  way  beyond  is  Civitella,  couiaininf,  3o.». 
and  the  Classical  Tour  through  Italy,  vol.  ii  page  I25,  |  On  the  banks  of  the  Anio,  a  little  before  you  turn  np 
et  seq.  chap.  iv.  |  into  \'alle  lUistica,  to  the  left,  about  an  hour  from  th'* 

villa,  is  a  io\»n  called   Vico-\aro,  another  faxoiirable 


Note  69.  Stanza  clxxi. 
ili«'  »lr!in(;<'  f.iii". 


coineidenee  with  th«-  r,trin  of  the  p«.et.  At  the  end  of 
the  valley,  toward-,  (he  Anio,  there  is  a  bare  hill,  crowruul 
with  a  little  town  called  llardela.  At  the  foot  of  thi-. 
hill  the  rivulet  of  Lieenza  Moms,  and  is  almost  ab.sorlM>d 
in  a  Mide  sainlv  bed  before  it  rearhcs  the  Anio.   Nothin:: 


^'bii-b  lumblos  nii,,biickt  MiTt'r(-i(;ii«. 

Mary  died  on  the  scaffold;  Fli^abeth  of  a  broken 
heart;  Charles  V  a  hermit;  Louis  W\  a  bankrupt  in 
means  and  glory;  Oomwell   of  anxiety;   and, — ^cthr 

greatest  is  behind,.)— Napoleon  lives  a  prisoner.  To  the^e  1  •^•^"  '""  °»0'"'"  •'•'riunate  for  the  lines  of  the  poet,    *lie-   j 
sovereigns  a  long  but  superlluons  list  might  be  added  ,  '''^■'' '"  ^  metaphorical  or  direct  sense 


of  names  equally  illustrious  and  unhappy 

Note  70.  Stanza  elxxiii. 
Lo,  »ini!  na\ell'd  iu  iho  itoody  billi 


.  Me  qiioiirnk  rrhoit  f^i-lidiu  Ilit;(.niin  rlru*. 
yutni  Mandela  l>il>it  rui;<>»ak  friyoro  pa^u».< 

The  stream  is  clear  high  up  the  valley,  but  before  it 


The  village  of  Nemi  was  near  the  Arician  retreat  of  j  '•<''>ches  the  hill  of  Bardela  looks  green  and  yellow  hk 
ngeria.  and,   from   the  shades  which  embosomed  the    ^  ^"•p"'"''  rivulet. 


temple  of  Diana,  has  preserved  to  this  day  its  distinctive 
appellation  of  The  Grove.  Nemi  is  but  an  evening's  ride 
from  the  comfortable  inn  of  Albaiio. 

Note  71.  Staiua  clxxiv. 

—  and  afar 


Utteea  Ginv.ine,  a  mined  tillage  in  the  hilU,  half  in 
honr'>  walk  from  the  vineyard  where  the  pavement  is 
shown,  does  seem  to  be  the  site  nf  the  fane  of  Va«Mjna.  | 
and  an  inscription  found  there  tills  that  this  t«-m|)le  nf 
the  Sabine  victory  Mas  rep.nred  by  Vespasian.'  With 
these  helps,  and  a  position  corn'sponding  exactly  to  ' 
eveiy  thing  wliich  the  poet  has  told  us  of  his  retreat,  we 
may  feel  tolerably  secure  of  our  site.  ' 

The  hill  whicli  should  be  Lucrelilis  is  called  Campa-    1 
nile,  and  by  following  up  the  rivulet  to  the  prrtnulcd   j 

mcmnt.iin   • 


Tbe  TihtT  w!ad«,  and  ihv  broad  ocvua  lare* 
The  Latian  coa»i,  ci<-.  imc. 

The  whole  declivity  of  the  Alban  hill  is  of  unrivalled 
beauty,  and   from   the  convent  on  the  highest   point, 
which  has  succeeded  to  the  temple  of  the  Latian  Jui»i-  1  ,!     ',  ^  •-■■v.,....,,  v.,/  ....    '""'^^  •"  »•"- 

,  .  II  .1        1  •     .      11    1    1  liaudusia,  you  come  to  the  roots  of  the  higher 

ter,  the  prospect  embraces  all  the  obiects  .illuded  to  in  I  ,,  r         11  .      .  .  ,    ,        . 

..       ....  ..     xt    I  .  .Ill  r  '  ^"'""•'»'"o.  Singularly  enough,  the  only  spot  of  plonirli.'d 

the  cued  stani.a ;  the  Mediterranean ;  the  whole  scene  of    ,      ,.      ,        ,     ,      •^ ,,      .^  .        , 

.1^1..      u  If    c  .1       V       1         I  ti.^  ^.^..  f,        I  I  I  '*""  '"  *"^  Mhole  valli  y  is  on  the  knoll  where  this  H.in- 

the  latter  half  of  the  vhneid;  and  the  coast  from  beyond      ,     .       .  J 

I  I      /•  1     m  1  I     I       II       I    r/s  ,1  otisia  rises, 

ihe  mouth  of  the  Tiber  to  the  headland  of  Circxum  and 

the  Cape  of  Terracina. 

The  site  of  Cicero's  villa  may  be  supposed  either  at 
the  Grotta  Ferrata,  or  at  the  Tusculum  ot  Priuce  Lucien 
Buonaparte. 

The  former  was  thought  some  years  ago  the  actual 
<ite,  as  may  be  seen  from  Middleions  Life  of  Cierro.  At 
present  it  has  lost  <.omething  of  its  creilil,  except  fortlii- 
Domeniehinos.  Nine  monks,  of  the  Creek  order,  live 
there,  and  the  adjoining  villa  is  a  cirdinal's  summer- 
house.  The  other  villa,  called  hnftinella,  is  on  the  sum- 
rait  of  the  hill  above  Frascati,  and  m.iny  rich  remains 
of  Tusculum  have  been  found  there,  besi.ics  seventy- 
two  statues  of  different  merit  and  pieservaliou,  and 
seven  busts. 


*■ Tu  frif^as  amabile 

I  ckais  viiiaeru  uiurit 
,  l*ni-lK')i,  ul  jtccorj  ■«ttt;«i.» 

;  The   peasants   show   another   spring    near  the    niovnic 
j  pavinieiit,  which  tli<y  call  «()radina,»  and  which  flows 
down  the   hills  into  a    tank,  or  mill-dam.  and  th<  nee 
trickles  over  into  the  Dig.  luia.   but  we  must  not  hup.- 

•  To  tr.ir<"  ibe  Mutft  u|iw.irdt  to  iboir  »|>riO){.* 
by   exploring   the  windings   of  the   romantic  valhy  in 
search  of  tin-  Uandusiju  fountain.   It  seems  Strang'*  that 

*  i«r.  cotk  Tririiuavi 
rn^rirKi  utiiavt    ttii 

IXITBir.    (.IRlOk.    SbEW 
TICIOkl*.  TETTirtTF    iLiirtta 

vr4.  iiipe:i«i.  tt«Tii<iT. 
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any  oBe  fthoald  ha^e  thouslit  BitMhiua  a  fountain  of  Ibe 
Di{;mtia — Horaee  has  not  let  ilrop  a  word  of  it ;  and  Ibis 
im mortal  tprin^  ha«,  in  feci,  bc«n  dncorered  in  po*- 
sruioa  of  Ibe  boMm  of  many  jood  things  in  Italy,  tl><* 
monks.     It  was  attached  to  the  chureh  of  Si  Genraif 
>ad  Pirottis  near  Vennsia,  where  it  wat  most  Kkelr  to 
be  fonndL*    We  ahaH  not  be  so  hicky  at  a  late  traveller 
m  finding  the  oecanoital  pint  itill  pendant  on  the  poe- 
rir  Tilla.     There  i»  not  a  pine  in  the  whole  valley,  bnt 
tbrre  are  two  cypreaaet,  which  he  evidently  look,  or  mis- 
took, for  the  tree  in  the  ode.*  The  truth  is,  that  the  pine 
U  BOW,  as  it  was  in  the  days  of  Virgil,  a  garden  tree,  and 
ii  was  not  at  all  likely  to  be  found  in  the  crag(;y  arcli- 
viiirs  of  the  valley  of  Rnstica.  Horace  probably  had  one 
of  (brem  in  the  orchard  close  above  bis  farm,  immediately 
ormhadowing  his  villa,  not  on  the  rocky  beigfats  ai 
wme  distance  from  bis  abode.     The  tonri^t  may  have 
«s(hr  soppoMd  himself  lo  have  seen  this  pine  figured  in 
liw  above  cypresses,  for  the  orange  and  Irmon  trees 
vhirh  throw  such  a  bloom  over  bis  description  of  (be 
roiial  gardens  at  Naples,  unless  they  have  been  since  dis- 
placed, were  aasnredly  only  acacias  and  other  common 
garden sbmba.'  The  extreme disappointmentezperieoced 
by  chasing  the  Classical  Tourist  as  a  guide  in  Italy  must 
be  allowed  to  find  vent  in  a  fiew  observations,  which,  it 
K  avserted  witlwol  fear  of  conlradiciton,  will  be  coo- 
hrmed  by  every  one  who  baa  selected  the  same  conduc- 
tor ibnmgfa  the  same  country.    This  author  is,  in  fact, 
one  of  tb«  most  inaccurate,  unsatisfactory  writers  dial 
have  in  oar  times  attained  a  temporary  reputation,  and 
is  Tcry  seldom  to  be  trusted  even  when  be  speaks  of  ob- 
jftu  which  be  must  be  presumed  to  have  seen.  His  er- 
ron,  frook  the  simple  exaggeration  lo  the  downright  mis- 
%utement,  are  so  frequent  as  so  induce  a  suspirton  (bat 
be  bad  either  never  visited  the  spots  described,  or  bad 
minted  to  the  fidelity  of  former  writers.     Indeed  ilic 
Ua%ucal  Tour  has  every  characteristic  of  a  mere  com- 
pilation of  former  notices,  strung  together  upon  a  very 
i^l^'oder  thread  of  personal  observation,  and  swelled  ou( 
by  those  decnralions  which  are  so  easily  supplied  by  a 
vyxtematic  adoption  of  all  the  commoo-plare«  of  praise, 
apf4icd  to  every  thing,  and  therefore  signifying  nothing. 

The  style  which  one  person  thinks  cloggy  and  cum- 
brottk,  and  misttitable,  may  be  to  the  usie  of  others, 
Jod  such  may  experience  some  salutary  exciiemeot  in 
ploughing  through  the  periods  of  the  Claasicnl  Tour. 
It  must  be  said,  however,  thai  polish  and  weight  are 
apt  to  beget  an  expectation  of  value.  It  is  amongst  i\w 
pains  of  the  damned  to  toil  up  a  climax  with  a  huge 
round  stone. 

The  loanst  had  the  choice  of  bis  words,  but  there  wa«^ 
no  surfa  latitude  allowed  to  that  of  his  sentiments.  The 
love  of  virtue  and  of  liberty,  which  must  have  distin- 
}!ut%bed  the  character,  certainly  adorns  tlie  p.i(;en  of  Mr 
Ku»iace,  and  the  gentlemanly  spirit,  «o  rerommeodH- 
lory  riiber  in  an  author  or  his  productions,  is  very  ron- 
cpicttous  thronghout  the  Classical  Tour.  6o1  these  gr> 
Drroas  qualities  are  the  foliage  of  such  a  performance, 
and  may  be  spread  about  il  So  prominently  and  pro- 
fuMrK'.  as  to  emburaas  those  who  wish  to  see  and  find 
the  fruit  at  hand.     The  nnction  of  the  divine,  and  ilu- 

'  %m  RicaorlAl  lllaMntlMSertW  foatlk  CaM«.  f .  43. 

*  Stw  4.I«m1#9I  T«v,  ••«..  ehsp.  vM,  p.  sSa.  vol.  ii. 

*  •  l»^«-r  oar  mimdnmt,  aad  borderia^f  oa  tb«  brark,  it  tht  rt»«iil  : 
ITJrd'-ii.  laid  oat  ia  partnrw.  aad  trafk»  »liii<l«^   by  rrnrt  of  orangf  j 

Itauteai  tmmr,  ate,  dkap.  si,  vol.  ii,  oci.  365. 


exhortatioiM  of  the  moralist,  may  have  made  this  work 
sometbing  more  and  better  than  a  book  of  travels,  but 
they  have  not  made  it  a  book  of  travels ;  and  this  obser- 
vation applies  more  especially  to  that  enticing  method 
of  instruction  conveyed  by  the  perpetual  introduction 
of  the  same  Gallic  Helot  lo  reel  and  bluster  before  the 
rising  generation,  and  terrify  it  into  decency  by  the 
display  of  all  the  excesses  of  the  revolution.  An  ani- 
mosity against  atheists  and  regicides  in  general,  and 
Frenchmen  specifically,  may  be  honourable,  and  may 
be  useful,  as  a  record;  but  that  antidote  should  either 
be  administered  in  any  work  rather  than  a  tour,  or,  at 
least,  shcmM  be  served  up  apart,  and  not  so  mixed  with 
the  whole  mass  of  information  and  reflection,  as  to  give 
a  bitterness  to  every  page  :  for  who  would  chuse  tobavr 
the  antipathies  of  any  man,  however  just,  for  his  tra- 
velling companions  ?  A  tourist,  unless  he  aspires  to  the 
credit  of  prophecy,  is  not  answerable  for  the  changes 
which  miiy  take  place  in  the  country  which  he  describes . 
but  his  reader  may  very  fairly  esteem  all  his  political 
portraits  and  deductions  as  so  much  waste  paper,  the 
moment  they  ceaie  to  assist,  and  more  particularly  if 
they  obstruct,  bis  actual  survey. 

Neither  encomium  nor  accusation  of  any  govern- 
ment, or  governors,  is  meant  to  be  here  offered ;  but  it 
is  stated  as  an  incontrovertible  fact,  that  the  change 
operated,  cither  by  the  address  of  (he  late  imperial  sy^i- 
icm,  or  by  the  disappointment  of  every  expectation  by 
those  who  have  succeeded  to  the  Italian  thrones,  ha« 
l>ceo  so  considerable,  and  is  so  apparent,  as  not  only 
to  put  Mr  Eustace's  Antigallican  philippics  entirely  out 
of  date,  but  even  to  throw  somr  suspicion  upon  the 
competency  and  candour  of  the  author  himself.  A  re- 
markable example  may  be  found  in  the  instance  of  Uo- 
lop,na,  over  whose  papal  attachments,  and  consequent 
desolation,  the  tourist  pours  forth  such  strains  of  con- 
dolence and  revenge,  made  louder  by  the  borrowed 
trumpet  of  Mr  Burke.  Now,  Bologna  is  at  this  moment, 
and  has  been  for  some  years,  notorious  amongst  the 
sutes  of  Italy  for  its  attachment  to  revolutionary  prin- 
ciples, and  was  almost  the  only  city  wliich  made  any 
demonstrations  in  favour  of  the  unfortunate  Murat. 
Tbi«  change  may,  however,  have  been  made  since  Mr 
Eustace  visited  this  country;  but  the  traveller  whom  he 
has  thrilled  with  horror  at  the  projectetl  stripping  of  the 
copper  from  the  cupola  of  St  Peter's  must  be  much 
relieved  to  fiud  that  sacrilege  out  of  the  povter  of  (lie 
French,  or  any  other  plunderers,  the  cupola  being  co- 
vered with  iead.' 

If  the  con<ipiring  voice  of  otherwise  rival  criticik  had 
not  given  considerable  currency  to  the  Clani^iral  Tour, 
it  would  have  been  unnecessary  to  warn  the  reader,  that, 
however  it  may  adorn  his  library,  il  will  be  of  little  or 
no  service  to  him  in  his  carriage;  and  if  the  jiulgment 
of  (hose  critics  had  hitherto  been  suspended,  no  attempt 
would  have  been  made  to  anticipate  (heir  decision.  As 
it  is,  those  who  stand  in  the  relation  of  jMHterity  to  Mr 
Eui>(ace  may  be  permitted  to  appeal  from  contempo- 
rary praises,  and  are  perhaps  more  likely  to  be  just 

<  ■  What,  ibea,  witl  b«  tlM  SttoalthoicBt,  or  raihrr  i1h>  horror  of 

my  readrr,  wh(«  I  iaferoi  lilai tlt«  FrraHi  CAniBiiiiov 

(urnrd  iit  aiti^Diina  to  Saiat  IHHer'*.  aad<>«|iloyodamiBpaByof  Jrws 
lo  t«iiBiaii-  and  purrlMM*  the  gold,  tilTer,  aad  broaia,  that  adorn  ihr 
latide  ol  ibr  «tliH(f,  a*  red  at  i he  copper  that  oeier*  ih«-  >  dull*  aad 
(liiiur  i>u  ibt' (>uikiJc«  (.hap.  IT,  p.  i3o.  vol.  it.  Tk«  tlor«  aboat 
ibi'  Jrwk  i»  potiti>uIy  tleaiud  at  Boar. 
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in  proportion  as  the  causes  of  love  and  hatred  are  the 
farther  removed.  This  appeal  had,  in  some  measure, 
been  made  before  the  above  remarks  were  written;  for 
one  of  the  most  respectable  of  the  Florentine  publishers, 
who  had  been  persuaded  by  the  repeated  inquiries  of 
those  on  their  journey  southwards,  to  reprint  a  cheap 
edition  of  the  Classical  Tour,  was,  by  the  concurring 


advice  of  returnin(j  travellers,  induced  to  abandon  liis 
design,  although  he  had  already  arranged  his  types  and 
paper,  and  had  struck  off  one  or  two  of  the  first  sheets-. 
The  writer  of  these  notes  would  wish  to  part  (like 
Mr  Gibbon)  on  good  terms  with  the  Pope  and  the  Car- 
dinals, but  he  docs  not  think  it  necessary  to  extend  the 
same  di:>crcct  silence  to  their  humble  partisans. 


^tie  Giaour; 


A  FRAGMENT  OF  A  TURKISH  TALE. 


One  fawl  reracmbranpf — one  sorrow  thot  throw  » 
lu  bleak  fthade  alike  o'v.t  our  joys  and  our  woc»— 
To  which  lifo  noihin(j  darker  nor  bri(;hter  cnu  brinff. 
For  which  joy  haih  no  balm — and  ufflictioD  no  stiufT- 

iHOoni:. 


TO  SAMUEL  ROGERS,  ESQ. 

AS    A    SLIGHT    BUT    MOST    SINCERE    TOKEN    OF    ADMIHATIOK    OF    DlS    CENirS, 
llESPECr    FOK    Ills    CHARACTER,    AND    GRATITUDE   FOR    HIS    FRIENDSHIP, 

Cf)t0  $ro))[uction  in  ^nacriM^ 

OY    niS    OBLIGED    AND    AFFECTIONATE    SERVANT, 

BYRON. 


ADVERTISEMEINI 


Thb  Talc  which  these  disjointed  fragments  present  is 
founded  upon  circumstances  now  less  common  in  the 
East  than  formerly;  either  because  the  ladies  arc 
more  circumspect  than  in  the  «t  olden  time;»  or 
because  the  Christians  have  better  fortune,  or  loss 
enterprise.  The  story,  when  cm  ire,  contained  tjie 
adventures  of  a  female  slave,  who  was  thrown,  in  the 
Mussulman  manner,  into  the  sea  for  infidelity,  and 
avenged  by  a  young  Venetian,  her  lover,  at  the  time 
the  Seven  Islands  were  possessed  by  the  Republic  of 
Venice,  and  soon  after  the  Arnaouts  wrre  beaten  back 
from  the  Morea,  which  they  had  ravaged  for  some 
time  subsequent  to  the  Russian  invasion.  The  deser- 
tion of  the  Mainotes,  on  being  refused  the  plunder  of 
Misitra,  led  to  the  abandonment  of  that  enterprise, 
and  to  the  desolation  of  the  Morea,  during  which  the 
cruelty  exercised  on  all  sides  was  unparalleled  even 
in  the  annals  of  the  faithful. 


THE  GIAOUR. 


No  breath  of  air  to  break  the  wave 
That  rolls  below  the  Athenian's  grave, 
Tliat  tomb  '  which,  gleaming  o'er  the  cliff, 
First  greets  the  homeward-veering  skiff. 
High  o'er  the  land  he  saved  in  vain  : 
When  shall  such  hero  live  again  ? 


Fair  clime!  where  every  season  smiles 
Benignant  o'er  those  blessed  isles, 
NVhich,  seen  from  far  Colonna's  height. 
Make  glad  the  heart  that  hails  the  &ighl, 
And  lend  to  louelincNS  dehght. 
There,  mililly  dimpling.  Ocean's  cheek 
Reflects  the  tints  of  many  a  peak 
Cinght  by  the  laughing  tides  that  lave 
These  Edens  of  the  e;istern  wave; 
And  if,  at  times,  a  transient  breeze 
Rrcak  tlie  blue  crystal  of  the  seas, 
Or  sweep  one  blossom  from  the  trees, 
How  welcome  is  each  gentle  air 
That  wakes  and  wafts  the  odours  there ! 
For  there — the  rose  o'er  crag  or  vale, 
Sultana  of  the  nightingale,^ 

The  maid  for  whom  his  melody. 
His  thousand  songs  are  heard  on  high, 
Itlooms  blushing  to  her  lover's  tale  : 
His  queen,  the  garden  queen,  his  ro*e, 
L'nbent  by  winds,  unchill'd  by  snows, 
Far  from  tiie  wiutcrs  of  the  west, 
Ry  every  brcc/c  and  season  blest. 
Returns  the  sweets. by  nature  given, 
In  softest  incense  back  to  heaven ; 
And  grateful  yields  that  smiUng  sky 
Her  fairest  hue  and  fragrant  sigh. 
And  many  a  summer  flower  is  there. 
And  many  a  shade  that  love  might  shate, 
AikI  many  a  grotto,  meant  for  rest. 
Th.it  holds  the  pirate  for  a  guest; 
NViiosc  bark  in  hheltering  rove  belo>» 
Lurks  for  the  passing  peaceful  prow. 
Till  the  g.iy  inaruier's  guitar^ 
Is  hcaiil,  .md  srtii  ihf  evening  star: 
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Tben  stealing  vith  the  mnffled  oar. 

Far  shaded  by  the  rocky  shore. 

Rush  the  nigbt-prowlen  on  the  prey, 

And  tnm  to  groans  his  romdelay. 

Strange — that  vhcre  natare  loved  to  trace, 

Aft  if  for  gods,  a  divelliog-pbce. 

And  every  durm  and  grace  bath  miz'd 

'Within  the  paradise  she  fix'd. 

There  man,  cnamoar  d  of  distress, 

Sboold  mar  it  into  viJdemess, 

And  trample,  bmte-like,  o'er  eaeh  flower 

That  tasks  not  one  laborious  hoar ; 

Ifor  claims  the  culture  of  bis  hand 

To  bloom  along  the  fiury  land, 

Bat  springs  as  to  preclude  his  care. 

And  sweetly  woes  him — but  to  spare ! 

Strange,  that  where  all  is  peace  beside 

There  passiMi  riots  in  her  pride, 

AxkI  lust  and  rapine  wildly  reign 

To  darken  o'er  the  fsir  domain. 

It  is  as  though  the  fiends  prevail'd 

Against  the  seraphs  they  assail'd. 

And,  fiz'd  on  heavenly  thrones,  should  dwell 

The  freed  inheritors  of  hell ; 

So  soft  the  scene,  so  forro'd  for  joy, 

So  curst  the  tyrants  that  destroy ! 

He  who  hath  bent  him  o'er  the  dead, 
Ere  the  fint  day  of  death  is  lied. 
The  first  dark  day  of  nothingness. 
The  last  of  danger  and  distress 
(Before  decay's  effacing  fingers 
Have  swept  the  lines  where  beauty  lingers), 
And  mariL'd  the  mild  angelic  air, 
The  rapture  of  repose  that 's  there. 
The  fix'd,  yet  tender  traits  that  streak 
The  languor  of  the  placid  cheek. 
And — but  for  that  sad  shrouded  eye. 
That  fires  not,  wins  not,  weeps  not,  now. 
And  but  for  that  chill,  changeleis  brow. 
Where  cold  obstruction's  apathy  4 
Appals  the  gazing  mourner's  heart. 
As  if  to  him  it  could  import 
The  doom  he  dreads,  yet  dwells  upon ; 
Tea,  bat  for  these,  and  these  alone. 
Some  momestt,  ay,  one  treacherous  hour. 
He  still  might  doubt  the  tyrant's  power ; 
So  £ur,  so  calm,  so  softly  seal'd. 
The  first,  bst  look  by  death  reveai'd ! ' 
Such  is  the  aspect  of  this  shore: 
T  is  Greece,  but  living  Greece  no  more ! 
So  coldly  sweet,  so  deadly  fair. 
We  start,  for  soul  is  wanting  there. 
Hers  is  the  loveliness  in  death. 
That  parts  not  quite  with  parting  breath; 
But  beauty  with  that  fearful  bloom, 
That  hue  which  haunts  it  to  the  tomb, 
Eipression's  last  receding  ray, 
A  gilded  halo  hovering  round  decay, 
The  farewell  beam  of  feeling  past  away ! 
Sfnrk  of  that  flame,  perchance  of  heavenly  birth. 
Which  ^eams,  but  warms  no  more  iis  cherish'd  earth ! 

Clime  of  the  uuforgotten  brave ! 
Whose  land  from  plain  to  aomtain-cavc 


Was  freedom's  home  or  glory's  grave ! 
Shrine  of  the  mighty !  can  it  be, 
That  this  is  all  remains  of  thee? 
Approach,  thou  craven  crouching  sbve : 

Say,  is  not  this  ThermopylvT 
These  waters  blue  that  round  you  lave. 

Oh  servile  offspring  of  the  free,— • 
Pronounce  what  sea,  what  shore  is  this? 
The  gulf,  the  rock  of  Salamis ! 
These  scenes,  their  story  not  unknown. 
Arise,  and  make  again  your  own  ; 
Snatch  from  the  ashes  of  your  sires 
The  embers  of  their  former  fires : 
And  he  who  in  the  strife  expires 
Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  fear 
That  tyranny  shall  quake  to  hear. 
And  leave  tiis  som  a  hope,  a  fame. 
They  loo  will  rather  die  than  shame : 
For  freedom's  battle  once  begun, 
Bequeath'd  by  Ueeding  sire  to  son, 
Though  bafflH  oft  is  ever  won. 
Bear  witness,  Greece,  thy  living  page. 
Attest  It  many  a  deathless  age! 
While  kings,  in  dusty  darkness  hid. 
Have  left  a  nameless  pyramid, 
Tliy  heroes,  though  the  general  doom 
Hath  swept  the  column  from  their  tomb, 
A  mightier  monument  command. 
The  mountains  of  their  native  land  ! 
There  points  thy  muse  to  stranger's  eye 
The  graves  of  tho«e  that  cannot  die ! 
T  were  long  to  tell,  and  sad  to  trace. 
Each  step  from  splendour  to  disgrace  ; 
Enough — no  foreign  foe  could  quell 
Thy  soul,  till  from  itself  it  fell; 
Yes  !  Self-abasement  paved  the  way 
To  villain-bonds  and  despot-sway. 

What  can  he  tell  who  treads  thy  shore  ? 

No  legend  of  thine  olden  time. 
No  theme  on  which  the  muse  might  soar. 
High  as  thine  own  in  dayn  of  yore. 

When  man  was  worthy  of  thy  clime. 
The  bearu  within  thy  valleys  bred. 
The  6ery  souls  that  might  have  led 

Thy  K>ns  to  deeds  sublime, 
Now  craisl  from  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Slaves— nay,  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave.^ 

And  callous,  save  to  crime ; 
Staio'd  with  each  evil  that  pollutes 
Mankind,  where  least  above  the  brutes; 
Without  even  savage  virtue  blest. 
Without  one  free  or  valiant  breast. 
Still  to  the  neighbouring  ports  they  waft 
Proverbial  wiles,  and  ancient  craft; 
In  this  the  subtle  Greek  is  found. 
For  this,  and  this  alone,  renown'd. 
In  vain  might  liberty  invoke 
The  bpirit  to  its  bondage  broke. 
Or  raise  the  neck  that  courts  the  yoke : 
No  more  her  sorrows  I  bewail, 
Yet  thi^  viill  be  a  mournful  tale. 
And  they  who  listen  may  believe. 
Who  heard  it  first  had  cause  to  grieve. 
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Far,  dark,  aloitfj  the  blue  sea  f.lancin^, 
The  shado-ws  of  the  rocks  advancing, 
Start  on  the  fishers  eye  hke  boat 
Of  island-pirate  or  Mainote; 
And,  FoarfuJ  for  his  li^jht  caique. 
He  slums  the  near  but  doubtful  creek: 
Though  worn  and  M>eary  with  his  toil, 
And  cumber'd  with  his  scaly  spoil. 
Slowly,  yet  strongly,  plies  the  oar, 
Till  Port  Leone's  safer  shore 
F^ei  eivcs  him  by  the  lovely  light 
That  best  becomes  an  eastern  night. 

Who  thundering  comes  on  blackest  steed, 
>Vith  sl.ickeo'd  bit  and  hoof  of  speed  ? 
Deneath  the  cl.Utering  iron's  sound, 
The  cavern'd  echoes  wake  around 
In  lash  for  lash,  and  bound  for  bound; 
The  foam  that  streaks  the  coursers  side 
Sermji  gulhcr'd  from  the  ocean-tide  : 
Though  weary  waves  are  sunk  to  rest. 
There  s  none  within  his  rider's  breast ; 
Aiul  though  to-morrow's  tempest  lower, 
T  is  calmer  than  thy  heart,  young  (Jiaour !  7 
I  know  thee  not,  I  loathe  thy  race, 
Eut  in  ihy  lineaments  I  trace 
What  lime  shall  strengthen,  not  effice: 
Though  young  and  pale,  tli.U  sallow  front 
Is  scathed  by  (iery  p.ission's  brunt; 
Though  bent  on  earih  thine  evil  eye, 
As  meteor-like  thou  glidcst  by, 
night  well  I  view  and  deem  thee  one 
Whom  Othman's  sons  should  slay  or  shun. 

On — on  he  hasten'd,  and  he  drew 
IMy  ga/e  of  wonder  as  he  Hew  : 
Though  like  a  demon  of  the  night 
Fie  pa^s'd  and  vanish'd  from  my  sight. 
His  ;i«.prct  and  his  air  inijiress'd 
A  troubled  memory  on  my  breast. 
And  long  upon  my  st.iriled  ear 
hniig  his  dark  coursers  hoofs  of  fear, 
lie  spurs  his  steed  ;   he  nears  tin-  steep 
TIkU,  jutting,  sliadoMS  o'er  the  deep; 
He  winds  around;  he  hurries  by; 
Tlu'  rork  relieves  him  from  mine  eye  ; 
For  well  I  ween  unwelcome  he 
Whose  glance  is  Jix'd  on  those  that  llec  ; 
And  not  a  stir  but  shines  too  bri;;ht 
On  him  who  takes  such  timeless  (light. 
He  wound  along;  but,  ere  he  pissil, 
On'-  ([l.ujee  he  siial<  h'd,  as  if  his  last, 
A  moment  check'd  iiis  wheeling  steed, 
A  moment  breathed  hiin  from  his  speed, 
A  moment  on  his  s(irni|>  stood  — 
Why  looks  he  o'er  the  o|i\e  wood  ' 
The  crescent  glifumers  on  the  hdl, 
The  mosque's  high  l.im|is  :ire  quivering  still. 
Tlioti|;h  too  remote  for  sound  U»  wake 
In  echoes  of  the  Far  lopliaikr,'^ 
TIm-  Mashes  of  each  joy>us  peal 
Are  N»'cn  to  pro\e  the  .MoNlem  s  zeal. 
To-Ill  ;lii,  set  niiama/ani's  sun  : 
To-ingiit,  the  iJairams  feast's  hf>|;iin. 
To  ni;',li(--l)iit  vlio  and  wii  it  nrl  thou. 
of   foreign  gail;  .iiid  fearful  l^ruW'' 


And  what  are  these  to  thine  or  thee. 

That  thou  shouldst  either  pause  or  flee? 

He  stood — some  dread  was  on  his  face, 

Soon  hatred  settled  in  its  place: 

It  rose  not  with  the  reddening  Hush 

Of  transient  anger's  darkening  bluKh, 

Dut  pale  as  marble  o'er  the  tomb, 

Whose  ghastly  whiteness  aids  its  gloom. 

His  brow  was  bent,  his  eye  was  glazed, 

He  raised  his  arm,  an<l  fiercely  raised. 

And  sternly  shook  his  hand  on  high. 

As  doubting  to  return  or  Hy: 

Impatient  of  his  Hight  <lelay'd. 

Here  loud  his  raven  charger  neigh'd — 

Down  glanced  that  hand,  and  grasp'd  hts  blade 

That  sound  had  burst  his  waking  dream, 

As  slumber  starts  at  owlet's  scream. 

The  spur  hath  lanced  his  courser's  sides: 

Away,  away,  for  life  he  rides; 

Swift  as  the  hurl'd  on  high  jerreed.9 

Springs  to  the  touch  his  startled  steed  ; 

The  rock  is  doubled,  and  the  shore 

Shakes  with  the  clattering  tramp  no  more , 

The  crag  is  won,  no  more  is  seen 

His  chrisii.in  crest  and  haughty  mien. 

T  was  but  an  instant  he  restr.Mod 

That  fiery  barb  so  sienily  n'in'd; 

T  was  but  a  moment  that  he  stood, 

Then  sped  as  if  by  death  pursued  ; 

lUtt  in  that  instant  o'er  his  soul 

\\  inters  of  memory  <erm'd  to  roll. 

And  gather  in  that  drop  of  time 

A  life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 

O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fears. 

Such  monu'Ut  pours  the  grief  of  years  ; 

What  felt  he  then,  at  once  opprest 

Rv  all  that  most  distracts  the  breast? 

That  pause,  which  ponder'd  o'er  his  fate. 

Oh,  who  its  dreary  length  shall  date! 

Though  in  lime's  record  nearly  nought. 

It  wa-,  eternity  to  thought  I 

For  inlinite  as  boun(lles>  space 

The  tiiouj'.ht  that  conscience  must  embrace. 

NV|ii(  h  in  itself  can  comprehend 

Woe  without  name,  or  liof)e.  or  etui. 

The  honr  is  past,  the  Gi.iour  is  gone  ; 
And  did  he  Hy  or  fall  alonr  ' 
Woe  to  that  hour  he  came  or  went ! 
riie  curse  for  Hassan's  >in  was  sent. 
To  turn  a  palace  to  a  tomb  : 
He  came,  he  went,  like  the  simoom, '^ 
That  iiarbin{]er  of  fate  and  {;loum, 
llencith  who'ie  w idelv- w.jstinj;  breath 
The  >ery  cypress  droops  to  de.ilh  — 
Drirk  tree,  still  sad  when  olluis"  grief  is  th  d 
The  Jiiiiy  constant  mourner  o'er  thf  dea<l ' 

The  steed  is  vanisli'd  from  the  stall  ; 
N(»  serf  is  seen  in  llass.in's  iiall  ; 
'V\ir  lonely  spider's  thin  grey  pall 
Waves  slowly  widening  o  ei  the  wall; 
The  bat  builds  in  his  haram  bower; 
And  in  tin*  forlres^  of  his  power 
The  owl  Usurps  the  beacon-tower; 
Tlie  Willi  (loj;  howl-  o'er  the  fountain's  burn. 
N>  nil  baflled  thirst,  .lud  raiiiiiie  gniii . 
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For  tlie  fttrcaia  Inm  tbrank  from  Ut  marbk  bed, 

Wb«re  the  weeds  and  the  desoUto  d«ttC  an  spread. 

T  vas  sweet  of  yore  M  see  ii  play 

And  chase  Uie  KiiuiiieM  of  day. 

As,  »priDgiog  liigb,  the  silver  dew 

la  whirls  fantastically  fl«w. 

And  flung  kuurioas  coolness  round 

Ttie  air,  and  terdure  o'er  the  ground. 

T  was  sweet,  wbeo  cloudless  stars  were  bright, 

To  view  tbe  wave  of  watery  light, 

And  hear  its  melody  by  nighl. 

And  oft  had  Hassan's  childhood  play'd 

Around  the  verge  of  that  cascade; 

And  oft  upon  his  mother's  breast 

That  sonad  had  hagnonised  his  rest ; 

And  oft  had  lias«an'i  youth  along 

lt«  bank  been  soothed  by  beauty's  song ; 

And  softer  seem'd  each  melting  lone 

*  tf  music  mingled  with  its  own. 

fiut  ne'er  shall  Hassan's  age  repose 

Along  tiie  brink  at  twilight's  close: 

The  stream  Chat  fiU'd  that  font  is  tied— 

Tbe  blood  that  warm'd  his  heart  is  shed ! 

And  hert  no  more  shall  human  toice 

Br  heard  to  rage,  regret,  rejoice; 

Th«  last  sa^  Bote  that  sweli'd  the  gala 

Was  woman's  wildest  Aioeral  wail: 

That  qneoched  in  silence,  all  is  still, 

But  the  lattice  that  daps  when  the  wind  is  thrill ; 

fhough  rares  the  gust,  and  floods  the  rain, 

No  band  shall  close  iu  clasp  again. 

On  desert  sands  'i  were  joy  to  scan 

Tbe  radetl  steps  of  fellow  man- 
So  here  the  very  voice  of  grief 

Might  wake  an  echo  like  relief; 

At  least  *t  would  say,  «  all  are  not  gone; 

■  There  Ungen  Ulie,  though  but  in  one — » 

For  many  a  gilded  chamber's  there. 

Which  tolitode  might  well  forbear! 

Within  that  dome  as  yet  decay 

Hath  slowly  work'd  her  cankering  vay— 

But  gloom  is  gather  d  o'er  the  gate, 

Nor  there  the  fakir's  self  will  wait ; 

Nor  there  will  wandering  denrise  stay, 

For  bounty  cheers  not  his  delay ; 

Nor  there  will  weary  stranger  halt 

To  blew  the  sacred  «  bread  and  salt**  " 

AJike  must  wealth  and  poverty 

Pass  heedless  and  unheeded  by, 

For  courtesy  and  pity  died 

With  Hassan  on  the  mountain  side. 

His  roof,  that  refuge  unto  men. 

Is  dcsobtion's  hungry  dm. 
The  guest  flies  the  liall,  and  the  vassal  from  labour, 
Since  bis  tnfi>an  was  cleft  by  the  infidel's  sabre !  " 


I  bear  the  sound  of  coming  feet, 
Bot  not  a  voice  mine  car  to  greet ; 
Xore  near— each  turban  I  can  scan, 
And  silver-sheathed  alaghan.  *^ 
The  foremost  of  the  band  is  seen. 
An  emir  by  his  garb  of  green :  *4 
•  Ho!  who  art  thou? — this  low  salaa  '^ 
Replica  of  Moslem  fuih  I  am. 


The  burthen  ye  so  gently  bear, 
Seems  one  that  claims  your  ntmosi  eara. 
And,  doubtless,  holds  some  precious  freight. 
My  humble  bark  would  gladly  wait.* 

«  Thou  speakest  sooth ;  thy  skiff  unmoor. 
And  waft  us  from  the  silent  shore: 
Nay,  leave  tbe  sail  siill  furl'd,  and  ply 
The  nearest  oar  that 's  sea  Herd  by; 
And  midway  to  those  rocks  where  sleep 
The  channel'd  water*  dark  and  deep, 
Re«t  from  your  task— so— bravely  done. 
Our  course  has  been  right  swiftly  ran; 
Yet  *t  is  the  longest  voyage,  I  trow. 
That  one  of-" 


Sullen  it  plunged,  and  slowly  sank, 
Tbe  calm  wave  rippled  Co  the  bank. 
I  watch'd  it  as  it  sank ;  methought 
Some  motion  from  the  current  caught 
Be^tirrd  it  more, — 't  was  but  the  beam 
Tliat  chequer  d  o'er  the  living  stream : 
I  gazed  till,  vanishing  from  view. 
Like  lessening  pebble  it  withdrew ; 
Still  less  and  less  a  speck  of  white 
That  gemm'd  the  tide,  then  mock'd  the  siglit; 
And  all  its  hidden  secrets  sleep, 
Known  but  to  genii  of  the  deep. 
Which,  trembling  in  their  coral  caves. 
They  dare  not  whisper  to  the  waves. 


As  rising  on  its  purple  wing 
The  insect-queen  *^  of  eastern  spring. 
O'er  emerald  meadows  of  Kashmeer 
Invites  the  young  pursuer  near. 
And  leads  him  on  from  flower  to  flower 
A  weary  chase  and  wasted  hour, 
Then  leaves  him,  as  ic  soars  on  high. 
With  panting  heart  and  tearful  eye: 
So  beauty  lures  the  full-grown  child. 
With  hue  as  bright,  and  ming  as  wild; 
A  chase  of  idle  hopes  and  fears. 
Begun  in  folly,  closed  in  tears. 
If  won,  to  equal  ills  bctray'd. 
Woe  waits  the  insect  and  the  maid; 
A  life  of  pain,  the  loss  of  pe«ice. 
From  infant's  phiy,  and  man's  caprice: 
The  lovely  toy  so  hcrcrly  nought 
Hath  lost  its  cliarm  by  being  caught. 
For  every  touch  that  wooed  its  stay 
Hath  brush'd  its  bnghte&t  hues  away. 
Till,  charm,  and  hue,  and  beauty  gone, 
T  is  left  to  Hy  or  fall  alone. 
With  wounded  wing,  or  hleediug  breist. 
Ah !  where  shall  either  victim  rest  I 
Can  this  with  faded  pinion  soar 
From  rose  to  tulip  as  before? 
Or  beauty,  blighted  in  an  hour. 
Find  joy  within  her  brokrn  bower! 
No :  gnyer  insects  fluttering  by 
Nr'rr  droop  the  wing  o'er  those  tliat  die, 
And  lovelier  things  have  mercy  shown 
To  every  faihog  hut  their  own, 
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And  every  woe  a  tear  can  claim 
Except  an  erring  sister's  shame. 


The  mind  that  broods  o'er  [guilty  woes 

Isiike  the  scorpion  girt  by  fire; 
In  circle  narrowing  as  it  glows, 
The  flames  around  their  cnpcive  close, 
Till,  inly  search'd  by  thousand  throes, 

And  maddening  in  her  ire. 
One  sad  and  sole  relief  she  knows, 
The  sting  she  nouhsh'd  for  her  foes. 
Whose  venom  never  yet  was  vain, 
Gives  but  one  pang,  and  cures  all  pain. 
And  darts  into  her  desperate  brain. 
So  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire, 
Or  live  like  scorpion  girt  by  fire;  i7 
So  writhes  the  mind  remorse  hath  riven, 
Unlit  for  earth,  undoum'd  for  heaven. 
Darkness  above,  despair  beneath, 
Around  it  llame,  within  it  death! 


Black  Hassan  from  the  haram  flies. 
Nor  bends  on  woman's  form  his  eyes; 
The  unwonted  chase  each  hour  employs. 
Yet  sliare>  he  not  the  hunter's  joys. 
Not  thus  was  Hassan  wont  to  fly 
When  Led.!  dwelt  in  his  Serai. 
Doth  Leila  there  no  lon^;er  dwell! 
That  tale  can  only  Hassan  tell: 
Strange  rumours  in  our  city  say 
Upon  that  eve  she  fled  away. 
When  niiamazan's  '^  last  sun  was  set, 
And,  flashing  from  each  minaret, 
Millions  of  lamps  proclaim'd  the  feast 
Of  Oairam  through  the  boundless  Kast. 
T  was  then  she  went  as  to  the  bath. 
Which  Hassan  vainly  searchd  in  wrath  ; 
l\>r  she  was  llown  her  master's  rage, 
In  likrness  of  a  Ge«ir{^i.m  p.»(;e, 
And  far  beyond  thr  Moslem's  power 
Held  wrong'd  him  with  tlu-  faithless  (tiaour. 
Somewhat  of  this  had  Hassan  deeni'd; 
But  still  so  fond,  so  fair  she  seem'd, 
Too  well  he  irusle<l  to  the  sl.ive 
Whose  treachery  deserved  a  grave  : 
And  on  that  eve  had  gone  to  mosque, 
And  thence  to  feast  in  his  kiosk. 
Such  is  the  tale  his  Nubians  tell. 
Who  did  not  watch  their  charge  too  well, 
lint  others  s.-iy,  that  on  that  night. 
By  pale  Phingaris  'y  trembling;  liylit. 
The  Giaour  upon  his  jet-black  steed 
Was  seen,  but  seeu  alone  to  spe«  d 
With  bloody  spur  .iloiig  the  shore. 
Nor  maid  nor  page  beliuid  him  bore. 


Her  eyes  dark  charm   t  were  vain  to  tell, 
But  gaze  on  that  of  the  gn/elle, 
It  will  assist  thy  fancy  uell; 
As  I  ir{',e,  as  lan|;iii«,hin{',ly  dark, 
But  soul  beam'd  forth  in  every  sp'irk 
That  d.irted  from  beneath  the  lij, 
Bri(;ht  as  the  jewel  of  (ri  in)>>chid.  '• 


Yea,  soul^  and  should  our  prophet  say 

That  form  was  nought  but  breathing  clay. 

By  Alia!  I  would  answer  nay, 

Thon{^h  on  Al-Sirat's  ^*  arch  I  stoo<l, 

Which  totters  o'er  the  fiery  flood. 

With  paradise  within  my  view. 

And  all  his  houris  beckoning  through. 

Oil !  who  young  Leilas  glance  could  read. 

And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed  '* 

Which  saith  that  womar\  is  but  dust, 

A  soulless  toy  for  tyrant's  lust? 

On  her  might  muftis  gaze,  and  own 

That  through  her  eye  the  Immortal  shone; 

On  her  fair  cheek's  unfading,  hue 

The  young  poinefjrauate's*^  blossoms  strew 

Their  bloom  in  blushes  ever  new; 

Her  hair  in  hyactiilliin<'  ^^  flow. 

When  left  to  roll  its  folds  below. 

As  midst  her  handmaids  in  the  hall 

She  stood  superior  to  them  all, 

Hath  swept  the  marble  where  her  feet 

(ileam'd  whiter  than  the  mountain  sleet, 

Kre  from  the  cloud  that  gave  it  birth 

It  fell,  and  caught  one  stain  of  earth. 

The  eygn«"t  nobly  walks  the  water; 

So  moved  on  earth  Circassia's  dai^jjhter, 

The  loveliest  bird  of  Franguestau!  ^* 

As  rears  her  crest  the  ruffled  swan. 

And  spurns  the  wave  with  wings  of  pride. 
When  pass  the  steps  of  stranger  man 

Along  the  banks  that  bound  her  tide; 
Thus  rose  fair  Leila's  whiter  neck:  — 
Thus  nrm'd  with  beauty  would  she  check 
Intrusion's  (glance,  till  folly's  ga/e 
Shrunk  from  the  charms  it  meant  to  praisf>. 
Thus  high  and  graceful  was  her  gait; 
Her  heart  as  tender  to  her  mate; 
Her  mate — stern  Hassan,  vho  was  he? 
Alas!  that  name  was  not  for  thee! 


Stern  Hassan  liath  a  journey  taen, 
Willi  twenty  vassals  in  his  train, 
Kacli  arm'd,  as  best  becomes  a  man. 
With  arquebuss  and  afajjhan; 
The  chief  before,  as  deckd  for  war. 
Bears  in  his  belt  the  scmiilar 
Stain'tl  with  the  best  of  Arnaout  blood. 
When  in  the  pass  the  rebels  stood, 
And  few  return'd  to  tell  I  he  tale 
Of  what  befel  in  Parnes  vale. 
The  pist(»ls  which  his  ginlle  Lore 
Were  those  that  once  a  pacha  wore. 
Which  still,  lliouj;h  {jemmd  and  boss'd  with  goUl. 
K\en  roblxrs  tremble  to  behold. 
'T  is  stitl  hi'  I'.oes  to  woo  a  bride 
More  true  than  her  \\li<»  left  liis  si<le; 
The  faitiiless  slave  that  brtike  her  bower. 
And,  worse  thin  faiihliss,  for  a  Giaour' 

The  sun's  last  ray^  are  on  the  hill, 
And  vjiarkle  in  th<-  fountain  iill, 
Whose  welcome  Maters,  con!  and  clear, 
I)ra\\  blessings  from  the  numntainecr: 
llrre  may  the  loitering  tiMreliant  (Jreek 
Jiiid  that  repose  t  were  \ain  to  seek 
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lo  cities  lodged  loo  near  hii  lord. 
And  trembling  for  his  secret  boud — 
Here  may  he  rest  where  none  can  see. 
In  cHDvds  a  slave,  in  deserts  free; 
And  with  forbidden  wine  may  stain 
The  bowl  a  Moslem  most  not  drain. 


The  foremost  Taftsr  s  in  the  (jap. 
Conspicuous  by  his  yellow  cap; 
The  rest  in  lengtbenio^  lioe  the  while 
Wiod  slowly  throu(0i  the  long  defile. 
Above,  the  mounlaiarearsa  peak, 
Where  vultures  whet  the  thirsty  beak, 
And  iheirs  may  be  a  feast  lo-night 
ShisU  tempt  them  down  ere  morrow's  light ; 
Beneath,  a  river's  wintry  stream 
Has  shrunk  before  the  summer  beam, 
And  left  a  channel  bteak  and  bare, 
Save  shrubs  that  spring  to  perish  there. 
Each  »ide  tbe  midway  path  there  liy 
Small  broken  crags  of  granite  grey, 
By  time,  or  mountain  lightning,  riven 
From  summits  clad  io  mists  of  he/iven; 
For  where  is  he  that  hath  beheld 
Tbe  peak  of  Li<ikura  uoveil'd 


Tbey  reach  the  grove  of  pine  at  last : 
■  Bismillah!  ^  now  the  peril 's  past;         1 
For  yonder  view  the  opening  plain. 
And  there  we  11  prick  our  steeds  amain. *> 
The  Qiians  spake,  and  as  he  said, 
A  bullet  whistled  o'er  his  head. 
The  foremost  Tartar  bites  the  ground! 

Scarce  had  ihey  time  to  check  the  rein. 
Swift  from  their  steeds  the  riders  bound ; 

But  three  shall  never  mount  a(;aio: 
Unseen  tbe  foes  that  gave  the  wound. 

The  dying  ask  revenge  in  vain. 
With  steel  unsheath'd,  and  carbine  bent. 
Some  o'er  ibeir  coursers*  harness  leant, 

Balf  sbelter'd  by  tbe  steed ; 
Some  fly  behind  the  nearest  rock. 
And  there  await  the  coming  shock, 

Nor  tamely  stand  to  bleed 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  foes  unseen. 
Who  dare  not  quit  their  craggy  screen. 
Stem  Hassan  only  from  his  horse 
DiMlains  to  light,  and  keeps  his  course, 
Till  fiery  flashes  in  the  van 
Proclaim  too  sure  the  robber-<'lan 
Have  well  secured  the  only  way 
Could  now  avail  the  promised  prey. 
Then  curled  his  very  beard  '7  with  ire. 
And  glared  his  eye  with  fiercer  fire: 
«  Though  £ar  and  near  the  bullets  hiss, 
I\e  'scaped  a  bloodier  hour  titan  this.* 
And  now  the  foe  (heir  covert  quit. 
And  call  his  vassals  lo  submit : 
But  Hassan's  frown  and  furious  word 
Are  dreaded  more  than  hostile  sword. 
Nor  of  his  little  band  a  man 
Re%ign'd  carbine  or  ataghan, 
Nor  raised  the  craven  cry,  Amaiw !  *^ 


In  fuller  sight,  more  near  and  near, 
Tbe  lately  ambush'd  fnes  appear, 
And,  issuing  from  tbe  grove,  advance 
Some  who  on  battle>cliarger  prance. 
Who  leads  them  on  with  forrtgo  brand, 
Far  flashing  iu  his  red  right  liand? 
■  'T  is  he !  '  t  IS  he  I  I  know  him  now ; 
I  know  him  by  his  pallid  brow; 
I  know  him  by  the  evil  eye  '9 
That  aids  his  envious  ireacliery; 
I  know  him  by  his  jet-black  barb: 
Though  now  array  d  in  Amaut  garb. 
Apostate  from  his  own  vile  faith. 
It  shall  not  save  him  from  the  death. 
T  is  he!  well  met  in  any  hour! 
Lost  Leila's  love,  accursed  Giaour!* 

As  mils  the  river  into  ocean. 
In  sahle  torrent  wildly  streaming; 

As  the  sra^iide's  opposing  motion. 
In  axure  column  proudly  {gleaming. 
Beats  back  ihe  current  many  a  rood. 
In  curling  foam  and  mingling  flootl. 
While  ed«iyii>g  »hirl,  and  breaking  wave, 
Rouvd  by  tlie  blast  of  winter,  rave ; 
Throuph  sparkling  spray,  in  thundering  clash. 
The  !i(;hlnings  of  lli^  waters  flash 
In  aviful  whiteness  oVr  the  shore. 
That  shines  and  shakes  beneath  the  roar. 
Thus — as  the  stream  and  ocean  grrel. 
With  waves  that  madden  as  they  meet — 
Thus  join  the  bands,  whom  mutual  wrong. 
And  fate,  and  fury,  drive  along. 
The  bickering  sabreV  shivering  jar; 

And  pealing  viide  or  rini;ing  near 

Its  erhoe.s  on  the  ihrnliliiiig  ear, 
Tlip  deatli-ftliot  his-sing  from  afar: 
The  shock,  the  shout,  the  groan  of  war, 

Beverberate  along  that  vale, 

More  suited  to  tlie  sheplierd's  tale. 
Though  few  the  numbers— tlieirs  the  strife 
That  neither  spares  nor  spe.iks  for  life. 
Ah!  fondly  youthful  hearts  can  press. 
To  seiie  and  share  the  dear  caress. 
But  love  itself  could  never  pant 
For  all  that  beauty  &i(;tis  to  grant 
With  half  the  fervour  hate  bestows 
Upon  the  last  embrace  of  foes, 
When  grappling  in  the  fight  they  fold 
Those  arms  that  ne'er  shall  lo»e  their  hold. 
Friends  meet  to  part;  love  laughs  at  faith : 
True  foes,  once  met,  are  join 'd  till  death ! 


With  sabre  shiver  d  to  the  hilt. 
Yet  dripping  with  the  blood  he  spilt; 
Yet  strain'd  within  the  se>er'd  hand 
Which  quivers  round  that  faithless  brand ; 
His  turban  far  behind  him  roU'd, 
And  cleft  iu  tviain  its  firmest  fold; 
His  flowing  robe  by  falchion  torn. 
And  crimson  as  those  rionds  of  mom 
That,  streak'd  with  dusky  red,  portend 
The  day  shall  have  a  stormy  end ; 
A  slain  on  every  bush  that  bore 
A  fragment  of  his  pal.irapore,  '* 
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His  broasi  with  wounds  uiinumb«r'd  riven, 
His  back  (o  earlli,  liis  face  (o  heaven, 
Fall'n  Hassan  hcs — his  unclosed  eye 
Yet  lowering  on  his  enemy. 
As  if  the  hour  that  sral'd  his  ^itc 
Surviving  left  his  quenchless  hatc; 
And  o'er  him  bends  that  foe  with  brow 
As  dark  as  his  that  bled  below. — 


«  Yes,  Leila  sleeps  beneath  the  wave, 
But  his  shall  be  a  redder  grave; 
Her  spirit  pointed  well  the  steel 
Which  taught  that  feloh  heart  to  feel 
He  calFd  the  Prophet,  but  his  power 
Was  vain  against  the  vengeful  Giaour- 
He  call'd  on  Alia — but  the  word 
Arose  unheeded  or  unheard. 
Thou  Paynim  fool !  could  Leila's  prayei 
Be  pass'd,  and  thine  accorded  there? 
I  watch'd  my  time,  I  leagued  with  these, 
The  traitor  in  his  turn  to  seize; 
My  wrath  is  wreak'd,  the  deed  is  done. 
And  now  I  go — but  go  alone. » 


The  broyviing  camels"  bells  are  tinkling 
His  mother  look'd  from  her  lattice  high — 

She  saw  the  dews  of  eve  besprinkling 
The  pasture  green  beneath  her  eye. 

She  saw  the  planets  faintly  twinkling  . 
M  T  is  twilight — sure  his  train  is  nigli.>» 
She  could  not  rest  in  the  garden-bower. 
But  gaied  through  the  grate  of  his  steepest  tower 
•«  Why  comes  he  not?  his  steeds  are  Jleet, 
Nor  shrink  they  from  the  summer  heat: 
Why  sends  not  the  bridegroom  his  promised  p.ift' 
Is  his  heart  more  cold,  or  his  barb  less  swift  ^ 
Oh,  false  reproach  I  yon  Tartar  now 
Has  gain'd  our  nearest  mountain's  brow, 
And  warily  the  steep  descends. 
And  now  within  the  valley  bends; 
And  he  bears  the  gift  at  his  saddle-bow — 
How  could  1  deem  his  courser  slow  ? 
Right  well  my  largess  shall  repay 
His  welcome  speed,  and  weary  way.n 
The  Tartar  lighted  at  the  gate. 
But  scarce  upheld  hi&  fainting  weight: 
His  swarthy  visage  spake  distress, 
But  this  might  be  from  weariness; 
His  j;.irb  witli  sanguine  spots  was  dyed. 
But  these  might  be  from  his  rourser'-s  side; 
He  drew  the  token  frtim  his  \e*| — 
Angel  of  Death!  t  is  Hassan's  cl<»*cn  crest' 
His  calpac  ^'  rent— lii<>  caftan  red  — 
««  Lady,  a  fearful  bri«le  thy  son  hath  wed: 
>le,  not  from  mercy,  did  tluy  spare, 
But  (his  empurpled  pledge  co  hrar. 
Peace  to  the  brave  I  whose  blood  is  spilt : 
Woe  to  the  Giaonr!  for  his  the  guilt. » 


A  turban'*  carved  in  coarsest  stone, 
A  pillar  witli  rank  wccmU  o'ergrovm. 


Whereon  can  now  be  scarcely  read 

The  Koran  verse  that  mourns  the  dead. 

Point  out  the  spot  where  Hassan  fell 

A  victim  in  that  lonely  delJ. 

There  slri*ps  as  true  an  Osmanlie 

As  e'er  at  Mecca  bent  the  knee; 

As  ever  scorn'd  forbidden  wine, 

Or  pray'd  with  face  towards  the  shrine, 

In  orisons  resumed  anew 

At  solemn  sound  of  «<  Alia  Hu!»  ^^ 

Yet  died  he  by  a  strangers  hand. 

And  stranger  in  his  native  laud ; 

Yet  died  he  as  in  arms  he  stood. 

And  unavenged,  at  least  in  blooiL 

lUit  him  the  maids  of  paradise 

Impatient  to  their  halls  invite, 
And  the  dark  heaven  of  Houris'  eyes 

On  him  shall  glance  for  ever  bright; 
They  come — their  kerchiefs  green  they  wave,  ^» 
And  welcome  with  a  kiss  the  brave! 
Who  falls  in  battle   gainst  a  Giaour 
Is  worthiest  an  immortal  bower. 


But  thou,  false  infidel !  shalt  writhe 
Beneath  aven[;iiig  Monkir's^*  scythe; 
And  from  its  torment   scape  alone 
To  wander  round  lost  Eblis'^*^  throne; 
And  lire  unqueiich'd,  unquenchable. 
Around,  within,  thy  heart  shall  dwell; 
Nor  ear  can  hear  nor  tongue  can  tell 
The  tortures  of  that  inward  hell! 
But  Hrst,  on  earth  as  \ampire*T  sent. 
Thy  c(»rse  shall  from  its  tomb  be  rent 
Then  gliastly  haunt  thy  nati\e  place, 
And  suck  the  blood  of  all  thy  race; 
There  from  thy  daughter,  sister,  wife. 
At  midnight  drain  (he  stream  of  life; 
Yet  loathe  the  banquet  which  perforce 
Must  feed  thy  livid  living  corse; 
Thy  vicliuis  ere  they  yet  expire 
Shall  know  the  demon  for  their  sire, 
As  cursing  thee,  thou  cursing  them, 
Thy  flowers  are  wither'd  on  the  stem. 
But  one  that  for  thy  crime  must  fall. 
The  youngest,  most  beloved  of  all. 
Shall  bless  thee  with  a  fatJier'i  name — 
That  word  shall  wrap  thy  heart  in  flame! 
Yet  must  thou  end  thy  task,  and  mark 
Her  cheik's  last  tinge,  her  ey's  last  spark, 
And  the  last  glassy  glance  must  view 
Which  freezes  oer  its  lifeless  blue; 
Tlu-n  vtith  iinhallow'd  hand  shalt  tear 
The  tresses  of  her  yellow  hair, 
Of  \»hi(h  in  life  a  l<»<  k,  when  shorn. 
Affection's  fondest  pledge  was  worn; 
But  now  is  borne  away  by  thee. 
Memorial  of  thine  agony! 
Wri  with  thine  own  best  blood  shall  drip  ^* 
Thy  j;nasliing  tooth  and  lia|;gard  lip; 
Tin  n,  si  liking  to  thy  snillcn  j;rave, 
Go — and  wiili  Gouts  and  Afrits  rave; 
Till  these  in  horror  shrink  away 
From  spfcire  more  accursed  than  they' 
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«  How  aaoM  je  joo  looeCBlofer? 

Ba  feamm  I  have  weutn'd  before 
la  mine  own  Jand:  't  is  flBany  a  year. 

Since,  dething  by  ihe  lonely  abore, 
1  aav  him  uxfe  as  fleet  a  slecd 
▲s  ever  served  a  honeaun't  need. 
Boc  once  I  nw  that  face,  yet  then 
It  was  lo  mark'd  with  inward  pain, 
I  coold  not  paM  it  by  a^in ; 
It  brcatbct  the  lame  dark  spirit  now, 

rere  uamp'd  npon  hie  brow.» 


•  •  T  it  twiee  three  yean  at  rammer  tide 
Since  first  among  our  freret  he  came ; 
And  here  it  wothes  him  to  abide 

For  fome  dark  deed  be  will  not  name. 
But  never  at  ofir  vevper  prayer, 
9or  e'er  before  coofncion  chair 
Koeeb  he,  nor  recks  he  when  arise 
Incense  or  anthem  10  the  skies. 
But  broods  within  his  cell  alone. 
His  faith  and  race  alike  unknown. 
The  sea  from  Paynim  land  he  crosi. 
And  here  ascended  from  Ihe  coa^t ; 
Tet  ieems  he  not  of  Of  hman  race, 
But  only  Christian  in  hi«  face: 
I  'd  jnd^  him  fome  stray  rrnegade. 
Repentant  of  the  change  he  made. 
Save  that  he  sbnns  our  holy  shrine. 
Nor  ta«tcs  the  sacred  bread  and  vine. 
Great  Urges*  to  these  walU  he  broueht, 
And  thus  onr  abbot's  fovour  bought : 
Bnt,  were  I  prior,  not  a  day 
Should  brook  snch  stranger's  further  stay ; 
Or,  pent  within  our  penance  cdl, 
Should  doom  him  there  for  aye  to  dwell. 
Vach  in  his  visions  mutters  he 
Of  maiden  whelm'd  beneath  the  ^a ; 
Of  sabres  clashing,  foeroen  flying. 
Wrongs  avenged,  and  Moslem  dying. 
On  cliff  he  hath  been  known  to  «land. 
And  rave  as  to  some  bloody  hand 
Fresh  sever'd  from  its  parent  limb. 
Invisible  to  all  but  him, 
Which  beckons  onward  to  his  gra%o 
And  lures  to  leap  into  the  wavcn 


Dark  and  unearthiy  is  the  scowl 

That  glares  beneath  his  dusky  cowl: 

The  flash  of  that  dilating  eye 

Reveals  toe  much  of  times  gone  by . 

Though  varying,  indistinct  its  hue. 

Oft  will  his  glance  the  gater  rue. 

For  in  ii  lurks  that  nameless  spell 

Which  speaks,  itself  unspeakable. 

A  spirit  yet  miqueird  and  high. 

That  claims  and  keeps  ascendancy; 

And  like  the  bird  whose  pituons  quake, 

Bnt  camioc  fly  the  fanng  snake, 

Will  ochcn  q«ail  beneath  his  look. 

Nor 'scape  the  glance  they  tearee  can  braok. 

Frooi  ImB  the  iMtf-affirightad  friar 

When  met  alone  would  fiain  retire. 

As  if  that  eye  and  halter  smile 

Tfanslierf^dta  othenfcarand 


Not  oft  to  smile  descendelh  be. 

And,  when  he  doth,  't  is  sad  to  see 

That  he  but  mocks  at  misery. 

How  that  pale  lip  will  curl  and  quiver ! 

Then  fix  once  more  as  if  for  ever; 

As  if  bi4  sorrow  or  disdain 

Forbade  liim  e'er  to  smile  a^ain. 

W^ell  were  it  so— such  ghastly  mirth 

From  joyauuce  ne'er  derived  its  birth. 

But  sadder  still  it  were  to  trace 

What  once  were  feelings  in  that  face . 

Time  hath  not  yet  the  features  fix'd. 

But  brighter  traits  with  evil  mia'd; 

And  there  are  hues  not  always  faded. 

Which  speak  a  mind  not  all  degraded. 

Even  by  the  crimes  through  which  it  waded  . 

The  common  crowd  but  see  the  gloom 

Of  wayward  deeds,  and  fitting  doom ; 

The  close  observer  can  espy 

A  noble  soul,  and  lineage  high  : 

Alas!  thougii  both  bestow'd  in  vain, 

Which  grief  could  change,  and  guilt  could  stain. 

It  was  DO  vulgar  irnemenl 

To  which  such  lofty  gifts  were  lent. 

And  still  with  hi  lie  less  than  dread 

On  such  the  sight  is  nveted. 

The  rootless  cot,  decay 'd  and  rent. 

Will scar<»  delay  the  passer-by; 
The  tower  by  war  or  tempest  bent. 
While  yet  may  frown  one  battlement, 

Demaods  and  daunts  the  strangers  eyr, 
Each  ivied  arch,  and  pillar  lone. 
Pleads  haughtily  for  glories  gone. 
«  Ilis  floating  robe  around  him  folding. 

Slow  sweeps  he  through  the  column'd  auk . 
With  dread  beheld,  with  gloom  beholding 

The  rites  that  sanctify  the  pile. 
Bat  when  the  anthem  shakes  the  cliou. 
And  kneel  the  monks,  his  steps  retire 
By  yonder  lone  and  wavering  torch 
His  aspect  glares  within  the  porch  ; 
There  will  he  pause  till  all  is  done — 
And  licar  the  prayer,  but  utter  none. 
See — by  (he  half-illumined  wall 
His  hood  (ly  back,  his  dark  hair  fall. 
That  pale  brow  wildly  wreathing  round, 
As  if  the  Gorgon  there  had  bound 
The  sa blest  of  the  serpent-braid 
Tliat  o'er  her  fearful  forehead  hirayil 
For  lir  declines  the  convent  oath, 
And  leaves  those  lock^  unliallow'd  growth, 
But  wean  our  garb  in  all  liciiidei 
.ind  not  from  piety,  but  pride, 
Gives  wealth  to  walls  that  never  heaid 
Of  his  one  holy  vow  nor  word. 
Lo! — mark  ye,  as  the  harmony 
Peals  louder  praises  lo  the  sky, 
That  lirid  cheek,  that  stony  air 
Of  mix'd  defiance  and  despair  ! 
Saint  Francis,  keep  him  from  the  shnn<' ! 
Else  may  we  dread  the  wrath  divine. 
Made  manifest  by  avrfnl  sign. 
If  ever  evil  angel  bore 
The  form  of  mortal,  such  be  wore : 
By  ail  my  hope  of  sins  forgiven. 
Such  looks  are  not  of  earth  nor  heaven!* 
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His  breast  with  wounds  uiinumber'd  riven, 
His  back  to  earth,  his  face  to  heaven, 
Fall'n  Hassan  Ucs — his  unclosed  eye 
Yet  lowering  on  his  enemy. 
As  if  the  hour  that  scal'd  liis  fate 
Surviving  left  his  quenchless  hate; 
And  o'er  him  bends  that  foe  with  brow 
As  dark  as  his  that  bled  below. — 


«c  Yes,  Leila  sleeps  beneath  the  wave, 
But  his  shall  be  a  redder  grave; 
Her  spirit  pointed  well  the  steel 
Which  taught  that  feloh  heart  to  feel. 
He  calld  the  Prophet,  but  his  power 
Was  vain  against  the  vengeful  Giaour* 
He  calld  on  Alia — but  the  word 
Arose  unheeded  or  unheard. 
Thou  Paynim  fool !  could  Leila's  prayer 
Be  pass'd,  and  Jhine  accorded  there? 
I  watch'd  my  time,  I  leagued  with  these, 
The  traitor  in  his  turn  to  seiie; 
My  wrath  is  wrcak'd,  the  deed  is  done. 
And  now  I  go — but  go  alone. » 


The  browiing  camels'  bells  are  tinkling 
His  mother  look'd  from  her  lattice  high — 

She  saw  the  dews  of  eve  besprinkling 
The  pasture  green  beneath  her  eye. 

She  saw  the  planets  faintly  twinkling  : 
M  T  is  twilight — sure  hi»  train  is  nigh.» 
She  could  not  rest  in  the  garden-bower, 
hut  gaied  through  the  grate  of  his  steepest  lower 
M  Why  comes  he  not?  his  steeds  are  fleet. 
Nor  shrink  they  from  the  summer  heat : 
Why  sends  not  the  bridegroom  his  promised  gift  "^ 
Is  his  heart  more  cold,  or  his  barb  less  swift  ? 
Oh,  false  reproach  I  yon  Tartar  now 
Has  gain'd  our  nearest  mountain  s  brow, 
And  \»arily  the  steep  descends. 
And  now  within  the  valley  bends; 
And  he  bears  the  gift  at  his  saddle-bow — 
How  could  1  deem  his  courser  slow  "* 
Right  well  my  largess  shall  repay 
His  welcome  speed,  and  weary  wav>» 
The  Tartar  lighted  at  the  gate. 
Rut  scarce  upheld  his  fainting  weight; 
His  swarthy  visage  spake  distress. 
But  this  might  be  from  weariness; 
His  garb  with  sanguine  spots  was  dyed, 
Rut  these  might  be  from  his  courser's  side; 
He  drew  the  token  from  his  vesC — 
Angel  of  Death!  t  is  Hassnn's  cloven  crest! 
His  calpac  ^'  rent — his  caftan  red — 
«  Lady,  a  fearful  briclc  thy  son  iiath  wed: 
Me,  not  from  mercy,  did  iliey  spnre, 
iSut  (his  empurpled  pledge  to  bear. 
Peace  to  the  bra>e!  whose  blood  is  spilt  • 
Woe  to  the  Giaour!  for  his  the  guilt. » 


A  turban-*'  carved  in  coarsest  stone, 
A  pillar  with  rank  weeds  o  ergrown. 


Whereon  can  now  be  scarcely  read 

The  Koran  verse  that  mourns  the  dead. 

Point  out  the  spot  where  Hassan  fell 

A  victim  in  that  lonely  delJ. 

There  sleeps  as  true  an  Osmanlie 

As  e'er  at  Mecca  bent  the  knee; 

As  ever  scorn'd  forbidden  wine, 

Or  pray'd  with  face  towards  the  shrine, 

In  orisons  resumed  anew 

At  solemn  sound  of  u  Alia  Hu!»»  ^^ 

Yet  died  he  by  a  stranger's  hand. 

And  stranger  in  his  native  land ; 

Yet  died  he  as  in  arms  he  stood. 

And  unavenged,  at  least  in  blood 

Hut  him  the  maids  of  paradise 

Impatient  to  their  halls  invite, 
And  the  dark  heaven  of  Houris*  e%'es 

On  him  shall  glance  for  ever  bright; 
They  come— their  kerchiefs  green  they  wave.  ^* 
And  welcome  with  a  kiss  tiie  brave! 
Who  falls  in  battle  gainst  a  Giaour 
Is  worthiest  an  immortal  bower. 


Rut  thou,  false  infidel !  shalt  writhe 
Beneath  avenging  Monkir's^^  scythe; 
And  from  its  torment   scapc  alone 
To  wander  round  lost  Eblis'^<»  throne, 
And  fire  unquenchd,  unquenchable, 
Around,  within,  thy  heart  shall  dwell; 
Nor  ear  can  hear  nor  tongue  can  tell 
The  tortures  of  that  inward  hell! 
Rut  first,  on  earth  as  \ampire^7  sent. 
Thy  corse  shall  from  its  tomb  be  rent 
Then  ghastly  haunt  thy  native  place. 
And  suck  the  blood  of  all  thy  race; 
Tliere  from  thy  daughter,  sister,  wife. 
At  midnight  drain  the  stream  of  life; 
Yet  loathe  the  banquet  which  perforce 
Slust  feed  thy  li\id  living  corse; 
Thy  victims  ere  they  yet  expire 
Shall  know  the  demon  for  their  sire. 
As  cursing  thee,  thou  cursing  them. 
Thy  llowers  are  wither'd  on  the  stem. 
Rut  one  that  for  thy  crime  must  fall. 
The  y«)ungest.  most  beloved  of  all. 
Shall  bless  thee  with  a  fatliers  name — 
That  word  shall  wrap  thy  heart  iu  Hame! 
Yet  must  thou  end  thy  task,  and  mark 
Her  cheek's  last  tinge,  her  eyes  last  spark. 
And  the  last  glassy  glance  must  view 
Wbich  free/es  oer  its  lifeless  blue; 
Then  with  nnhallowd  hand  shall  tear 
The  tressc},  of  her  yellow  hair, 
Of  \*hl<  h  in  life  a  lock,  when  shorn. 
Affection's  fondest  pledge  was  worn; 
But  now  is  borne  away  by  thee. 
Memorial  of  thine  agony! 
Wet  with  thine  own  best  blood  shall  drip^* 
Thy  gnashing  tooth  and  haggard  lip; 
Then,  stalking  to  thy  snlUn  grave, 
Go — and  with  Gouls  and  Afrits  rave; 
Till  these  in  horror  shrink  away 
From  spectre  more  accursed  than  they! 
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«  How  name  ye  yon  looeCBloyer? 

His  feaiorei  I  have  scuin'd  before 
In  mine  own  knd:  *i  it  many  a  year, 

Since,  dashing  by  ibe  lonely  abore, 
I  saw  bim  urye  as  fleet  a  sleed 
As  ever  lenred  a  horseman's  need, 
itti  once  I  nw  that  face,  yet  then 
It  was  to  mark'd  with  inward  pain« 
I  coold  not  pats  it  by  a^in; 
It  breathes  the  mme  dark  tpirit  now. 
As  death  were  iiampd  npon  hit  brow.* 

•  «  T  is  twice  three  years  at  snmmer  tide 
Since  first  among  our  freres  he  came ; 
And  here  it  soothes  bim  to  abide 

For  some  dark  derd  be  will  not  name. 
But  never  at  ofw  Te«per  prayer. 
Nor  e'er  before  coofesuon  chair 
Kneels  he,  nor  recks  he  when  arise 
beenae  or  anthem  to  the  skie^, 
Bat  brood*  within  his  cell  alone. 
His  faith  aod  race  alike  unknown 
The  sea  from  Payoim  land  he  crosi, 
And  here  a«cended  from  the  coasi ; 
Tet  term«  he  not  of  Othman  race, 
Bel  only  Christian  in  bis  face: 
I'd  jod^  bim  some  stray  rrnpgade, 
Repentant  of  the  change  he  made. 
Save  that  he  shuns  our  holy  shrine, 
Ror  Cartes  the  sacred  bread  and  wine. 
Great  larger  to  these  walls  he  brought, 
And  thus  our  abbot's  favour  bought : 
But,  were  I  prior,  not  a  day 
Should  brook  such  stranger  s  further  stay ; 
Or,  pent  within  our  penance  cell. 
Should  doom  him  there  for  aye  to  dwell. 
Vnrh  in  his  visions  mutters  be 
Of  maiden  whelm'd  beneath  the  sea  i 
Of  sabres  clashing,  foeroen  flying. 
Wrongs  avenged,  and  Moslem  dying. 
On  cliff  be  hath  been  known  to  %tand, 
And  rave  as  to  some  bloody  band 
Fresh  sever'd  from  its  parent  limb. 
Invisible  to  all  but  him. 
Which  bet^koos  onward  to  bis  grate 
And  lures  to  leap  into  the  wave.» 


Dark  and  unearthly  is  the  scowl 

That  glares  beneath  his  dusky  cowl . 

The  flash  of  that  dilating  eye 

Reveals  toe  much  uf  times  gone  by . 

Though  varying,  indistinct  iu  hue. 

Oft  will  his  glance  the  gaser  rue. 

For  in  it  lurks  that  nameless  spell 

Which  speaks,  itself  aaspeakable, 

A  spirit  yet  nnqnaird  and  high. 

That  claims  and  keeps  ascendancy; 

And  Kke  the  bird  whoce  pinions  quake, 

Bat  cannot  0y  the  ^ling  snake. 

Will  others  <|«ail  beneath  hit  look. 

Nor 'scape  the  glance  they  learoe  can  braok. 

Fram  him  thehalf-alftrightad  friar 

When  met  alone  would  fain  retire, 

As  if  that  eye  and  hatter  amile 

Trantfm'dtt  othertfcar  and  guile: 


Not  oft  to  smile  descendelh  be. 

And,  when  he  doth,  't  is  lad  to  see 

Thai  he  but  mocks  at  misery. 

How  that  pale  lip  will  curl  and  quiver ! 

Then  6x  once  more  as  if  for  ever; 

As  if  bi«  sorrow  or  disdain 

Forbade  him  e'er  to  smile  again. 

W^ell  were  it  ito~-such  ghastly  mirth 

From  joyaunce  ne'er  derived  its  birth. 

But  sadder  still  it  were  to  trace 

What  once  were  feeling«i  in  that  face. 

Time  hath  not  yet  the  features  fii'd, 

Bttt  brighter  trails  with  evil  mis'd; 

Aod  there  are  hues  not  always  faded. 

Which  speak  a  mind  not  all  degraded. 

Even  by  the  crimen  ibrongb  which  it  waded 

The  common  crowd  but  see  the  gloom 

Of  wayward  deeds,  and  fitting  doom ; 

The  rlo«e  observer  can  espy 

A  noble  soul,  and  lineage  high : 

Alas!  tliouyli  both  be»iow'd  in  vain, 

XN  hich  grief  could  change,  and  guilt  could  sLsui, 

It  wa»  tio  vulgar  leoement 

To  which  ftuch  lofty  gifts  were  lent. 

And  still  with  Utile  less  than  drrad 

On  such  the  si(;Ui  i%  nvetcd. 

The  rootless  cot,  decay'd  and  rent. 

Will  scarce  delay  the  passer-by ; 
The  tower  by  war  or  tempest  bent. 
While  yet  may  frown  one  battlement, 

Demand*  and  daunts  llie  stranger's  eyr. 
Each  ivied  arch,  and  pillar  lone. 
Pleads  haughtily  for  glories  gone. 
«  His  floating  robe  around  him  folding, 

Slow  sweeps  he  through  the  column'd  ai*lr , 
With  dread  beheld,  with  gloom  beholding 

The  rites  that  sanctify  the  pile. 
But  when  the  anthem  shakes  the  cliou, 
And  kneel  the  monks,  his  steps  retire : 
By  yonder  lone  and  wavering  torch 
His  aspect  glares  within  the  porch  ; 
There  will  he  pause  till  all  is  done — 
And  liear  the  prayer,  but  utter  none. 
See — by  the  half-illumined  wall 
His  hood  lly  back,  his  dark  hair  fall. 
That  pale  brow  wildly  wreathing  round, 
As  if  the  Gorgon  there  had  bound 
The  «a blest  of  the  «er|M>nt-braid 
Tliac  o'er  her  fearful  forrheail  stray  d 
For  lit*  decline*  the  ronveut  oath. 
And  leaves  ihoM  lock^  unh.illow'd  gtowth. 
But  wears  our  garb  m  all  licitidr; 
And  not  from  pioty,  but  pride. 
Gives  wealth  to  walls  that  never  beanl 
Of  his  one  holy  vow  nor  word. 
Lo! — mark  ye,  as  the  harmony 
Peals  louder  praises  to  the  sky. 
That  lirid  cheek,  that  stony  air 
Of  mix'd  defiance  and  despair  ! 
Saint  Francis,  keep  him  from  the  slunnc  ! 
Else  may  we  dread  the  wrath  dirine. 
Made  manifest  by  awful  sign. 
If  ever  evil  angel  bore 
The  form  of  mortal*  such  be  wore : 
By  ail  my  hope  of  sins  forgiven. 
Such  looks  are  imn  of  earth  nor  heaven  !• 
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And  let  (be  fool,  still  prone  to  range, 
And  sneer  on  all  who  cannot  change, 
Partake  his  jest  with  boasting  boys ; 
I  envy  not  his  varied  joys, 
But  deem  such  feeble,  heartless  man, 
Less  than  yon  solitary  swan ; 
Far,  far  beneath  the  shallow  maid 
He  left  believing  and  betray'd. 
Such  shame  at  least  was  never  mine — 
Leila!  each  thought  was  only  thine! 
My  good,  my  guilt,  my  weal,  my  woe, 
My  hope  on  high — my  all  below. 
Earth  holds  no  other  like  to  thee. 
Or  if  it  doth,  in  vain  for  roe: 
For  worlds  I  dare  not  view  the  dame 
Resembling  thee,  yet  not  the  same. 
The  very  crimes  that  mar  my  youth. 
This  bed  of  death — attest  my  truth  ! 
T  is  all  too  late— thou  werl,  thou  art 
The  cherish'd  madness  of  my  heart ! 

u  And  she  was  lost — and  yet  I  breathed. 

But  not  the  breath  of  human  life  : 
A  serpent  round  my  heart  was  wreathed, 
And  stung  my  every  thought  to  strife. 
Alike  all  time,  abhorr'd  all  place, 
Shuddering  I  shrunk  from  nature's  face. 
Where  every  hue  that  charm'd  before 
The  blackness  of  my  hosom  wore. 
The  rest  thou  dost  already  know. 
And  all  my  sins,  and  half  my  woe. 
But  talk  no  more  of  penitence ; 
Thou  see'st  I  soon  shall  part  from  hence  : 
And  if  thy  holy  tale  were  true, 
The  deed  that 's  done  canst  t/iou  undo.' 
Think  me  not  thankless — but  this  grief 
Looks  not  to  priesthood  for  relief.^' 
My  soul's  estate  in  secret  guess : 
But  wouldst  thou  pity  more,  say  less. 
When  thou  canst  bid  my  I>eila  li\e. 
Then  will  I  sue  thee  to  forgive ; 
Then  plead  my  cause  in  that  high  place 
Where  purchased  masses  proffer  grace. 
Go,  when  the  hunter's  hand  hath  wruu}; 
From  forest-cave  her  shrieking  young. 
And  calm  the  lonely  lioix-ss: 
But  soothe  not — mock  not  my  distress  ! 

«  In  earlier  days,  and  calmer  hours, 

When  heart  with  heart  delights  to  lilond. 
W^here  bloom  my  native  valley's  bovkers. 

I  had — Ah  !   have  I  now  ? — a  friend ! 
To  him  (his  pledge  I  charge  thee  send. 
Memorial  of  a  youthful  vow ; 
I  would  remind  him  of  my  end  ; 

Though  souls  absorb'd  like  mine  allo>% 
Brief  thought  to  distant  friendship's  claim. 
Yet  dear  to  him  my  blighted  name. 
T  is  strange — he  prophesied  my  doom, 

And  I  have  smiled — I  then  could  smile — 
When  prudence  would  his  voice  <ii.sume, 

And  warn — I  reck'd  not  what — the  while  ; 
But  now  remembrance  whispers  o'er 
Those  accents  scarcely  mark'd  before. 
Say — that  his  bodings  came  to  pass, 


And  he  will  start  to  hear  their  truth. 

And  wish  his  words  had  not  been  sootli . 

Tell  him,  unheeding  as  1  was. 

Through  many  a  busy  bitter  scene, 

Of  all  our  golden  youth  had  been. 

In  pain,  my  faltering  tongue  had  tried 

To  bless  his  memory  ere  I  died  ; 

BuC  Heaven  in  wrath  would  turn  away, 

If  guilt  should  for  the  guiltless  pray. 

I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  blame. 

Too  gentle  he  to  wound  my  name ; 

And  what  have  I  to  do  with  fame  7 

I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  mourn. 

Such  cold  request  might  sound  like  scorn  ; 

And  what  than  friendship's  manly  tear 

May  better  grace  a  brother's  bier ! 

But  bear  this  ring,  his  own  of  old. 

And  tell  him — what  thou  dost  behold ! 

The  witherd  frame,  the  ruin'd  mind. 

The  wreck  by  passion  left  behind, 

A  slirivell'd  scroll,  a  scatter'd  leaf, 

Sear'd  by  the  autumn  blast  of  grief! 
•  •  •  •  •  • 

•«  Tell  me  no  more  of  fancy's  gleam  j 

No,  fftther,  no,  't  was  not  a  dream  : 

Alas!  the  dreamer  first  must  sleep; 

I  only  watch'd.  and  wish'd  to  weep. 

But  could  not,  for  my  burning  brow 

Throbb'd  to  the  very  brain,  as  now : 

I  wish'd  but  for  a  single  tear, 

As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear. 

I  wish'd  it  then,  I  wish  it  still — 

Despair  is  stronger  than  my  will. 

Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair 

Is  mightier  than  thy  pious  prayer  '■ 

I  would  not,  if  I  might,  be  blest ; 

I  want  no  paradise,  but  rest. 

'T  was  then,  1  tell  thee,  father!  then 

I  saw  her;  yes,  she  lived  again; 

And  shining  in  her  white  symar,^' 

As  through  yon  pale  grey  cloud  the  stai 

Which  now  1  gaze  on,  as  on  her, 

Who  lookd  and  looks  fur  lovelier. 

Dimly  I  view  its  trembling  spark: 

To-morrow's  night  shall  be  more  dark  ; 

And  I,  before  its  rays  appear, 

That  lifeless  thing  the  living  fear. 

I  wander,  father!  for  my  soul 

Is  Heeling  towards  the  (inal  goal. 

I  saw  her,  friar!  and  I  rose 

Forgetful  of  our  former  woes; 

And  rushing  from  my  couch,  I  dart. 

And  clasp  her  lo  my  desperate  heart, 

I  clasp — what  is  it  that  1  clasp? 

No  breathing  form  within  my  grasp, 

No  heart  that  beats  reply  to  mine. 

Yet,  Leila!  yet  the  form  is  thine! 

And  art  thou,  dearesc,  changed  so  much. 

As  meet  my  eye,  yet  mock  my  touch  ? 

Ah  !  were  ihy  beauties  e'er  so  cold, 

I  care  not;  so  my  arms  enfold 

The  all  ilicy  ever  wish'd  to  hold. 

Alas  !  around  a  shadow  prest. 

They  shrink  upon  my  lonely  breast; 
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Ungralefnl  fool !  since  but  for  brands 

Well  yielded  in  some  hardy  hsods. 

And  vounds  by  Galilrant  given. 

The  snresc  pass  to  Turkish  lieavrn, 

For  him  his  Houris  still  might  wait 

Impaiicnt  at  the  prophet's  gale. 

I  loved  her — love  will  find  its  vay 

Throu^  paths  where  wolves  would  fear  to  prey. 

And  if  it  dares  enough,  'i  were  liard 

If  |»&sion  met  not  some  reward — 

No  matter  how,  or  where,  or  why, 

I  did  not  vainly  seek,  nor  sigh : 

Tet  sometimes,  with  remorse,  in  yain 

I  wish  she  had  not  loved  again. 

She  died — 1  dare  not  tell  thee  how ; 

But  look — 't  is  written  on  my  brow ! 

There  read  of  Cain  llie  curse  and  crime 

lo  characters  unworn  by  time ; 

Still,  ere  thou  dost  condemn  me,  pause ; 

Not  mine  the  act,  though  1  the  cause. 

Tri  did  he  but  what  I  had  done. 

Had  she  been  false  to  more  tbaii  one. 

Faithless  to  him,  he  gave  the  blow  ; 

But  true  lo  me,  1  laid  him  low : 

llone'er  deserved  her  doom  might  be. 

Her  treachery  was  truth  to  me; 

To  me  she  gave  her  heart,  that  all 

Which  tyranny  can  ne'er  enthrall ; 

And  I,  alas!  loo  late  lo  save  .' 

Yet  all  I  then  could  give,  1  gave — 

T  was  some  relief— our  foe  a  grave. 

His  death  sits  lightly;  but  her  fate 

Has  made  me — what  thou  well  mayst  hate. 

H b  doom  was  seal'd — he  knew  it  well, 
Wam'd  by  the  voice  of  stem  Taheer, 
IV«rp  in  who«e  darkly-boding  car^o 
The  death-shot  peard  of  murder  near, 

As  filed  the  troop  to  where  they  fell ! 
He  died  too  in  the  battle  broil, 
A  lime  that  heeds  nor  pain  nor  toil ; 
One  cry  to  Habomet  for  aid. 
One  prayer  to  Alia  all  he  made  : 
He  knew  and  cross'd  me  in  the  fray — 
I  gaxcd  upon  htm  where  he  lay, 
Aud  viatcb'd  his  spirit  ebb  away 
Tliough  pierced  like  pard  by  hunters'  Meel, 
He  felt  not  half  thit  now  !  feel. 
I  search'd,  but  vainly  M*arrh'd,  to  find 
The  workiofjs  of  a  wounded  mind  ; 
Each  feature  of  that  sullen  corse 
Betray'd  his  rage,  but  no  remorse. 
Oh.  what  had  vengeance  given  to  trace 
Despair  upon  his  dying  face  ! 
Tlte  late  repentance  of  tliat  hour, 
When  penitence  hath  lost  licr  power 
To  tear  one  terror  from  the  grave, 
And  will  not  soothe,  and  cannot  save. 


«  The  cold  in  clime  are  cold  in  blood. 

Their  love  can  scarce  deserve  the  name ; 
But  mine  was  like  the  lava  flood 

That  boils  in  JEtna's  breast  of  flame. 
I  cannot  prate  in  puling  strain 
Of  ladye-love,  and  beauty's  chain  : 
If  changing  cheek,  and  scorching  vein. 


Lips  taught  to  writhe,  hul  not  complain. 
If  bursting  heart,  and  madd'ning  brain. 
And  daring  deed,  and  vengeful  steel. 
And  all  that  I  have  felt,  and  feel, 
Betoken  love — that  love  was  mine. 
And  shown  by  many  a  bitter  sign. 
T  is  true  1  could  not  whine  nor  sigh, 
I  knew  but  to  obtain  or  die. 
I  die^bul  first  I  have  pos&ess'd. 
And,  conic  what  may,  I  have  heen  blest. 
Shall  I  tlie  doom  I  sought  upbraid? 
Mo — reft  of  all,  yet  undismay'd 
But  for  the  thought  of  Leila  slain. 
Give  roe  the  pleasure  with  the  pain. 
So  would  i  live  aud  love  again. 
I  grie«e,  but  not,  my  holy  guide! 
For  him  who  di<-»,  but  her  who  died: 
She  \lccps  beneath  the  wandering  wave-~ 
Ah !  hail  iilie  but  an  earthly  grave. 
This  breaking  heart  and  throbbing  bead 
Should  seek  and  share  her  narrow  bed. 
8h(>  was  a  form  of  life  and  light. 
That,  Hren,  became  a  p.irt  of  light; 
And  rose  where'er  I  turn'd  mine  eye. 
The  morning-slar  of  memory  ! 

«  Yen,  love  indeed  is  light  from  heaven ; 

A  Hpark  of  that  immortal  fire 
With  augcU  ^liared,  by  Alia  given, 

To  lift  from  earth  our  low  desire. 
Devution  wafu  the  mind  abo?e. 
But  heaven  itM'lf  dcMcnds  in  love ; 
A  fcrliiig  from  the  (W>dhead  caught. 
To  wean  from  »elf  each  sordid  thought , 
A  ray  of  him  nho  foriu'd  the  whole  ; 
•A  glory  circlini;  round  the  •m>uI  ! 
I  grant  my  love  imperfect,  all 
That  mort.ils  by  the  name  miwali; 
Tlicn  deem  it  evil,  what  thou  will; 
But  nay,  oh  say,  kers  was  not  guilt ! 
She  was  my  life's  unerring  light ; 
That  queurh'd,  what  beam  shall  break  my  night? 
Oh  !  would  It  <>houe  to  lead  me  still. 
Although  to  death  or  deadliest  ill ! 
\Nhy  marvel  ve,  if  tliry  wiio  lose 

This  prevent  joy,  thiM  future  hope. 

No  more  with  M>rrow  meekly  cope ; 
In  freniv  then  thnr  fate  accuse  : 
In  mailiie!<s  do  those  fearful  deeds 

That  seem  to  add  hut  t;iiilt  to  woe  f 
Alas  !  the  breast  that  luly  bleeds 

Hath  noii(Tlit  to  dread  from  outward  blow  : 
\Vlio  falls  from  all  he  knows  of  bliss, 
Cires  liiil !  luto  what  aby^s. 
Fierce  js  tlie  ^iooiuy  vulture's  now 

To  thee,  old  man,  my  deeds  appear: 
I  read  abhorrence  on  thy  brow. 

And  this  iiH>  was  I  bom  to  bear ! 
T  IS  true,  that,  like  that  hird  of  prey, 

With  havock  have  I  mark  d  my  way : 
But  this  was  taught  me  hy  tiic  dove, 
To  die — and  know  no  second  love. 
This  lewon  yet  hath  man  to  learn, 
Tau|<lit  hy  the  thing  he  daren  to  spurn : 
The  bird  that  sings  within  the  brake. 
The  sxiau  th:it  swims  upon  the  lake, 
4 hie  mate,  and  one  alone,  will  lake. 
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And  let  the  fool,  still  prone  to  range, 
And  sneer  on  all  who  cannot  change, 
Partake  his  jest  with  boasting  boys; 
I  envy  not  his  varied  joys, 
But  deem  such  feeble,  heartless  man, 
Less  than  you  solitary  swan ; 
Far,  far  beneath  the  shallow  maid 
He  left  believing  and  betray'd. 
Such  shame  at  least  was  never  mine — 
Leila!  each  thought  was  only  thine! 
My  good,  my  guilt,  my  weal,  my  woe, 
Idy  hope  on  high — my  all  below. 
Earth  holds  no  other  like  to  thee, 
Or  if  it  doth,  in  vain  for  me: 
For  worlds  I  dare  not  view  the  dame 
Resembling  thee,  yet  not  the  same. 
The  very  crimes  that  mar  my  youth, 
This  bed  of  death — attest  my  truth  ! 
T  is  all  too  late — thou  werl,  thou  art 
The  cherish'd  madness  of  ray  heart ! 

«<  And  she  was  lost — and  yet  I  breathed. 

But  not  the  breath  of  human  life  : 
A  serpent  round  my  heart  was  wrcallied. 
And  stung  ray  every  thought  to  strife. 
Alike  all  time,  abliorr'd  all  ])lace. 
Shuddering  I  shrunk  from  nature's  face. 
Where  every  hue  that  charmd  before 
The  blackness  of  my  bosom  wore. 
The  rest  thou  dost  already  know, 
And  all  my  sins,  and  half  my  woe. 
But  talk  no  more  of  penitence; 
Thou  see'st  I  soon  shall  part  from  hence  . 
And  if  thy  holy  tale  were  true. 
The  deed  that 's  done  canst  Uiou  uudo? 
Think  me  not  thankless — but  this  grief 
Looks  not  to  priestliood  for  relief  J' 
My  soul's  estate  in  secret  guess : 
But  wouldst  thou  pity  more,  siiy  less. 
When  thou  canst  bid  my  Leila  live. 
Then  will  I  sue  thee  to  forgive ; 
Then  plead  ray  cause  in  that  higli  place 
Where  purchased  masses  proffer  grace. 
Co,  when  the  luimcr's  hand  halh  wruiij; 
From  forest-cave  her  shrieking  young, 
And  calm  the  lonely  lioness: 
But  soothe  not — mock  not  oi^  distress  I 

M  In  earlier  days,  and  calmer  hours. 

When  heart  with  heart  delights  lo  blond. 
Where  bloom  ray  native  valley  s  bowers. 

1  had — Ah  !   have  I  now  ? — a  friend ! 
To  him  this  pledge  I  charge  thee  send. 
Memorial  of  a  youthful  vow; 
I  would  remind  him  of  my  end  : 

Though  souU  absorb'd  like  mine  allow 
Brief  thought  to  distant  friendship's  claim. 
Yet  dear  to  him  my  blighted  name. 
'Tis  strange — he  prophesied  my  doom, 

And  1  have  smiled — I  then  could  smile — 
When  prudence  would  his  voice  .)4.sume. 

And  warn — I  rcckd  not  what — the  while. 
But  now  remembrance  whivpers  o'er 
Those  accents  scarcely  mark'd  before. 
Say— that  his  bodings  came  to  pass, 


And  he  will  start  to  hear  their  truth, 
And  wish  his  words  had  not  been  sootb  ; 
Tell  him,  unheeding  as  I  was. 

Through  many  a  busy  bitter  scene, 
Of  all  our  golden  youth  liad  been. 
In  pain,  my  faltering  tongue  had  tried 
To  bless  his  memory  ere  I  died  ; 
But  Heaven  in  wrath  would  turn  away. 
If  guilt  should  for  the  guiltless  pray. 
I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  blame, 
Too  gentle  he  to  wound  my  name  ; 
And  what  have  I  to  do  with  fame  7 
1  do  not  a.sk  him  not  to  mourn. 
Such  cold  request  might  sound  like  scorn  ; 
And  what  than  friendship's  manly  tear 
May  better  grace  a  brother's  bier! 
But  bear  this  ring,  iiis  own  of  old, 
And  tell  him — what  thou  dost  behold! 
The  wither'd  frame,  the  ruin'd  mind. 
The  wreck  by  passion  left  behind, 
A  shrivell'd  scroll,  a  scatler'd  leaf, 
Sear'd  by  the  autumn  blast  of  grief 


««  Tell  nic  no  more  of  fancy's  gleam; 

No,  fither,  no,  'l  was  not  a  dream  ; 

Alas!  the  dreamer  first  must  sleep; 

I  only  watch  d.  and  wish'd  to  weep. 

But  could  not,  for  my  burning  brow 

Throbb'd  to  the  very  brain,  as  now  ; 

1  wish'd  but  for  a  single  tear. 

As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear  . 

I  wish'd  it  then,  I  wish  it  still — 

Despair  is  stronger  than  my  will. 

Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair 

Is  mightier  than  thy  pious  prayer  : 

I  would  not,  if  I  might,  be  blest; 

I  want  no  paradise,  but  rest. 

'T  was  then,  I  tell  thee,  father!  then 

I  saw  her;  yes,  she  lived  again; 

.Vnd  shining  in  her  white  symar,^' 

As  throu(;li  yon  pale  grey  cloud  the  stai 

Which  now  I  gaze  on,  as  on  her. 

Who  look'd  and  looks  far  lovelier; 

Dimly  I  view  its  treral*ruig>park; 

To-morrow's  night  shall  be  more  dark , 

And  I,  before  its  rays  a])pear, 

Thai  lifeless  thing  the  living  fear. 

I  wander,  father  I  for  my  soul 

Is  Heeling  towards  the  hnal  goal. 

i  saw  her,  friar  I  and  I  rose 

Forgetful  of  our  former  woes; 

And  rnsliin^;  from  my  couch,  I  dart. 

And  clasp  her  lo  my  desperate  heart; 

I  clasp — Mkhat  is  it  that  1  clasp? 

>o  breathing  form  within  my  grasp. 

No  heart  that  beats  reply  to  mine. 

Yet,  Leila!  yet  the  form  is  thine! 

And  art  thou,  dearest,  chan^jed  so  much 

As  meet  my  eye,  yet  mock  my  touch! 

Ah!  were  thy  beauties  e'er  so  cold, 

I  care  not;  so  my  arms  enfold 

The  all  ilicv  ewer  wish'd  to  hold. 

■J 

Alas  '  around  a  shadow  prcst, 
They  shrink  upon  my  lonely  breast; 
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Tec  ftCiU  C  ii  thnv!  ia  silcaet  ttaads. 
And  beckons  witk  beMcchtay  hands! 
Witb  braided  hair,  awl  hright-black 
I  kaev  'c  vas  ftilar    the  could  oot  die! 
Boc  he  is  dead!  within  the  dell 
I  saw  him  buried  whefe  he  fell; 
He  comes  not,  for  he  caonot  break 
From  earth ;  vhy  then  art  thou  awake? 
They  told  me  wild  waves  rolTd  abore 
The  face  I  Tiew,  the  form  I  love; 
They  told  me — ^*t  was  a  hideous  ule ! 
I  'd  tell  it,  but  my  tongue  wonld  fail : 
If  true,  and  from  thine  oeean-cave 
Thon  comcst  lo  daim  a  calmer  grare, 
Oh !  pass  thy  dewy  fiof  ers  o>r 
This  brow  that  then  will  bum  no  more ; 
Or  place  them  on  my  hopeless  heart : 
Bat,  shape  or  shade  '.  wbale'er  thou  art. 
In  mercy  ne'er  again  depart ! 
Or  farther  with  thee  bear  my  soul, 
Than  winds  can  waft  or  waters  roU ! 


«  Such  is  my  name,  and  such  my  ule. 

Confessor !  to  thy  secret  ear 
I  breathe  the  sorrows  I  bewail. 

And  thank  thee  for  the  g eneroos  tear 
This  giasing  eye  could  never  shed. 
Then  lay  me  with  the  humblest  dead, 
And,  save  the  cross  above  my  head. 
Be  neither  name  nor  emblem  spread, 
By  prying  stranger  lo  be  read, 
(V  Slay  the  passing  pilgrim's  trend. » 
He  pass'd — nor  of  his  name  and  race 
Hath  left  a  token  or  a  trace. 
Save  what  the  father  must  not  say 
Who  shrived  him  00  his  dying  day: 
This  broken  tale  was  all  we  knew 
Of  her  he  loved,  or  him  he  slew.43 


NOTES. 


Note  I.  Page  iSs,  line  3. 

>  «Wck.  sl«atM  o'w  tto  clUT. 
A  tomb  above  the  rocks  on  the  promontory,  by  some 
wpposed  the  sepulchre  of  Themistocles. 

Note  a.  Page  i3a,  lioe  13. 
fehsM  of  Ik*  aiflitiBBal*. 
The  atuchment  of  the  nigbtiagale  to  the  rose  is  a 
wf  U-knowa  Frrsian  faUe.    If  I  mistake  not,  the  «  Bul- 
bol  of  a  thousand  tales  »  is  one  of  his  appellations. 

Note  3.  Page  i32,  line  40. 

Tin  thB  fay  aarlMr'a  galiar. 

The  gailar  is  the  constant  amuMment  of  the  Greek 

uilor  by  night :  with  a  steady  fair  wind,  and  during  a 

calm,  it  is  accompanied  always  by  the  voice,  and  often 

Note  4.  Pa^e  i33,  line  40. 


•  A7.  k«i  10  die  sad  fo  w*  kaow  sot  wImt*. 
To  Its  la  floM  alMtracUaa.* 

r/ir  Mmmmv,  AM  in.  tlo.  8c  t. 


Note  S.  Page  i33,  line  4s. 
Tho  Im,  l«4  kok  by  a«ib  Nvaal'd. 
I  imst  that  few  of  my  readers  have  ever  had  an  op- 
portunity of  witnessing  what  is  here  attempted  in  de- 
scription, but  those  who  have  will  probably  rruin  a 
painful  rrmembrance  of  that  singular  beauiy  which 
pervades,  with  few  esceplioos,  the  features  of  the  dead, 
a  few  hours,  and  but  for  a  few  hours,  after  «  the  spirit 
is  not  there. ■  It  b  to  be  remariied  in  oases  of  violent 
death  by  gun<«hot  wound«,  theexprrssioo  is  always  that 
of  languor,  whatever  the  natural  enerj^  of  the  suffer- 
er's character ;  but  in  death  from  a  stab  the  counte- 
nance  preserves  its  trails  of  feeling  or  ferocity,  and  t^ 
mind  iu  bias  to  the  last. 

Note  6.  page  i33,  line  no. 
ftlavm— aay.  the  boadtava  of  a  tlave. 
Athens  is  the  property  of  the  Kislar  Aga  (the  slave  of 
the  »eraglio  and  guardian  of  the  women),  who  appoints 
the  Waywode.  A  paodar  and  eunuch — lliese  are  not 
polite,  yet  true  appellations— ^now5fovenis  the  g<wtmor 
of  Athens ! 

Noie  7.  Page  i34,  line  a3. 
T  Is  calMor  Ikaa  iby  baart.  T<Ma|[  Giaoar. 

Infidel. 

Note  8.  Page  i34,  line  58. 

la  arbo««  of  iba  hr  topbaika. 
■  Tophaike,*  muaket. — The  Bairam  is  announced  by 
the  cannon  at  snoset;  the  illumination  of  the  mosques, 
and  the  firing  of  all  kinds  of  small  arms,  loaded  with 
kuUf  proclaim  it  during  the  night. 

Note  9.  Pago  i34,  line  84. 

Swift  a*  ibr  barl*d  oa  bigb  jern-*^. 
Jerreed,  or  Djerrid,  a  blunted  Turkish  javelin,  which 
is  darted  from  hor«eback  with  great  force  and  precision. 
it  i%  a  favourite  rxrrcUe  of  the  &lussulmau«;  but  I  know 
not  if  it  can  be  called  a  manly  one,  since  the  most  ex- 
pert  in  the  art  are  the  black  eunuchs  of  Cooftantinople 
— I  think,  next  to  the<>e,  a  Mamlouk  at  Smyrna  was  the 
most  skilful  that  came  within  my  observation. 

Note  10.  Page  i3f,  line  11 5. 
Ha  oaaM.  b«  weal.  Ilka  tbe  SIbomi. 

The  blast  of  the  desert,  ^tal  to  every  thing  living,  and 
often  alluded  to  in  ea»tem  poetry. 

Note  If.  Page  i35,  line  47. 

To  UaH  tba  ■acrod  •  braad  aad  salt.  • 

To  partake  of  food,  to  break  bread  and  <»lt  with  your 
host,  insures  the  safety  of  the  guest;  even  though  an 
enemy,  his  person  from  that  moment  is  sacred. 

Note  I  a.  Page  i35,  line  55. 
Siaoe  bit  tarbaa  was  daft  by  iba  iaidal'*  asbra. 
I  need  hardly  observe  that  Charity  and  Hospitality  are 
the  first  duties  enjoined  by  Mahomet;  and,  lo  say  truth, 
very  generHlly  practised  by  his  disciples.  The  first 
praise  thst  can  be  bestowed  on  a  chief  is  a  panegyric 
on  his  bounty;  the  next  on  his  valour. 

Note  1 3.  Page  i35,  line  59. 

Aad  silvei^bMtbMl  aiaebaa. 

The  ataghan,  a  long  dagger  worn  with  pistols  in  the 
belt,  in  a  metal  scabbard,  goDerally  of  silver;  and, 
among  the  wealthier,  gilt,  or  of  goU. 
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Note  i4-  Page  1 35,  line  6i. 
An  iMiiir  liy  hit  (;arl>  of  f^rri'u. 

Green  is  the  privilcjjed  colour  of  the  Prophet's  nu- 
merous pretended  descendants;  viih  them,  as  here, 
faith  (ihe  f.imily  inheritance)  is  supposed  to  supersede 
the  neces«;itv  of  {^ood  works:  they  are  the  worst  of  a 
very  indifferent  lirood. 

Note  iTj.   Page  i?»r>,  Hue  62. 

«  flo!  who  an  ihou  f— lhi»  low  »al.iai,"  fir. 

Salam  aleikoiim!  aleikoum  salam!  peace  be  with 
you;  he  with  you  peace — the  sahitation  r(Ncr\cd  ftir 
the  fait]iful: — to  a  Chri-^tian,  «  l]rlarula,»>  a  j]ood  jonr- 
ifey;  or  sabau  hiresem,  sal»an  scrula;  ^;ood  incirn,  j;ood 
even;  and  somelinies,  «  may  your  end  be  lia[)py;>  ar<> 
the  usual  sit lutes. 

Note  i().  Page  135,  line  f)3. 
The  in«««-<nu«'n  of ••riitfrn  spring. 
The  hlue-wini;<d  butler  (ly  of  Kashiucer,  the  most  rare 
and  beautiful  of  the  speciri. 

Note  17.   Pa{',e  1  3(3,  line  i5. 

Or  liTo  liUf  »  nr|iiou  (jirt  liv  Hr«'. 

Alluding  to  the  dubious  snic  i.lc  «.f  ihc  scorpion,  so 
placed  for  exp«rinicot  by  I'.ciill'-  pbilosopli'  i-».  Some 
maintain  thu  the  p.>siiion  of  the  viim;,  wUrii  tin  uctl 
towanls  ihc  head,  is  nirr<  ly  a  coiivuUivc  iiionciikmii  :  but 
others  ha\«-  acHiallv  bron|'lii  in  the  \riili(t,  ••  Fi  lo  «lr 
se.»  The  scorpions  arc  sim  ly  iiitcrt  stc  d  111  a  <;ik(  ily 
decision  of  the  question  ,  a>.,  if  on<  »•  f;iiily  rstablishcd 
as  insect  Catoi,  they  will  probably  lie  ;illoN\ed  lo  li\e  .is 
long  as  they  think  prop«r,  without  bring  inartyrtd  for 
the  sake  of  an  hypothesis. 

Note  18.   Page  1  3f>,  line  3o. 
When  Khama/airK  hut  mm  ^^as  set. 
The  cannon  at  sunset  close  the  Uhamazan.  See  note  R. 

Note  H).  Page  i3<»,  liiic  49- 
Ily  |>ali-  Phinjari»  ir.  iiiblin;;  lii.hi. 
Phingari,  the  moon. 

Note  '•n.   Pagf  i3f>.  line  <io. 
|lri;.)ii  a*  ill'-  j<-<\«-l  of  dirtiiiv"  hill. 
The  eelclualed  fabulous  ruby  of  Sultan  r.i.imsrhid. 
the  embellisher  of  Isnkluir;  from  its  «;i)l<iidonr,  nmu  d  • 
Schel)gcr;ig,    "the  torch  of   ni;;lit;»>   :iKo    »<  tbc  ciii)  of 
the  sun,n  etc.  —  In  the  first  cililioii^  «  (.i.iiii»<  jiid  >.   v.is 
written  as  a  word  of  three  sylltbb's,  so  DliiilMlot  \\:i-> 
it;  liul  I  am  told  Uicbardsoii  rnUucs  it  to  a  di^syll.iblc, 
and  writes   «  .lamshid.n     1  ha\e  left  in  the  text  the  or- 
thography  of   the  one  with  the   piouuiu  iatioii  of  the 
other. 

Note  21.   Page  i3(».  line  U\. 

Th«ii.;li  on  Al-*»ir:u'«  nnh  I  sKkhI. 

Al-Siral,  the  britlge,  of  brea.llb  less  tli.in  (lie  thre  id 
of  a  famished  spider,  over  wbieli  the  Miissiilni.iiis  must 
tArife  into  paradi-e,  to  vb!(  Ii  ir  is  the  only  entrance; 
but  this  is  not  the  vkmnI,  the  river  beneath  being  bell 
itself,  into  which,  as  ni.iy  be  expected,  ibe  unskilful 
and  ten<ler  of  foot  contrive  to  tiiinble  A»i(li  a  <>  f.i<ilis  ' 
(bscensus  Avcriii."  not  \f  ry  |'le.ising  in  prompt  et  to  jlie 
next  passciiger.  There  is  a  sbort'-r  cut  (lowiiw.ii «i->  foi 
the  Jews  and  Christians. 

Note  -.1?.   Page  1  Ui,  line  bp. 

Ami  Uri-\t  ihai  i^jrlioii  of  hi.  int. I. 

.\  vulgar  dior:    the  Koran  allots  .it  lea^t  a  tbiid  of 


par.uiise  to  well-behaved  women;  butbyfar  the  {;rc  it.  r 
number  of  Mussulmans  interpret  the  text  tlu-ir  own 
way,  and  exclude  their  moietie«»  from  hea>en.  lUiiij^ 
enemiis  to  Platonics,  they  cannot  discern  «  any  liiur-,* 
of  things »  in  the  souls  of  the  other  sex,  cooceivm^; 
them  to  be  super-sedeil  by  the  Ilouris. 

Note  ?.3.   Page  130,  iinc  "^'k 

The  yoiiii,^  |.onii';',ranat<''»  lihosditii  sir'-w. 

All  oriental  simile,  -which  may,  perhaps,  thrui;'li 
fairly  stolen,  be  deemed  «'  plu«.  Ar.ibc  quVn  Arahic.i 

Note  z].  Page  1  3(),  line  77. 

Ilcr  h.iir  in  h>ni-iiitliin<<  How. 

IIVK  inthine,  in  .Vrabic  "^unbul;»  as  eominon  a 
tlion  ;lii  in  the  tasicrn  poets  as  it  ^as  among  the 
fiveeks. 

No!e  7'>.  Page  1 3'),  line  87. 
The  hmliiNl  l>iril  ot  Fruii;,ur*tan. 
««  Franguestan,»  (^irea>sia. 

Note  •.•().   Page  137,  line  lU. 

1  KJMiiill.ili  '  u<>\\  th'-  I'lril  '»  ]i.i«.t,-  I  ir. 

Ilisniiltili — «  III  tiie  name  of  Cod  ;»  the  cr»nim<'m'e- 
ineiit  of  .ill  llie  eliapters  of  tlie  Koran  but  one,  aud  >>( 
prayer  and  tlidnk>giviiig. 

Note  3.7.   Page  i3-,  line  5i. 

Th.n  iiii  I'll  hi*  >«TN  I  «  .in)  »  iih  ir«'. 

A  plii"nonienon  noi  nneoinmrin  with  aii  angry  Mu--n!- 
MKin.  Ill  i''"o(j,  the  (^.ipilaii  P.icli.rs  vlii-kers  .it  .»  ili(>  < 
III. I  tie  ;ui(lieiiee  were  not  less  lively  with  iinlign  1  lion  lb  in 
.1  tiger-eatN,  to  the  liormr  of  .ill  the  dr.i(;onniis  .-  ili.' 
porleiiloiis  iiiiist.tcliios  twisted  llii-y  -njod  crer-t  of  iii»ir 
ov\  11  ;i((ord.  .11  id  were  expected  every  moment  to  >  biint.e 
their  colour,  but  at  l.isi  «  ondeseeiulcd  lo  viibsiilc.  vlii.  ii 
probably  s.ived  more  be. ids  than  tlnv  contained  hair^. 

N<»le  -^S.   Page  1^7,  liiieCn. 
.Niir  r;ii««'il  ill'' I'liiTcu  ( rv ,  Viiitiuu  ' 
«Amaun.»  qii.irter,  pard<m. 

Not(^    •!).    P.ige  137,  line  70. 

I  know  hiin  l>v  ih-- <•»  il  »■»»•. 

The  •<evil  eve.»  a  comnion  superstiiion  in  the  Levant, 
and  of  wliieb  the  iii):ij;in.<rv  effec  Is  .ire  yet  very  sui^'ul  »r 
on  those  who  coiiiciv*-  themselves  affected. 

Note  3(».   Page  1^7,  line  124.  ' 

A  fra;;ni<  iii  of  hin  |>nl.iui|>ur('.  | 

The  tlowercd  shawls  generally  worn  by  persons  of 

rank.  i 

I 

Note  3i.   Page  ?38,  line  5i. 

Hist  ral|>ni  rt-iit  —  hiii  I'^iliun  rvA. 

The  <<  Calp.ic  »  is  ibe  solid  caj)  »»r  centre  part  of  ibr 
he  id-diis", ;  the  shawl  is  wound  round  it.aurl  fornix  tb'* 
turban. 

Note  3?.    Pa(;e  i3H,  line  57. 

\  turl-<iii  raofsl  m  i<t,iT-f>t  <l(iU<'.  , 

The    liirb.in,    pillar,    .ind    iiis<  ri|>live  ver^e.    dieorilf    I 
ibe  lonilis  of  the  ()smanli«-s,  wbellin   in  the  e«  mtt«  r\    ^ 
or   iIm-   vmMci  iiess.      In    llie  in*)(iiil.iiiis   \oii    frcijiientiy 
piss   sinul.ir  nunienlos;  and,  on   iiKinnv.  yon    iie  ui- 
foi  nil  d  lii.ll  llifV  reeoiil  some  vii  tun  id'  rebt  lli«»ll.  pliiU 
li'-r,  or  ri'veiijje. 

Note  33.    Page  I'iS.  line  TiS. 

Al  s<i|.  iiMi  V'  iiml  of  -  Ml.i  llu  !• 

x.Ml.i  llu!"    the  eon<  biding  words  of  the   .Mne77in  s 
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caU  to  pvaycr  from  the  higtictt  gallery  00  the  exterior 
{  of  the  Miiuret.  On  a  still  eyeniag,  vhen  the  Muenin 
I  has  a  fine  votee,  which  it  frequently  the  case,  the  effect 
1  i«  •olema  and  heantihil  heyond  all  the  hells  in  Qiria- 

I  teiuJom. 

I 

I  Note  34.  Page  1 38,  line  77. 

I  n«7  ammt    tk»lr  karcfcM*  gr*m  iWy  «•▼•. 

The  following  is  part  of  a  hattle-«ong  of  th«  Turks  : 
.  — «  I  see — I  tee  a  dark-eyed  girl  of  Paradise,  and  she 
I  waves  a  handkerchief,  a  kerchief  of  green ;  and  cries 
.  aloud.  Gome,  kiss  me,  for  I  love  thee,»  etc. 

Note  35.  ftge  1 38,  line  83. 
■••Mill  avcaf  tBf  Soakir't  (cytb*. 
Monkir  and  Nekir  are  the  inquisilocs  of  the  dead, 
Wfore  whom  the  corpse  undergoes  a  slight  noviciate 
aod  preparatory  training  for  damnaiioo.     If  the  an- 
.  ««4>rs  are  none  of  the  clearest,  he  b  hauled  up  with  a 
smbe  and  thumped  down  with  a  red-hot  mace  till  pro- 
'  pcrly  seasoned,  with  a  variety  of  subsidiary  probaiioos. 
Tbe  office  of  tliese  angels  is  no  sinecure ,-  there  are  but 
two,  and  the  number  of  orthodox  decea«ed  being  in  a 
I  uoail  proportion  to  the  remainder,  their  hands  are  al- 
ways fdlL 

'  Role  36.  Page  i38,  line  S4. 

To  «aad«r  revad  Imi  El>lb'  tkraa*. 
Ehlis,  the  Oriental  Prince  of  Darkness. 

I  Note  37.  Page  i38,  line  89. 

Bat  f  ro,  oa  sank  u  vaapir*  Mat. 
I      The  Tampire  superstition  is  still  general  in  the  Le- 
(  vane     Honest  Toumefort  tells  a  long  story,  which  Mr 
Souihey,  in  tbe  notes  on  Thalaba,  quotes  about  the%c 
!  ■  Vrottcolochas,*  as  he  calls  them.     The  Romaic  term 
'  is  «  Yardoolacha.a     I  recollect  a  whole  family  being 
,  terrified  by  the  scream  of  a  child,  which  they  imagined 
•  must  proceed  from  such  a  visitation.  The  (ireeks  ne^er 
,  jDroiion  tbe  word  without  horrcr.     1  find  that  <•  Hruu- 
culokas*  is  an  old  legitimate  Hellenic  appellation — at 
Urast  is  so  applied  to  Arsenius,  who,  according  to  the 
Greeks,  was  after  his  death  animated  by  the  Devil.  Tlie 
I  modems^  however,  uae  the  word  I  mention. 

Note  38.  Page  i38,  line  11 5. 
W«t  with  tUaa  owB  b«M  Mooi  ikali  drip. 

The  freshness  of  the  face,  and  the  wetness  of  the  lip 
with  blood,  are  the  never-failing  signs  of  a  Vampire. 
Th^  stories  told  in  Hungary  and  Greece  of  the«e  foul 
ferders  are  singular,  and  some  of  them  most  incredibly 
aae«ted. 

Note  39.  Page  140,  line  36. 
ItUatiflkadaMrt-bird. 

The  pelican  is,  I  believe,  the  bird  w  libelled,  by  the 
imputation  of  feeding  her  chickens  with  her  blood. 

Note  4o«  P*g«  >4*«  ^i**'  ^- 
Aaap  ia  whoM  darkly  bodiaf  aar. 

This  saperstitioo  of  a  second-heanng  (for  I  never  met 
with  downright  second^ight  in  the  Ea&i)  fell  oner  undrr 
ray  own  observation. — On  my  third  journey  to  Gipe 
Coloniu  early  in  1811,  as  we  passed  through  tlte  drhle 
that  leads  from  the  hamlet  between  Keratia  andColonna, 
1  observed  Dervish  Tahiri  riding  rather  out  of  the  path, 
aud  leaning  his  head  upon  his  hand  as  if  in  pain.  I  rode 
up  and  inquired.  «We  are  in  peril,*  he  answered. 
«  What  peril  ?  we  are  not  now  in  Albania,  nor  in  the 


passes  to  Ephesus,  Messalunghi,  or  Lepanto ;  there  are 
plenty  of  us,  well  armed,  and  the  Choriates  have  not 
courage  to  be  thieves. »^a  True,  Affendi;  but  never- 
thelc»iS  the  sliot  is  ringing  in  my  ears.*— « The  shot!— 
not  a  topluiike  has  been  fired  this  morning.* — «  I  hear 
it  notwithstanding — Bom — Bom — as  plainly  as  I  hear 
your  voice.* — Mpsha.H — aAa  you  please,  Affendi ;  if  it  is 
written,  so  will  it  be.» — I  left  ibis  quick-eared  predrsti- 
narian,  and  rode  up  to  Basili,  his  Clirisiian  compatriot, 
whose  ears,  though  not  at  all  prophetic,  by  no  means 
relished  the  intelligence.  Wc  all  arrived  at  Golontia, 
remained  some  hours,  and  returned  leisurely,  saying  a 
variety  of  brilliant  thing%,  in  more  languages  tluin  spoiled 
the  building  of  Babel,  upon  the  mi^takru  seer ;  lloinair, 
Amaout,Turkikh,  lulian.and  English  were  all  exercised, 
in  varioiu  conceits  upon  the  unfortunate  MuMulman. 
While  we  were  contemplating  the  beautiful  pro«pcct. 
Dervish  was  occupied  about  tlte  columns.  I  thought 
lie  was  deranged  into  an  antiquarian,  and  asked  him  if 
he  had  become  a  «  Fnlaocastro  »  man:  «  No,»  said  he, 
«  but  thcv  pillars  will  be  iL<«ful  in  making  a  stand;* 
and  added  other  remarks,  which  at  least  evinced  his  own 
tN>lief  in  his  troublesome  faculty  of  fart-hearing.  On 
our  return  to  Athens,  we  heard  from  Leoo^  (a  prisoner 
set  ashore  some  days  after)  of  the  intended  attack  of  the 
Mainotes,  mentioned,  with  the  cause  of  its  not  taking 
place,  m  tlie  notes  to  Qiilde  Harold,  Canto  ad.  1  was 
at  some  pains  to  question  the  man,  and  he  described  the 
dresses,  arm«,  and  marks  of  the  horsea  of  our  party  so 
arcurately,  that,  with  other  circumstances,  we  could  not 
doubt  of  hit  having  been  in  «  villanous  company,*  and 
ounteUes  in  a  bad  nri(;libourhood.  Dervidi  became  a 
ftoothsayer  for  life,  and  I  dare  say  is  now  heariiiu  more 
musketry  than  ever  will  be  fired,  to  the  great  refresh- 
ment of  the  Amaouls  of  Beral,  and  his  native  moun- 
tains.— I  shall  mention  one  trait  more  of  this  »ingubr 
race.  In  Man-h  18 11,  a  remarkably  stout  and  active 
Arnaout  came  (I  believe  the  Solh  on  the  «ame  errand) 
to  offer  himself  as  an  attendant,  which  was  declined  : 
••Well,  Affendi,*  quoth  he,  ■  may  you  live ! — you  would 
have  found  me  useful,  I  nhall  leave  the  town  for  the 
hills  to-morrow;  in  the  winter  I  return,  perhaps  you 
will  then  receive  me.* — Dervish,  who  was  present, 
remarked,  as  a  thing  of  course,  and  of  no  consequence, 
« in  the  mean  time  he  will  join  the  Klephtes,n  (robbers), 
which  was  true  to  tlie  letter.— If  not  cut  off,  they  come 
down  in  the  winter,  and  pass  it  unmolested  in  some 
town,  « here  they  are  often  as  well  known  as  thvir 
eiploits. 

Note  4f .  Page  141,  line  36. 
Lrfwks  Bot  to  priMlkood  for  r»ltef. 

Tlie  monk's  sermon  is  omitted.  It  seems  to  have  had 
so  little  effect  upon  the  patient,  tliat  it  could  have  no 
liope^  from  tlie  reader.  It  maybe  sufficient  to  «.iy,  lliat 
it  W.1S  of  a  customary  length  (as  may  be  percei\ed  from 
the  interruptions  and  uneasiness  of  the  penileut^,  and 
was  delivered  in  tlie  nasal  tone  of  all  orthodox  preachers. 

Note  43*  P*6«  i42t  ^^^*  *<>'■ 
Aad  tkialaf  ia  kar  «kii«  syaar. 

«  Sy  mar*— Shroud. 

Note  43.  Page  i43,  line  3;. 
The  circumstance  to  which  the  above  »tory  relate*  | 
was  not  very  uncommon  in  Turkey.   A  few  years  ago  the 
wife  of  Muchtar  Pacha  complained  to  his  father  of  his 
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sou's  supposed  infidelity ;  he  asked  with  whom,  and  slio 
imd  the  barbarity  to  give  in  a  list  of  the  twelve  hand- 
somest '«*omen  in  Ynnina.  They  were  seized,  fosteneil 
up  in  sacks,  and  drowned  in  the  lake  the  same  ni  jht  I 
One  of  the  guards  who  was  present  informed  me,  that 
not  one  of  the  victims  uttered  a  cry,  or  showed  a  symp- 
tom of  terror  at  so  sudden  a  «<  wrench  from  all  we 
know,  from  all  we  love.>»  The  fate  of  Phrosine,  the  fair- 
est of  this  sacrifice,  is  the  subject  of  many  a  Romaic 
and  Arnaout  ditty.  The  story  in  the  text  is  one  told  of 
a  young  Venetian  many  years  ago,  and  uow  nearly  for- 
gotten. I  heard  it  by  accident  recited  by  one  of  the 
coffee-house  story-tellers  who  abound  in  the  Levant, 
and  sing  or  recite  their  narratives.  The  additions  and 
interpolations  by  the  translator  will  be  easily  distin- 
guished from  the  rest  by  the  want  of  Eastern  imagery; 


and  I  regret  that  my  memory  has  retained  so  fe-w  fr;ifr 
ments  of  the  original. 

For  the  contents  of  some  of  the  notes  I  am  iiKir-l'tt-t 
partly  to  D'llerbelot,  and  partly  to  that  most  easir-rii 
and,  as  Mr  Weber  justly  entitles  it,  «. sublime  iale,»»  tlif 
u  Ciiliph  Vaihek.w  I  do  not  know  from  what  soiirr»- 
the  author  of  that  singular  volume  may  have  dra-n  u  In-. 
materials;  some  of  his  incidents  are  to  be  found  in  ih< 
u Bi)||iothique  Orlentalc;»  but  for  correciucss  of  cos- 
tume, beauty  of  de<icription,  and  power  cf  imagiiiaiioii, 
it  far  surpasses  all  European  imitations;  and  bears  viu  ii 
marks  of  originality,  that  those  who  ha\e  visit r*l  ilir 
East  will  find  some  difficulty  in  believing  it  to  he  nion^ 
than  a  translation.  As  an  Eastern  tale,  even  RasM-las 
must  bow  before  it;  his  «  Happy  Valley »  will  not  bear 
a  comparison  with  the  u  Hall  of  Eblis.n 
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Ilail  we  neTcr  lovrd  to  kindly, 
Had  me  nerer  luv<xl  »o  bliudly, 
Iferpr  met  or  n««T«'r  parliHl, 
Wv  had  ne'er  1>C(>d  broken-hearted. 

BURNS. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  LORD  HOLLAND, 

WITH   EVERT    SENTIMEMT   OF    REGARD    AND   RESPECT,    BT    HIS   GRATEFULLY   OBLIGED 

AND   SIISCERB   FRIEND, 

BYRON. 


CAIN  TO  I. 


I. 

Know  ye  the  land  where  the  cypress  and  myrtle 

Are  emblems  of  deeds  that  are  done  in  their  clime? 
Where  the  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  love  of  the  turtle, 

Now  melt  into  sorrow,  now  madden  to  crime? 
Know  ye  the  land  of  the  cedar  and  vine, 
WluTc  the  tlowers  ever  blossom,  the  beams  e\er  shine, 
Where  the  light  wings  of  Zephyr,  oppress'd  with  perfume, 
Wax  faint  oer  the  gardens  of  Giil «  in  her  bloom; 
Where  the  citron  aiul  olive  are  fairest  of  fruit, 
Aim!  the  voice  of  the  nightingale  never  is  mute; 
Where  the  tints  of  the  earth,  and  the  hues  of  the  sky, 
III  colour  though  varied,  in  beauty  in.ty  vie. 
Ami  tin*  purple  of  nr«'an  i>  d«vpr>t  in  dye; 
Wild,'  ilie  virgius  are  soft  as  the  rosrs  they  twine, 
.\ii(l  ail,  s.i>c  tiie  spirit  of  man,  is  divine? 
I  In  ilu'  (lime  of  (he  East;   I  is  thf  land  (»f  the  sun — 
(^aii  Uc  smile  on  sitch  der<is  as  his  children  have  done?* 
Oil  I   wild  as  the  acciMils  of  lovers'  farrwell 
Arc  the  hearts  which  tlipy  brar,  anri  the  tales  which  they 
tell. 


H. 

Begirt  with  many  a  gallant  slave, 
Apparelld  as  becomes  the  brave. 
Awaiting  each  his  lord's  behest 
To  guide  his  steps,  or  guard  his  rest, 
Old  Giaflirsat  in  his  Divan: 

Deep  thonght  was  in  his  aged  eye; 
And  though  the  face  of  Mu>sulittan 

Not  oft  betrays  to  standtMs  by 
Tlu«  mind  Miiliin,  wt-ll  .skilld  to  hide 
All  but  unconquerable  pride, 
His  pensi\«-  clirrk  and  pondering  brow 
DitI  mere  than  he  wa«.  wont  avow. 

HI. 

«  Let  the  chamber  be  rleard.» — The  train  disappe.ir d 

M  Now  call  me  the  chief  of  the  Haram  guard. >• 
With  (iiaFlir  is  none  but  his  only  son, 

And  till-  Nubian  awaiting  the  sire's  award. 

«llaroun — when  all  the  crowd  that  wait 

Are  passd  beyond  the  rmier  gate, 

(W<je  (o  the  head  whose  eye  beheld 

My  ehild  Zuleika's  face  unveild*) 

Hence,  lea<l  niy  daughter  from  her  lower. 

Her  fate  is  fix'd  this  very  hour. 
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Yei  not  to  her  npcst  my  thouclit; 
Bf  me  alone  be  duty  taught!* 


■  Pacha !  to  hear  is  to  obey.* 
No  more  must  tlave  to  despot 
Then  to  the  tower  had  ta'en  his  way, 
B«t  here  yoimg  Selim  sUeoce  brake, 

First  lowly  renderiof  rerereoce  meet ; 
And  downcast  look'd,  and  gently  spake. 

Still  sunding  at  the  Pacha's  feet :  -« 

For  son  of  Moslem  must  expire. 
Ere  dare  to  sit  before  his  sire. 

•  Father!  for  fiear  that  ihon  slMMildit  chide 
Xy  si»ter,  or  her  sable  guide, 

Koow — for  the  fault,  if  fault  there  be. 
Was  mine,  then  f^ll  thy  frowns  on  me — 
So  lovelily  the  morning  shone, 

That — let  the  old  and  weary  sleep — 
I  eoold  not;  and  to  view  alone 

The  fairest  scenes  of  land  and  deep. 
With  none  to  listen  and  reply 
To  thou^ts  with  which  my  heart  beat  high 
Were  irksome — for  whatever  my  mood, 
In  sooth  1  love  not  solitude ; 
1  on  Znleika's  slumber  broke, 

And,  as  thou  knowest  that  for  me 

Soon  turns  the  Haram's  grating  key. 
Before  the  guardian  slaves  awoke 
We  to  the  cypress  proves  had  flown. 
And  made  eardi,  main,  and  heaven  oar  own  1 
There  lioger'd  we,  beguiled  too  long 
With  Mejnoaa's  tale,  or  Sadi's  song:' 
Till  I,  who  heard  the  deep  tamboar4 
Beat  thy  Divan's  approaching  hoar, 
To  thee  and  to  my  duty  true, 
Wam'd  by  the  sound,  to  greet  thee  flew  : 
Bat  there  Zaietka  wanders  yeir-> 
Kay,  father,  rage  not — nor  forget 
That  none  can  pierce  that  secret  bower 
Bat  chose  who  watch  the  women's  lower.* 

IV. 

•  Son  of  a  slave!*— the  Pacha  said— 
«  Froa  nnbelieving  mother  bred, 
Yain  were  a  father's  hope  to  see 
An^t  that  beseems  a  man  in  thee. 

Thon,  when  thine  arm  sbonld  bend  the  bow, 
And  horl  the  dart,  and  curb  the  steed, 
Tbon,  Greek  in  soul  if  not  in  creed. 
Most  pore  where  babbling  waters  flow, 
And  watch  onfoldii^  roses  blow. 
Would  that  yon  orb,  whose  matin  glow 
Thy  listless  eyes  so  much  admire, 
Woold  lend  thee  something  of  hi»  fire ! 
Thou,  who  wouldst  see  this  battlement 
By  Christian  cannon  piecemeal  rent ; 
?iay,  tamely  view  old  Sumbofs  wall 
Before  the  dogs  of  H oscow  foil, 
Nor  strike  one  stroke  for  life  and  death 
Against  the  curs  of  Maiarelh  I 
Go — let  thy  leas  than  woman's  hand 
Assume  the  distaff— not  the  brand. 
Bat,  Uaroou ! — to  my  daughter  speed  : 
And  hark — of  thine  own  head  take  heed— 
If  thus  Zuleika  oft  takes  wing— 
Thou  see&t  yon  bow— it  hath  a  string  I* 


V. 
!fo  sound  from  SeUm's  lip  was  heard. 

At  least  that  met  old  Giaffir's  ear. 
Bat  every  frown  and  every  word 
Pierced  keener  than  a  Cbristbn  s  sword. 

«  Son  of  a  slave  ! — reproach'd  with  fear! 

Those  gibes  had  cost  another  dear. 
Son  of  a  slave! — and  who  my  sire !» 

Thas  held  his  thoughts  their  dark  career, 
And  glances  even  of  more  than  ire 

Flash  forth,  then  faintly  disappear. 
Old  Giaffir  gaxcd  upon  his  son 

And  started;  for  within  his  eye 
He  read  how  much  bis  wrath  had  done; 
Be  saw  rebellion  there  begun : 

«  Gome  hitlier,  boy,— what,  no  reply  ? 
I  mark  thee,  and  I  know  thee  too ; 
But  there  he  deeds  thou  darest  not  do : 
But  if  thy  beard  had  manlier  length, 
And  if  thy  hand  had  skill  and  strength, 
I  'd  joy  to  see  thee  break  a  lanre. 
Albeit  against  my  own,  perchance.* 

As  sneeringly  these  accent*  fiell, 
On  Selim's  eye  he  fiercely  gased : 

That  eye  retnm'd  him  glance  for  gUnce, 
And  proudly  to  his  sire's  was  raised. 

Till  Giaffir's  quail'd  and  shraak  askance— 
And  why — he  felt,  but  durst  not  tell. 

«  Much  I  misdoubt  this  wayward  boy 
Will  one  day  work  me  more  annoy ; 
I  never  loved  him  from  his  birth. 
And — but  hi«  arm  is  little  worth. 
And  scarcely  in  the  chase  could  cope 
With  timid  fown  or  antelope. 
Far  less  would  venture  into  strife 
*     Where  man  contends  for  fame  and  life — 
I  would  not  trust  that  look  or  tone : 
No — nor  the  blood  so  near  my  own. 
That  blood — he  hath  not  heard— no  more^ 
I  'II  watch  him  closer  than  before. 
He  is  an  Arab*  to  my  sight. 
Or  Christian  crouching  in  the  fight — 
But  hark!— I  bear  Zuleika's  voice; 

Like  Houris'  hymn  it  meeu  mine  ear : 
Sh€  is  the  offspring  of  my  choice  ; 

O !  more  than  even  her  mother  dear, 

With  all  to  hope,  and  nought  to  fear — 
My  Peri !  ever  welcome  here ! 
Sweet,  as  the  desert-founuin  s  wave 
To  lips  just  cool'd  in  time  to  save — 

Such  to  my  longing  sight  art  thou ; 
Nor  can  they  waft  to  Mecca's  shrine 
More  thanks  for  life;  than  I  for  thine. 

Who  blest  thy  birth,  and  bless  thee  now.» 

VI. 

Fair,  as  the  first  that  fell  of  womankind. 
When  on  that  dread  yet  lovely  serpent  smiling, 

Whose  imagr  then  was  stamp'd  upon  her  mind- 
But  once  b<'guird — and  ever  more  beguiling ; 

Dazzling,  as  that,  oh !  too  tran!»ceodant  vision 
To  sorrow's  phantom-peopled  slumber  given, 

Wlipn  heart  mcrts  heart  again  in  dreams  Ely«an, 
And  painis  the  lost  on  earth  revived  in  heaven  ; 

Soft,  as  the  memory  of  buried  love  ; 

l*ure,  as  the  prayer  which  childhood  wafts  above . 
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Was  she — the  daughter  of  that  rude  old  chief, 
Who  met  the  maid  \iith  tears — but  not  of  grief. 

Who  hath  not  proved  how  feebly  words  essay 
To  fix  ooe  spark  of  beauty's  heavenly  niy? 
Who  doth  not  feel,  until  his  failing  sight 
Faints  into  dimurss  with  its  own  delight, 
Ili5  changing  check,  his  sinking  heart  confess 
The  might — the  majesty  of  loveliness? 
Such  was  Zuleika — such  around  her  shone 
The  nameless  charms  unmark'd  by  her  alone  ; 
The  light  of  love,  the  purity  of  grace, 
The  mind,  the  music  breathing  from  her  face,*' 
The  heart  whose  softness  harmonized  the  whole- 
And,  oh  !   that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soul ! 

Ilcr  graceful  arms  in  meekness  bending 
Across  her  gently-budding  breast; 

At  one  kind  word  those  arms  extending 
To  clasp  the  neck  of  him  who  bles!»'d 
His  child  caressing  and  caress'd, 
Zuleika  came — and  Giaflir  felt 
His  purpose  half  within  him  mell : 
Not  that  against  her  fancied  Me.il 
His  heart,  though  stern,  could  ever  feel : 
Affection  cliain'd  her  to  that  heart; 
Ambition  tore  the  linLs  apart. 

vn. 

M  Zuleika!  child  of  gentleness  ! 

How  dear  this  very  day  must  tell. 
When  I  forget  my  own  distress, 
In  losing  what  I  love  so  well, 
To  bid  thee  with  another  dwell : 
Another  I  aud  a  braver  man 
W^as  never  seen  in  battle's  van. 
We  Moslem  reck  not  much  of  blood ; 

Lut  yet  the  line  of  Carasmau? 
Unchanged,  unchangeable  hath  stood 
First  of  ilu»  bold  Timariot  bands 
That  wou  and  well  can  keep  their  landb. 
Fnough  that  he  who  comes  to  woo 
Is  kiusman  of  tlu;  Bey  Oglou: 
His  years  need  scarcf  u  thought  employ  — 
1  Mould  not  have  iliec  wed  a  boy. 
And  tiiQU  shall  have  a  noble  dower  : 
And  his  and  my  unued  power 
Will  laugh  to  scorn  the  death-flrman. 
Which  others  tremble  but  to  scan. 
And  teach  the  messenger*  what  fate 
The  bearer  of  such  boon  may  wait. 
Aud  now  thou  knowst  thy  father's.  will- 
All  that  thy  sex  hath  need  to  know: 
'T  was  mine  to  teach  obedience  still  — 
The  way  to  love  thy  lord  may  show.* 

VIII. 

In  silence  bow'd  the  virgin's  head  ; 

And  if  her  eye  \»as  filld  "with  tears 
That  ^tilled  firiiug  dare  not  slied, 
And  cliaiigr  (1  her  cluck  from  jKile  to  red, 

Anil  red  (o  pair,  as  through  her  rars 
Tiiose  viiigrd  Mords  like  arrovs  sped, 

What  could  such  be  but  maiden  fears  I 
So  briglii  iju:  tear  in  beauty's  eye, 
Love  half  irgrets  to  kiss  it  dry; 


So  s^eet  the  blush  of  bashfulness 

Even  pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less! 

Whate'er  it  was,  the  sire  forgot; 

Or,  if  remember'd,  mark'd  it  not: 

Thrice  clapp'd  his  hands,  and  eall'd  his  «ileed,9 

Resign'd  his  gem-adorn'd  Cliibouque,'® 
Aud  mounting  featly  for  the  mead, 

Willi  Maugrabee  •'  and  Mamaluke, 
His  way  amid  his  Delis  took,'* 
To  witness  many  an  active  deed 
With  sabre  keen,  or  blunt  jereed. 
The  Kislar  only  and  his  Moors 
Watch  well  the  Haram's  massy  doors. 

IX. 
His  head  was  leant  upon  his  hand. 

His  eve  look'd  o'er  the  dark  blue  water 
That  swiftly  gliiies  and  gently  swells 
Between  tlie  winding  Dardanelles  ; 
But  yet  he  saw  nor  sea  oor  strand, 
Nor  even  his  Pacha's  turban'd  baud 

Mix  in  the  game  of  mimic  slaughter. 
Careering  cleave  the  folded  fell  «^ 
With  si«bre  stroke  riglit  sharply  dralt ; 
Nor  mark'd  the  javrlin-darting  crowd, 
Nor  heard  their  Oliahs.  '<  wild  and  loud — 

He  thought  but  of  old  Giaftir's  daughter ! 

X. 

No  word  from  Selim's  bosom  broke  ; 
One  sigh  Zuh'ika's  thought  bespoke  : 
Still  gazed  be  tlirongh  the  lattice  grate, 
Pale,  mule,  and  monrnftilly  sedate. 
To  him  Znleika's  eye  was  turn'd, 
But  lillle  from  his  aspect  learn'd  : 
£<]nal  her  grief,  yd  not  the  s.ime ; 
Her  heart  confrss'd  a  gentler  ilame : 
But  vet  that  heart  alarni'd  or  weak, 
She  knev/  not  why,  forbade  to  speak. 
Yet  sj)eak  she  muit — but  when  essay? 
«  How  strange  he  thus  should  turn  away  ! 
Not  thus  NVr  e'er  b<for«:  have  met ; 
Not  thus  sliall  be  our  parting  yel.>> 
Thrice  paced  she  >l<»wly  tlirongh  the  room, 

And  watch  d  liis  ry( — it  still  was  hx'd; 

She  snatch'd  thi-  urn  wiierein  was  mix'd 
The  Persian  Atar-giil  s' ''  perfume. 
And  sprinkled  all  its  odours  o'er 
The  pictured  root  >^'  aiul  marbled  floor  : 
The  drops,  that  llirongli  his  glittering  vest 
The  playful  girls  appeal  aildress'd, 
Unheeded  o'er  his  Itosoni  fli-w, 
As  if  that  breast  were  marble  too. 
««  What,  sullen  yet  ?  it  must  not  be — 
Oh  !   geiith'  Seliin,  this  from  thee! »» 
She  saw  in  curious  order  set 

The  fairest  Movers  of  rastern  l.ind — 
«  lie  hived  them  onee  ;   may  t«»ueh  them  yet. 

If  offered  by  Znleika'«i  hand.n 
The  ehiUlish  thought  was  hardly  breathed 
B«  fore  the  rt>>e  was  pinek'd  and  wreathe<l  : 
The  next  fi>iid  monieiil  saw  her  seal 
Her  fairy  ftirin  at  Selinis  feet  : 
«  Thi-%  rose,  to  calm  iny  brotlier's  cares, 
A  nil  xs.ige  from  the  Rulbnl  '7  bears; 
It  s.iys  lo-niglit  he  will  prolong 
For  Selims  ear  his  sweetest  song  ; 
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And  tlMMi^h  hk  note  U  tooirvluit  nd, 
He  *U  try  for  once  •  straia  more  {lad, 
With  MMD9  Cunt  hope  his  alter  d  lay 
May  aag  these  ftoomy  thouehu  away. 

XI. 
«  What!  not  receive  my  foolith  flover? 

Hay  then  I  am  indeed  unblest: 
On  me  can  thai  thy  forehead  lower  ! 

And  know'st  thou  not  who  loves  ihee  best) 
Ofa^  Sehm  dear!  oh,  more  than  dearest! 
Say,  is  it  me  thou  bai'tt  or  fearest  7 
Come,  lay  thy  head  upon  my  breast. 
And  I  will  kitt  thee  into  rest. 
Since  words  of  mine,  and  songs  must  fail 
Even  from  my  fabled  nightingale. 
1  knew  cmr  sire  at  times  was  stem, 
Bal  this  from  thee  had  yet  to  learn: 
Too  well  I  know  he  loves  thee  not ; 
But  is  Zoleika's  love  forgot? 
Ah  !  deem  I  right?  tlie  Pacha's  plan— 
This  kinsman  Bey  of  Carasman 
Pnhaps  may  prove  some  foe  of  thine. 
If  so,  I  swear  by  Mecca's  shrine, 
If  shrines  that  ne'er  approach  allow 
To  woman's  step  admit  her  vow, 
Without  thy  free  consent,  command. 
The  Saltan  should  not  have  my  hand ! 
Think'si  ihoo  that  1  coukl  bear  to  part 
With  thee,  and  learn  to  halve  my  heart? 
Ah !  were  I  sever* d  from  thy  side, 
Where  were  thy  friend — and  who  my  guide  ? 
Tears  have  not  seen,  time  shall  not  see 
The  hoar  that  tears  my  soul  from  ihee : 
Even  Airael,'*  from  his  deadly  quiver 

When  flies  thai  shaft,  and  Hy  it  must. 
That  parts  all  else,  shall  doom  for  ever 

Oar  hearts  to  undivided  dust'.* 

XU.        9 
He  lived — he  breathed — he  moved— >he  fell ; 
He.rai<ied  the  maid  from  where  she  knelt : 
His  trance  was  gone — his  keen  eye  shone 
With  thoughts  that  long  in  darkness  dwelt ; 
With  thoughu  that  burn — ha  rays  that  melt. 
As  the  stream  late  conoeal'd 

By  ilie  fringe  of  its  willows. 
When  it  rushes  reveai'd 

In  the  light  of  its  billows ; 
As  the  bolt  bursts  on  high, 

From  the  black  cloud  that  bound  it,* 
Flash'd  the  soul  of  that  eye 

Through  the  long  lashes  round  it. 
A  war-hone  at  the  tmmpet*«  sound, 
A  lion  roased  by  heedless  hound, 
A  tyrant  waked  to  sudden  strife 
Hy  graxe  of  ill-directed  knife. 
Starts  not  to  more  convulsive  life 
Than  he,  who  heard  that  vow,  display'd. 
And  all,  before  repress'd,  betray'd : 
«  Vow  ihou  art  mine,  for  ever  mine. 
With  life  to  keep,  and  scarce  with  life  resign  : 
Now  thou  art  mine,  that  sacred  oath, 
Though  sworn  by  one,  hath  bound  us  both. 
Yes,  fondly,  wisely  ha^t  thou  done  ; 
That  vow  hath  saved  more  heads  than  one. 
Bat  blench  not  thou — thy  simplest  tress 
Claims  more  from  me  than  tenderness : 


I  woold  not  wrong  the  slenderest  hair 

That  clusters  round  thy  forehead  foir. 

For  all  the  treasures  buried  for 

Within  the  caves  of  Isukar.'f 

This  morning  clouds  upon  me  lower'd. 

Reproaches  on  my  head  were  shower'd. 

And  Ciaf6r  almost  call'd  me  coward ! 

Now  1  have  motive  to  he  brave. 

The  son  of  his  neglected  sbve~- 

Nay,  surt  not,  *t  was  the  term  he  gave— 

May  show,  though  little  apt  to  vaunt, 

A  heart  his  words  nor  deeds  can  daunt. 

Bii  son,  indeed ! — yet,  thanks  to  thee. 

Perchance  I  am,  at  least  titall  b«; 

But  let  our  plighted  secret  vow 

Be  only  known  to  us  as  now. 

I  know  the  wretch  who  dares  demand 

From  Giafiir  thy  reluctant  hand; 

More  ill-got  wealth,  a  meaner  soul. 

Holds  not  a  Hussrlim's**  control. 

Was  he  not  bred  in  Egripo  ?  ** 

A  viler  rare  let  Krael  show ! 

But  let  thai  pass— to  none  be  told 

Our  oath ;  the  rest  shall  time  unfold. 

To  me  and  mine  leave  Osman  Bey ; 

I  've  partisans  for  peril's  day: 

Think  not  I  am  what  I  appear; 

I  've  arms,  and  fnends,  and  vengeance  near.* 

xm. 

«  Think  not  thou  art  wlut  thou  appearest ! 

My  Selim,  thou  art  sadly  changed  : 
This  mom  I  saw  ihee  ^.entlest,  dearest; 

But  now  thou  'rt  from  thyself  estranged. 
My  love  thou  surely  knew'&t  before. 

It  ne'er  was  less,  nor  can  be  more. 
To  see  thee,  hear  thee,  near  thee  stay, 

And  hate  the  night  I  know  not  why. 
Save  that  we  meet  not  but  by  day: 

With  Ihee  to  live,  with  Ihee  lo  die, 

I  dare  not  to  my  hope  deny : 
Thy  cheek,  ihine  rye«,  thy  lips  lo  kiss. 
Like  this — and  ihb — no  more  than  this; 
For,  AlU !  sure  thy  lips  are  flame  r 

What  fever  in  thy  veins  is  flushing? 
My  own  ha%e  nearly  caught  the  same, 

At  least  I  feel  my  rheek  loo  blusliiog. 
To  soothe  thy  sirkness,  watch  thy  health, 
Partake,  but  never  waste  thy  wealth. 
Or  stand  with  smiles  unmurmuring  by, 
And  Ii(;Uten  h^lf  thy  poverty ; 
Do  all  but  cio^e  lliy  dying  eye. 
For  tiMt  I  could  not  hve  to  try ; 
To  these  alone  my  thoughts  aspire: 
More  can  1  do,  or  thou  require  ? 
But,  Selim,  thou  must  answer  why 
We  need  so  much  of  mystery  ? 
The  cause  I  cannot  dream  nor  tell, 
Yet  be  it,  since  thou  say'si  't  is  weiU 
Yet  what  tliou  roean'st  by  '  arms '  and  *  friends,' 
Beyond  my  weaker  sense  exteuds. 
I  meant  lliat  Giaftir  should  have  heaid 

The  very  vow  I  pli{;hted  thee; 
His  wr4th  would  not  revoke  my  word  : 

But  surely  he  would  leave  me  free. 

Can  thi«>  fond  wish  seem  sirange  in  mc. 
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To  be  what  1  have  ever  been  7 
What  other  bath  Zuleika  seen 
From  simple  chiklhood't  earUest  hour  ? 

What  other  can  she  seek  to  see 
Than  thee,  companiou  of  her  bower. 

The  partner  of  her  infancy  7 
These  chorish'd  thoughts  witli  life  begun, 

Say,  iwhy  must  I  no  more  avow? 
What  change  is  wrought  to  make  me  shun 

The  truth — my  pride,  and  thine  till  now? 
To  meet  the  gaze  of  strangers'  eyes 
Our  law,  our  creed,  our  God  denies; 
Nor  shall  one  wandering  thought  of  mine 
At  such,  our  Prophet's  will,  repiue  : 
No!  hap])ier  made  by  that  decree  ! 
He  left  me  all  in  leaving  thee. 
Deep  were  my  anguish,  thus  compell'd 
To  wed  with  one  I  ne'er  beheld  ; 
This  wherefore  should  I  not  reveal? 
Why  wilt  thou  urge  me  to  conceal? 
1  know  the  Pacha  s  haughty  mood 
To  thee  hath  never  boded  good  j 
And  he  so  often  storms  at  nought, 
Allah  !  forbid  that  e'er  he  ought ! 
And  why  1  know  not,  but  withiu 
My  heart  concealment  weighs  like  sin. 
If  then  such  sccrny  be  crime. 

And  such  it  feels  while  lurking  here. 
Oh,  Sclini!  tell  inc  yet  in  time. 

Nor  leave  me  thus  to  thoU(;lits  of  fear. 
Ah!  yond«'r  sec  the  Tchocadar," 
My  father  leaves  the  mimic  war; 
1  tremble  now  to  meet  his  eye — 
Say,  Selim,  canst  thou  tell  me  why?» 

XIV. 

«<  Zuleika!  to  thy  tower's  retreat 

Betake  thee — Gi.iffir  I  can  greet: 

And  now  with  him  I  fain  must  prate 

Of  lirmaus,  imposts,  levies,  slate. 

There  'n  fearful  news  from  Danube's  banks; 

Our  Yi/icr  nobly  thins  his  ranks, 

For  which  the  Giaour  may  give  him  thanks! 

Our  Suhan  bach  n  shorter  vay 

Such  cosily  triumph  to  repay. 

liut,  mark  me,  when  the  twilight  drum 
Hiitli  warn'd  the  troops  to  food  aud  sleep, 

Unto  thy  cell  will  Selim  come: 
Then  softly  from  the  liaram  creep 
Wb.ere  we  may  wander  by  the  deep: 
Our  garden-battlements  are  steep  ; 

Nor  these  will  r.ish  intruder  climb 

To  li^t  our  wortis,  or  stint  our  time: 

And  if  lie  doih,  I  want  not  strri. 

Which  some  have  felt,  and  more  may  feel. 

TInii  shall  thou  Ic.irn  of  Selim  more 

Th.in  thou  hast  heard  or  thought  before; 

Trnst  me,  Znleik.i  —  fear  noi  me! 

Tliou  knot's!  I  hold  a  ilarani  key.x 

"  Foar  thee,  my  Stlini!  nt'cr  nil  now 

Did  vord  like  this — » 

«  Delav  noi  ihon, 

I  ke<j»  ihe  key — and  llaroniis  guard 

II  i\c  >o»ic,  and  hope  of  more  reward. 
ro-ni;;lil,  /uleik a,  ihou  shall  lir.ir 
^ly  lalc,  my  pur|MKe,  and  ujy  fear. 

I  am  nut,  lu\e!  what  i  appear. » 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

The  winds  are  high  on  Ilelle's  wave. 
As  on  that  night  of  stormy  water 
When  love,  who  sent,  forgot  to  save 
The  young,  the  beautiful,  the  brave, 

The  lonely  hope  of  Sestos  daughter. 
Oh !  when  alone  along  the  sky 
Her  turret-torch  was  Idazing  high. 
Though  rising  gale,  and  breaking  foam. 
And  shrieking  sea-birds  warn'd  him  homo ; 
And  clouds  aloft  and  tides  below, 
With  signs  and  sounds,  forbade  to  go; 
He  could  not  see,  he  would  not  hear 
Or  sound  or  sign  foreboding  fear  ; 
His  eye  but  .saw  th.it  light  of  love. 
The  only  star  it  hail'd  above  ; 
His  ear  but  rang  with  Hero's  song, 
«  Ye  >»aves,  divide  not  lo\ers  long !» — 
That  tale  is  old,  but  love  anew 
May  nerve  young  hearts  to  prove  as  true. 

H. 

The  winds  are  high,  and  Hclle's  tide 
Holls  d.irkly  heaving  to  the  main  ; 

And  night's  descending  shadows  hide 
That  field  with  blood  bedew'd  in  vain. 

The  desert  of  old  Priam's  pride; 

The  tombs,  sole  relics  of  his  reign, 

All — save  immortal  dreams  that  could  beguile 

The  blind  old  man  of  Scio's  rocky  isle! 

HI. 

Oh  !  yet — for  there  my  steps  have  been ; 

These  feet  have  prcss'd  the  sacred  shore, 
These  limbs  th.it  buoyant  wave  hath  borne — 
Minstrel !  with  thee  to  muse,  to  mourn, 

To  trace  again  those  fields  of  yore, 
lielieving  every  hill<»ek  green 

(Contains  no  f.ibled  hero's  ashes. 
Anil  that  around  the  undoubted  scene 

Thine  o>»n  «<  bro.id  Hellespont  >»  *^  still  da>-hi  s. 
Re  long  my  lot  !  and  cold  \»ere  he 
Who  there  could  gaze  denying  thee ! 

IV. 

The  night  hath  i  losed  on  Helle's  stream, 

Nnr  ytt  hath  ris<n  on  Ida's  hill 
Til. It  moon,  which  shone  on  his  high  theme  . 
No  warrior  eliiilcs  la  r  j)e.ieefnl  be.un, 

i(ul  e«tnsci(.Mis  shejjlurds  bless  it  siill. 
Tlicir  (l')cks  arc  grazing  on  ilie  mound 

Of  him  who  felt  the  D.irdan's  arrow  . 
rii.if  iiii;;hty  heap  <»f  gather  il  ground 
Wliiiii  ArnmoHN^^  son  lan  proudly  round, 
iSv  nations  rai«-(tl,  by  mon.irch>.  crowu'd, 

Is  now  A  lone  and  nam«'les>  barruvv! 

Wiiliin — iliy  dv. elling-pl.ire  how  nairow  ' 
^^  iilioiit  —  can  only  strangers  bre.ilhc 
The  n.irne  of  hini  that  xviis  lieneaih 
|)n>l  long  onll.isis  the  storie<l  stone, 
Ihii  iliou — thy  very  dust  is  gone! 
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V. 
Laie,  hie  toHiigfat  will  DUa  cheer 
The  swaoB,  and  chase  Che  boatonn'i  fear; 
Till  thco — no  heacon  on  the  cHff 
May  ihape  the  eoone  of  ttrtifgling  duff; 
The  scattered  li^hU  that  skirt  the  hay, 
All,  one  by  one,  hare  died  away; 
The  only  bmp  of  this  lone  hour 
k  glim  muring  in  Znleika's  lower. 

Yes !  there  is  light  in  thai  lone  chamber, 

And  o'er  her  silken  ottoman 
Are  thrown  ihe  fragrant  beads  of  amber. 

O'er  which  her  fairy  fingen  ran ;  *^ 
Near  these,  with  emerald  rays  beset, 
(How  could  she  thns  that  gem  forget  ?) 
Her  mothers  sainted  amulec,'' 
Whereon  engraved  the  Koorsee  text. 
Could  smooch  this  life,  and  win  the  next ; 
And  by  her  Comboloto  *7  lies 
A  Koran  of  illumined  dyes ; 
And  many  a  bright  emblaion'd  rhyme 
By  Persian  scribes  redeem'd  from  time ; 
And  o'er  those  scrolls,  not  oft  so  mule. 
Reclines  her  now  neglected  lute ; 
And  round  her  lamp  of  fretted  gold 
Uoom  flowers  in  urns  of  China's  moidd; 
The  richest  work  of  Iran's  loom, 
And  ^leerax*  tribute  nf  perfume ; 
AH  that  can  eye  or  sense  delight 

Are  gather'd  in  that  gorgeous  room : 

Bat  yet  it  hath  an  air  of  gloom. 
She,  of  this  Peri  cell  the  sprite. 
What  doth  she  hence,  and  on  so  rude  a  night  ? 

VI. 
Wrapt  in  the  darkest  sable  vest, 

'Which  none  save  noblest  JMoslem  wear, 
To  guard  from  winds  of  heaven  the  breast 

As  heaven  itself  to  Selim  dear, 
W^ilh  cautious  steps  the  thicket  threading. 

And  starting  oh,  as  through  the  glade 

The  gust  its  hollow  moaniogs  made, 
Till  on  the  smoother  pathway  treading, 
More  free  her  timid  bosom  beat. 

The  maid  pursued  her  silent  guide ; 
And  though  her  terror  urged  retreat. 

How  could  she  quit  her  Selim's  side? 

How  leach  her  tender  lips  to  chide  ? 

TH. 
They  rmch'd  at  length  a  grotto,  hewn 

By  nature,  but  enlarged  by  art. 
Where  oft  her  lute  she  wont  to  tune. 

And  oft  her  Koran  conn'd  apart ; 
And  oft  in  youthful  reverie 
ihe  dream'd  what  Paradise  might  be : 
Where  woman's  parted  sonl  shall  go 
Her  prophet  had  disdain'd  to  show ; 
But  Selim's  mansion  was  secnre, 
Nor  deem'd  she,  could  be  long  endure 
His  bower  in  other  worids  of  bliss. 
Without  /ber,  most  beloved  in  this ! 
Oh !  who  so  dear  with  him  could  dwell? 
What  honri  looche  him  half  so  well  t 


VIU. 
Since  last  die  visited  the  spot 
Some  change  seem'd  wrought  within  the  grot: 
It  might  be  only  that  the  night 
Disguised  things  seen  by  heller  li^t : 
That  brazen  lamp  but  dimly  threw 
A  ray  of  no  celestial  hoe ; 
But  in  a  nook  within  the  cell 
Her  eye  on  stranger  objects  fell. 
There  arms  were  piled,  not  such  as  wield 
The  turban'd  Deli*  in  the  field ; 
But  brands  of  foreign  blade  and  hilt. 
And  one  was  red — perchance  with  guilt ! 
Ah  !  how  without  can  blood  be  spilt  7 
A  cup  loo  on  the  board  was  set 
That  did  not  seem  to  bold  sherbet. 
What  may  this  mean  ?  she  tum'd  to  see 
Her  2kltm — «  Oh !  can  this  be  he  ?» 

IX. 
His  robe  of  pride  was  thrown  aside. 

His  brow  no  high-crown'd  turban  bore. 
But  in  its  stead  a  sliawl  of  red. 

Wreathed  lightly  round,  his  temples  wore : 
That  dagger,  on  whose  hill  the  gem 
W'ere  worthy  of  a  diadem. 
No  longer  glitter'd  at  his  waist. 
Where  pistols  unadorn'd  were  braced ; 
And  from  his  belt  a  sabre  swung. 
And  from  his  shoulder  loosely  hung 
Tbe  cloak  of  white,  the  thin  capote 
Tliat  decks  the  wandering  Candiote  : 
Beneath — his  golden-plated  vest 
Clung  like  a  cuirass  to  his  breast ; 
The  greaves  below  his  knee  that  wound 
With  silvery  scales  were  sheathed  and  bound. 
But  were  it  not  that  high  command 
Spake  in  his  eye,  and  tone,  and  hand. 
All  that  a  careless  eye  could  see 
In  him  was  some  young  Galiong^.'' 


« I  said  I  was  not  what  I  seem'd ; 

And  now  thou  seest  my  words  were  true 
I  have  a  tale  thou  hast  not  drraro'd. 

If  sooth — its  truth  most  others  rue. 
My  story  now  't  were  vain  to  hide  ; 
1  mufkt  not  see  thee  Osman's  bride  : 
But  had  not  (hine  own  lips  declared 
How  much  of  that  young  heart  I  shared, 
I  could  not,  must  not,  yet  have  shown 
The  darkrr  secret  of  my  own. 
In  this  I  speak  not  now  of  love  ; 
That,  let  lime,  truth,  and  peril  prove: 
But  first— Oh!  never  wed  another — 
Zuleika!  I  am  not  thy  brother!* 

XI. 
m  Oh !  not  my  brother  1— yet  unsay — 

God  !  am  I  left  alone  on  earth 
To  mourn— I  dare  not  curse — the  day 

That  %aw  my  solitary  birth  7 
Oh !  ihou  wilt  love  me  now  no  more ! 

My  linking  heart  foreboded  ill; 
But  know  me  all  1  tras  l>rfore, 

Thy  si^ter^friend — Zuicika  still. 
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Thou  ied'st  ine  here  perchance  to  kill; 

If  thou  hast  cause  for  vengeance,  see  ! 
My  breast  is  offcr'tl,  take  thy  (ill! 
Far  better  "with  the  dead  to  be 
Than  live  thus  nothin(;  now  to  thee  : 
Perhaps  f.ir  vorse,  for  now  I  know 
Why  (liafilr  always  scem'd  thy  foe; 
And  I,  alas!  am  Giafiir's  child, 
For  whom  thou  wort  contcmn'd,  reviled. 
If  not  thy  sister — wouldst  thou  save 
My  life,  oh!  bid  me  be  thy  slave !» 

XII. 
«  My  slave,  Zulcika ! — nay,  I  'm  thine  : 

But,  gentle  love,  this  transport  calm, 
Thy  lot  shall  yet  be  link'd  with  mine ; 
1  swear  it  by  our  Prophet's  shrine, 

And  be  that  thought  thy  sorrow's  balm. 
So  may  the  Koran  '9  ycrsc  display 'd 
Upon  its  steel  direct  my  blade. 
In  danijer's  hour  to  (;uard  us  both. 
As  I  preserve  that  awful  oath  I 
The  name  in  which  thy  heart  h<»th  prided 

Must  change;  but,  my  Zulcika,  know. 
That  lie  is  wideu'd,  not  dividod, 

Altliou(;h  thy  sire  's  my  deadliest  foe. 
My  father  was  to  (jiaflir  all 

That  S<'lim  late  was  decm'd  to  thee ; 
That  brother  wrought  a  brother's  fall. 

But  spared,  at  least,  my  infancy; 
And  lull'd  me  with  a  vain  deceit 
That  yet  a  like  return  may  meet. 
He  rear'd  me,  not  with  tender  help, 

But  like  the  nephew  of  a  Cain  ;  ^^ 
He  watch'd  me  like  a  lion's  whelp, 

That  {;naws  and  yet  may  break  his  chain. 

My  fathers  blood  in  every  vein 
Is  boilinu;  but  for  thy  de.ir  sake 
No  present  venijeance  will  I  take; 

Though  here  I  must  no  more  remain. 
But  first,  beloved  Zuloika!  hear 
How  Giafdr  wrought  this  deed  of  fear. 

XIII. 
«  How  first  their  strife  to  rancour  grew, 

If  love  or  envy  madr  them  foes, 
It  matters  little  if  I  knew  ; 
In  fiery  spirits,  slights,  though  few 

And  thoughtless,  will  disturb  repose. 
In  war  Abdaliah's  arm  was  strong, 
Bemenibcr'd  yet  in  Bosniac  soii(;. 
And  Pas^an's^'  rebel  hordes  attest 
How  little  love  they  bore  such  guest: 
His  death  is  all  1  need  relate, 
The  stern  effect  of  (liafiir's  hate; 
And  how  my  birth  disijosed  to  me, 
Whalc'er  beside  it  niakc>,  hath  made  me  free 

MV. 
M  When  Paswan,  after  years  of  strife. 
At  List  for  povier,  but  first  for  life, 
In  Widiii's  w.iU>  ton  proudly  sate. 
Our  Parhas  rallied  round  the  state; 
Nor  last  nor  least  in  high  cmnniaiul 
Each  br*»thcr  led  a  .separate  band. 


They  gave  their  horsetails  3*  to  the  wind. 

And,  mustering  in  Sophia's  plain. 
Their  tents  were  pitch'd,  their  post  assign'd ; 

To  one.  alas  !  assigii'd  in  vain! 
What  need  of  wonls?  the  deadly  bowl. 

By  Giaffir's  order  drugg'd  and  given, 
With  venom,  subtle  as  his  soul, 

Dlsmiss'd  Abdaliah's  hence  to  heaven. 
Reclined  aud  feverish  in  the  bath. 

He,  when  the  hunter's  sport  was  up. 
But  little  deem'd  a  brother's  wrath 

To  quench  his  thirst  had  such  a  cup : 
The  bo\»l  a  bribed  attendant  bore  ; 
He  drank  one  draught,^^  nor  needed  more! 
If  tlmu  my  tale,  Zuleika,  doubt. 
Call  Haroun — he  can  tell  it  out. 

XV. 

«  The  deed  once  done,  and  Paswan's  feud 

In  part  suppress'd,  though  ne'er  subdued, 

Abdaliah's  [lachalick  was  gain'd: 

Thou  know  St  not  what  in  our  Divan 

Can  wealth  procure  for  worse  than  man — 

Abdaliah's  honours  were  obtain'd 

By  him  a  brother's  murder  stain'd. 

'T  is  true,  the  purchase  nearly  drain'd 

His  ill-(;ot  treasure,  soon  replaced. 

Wouldst  question  whence  ?     Survey  llie  waste. 

And  ask  the  squalid  peasant  how 

His  gains  repay  his  broiling  brow  7 

Why  me  the  stern  usurper  spared. 

Why  thus  with  me  his  palace  shared, 

I  know  not.     Shame,  regret,  remorse. 

And  little  fear  from  infant's  force; 

Besides,  adoption  as  a  son 

By  him  v  lioni  Heaven  accorded  none, 

Or  sonu:  unknown  cabal,  caj>rice. 

Preserved  me  thus  ;  —  but  not  in  peace  : 

He  cannot  curb  his  liaiiglity  mood. 

Nor  I  forgive  a  fathers  blood. 

XVI. 

M Within  thy  father's  house  are  foes; 

Not  all  who  break  his  bread  are  true: 
To  tliese  should  I  my  birih  disclose, 

His  days,  hi>,  very  hours  were  few. 
They  only  >*anl  a  heart  to  lead, 
A  hand  to  point  them  to  the  deed. 
But  llaroiui  only  knows,  (»r  knew 

This  tale,  Axhose  close  is  almost  nigh  : 
He  ill  .\l)ilall.ilis  palace  grew, 

And  held  that  po<-'t  in  his  Serai 

Which  holds  he  here — he  saw  him  die 
But  vhat  could  siii{;le  slavery  do? 
Avenge  his  lord  I  alls!  too  late; 
Or  sa\e  his  son  froirj  such  a  fate? 
He  chose  the  last,  and  v^lien  elate 

Wich  foes  snhdueil,  or  friends  betray  d. 
Proud  Giaftir  in  high  triumph  sale. 
He  led  ine  helj)less  to  his  gate, 

Ami  not  in  vain,  it  scem*,^  essayd 

'In  save  the  life  for  vsliirh  he  pravd. 
The  knowletlgc  of  my  l>irlh  .secured 

From  all  and  eaeli,  but  iiio>t  from  me  ; 
riiiis  (iiaflir  s  safely  v»as  ensured. 

Bcnioved  he  too  from  Konmclie 
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To  Ihii  our  iUiaiic  «de, 

Far  from  onraeau  by  Duube's  lid«, 

With  none  bat  Uarouo,  who  rettia* 
Sacb  knowledge— and  ibat  Nubian  feels 

A  tynm'ft  lecrets  are  bat  chaias 
From  which  the  captive  gladly  steals, 
And  this  and  more  to  nc  reveals. 
Such  still  to  guili  jnst  Alia  sends 
Slaves,  tools,  accomphces — no  friends  1 

XVII. 

«  All  this,  Zoleika,  harshly  sounds; 

But  harsher  still  my  tale  mast  be : 
Howe'er  my  tongue  thy  softness  wounds, 

Tet  I  most  prove  all  truth  to  thee. 

I  saw  thee  surt  this  garb  to  see, 
Tet  is  it  one  I  oft  have  worn. 

And  long  must  wear:  thu  Galiongee, 
To  whom  thy  plighted  vow  is  sworn, 

b  leader  of  those  pirate  hordes. 
Whose  laws  and  lives  are  on  their  swMds; 
To  bear  whose  desolating  tale 
Would  make  thy  waning  cheek  more  pale : 
Thooe  arms  thou  see'st  my  band  have  brought. 
The  hands  that  wield  are  not  remote; 
This  cup  too  for  the  rugged  knaves 

Is  filfd^-once  quafTd,  they  ne'er  repine  : 
Onr  Prophet  might  forgive  the  slaves ; 

They're  only  infidels  in  wine* 

XVIII. 
«  Whai  eonld  I  be?  Proscribed  at  home, 
Aad  tonnted  to  a  wish  to  roam ; 
And  listless  left—for  Giaffir's  fear 
Denied  the  Conner  and  the  spear — 
Though  oft— Qh,  Mahomet !  how  of  I  !— 
In  full  Divan  the  despot  seofFd, 
As  if  Mj  weak  unwilling  hand 
Befosed  the  bridle  or  the  brand. 
He  rrer  went  to  war  alone. 
And  pent  me  here  untried,  unknown ; 
To  Haroun's  care  with  women  left, 
By  hope  unblest,  of  feme  bereft. 
While  thou — whose  softness  long  endear'd. 
Though  it  immann'd  me,  still  had  cheer'd~ 
To  Brusa's  walla  for  safety  sent, 
Awaited'st  thefv  the  field's  event. 
Baronn,  who  saw  my  q>irit  pining 

Beneath  inaction's  sluggish  yoke. 
Bis  captive,  though  with  dread  resigning. 

My  thraldom  for  a  sea«on  broke. 
On  promise  to  return  before 
The  day  when  Giaftir  s  charge  was  o'er. 
Tis  vain — my  tongue  cannot  impart 
My  almost  drunkenness  of  heart. 
When  first  this  liberated  eye 
Siwey'd  earth,  ocean,  son,  and  sky, 
As  if  my  spirit  pierced  them  through. 
And  all  their  inmost  wonders  knew ! 
One  word  alone  can  paint  to  thee 
That  more  than  feeling — I  was  Free ! 
E'en  for  thy  presence  ceased  to  pine; 
The  world— nay — heaven  itself  was  mine ! 

XIX. 
■  The  shallop  of  a  trusty  Moor 
Gonvey'd  me  from  this  idle  shore ; 


I  long'd  to 
Old  Ocean's 
I  sought  by 

But  when 
W^ith  whom 

When  all 
Is  done,  't  w 
To  tell  thee 


the  isles  that  gem 
purple  diadem : 
turns,  and  saw  them  all ;  H 
and  where  I  join'd  the  crew, 
I  'm  pledged  to  rifte  or  fall, 
that  we  design  to  do 
ill  then  be  time  more  meet 
when  the  tale 's  complete. 

XX. 


«  T  is  true,  they  are  a  lawless  brood. 
But  rough  in  form,  nor  mild  in  mood ; 
And  every  creed,  and  every  race, 
With  them  hath  found — may  find  a  place : 
But  open  speech,  and  ready  hand, 
Obedience  to  their  chiefs  command ; 
A  soul  for  every  enterprise. 
That  never  sees  with  terror's  eyes ; 
Friendship  for  each,  and  feith  to  all, 
And  vengeance  vow'd  for  those  who  fell, 
Have  made  them  fitting  instruments 
For  more  than  even  my  own  intents. 
And  some— and  I  have  studied  all 

Distinguished  from  the  vulgar  rank, 
But  chiefly  to  my  council  call 

The  wisdom  of  the  cautious  Frank— 
And  some  to  higher  thoughts  aspire, 
The  last  of  Lambro'i  ^^  patriots  there 
Anticipated  freedom  share ; 
And  oft  around  the  cavern  fire 
On  visionary  schemes  debate. 
To  snatch  the  Rayahs  ^  from  their  fete. 
So  let  them  ease  their  hearts  with  praie 
Of  equal  rights,  which  man  ne'er  knew ; 
1  have  a  love  for  freedom  too. 
Ay  !  let  me  like  the  ocean-patriarch  *7  roam, 
Or  only  know  on  land  the  Tartar's  home!  ^ 
My  tent  on  shore,  my  galley  on  the  sea. 
Are  more  than  cities  and  serais  to  me: 
Borne  by  my  steed,  or  wafted  by  my  sail. 
Across  the  desert,  or  before  the  gale. 
Bound  where  thou  wilt,  my  barb !  or  glide,  my  prow! 
But  be  the  star  thai  guides  the  wanderer,  thou ! 
Thou,  ray  Zoleika,  share  and  bless  my  hark; 
The  dove  of  peace  and  promiie  to  mine  ark ! 
Or,  since  that  hope  denied  in  worlds  of  strife, 
Be  thou  the  rainbow  to  the  siorms  of  life ! 
The  evening  beam  that  smiles  the  clouds  away, 
And  tints  to-morrow  with  prophetic  ray! 
Blest — as  the  Muenin's  strain  from  Mecca's  wall 
To  pilgrims  pure  and  prostrate  at  his  call : 
Soft — as  the  melody  of  youthful  days. 
That  steals  the  trembling  tear  of  speechlcas  praise ; 
Dear ~ as  his  native  song  to  exile's  ears. 
Shall  sound  each  tone  thy  long-loved  voice  endears. 
For  thee  in  those  bright  isles  is  built  a  bower 
Blooming  as  Aden  H  in  its  eariiest  hour. 
A  thousand  swords,>with  Selim's  heart  and  hand. 
Wait— wave — defend — destroy—at  thy  comnund ! 
Girl  by  ray  band,  Zuleika  at  my  side. 
The  spoil  of  nations  shall  bedeck  my  bride. 
The  haram's  languid  years  of  listless  ease 
Are  well  resigo'd  for  cares— -for  joys  like  these. 
Not  blind  to  fete,  I  see,  where'er  1  rove, 
Unnumber'd  perils— hut  one  only  love ! 
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Yet  well  my  toils  shall  that  fond  breast  repay, 

Though  fortune  frown,  or  falser  friends  betray. 

I  low  dear  the  dream  in  darkest  hours  of  ill, 

Should  all  be  changed,  to  find  thee  faithful  still ! 

Be  but  thy  soul,  like  Selim's,  firmly  shown ; 

To  thee  be  Selim's  tender  as  thine  own; 

To  soothe  each  sorrow,  share  in  each  delifjht, 

lilcnd  every  thought,  do  all — but  disunite! 

Once  free,  "t  is  mine  our  horde  again  to  guide; 

Friends  to  each  other,  foes  to  aught  beside. 

Yet  there  we  follow  but  the  bent  avsign'd 

By  fatal  nature  to  man's  warring  kind: 

iMark!  where  his  carnage  and  his  conquests  cease! 

He  makes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it — peace ! 

I,  like  the  rest,  must  use  my  skill  or  strength, 

But  a»k  no  land  beyond  my  sabre's  length : 

Power  sways  but  by  divisioiv — her  resource 

The  blest  alternative  of  fraud  or  force ! 

Ours  be  the  last;  in  time  deceit  may  come 

When  cities  cage  us  in  a  soci<il  home : 

There  even  thy  soul  might  err — how  oft  the  heart 

Corruption  shakes  which  peril  could  not  part ! 

And  woman,  more  than  man,  when  death  or  woe 

Or  even  disgrace  would  lay  her  lover  low, 

Sunk  in  the  lap  of  luxury  will  shame — 

Away  suspicion ! — not  Zuleika's  name ! 

liut  life  is  haxard  at  the  best;  and  bere 

No  more  remains  to  win,  and  much  to  fear: 

Yes,  fear ! — the  doubt,  the  dread  of  losing  thee. 

By  Osmau's  power  and  Giafiir's  stern  decree. 

That  dread  shall  vanish  with  the  favouring  gale, 

Which  love  to-night  hath  promised  to  my  sail: 

No  danger  daunts  the  pair  his  smile  hath  blest. 

Their  steps  still  roving,  but  their  hearts  at  rest. 

With  thee  all  toils  are  sweet,  each  clime  hath  charms ; 

Earth — sea  alike — our  world  within  our  arms ! 

Ay — let  the  loud  winds  whistle  o'er  the  deck. 

So  that  thoftearms  cling  closer  round  my  neck: 

The  deepest  murmur  of  this  lip  shall  be 

No  sigh  for  safely,  but  a  prayer  for  thee ! 

Tlie  war  of  elements  no  feais  impart 

To  love,  whose  deadlie<it  bane  is  human  art : 

There  lie  the  only  rocks  our  course  can  check; 

Here  moments  menace — Viere  are  years  of  wreck ! 

But  hence  ye  thoughts  that  rise  in  horror's  shape ! 

This  hour  bestows,  or  ever  bars  escape. 

Few  words  remain  of  mine  my  tale  to  rioce; 

Of  thine  but  one  to  waft  us  from  our  foes; 

Vea — foes — to  me  will  Giaffir's  hale  decline? 

And  is  not  Osman,  who  would  part  us,  thine? 

XXI. 

«  His  head  and  faith  from  doubt  and  death 
Return'd  in  time  my  guard  to  save; 
Few  heard,  none  told,  that  o'er  the  wave 

From  isle  to  isle  I  roved  the  while : 

And  since,  though  parted  from  my  band 

Too  seldom  now  I  leave  the  land, 

No  deed  they  've  done,  nor  deed  shall  do. 

Ere  I  have  heard  and  dooni'd  it  too : 

I  form  the  plan,  decree  the  spoil, 

'T  is  fit  I  oftener  share  the  toil. 

But  now  too  long  1  've  held  thine  ear; 

Time  presses,  floats  my  bark,  and  here 

W'p  leave  behind  but  hate  and  fear. 


To-morrow  Osman  with  his  train 
Arrives — to-night  must  break  thy  chain  : 
And  would'st  thou  save  that  haughty  Bey, 

Perchance  /«i*  life  who  gave  thee  thine, 
With  me  this  hour  away — away! 

But  yet,  though  thou  art  plighted  mine, 
Would'st  thou  recal  thy  wiUing  vow, 
Appall'd  by  truths  imparted  now. 
Here  rest  I — not  to  see  thee  wed: 
But  be  tliat  peril  on  my  head!u 

xxir. 

Zuleika,  mute  and  motionless, 

Stood  like  that  statue  of  distress, 

When,  her  last  hope  for  ever  gone. 

The  mother  harden'd  into  stone; 

All  in  the  maid  that  eye  could  see 

Was  but  a  younger  Niobe. 

But  ere  her  lip,  or  even  her  eye, 

Essay'd  to  speak,  or  look  reply, 

Beneath  the  garden's  wicket  porch 

Far  flash'd  on  high  a  blazing  torch ! 

Another — and  another — and  another — 

«  Oh !  fly — no  more — yet  now  my  more  than  brother  '• 

Far,  wide,  through  every  thicket  spread, 

The  fearful  lights  are  gleaming  red; 

Nor  these  alone — for  each  right  hand 

Is  ready  with  a  shcathless  brand. 

They  part,  pursue,  return,  and  wheel 

With  <>earching  flambeau,  shining  steel; 

And  last  of  all,  his  sabre  waving, 

Stern  Giaffir  in  his  fur^'  raving  : 

And  now  almost  they  touch  the  cave — 

Oh  !  must  that  grot  be  Selim's  grave  ? 

XXIII. 
Dauntless  he  stood — «« 'Tis  come — soon  past — 
One  kiss,  Zuleika — t  is  my  last: 

But  yet  my  band  not  far  from  shore 
May  hear  this  signal,  see  the  flash; 
Yet  now  too  few — the  attempt  were  rash : 

No  matter — yet  one  effort  more.w 
Forth  to  the  cavern  mouth  hcstept; 

His  pistol's  echo  rang  on  high. 
Zuleika  started  not,  nor  wept. 

Despair  benumb'd  her  breast  and  eye  ! — 
••  They  hear  me  not,  or  if  they  ply 
Their  oars,  't  is  but  to  see  me  die; 
That  sound  hath  drawn  my  foes  more  nigh. 
Then  forth  my  father's  scimitar. 
Thou  ne'er  hast  seen  less  equal  war ! 

Farewell,  Zuleika! — Sweet!  retire: 
Yet  stay  within — here  linger  safe. 
At  thee  his  rage  will  only  chafe. 
Stir  not — lest  even  to  thee  perchance 
Some  erring  blade  or  ball  should  glance. 

Fcarsl  thou  for  him? — may  I  expire 

If  in  this  strife  I  seek  thy  sire! 
No — though  by  him  that  poison  pour'd; 
No — (hough  again  he  call  me  coward! 
But  tamely  shall  I  meet  their  steel? 
No — as  each  crest  save  hit  may  feci  !•» 

XXIV. 

One  bound  he  made,  and  gain'd  the  sand: 
Alreailv  at  hi«  feet  hath  sunk 
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The  fbranotS  of  the  pcyuis  band, 

A  fupiof  head,  ■  qtu^ennf  traok : 
Another  frll»— bat  round  him  dose 
A  swarming  circle  of  hit  foe«j 
From  right  lo  left  his  path  he  cleft. 

And  almost  met  the  meeting  wave  : 
Hia  boat  appears — not  fire  oan'  length — 
UU  comrades  strain  with  desperate  strength- 

Oh !  are  thej  yet  in  time  to  save  ? 

Ois  liMl  the  foremost  breakers  lave ; 
Hb  band  are  plunging  in  the  bay, 
Their  sabres  glitter  throngh  the  spray; 
Wet— wUd — nnwraried  to  the  strand 
They  straggle — now  they  toaeh  the  land ! 
They  coflie — ^*t  is  bat  to  add  to  slanghter — 
His  henft's  best  blood  is  on  the  water! 

XXY. 
Escaped  from  shot,  anharm'd  by  steel, 
Or  scarcely  grazed  it's  force  to  feel. 
Bad  SeJim  won,  betray'd,  beset, 
To  where  the  strand  and  billows  met  : 
There  as  his  last  step  left  the  land. 
And  the  hut  death-blow  dealt  his  hand— 
Ah !  wherefore  did  be  turn  to  look 

For  her  his  eye  but  sooght  in  vain? 
That  pause,  that  fstal  gase  he  took. 

Hath  doom'd  his  death,  or  fix'd  his  chain. 
Sad  proof,  in  peril  aod  in  pain, 
How  late  will  lover's  hope  remain  * 
His  back  was  to  the  dashing  spray  i 
Behind.  Imt  dose,  hu  comrades  lay, 
When,  at  the  instant,  hiss'd  the  ball— 
■  So  may  the  foes  of  Giaffir  fall !» 
Whose  voice  is  heard  T  whose  carbine  raD(i  I 
Whose  boUet  through  the  night-air  sang .' 
Too  nearly,  deadly  aim'd  to  err, 
T  is  Ihinf     Ahdalhh's  nuirderer ! 
The  father  slowly  rued  thy  hale. 
The  BOO  hath  found  a  quicker  fate: 
Fast  from  his  breast  the  blood  is  bubbling. 
The  whiteness  of  the  sea-foam  troabliog— 
If  anght  his  lips  essay'd  to  groan. 
The  rushing  billo  vs  choak'd  the  tone ! 


ZXVI. 
slowly  roils  the  elonds  away  ; 

Few  trophies  of  the  fight  are  there ; 
The  shouts  that  shook  the  raidoight-bay 
Are  silent ;  bat  some  signs  of  fray 

That  strand  of  strife  may  bear, 
And  fragments  of  each  shiver'd  brand ; 
Seeps  stamp'd;  and  dasb'd  into  the  sand 
Hie  print  of  many  a  struggling  band 

Hay  there  be  mark'd ;  nor  far  remote 

A  broken  torch,  an  oarless  boat ; 
And  tangled  on  the  weeds  that  heap 
The  beach  where  shelving  to  the  deep 

There  lies  a  while  capote ! 
T  is  rent  in  twain— one  dark-red  stain 
The  wave  yet  ripples  o'er  in  vain : 

Bat  where  is  he  who  wore! 
Ye!  who  woald  o'er  his  rdics  weep 
Go,  se^  them  where  the  sarges  sweep 
Their  bocthen  round  Sigvum's  steep 
A  ua  Lemnoa'  shore : 


The  sea-bitds  shriek  above  the  prey. 

O'er  which  their  hungry  beaks  delay, 

As  shaken  on  his  restless  pillow. 

His  head  heaves  with  the  heaving  billow ; 

That  hand,  whose  motion  is  not  life, 

Tet  feebly  seems  to  menace  strife, 

Flung  by  the  tossing  tide  on  high. 
Then  levell'd  with  the  wave — 

What  recks  it,  though  tlial  corse  shall  he 
Within  a  living  grave  T 

The  bird  that  tears  that  prostrate  form 

Uath  only  robb'd  the  meaner  worm ; 

The  only  heart,  the  only  eye 

Had  bled  or  wept  to  see  him  die. 

Had  seen  those  scatter'd  limbs  composed. 
And  moum'd  above  bis  turban  stone,  4* 

That  heart  hath  burst— that  eye  was  closed- 
Tea— closed  before  his  own ! 

xxvn. 

By  Helle's  stream  there  is  a  voice  of  wail! 

Aod  woman's  eye  is  wet — man's  cheek  is  pale : 

Zuieika  I  last  of  Giaffir^s  race. 
Thy  destined  lord  is  come  too  bfe ; 

He  sees  not— ne'er  shall  see  thy  foce! 
Can  he  not  hear 

The  loud  Wul-wulleh4*  warn  his  distant  ear? 
Thy  handmaids  weeping  at  die  gate. 
The  Koran-ehaunlers  of  the  hymn  of  fote, 
The  silent  slaves  with  folded  arms  that  wiit, 

Sighs  in  the  hall,  and  shrieks  upon  the  gale. 
Tell  him  thy  tale! 

Thou  didst  not  view  thy  Selim  fall ! 

That  fearfiil  moment  when  he  left  the  cave 
Thy  l^art  grew  chill : 

He  was  thy  hope— thy  joy— thy  love — thine  all— 
And  that  last  thought  on  him  thou  couldst  not  sa\r  ; 
Sufficed  to  kill; 

Boist  forth  in  one  wild  cry— and  all  was  still. 
Peace  to  thy  broken  heart,  and  rirgin grave! 

Ah !  happy!  but  of  hfo  to  lose  the  worst! 

That  grief— though  deep— though  fotal— was  thy  fir»i  1 

Thrice  happy !  ne'er  to  feel  nor  fear  the  force 

Of  absence,  shame,  pride,  hate,  revenge,  remorse! 

And,  oh!  that  pang  where  more  than  madness  lies! 

The  worm  that  will  not  sleep — and  never  dies; 

Thought  of  the  gloomy  day  and  ghastly  night. 

That  dreads  the  darkness,  and  yet  loathes  the  light, 

Tliat  winds  around,  and  tears  the  quivering  heart! 

Ah!  wherefore  oot  consume  it— and  depart! 

Woe  to  thee,  rash  and  unrelenting  chief? 
Vainly  thou  heap'st  the  dust  upon  thy  head. 
Vainly  the  sackcloth  o'er  thy  limbs  dost  spread : 
By  that  same  hand  Abdallah— Selim  bled. 

Now  let  it  tear  thy  beard  in  idle  grief: 

Thy  pride  of  heart,  thy  bride  for  Osman's  bed. 

She,  whom  thy  sultan  had  but  seen  to  wed, 
Thy  daughter's  dead! 
Hope  of  thine  age,  thy  twilight's  lonely  beam, 
The  Sur  bath  set  that  shone  on  Belle's  stream. 

What  quench'd  iu  ray T— the  blood  that  thou  hast  shed! 

Hark!  to  the  hurried  question  of  despair: 

«  Where  is  my  child ?»— an  echo  answers— eWherc  U  4» 

XJLVfIL 
Within  the  plooe  of  thousand  tombs 
That  shine  banaaih,  while  dark  abovr 
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The  !ta«l  but  living  cypress  glooms 

Aud  withers  not,  though  branch  and  leaf 

Are  sininp'd  witli  an  eternal  grief, 

Like  early  unrequited  love, 
One  spot  exists,  which  ever  blooms, 

Even  in  that  deadly  grove — 
A  single  rose  is  shedding  there 

Its  lonely  lastre,  meek  and  pale: 
It  looks  as  planted  by  despair — 

So  white — so  faint — the  sli[;hte$t  gale 
Might  whirl  the  leaves  on  high; 

Aiid  yet,  though  storms  and  blight  assail, 
And  hands  more  rude  than  wintry  sky 
51ay  wring  it  from  the  stem — in  vain — 
To-morrow  sees  it  bloom  again  I 
The  stalk  some  spirit  gently  rears, 
^Vjid  waters  with  celestial  tears; 

For  well  may  maids  of  Helle  deem 
That  this  can  be  no  earthly  flower, 
Which  mocks  the  tempest's  withering  hour, 
Aud  buds  unsheltcr'd  by  a  bower; 
Nor  droops,  though  spring  refuse  her  shower, 

Nor  woos  the  summer  beam  : 
To  it  the  livelong  night  there  sings 
A  bird  unseen  —  but  not  remote  : 
Invisible  his  airy  viugs, 
But  soft  as  harp  that  houri  strings 

His  long  entrancing  note! 
It  were  the  bulbul;  but  his  throat, 

Though  mournful,  pours  not  such  a  strain 
Tor  they  who  listen  cannot  leave 
The  spot,  but  linger  there  and  grieve 

As  if  they  loved  io  vain  ! 
And  yet  so  sweet  the  tears  they  shed, 
T  is  sorrow  so  unmix'd  with  dread. 
They  scarce  can  bear  the  morn  to  break 

That  melancholy  spell, 
And  longer  yet  would  weep  and  wake, 

He  sings  so  wild  and  well ! 
nut  when  the  day-blush  bursts  from  high 
Expires  that  magic  melody. 
And  some  have  been  who  could  believe 
(So  fondly  youthful  dreams  deceive. 

Yet  harsh  be  they  that  blame) 
That  note  so  piercing  aud  profound 
Will  shape  and  syllable  its  sound 

Into  Zuleika's  name.  4^ 
Tis  from  her  cypress'  summit  heard, 
That  melts  in  air  the  liquid  word  : 
T  is  from  her  lowly  virgin  earth 
That  white  rose  takes  its  tender  birth. 
There  late  was  laid  a  marble  stone; 
Eve  saw  it  placed — the  morrow  gone ! 
It  was  no  mortal  arm  that  bore 
That  deep-fix'd  pillar  to  the  shore  ; 
For  there, as  Ilelles  Irgrnds  tell, 
Next  morn  "t  was  found  where  Selim  fell  .- 
I.ash'd  by  the  tumbling  tide,  whose  wave 
Denied  his  bones  a  holier  grave: 
And  there,  by  night,  reclined,  't  is  said, 
Is  seen  a  ghastly  turban'd  heul: 
And  hence  extended  by  the  billow. 
'T  is  named  the  «<  Pirate-phantom's  pillow  !>• 
Where  first  it  lay  that  mourniiij;  (lovkcr 
Il.ith  flourished  ;  flourisheth  this  hour, 
Alone  and  dew>',  coldly  pure  and  pale ; 
As  weeping  beauty's  check  nt  sorrovs's  i.ile  1 
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Note  I.  Pago  i '16,  line  8. 

Was  faint  o'er  Uie  <;nrtlcui  of  Gul  iu  ber  bloom. 

«Gul,»  the  rose. 

Nole  a.  Page  146,  line  17. 

Cnn  he  »mil(<  on  tucli  deMl*  a»  hit  childrco  hoTc  dooeT 
■  S-'uU  mndr  of  tire,  ami  childri'ii  uf  ihr  tuo, 
•  WiiL  wLuiii  rt'veDijp  i»  \iriu".* 

Voow«i'«  RerfHgf. 

Note  3.  Page  1^7.  line  3i. 

Wilh  M(*jiic>uti  •>  lalo.  (ir  Saili's  tuD,;. 

Mejiioun  and  Leila,  the  Romeo  and  Juliet  of  tlie 
East.     Sadi,  the  moral  poet  of  Persia. 

Note  4-     Page  147,  line  3j.  1 

Till  I,  who  heard  iIk*  do-p  tamb«>ur.  t 

Tambour,  Turkish  drum,  which  sounds  at  sunri<ic.   1 
noou,  and  twilight.  , 

Note  5.     Page  147,  line  to3. 

Ut>  is  an  Arab  lo  my  iiijLl.  1 

The  Turks  abhor  the  Arabs  (vvho  return  the  comph- 
ment  a  hundredfold)  even  more  than  they  hate  tli< 
Christians. 

I 

Note  6.     Page  148,  line  12. 
The  mind,  l\w  miulc  hrrathlD(!  from  her  face.  ! 

This  expression  has  met  with  objections.  I  will  not  ' 
refer  to  «<  him  who  hath  not  Music  in  his  $oul,»  but  , 
merely  request  the  reader  to  recollect,  for  ten  second*.  ' 
the  features  of  the  woman  whom  he  believes  to  be  th*' 
most  beautiful;  and  if  he  then  does  not  comprehetul 
fully  what  is  feebly  expressed  in  the  above  line.  I  sliali 
be  sorry  for  us  both.  For  an  eloquent  passage  in  the 
latest  work  of  the  first  female  writer  of  this,  perhaji-, 
of  any  age,  on  the  analogy  (and  the  immediate  com- 
parison excited  by  that  analogy)  between  «  painting 
and  music, »  see  vol.  iii.  cap.  10.  I)e  L'Allemagkc.  And 
is  not  this  connexion  still  stronger  with  the  original 
than  the  copy?  with  the  colouring  of  nature  than  of 
art?  After  all,  this  is  rather  to  be  felt  than  described; 
still  1  think  there  are  some  who  will  understand  it,  .i( 
least  thry  would  have  done  had  they  bdu-ld  the  coun- 
tenance whose  speaking  harmony  suggested  the  ulc.i; 
for  this  pnssige  is  not  drawn  from  imagination  hut 
memory,  that  mirror  which  affliction  dashes  to  tuc 
earth,  and  looking  down  upon  the  fragments,  only  be- 
holds the  reflection  multiplied! 

Nole  7.  Page  14S,  line  34. 
But  \fi  ihc  line  of  C<irM»man. 
Carasman  Oglou,  or  Kara  Osman  Oglou,  is  the  pnn- 
cipal  iandlioKlcr  in  Turkey;  he  governs  Magnesia:  thoN«« 
who,  by  a  kind  of  feud;il  tenure,  possess  land  on  cou- 
•htion  of  service,  arc  called  Timariols;  they  serve  as 
Spahis,  according  to  the  extent  of  territory,  aud  bring 
a  certain  number  into  the  field,  genenlly  cavalry. 

Note  8.     Page  1/48,  line  4«i. 
And  li-ach  iho  m(>«ii«'ii',»'r  what  fair. 
When  a  Pach.i  is  sufficiently  strong  to   resist,    the 
single  messenger,  who  is  always  the  Hist  bearer  of  the 
order  for  his  death,    is  strangled   instead,   and   some- 
times  five  or   six,   one  after  the  other,  on  the  sam<' 
1  errand,   by  comm.ind  of  the  refractory  patient;   if,  on 
I  ihc  contrary,   he  is  weak  or  loyal,  he  hows,  k!s^  s  tUc 
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I  Saltaas  respectable  sipiuitare,  tnd  is  bovttrung  with 
'  gresac  compbc«ncy.     In  1810,  sereralof  tbew  prcteoU 

wrre  exhibited  ia  tbe  niche  of  the  Seraglio  gate ;  among 
*  others,  the  head  of  the  Pacha  of  Bacdat,  a  brave  young 
I  mux,  cat  off  by  Creachef7,  after  a  desperate  resist- 

aace. 

Koie  9.  Page  i48»  Hoe  65. 

TkricB  difp'd  his  kaad»,  Mtl  <aird  bis  •iMii. 
Qapping  of  tbe  hands  calls  the  servants.  The  Turks 
j  hate  a  supcrflnQoa  expenditure  of  v oice,  and  ihey  have 
00  bells. 

Note  10.  Page  148,  line  66. 

■«««a'd  U«  f  ■  idorad  Ckiboaqa*. 

Chibooqae,  the  Turkii»h  pipe,  of  which  the  amber 

naonib-ptece,  and  sometimes  the  ball  which  contains 

tbe  leaf,  is  adorned  with  precious  stones,  if  in  posses^ 

sHtn  of  the  w^thier  orders. 

Rote  II.  Page  148,  line  68. 
With  H*a(rabe«  aad  ■aaalake. 
Maugrabec,  Moorish  mercenaries. 

Note  la.  Page  148,  line  69. 
■I*  my  aaU  bU  DdU  unk. 

Dcfis^bnYos  who  form  the  foriom  hope  of  the  caralry, 
ind  always  begin  the  action. 

Note  i3.  Page  148,  line  81. 
CMrnetit  dMva  the  foldad  feJt. 
A  twisted  fold  of  felt  is  used  for  scimitar  practice 
hf  the  Tnrka,  and  few  but  Mnssnlroan  arms  can  cut 
ihroogh  it  at  a  single  stroke:  sometimes  a  tough  tur- 
ban is  nsed  for  the  same  purpose.  The  jerrecd  is  a 
game  of  bloBt  javelins,  animated  and  graceful. 

Note  14.  Pkge  148,  line  84. 

Hot  board  ib«ir  Ollaba  wiU  •«!  load- 
«  OUahs,*  Alia  il  Allah,  the  «  Uilies,B  as  the  Spani&h 
poets  call  them,  the  soood  is  Oliah ;  a  cry  of  which 
tbe  Turks,  for  a  silent  people,  are  somewhat  profuse, 
particalarly  during  the  jerreed,  or  in  the  cliase,  but 
mmdy  in  battle.  Their  animation  in  the  held,  and 
^vity  in  the  chamber,  with  their  pipes  and  comholoios, 
I  form  an  aoinaing  contrast. 

I  Note  1 5.  Pfege  148,  line  io3. 

j  Tb»  P«r*iaa  Alar-pU's  pcrfaa*. 

I  «Acar-fnl,»  nttar  of  roses.  The  Persian  is  the 
I  finest. 

'  Note  16.  Page  148,  line  io5. 

I  Tb*  pktarad  raof  aW  aMrU*  Mo^. 

I  The  ceiling  and  wainscots,  or  rather  walls,  of  the 
,  MusBuiman  aparlmenis  are  generally  painted,  in  great 
\  houses,  with  one  eternal  and  highly  coloured  view  of 
I  Constantinople,  wherein  the  principal  feature  is  a  nobit* 
I  contempt  of  perspective;  below,  arms,  scimitars,  etc. 
,  are  in  in  general  fancifully  and  not  inelegantly  dispoi»cd. 

i  Note  17.  Page  148.  line  isi. 

A  ■mr-n?  fmai  tb*  Balbal  hmn. 
It  has  been  much  doubled  whether  the  notes  of  llii^ 
I  «  Lover  of  the  rose  »  are  sad  or  merry ;  and  Mr  Fox'f 
I  remarks  on  the  subject  have  provoked  some  learned 
j  controversy  aa  to  the  opinions  of  the  ancients  on  the 
I  subject.  I  dare  not  venture  a  conjecture  on  tbe  point, 
I  though  a  little  inclined  to  the  ■  errare  mallem,*  etc. 
'  if  Mr  Fox  was  mistaken. 


Note  18.  Page  149,  line  33. 
Evea  Atravl.  frooi  hit  doMHy  q«iv«r. 
«  Airael  »— the  angel  of  death. 

Note  19.  Page  149,  line  67. 
Wiibia  tb«  <aTM  of  isiakar. 

The  treasures  of  the  Preadamile  Suluiu.  See  D'llit- 
•ILOT,  article  htakar. 

Note  ao.  Page  149.  line  83. 
Bold*  MM  a  XatMliMt  eoalrof. 

Musselim,  a  governor,  the  next  in  rank  after  a  Pacha; 
a  Waywode  is  the  third ;  and  then  come  the  Agas. 

Note  SI.  Page  149,  Une  84. 
Vm  b«  aof  brad  is  Effripo  f 

Egripo— the  Negropont.  According  to  the  proverb, 
the  Turks  of  Egripo,  the  Jews  of  Salooica,  and  the 
Greeks  of  Athens,  are  the  worst  of  their  respective 
races. 

Note  sa.  Page  i5o,  Iine3i. 

Ab '.  |««d*r  Ma  tba  Tchocadar. 

•  Tchocadar  »  —  one  of  the  attendants  who  precedes 
a  man  of  authority. 

Note  a 3.  Page  i5o,  line  101. 
TbiM  owa  •  bRMd  Beilaafiooi  •  tiill  daibw. 

The  wrangling  about  this  epithet,  ■  the  broad  Hel- 
lespont* or  the  «  Ijoundless  Hellespont,*  whether  it 
means  one  or  the  other,  or  what  it  means  at  all,  ha« 
been  beyond  all  possibility  of  detail.  I  have  even  heard 
it  difiputed  on  the  spot ;  and  not  forraeeing  a  spredy 
conclusion  to  the  controversy,  amused  myself  with 
swimming  across  it  in  the  mean  time,  and  probably 
may  again,  before  tbe  point  is  sett1e<i.  Indeed,  the 
question  as  to  the  truth  of  «  the  tale  of  Troy  divine  » 
siill  continues,  much  of  it  restin(;  upon  the  tali<imaoic 
word  «  ecmtpoi  :*»  probably  Homer  had  the  same  no- 
tion of  distance  that  a  coquette  has  of  time,  and  when 
he  talks  of  boundless,  means  half  a  mile ;  as  the  latter, 
by  a  like  figure,  when  she  says  efemnl  attachment, 
simply  specifies  three  weeks. 

Note  a4«  Page  1  So,  line  1 1  a. 

Wbicb  Aaaea'a  toa  raa  proudly  raaad. 
Before  his  Persian  invasion,  and  crowned  tbe  altar 
with  laurel,  etc.  He  was  afterwards  imitated  by  (lara- 
calla  in  lti«  race.  It  is  believed  that  the  last  also  poi- 
soned a  friend,  named  Festus,  for  the  sake  of  new  Pa- 
troclcan  games.  1  have  seen  the  sheep  feeding  on  the 
tombs  of  vE^ictes  and  Antilochus ;  the  first  is  in  the  cen- 
tre of  the  plain. 

Note  2 5.  Page  i5i,  line  la. 
O'ar  wbicb  bar  fSiry  flagon  r«B. 
When  rubbed,  the  amber  is  susceptible  of  a  per- 
fume, which  is  slight,  but  not  disagreeable. 

Note  a6.  Page  i5i,  line  iS. 

II*r  BfMbar't  taiBlwi  analaC. 

The  lielief  in  amulets  engraved  on  gems,  or  enclosed 
in  gold  boxes,  containing  scraps  from  the  Koran,  worn 
round  tbe  neck,  wrist,  or  arm,  is  still  univerHtl  in  tlte 
t>st.  The  Koorsee  (throne)  verse  in  tbe  second  cap. 
of  the  Koran  describes  the  attributes  of  the  Most  High, 
and  is  enf;raved  in  this  manner,  and  worn  by  the  pious, 
as  the  most  esteemed  and  sublime  of  all  sentences. 
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Note  27.  Page  i5i,  line  18. 
And  bv  litT  ramboloio  lioi. 

«  Comboloio  » — a  Turkish  rosary.  The  MSS.,  par- 
ticularly those  of  the  Persians,  are  richly  adorned  and 
illuminated.  The  Greek  females  are  kept  in  utter  igno- 
rance; but  many  of  the  Turkish  girls  are  highly  ac- 
complished, though  not  actually  qualified  for  a  Chris- 
tian coterie  ;  perhaps  some  of  our  o^n  w  blues  »  might 
not  be  the  worse  for  bleaching. 

Note  a8.  Page  i5i,  line  9(1. 
lo  bim  was  »umc  youog  GaliuiiQOc. 
«  Galiongee  » — or  Galiongi,  a  sailor,  that  is,  a  Turk- 
ish sailor;  the  Greeks  navigate,  the  Turks  work  the 
guns.  Their  dress  is  picturesque ;  and  I  have  seen  the 
Capitan  Pacha  more  than  once  wearing  it  as  a  kind  of 
incog.  Their  legs,  however,  are  generally  n  iked.  The 
buskins  described  in  the  text  as  sheathed  behind  with 
silver,  are  those  of  an  Arnaout  robber,  who  was  my  ho»t 
(he  had  quitted  the  profession),  at  his  Pyrgo,  near  Gas- 
touni  in  tJic  Morea ;  they  were  plated  in  scales  one  over 
the  other,  like  the  back  of  an  armadillo. 

Note  29.  Page  iSa,  line  17. 

So  may  lh<>  Koran  Tcr««'  ili>|tlay  il. 

The  characters  on  all  Turkish  scimitars  contain  some- 
times the  name  of  the  place  of  their  raauufar-liire,  but 
more  generally  a  text  from  the  Koran  Jn  letters  of  gold. 
Amongst  those  in  my  possession  is  one  with  a  blade  uf 
singular  construction;  it  is  very  broad,  and  the  edge 
notched  into  serpentine  curves  like  the  ripple  of  inater, 
or  the  wavering  of  flame.  I  asked  the  Armenian  who 
sold  it,  what  possible  use  such  a  figure  could  add:  he 
said,  in  Italian,  that  he  did  not  know;  but  tlic  Mussul- 
mans had  an  idea  that  those  of  this  form  ga\o  a  severer 
wound ;  and  liked  it  because  it  was  «<  piu  fcrocc.n  I 
did  not  much  admire  the  reason,  but  bought  it  for  its 
peculiarity. 

Note  3o.  Page  i52,  line  32. 

Bat  likn  lbi<  ocpbew  of  a  (Uin. 
It  is  to  be  observed,  that  every  allusion  to  any  thing 
or  personage  in  the  Old  Testament,  such  as  the  Ark,  or 
Cain,  is  equally  the  privilege  of  Mussulman  and  Jew  ; 
indeed  the  former  profes'*  to  he  much  hctcer  acquainted 
with  the  lives,  true  and  fabulous,  of  the  patriarchs,  Uiau 
is  warranted  by  our  own  Sacrod  writ,  and  not  content 
with  Adam,  they  have  a  biography  of  Pre-Adamites. 
Solomon  is  the  monarch  of  all  necromancy,  and  Mose> 
a  prophet  inferior  only  to  Christ  and  Maliomet.  ZnU-ika 
is  the  Persian  name  of  Potiphar's  wife,  and  her  amour 
with  Joseph  constitutes  one  of  the  finest  poems  in  their 
language.  It  is  therefore  no  violation  of  costume  to  put 
the  names  of  Cain,  or  Noah,  intothemouthof  a  Moslem. 

Note  3i.  Page  152,  line  .^8. 
And  Patwan't  rt'lu'I  lionlft  uncki. 

Paswan  Oglou,  the  rebel  of  Wiilin,  who  for  the  last 
years  of  his  life  set  the  whole  pov^er  of  the  Porte  at 
defiance. 

Note  32.  Page  i.St»,  line  60. 

They  (;d^<?  ibf^ir  hor»ctail«  lo  tbo  «iud. 

Horsetail,  the  standard  of  a  Pacha. 

Note  33.  Page  iSa,  line  73. 
Ii(>  (iriiuk  cue  draught,  nor  dcuImI  moie  ! 
Giaffir,  Pacha  of  Argyro  Castro,  or  Scutari,  I  am  not 


sure  which,  was  actually  taken  off  by  the  Albanian  Ali, 
in  the  manner  described  in  the  text.  Ali  Pacha,  while 
I  was  in  the  country,  married  the  daughter  of  his  vic- 
tim, some  years  after  the  event  had  taken  place  at  a 
bath  in  Sophia,  or  Adrianoplc.  The  poi<ou  was  mixeil 
in  the  cup  of  coffee,  i»liich  is  presented  before  the  sher- 
bet by  the  bath-keeper,  after  dressing. 

Note  34.  Page  iSS,  line  64. 
I  ftougbt  by  turot.  and  taw  (hem  all. 
The  Turkish  notions  of  almost  all  islands  are  confined 
to  the  Archipelago,  the  sea  alluded  to. 

Note  35.  Page  i53,  line  87. 
The  lax  of  Lambro'*  |>airioii  ihi^re. 
Lambro  Canzani,  a  Greek,  famous  for  his  efforts  in 
1789-90  for  the  independence  of  his  country:  aban- 
doned by  the  Russians,  he  became  a  pirate,  and  the 
.\rchipeljgo  was  the  scene  of  his  enterprises.  He  is  s.iid 
to  be  still  alive  at  Pctersburgh.  lie  ami  Riga  are  the  two 
most  celebrated  of  the  Greek  revolutionists. 

Note  36.  Page  i53,  line  91. 

To  »iiat(h  (ho  Uayahi  from  Ui<'ir  fat«. 
«  UaynhN,»  all  who  pay  tlic  capitation-tax,  called  the 
y*  llaratch.M 

Note  37.  Page  i.'i3,  line  93. 

Ay  !  I(>t  me  like  (hf  oc«aD-|ia(riarcii  roam. 
This  first  of  voyages  is  one  of  the  few  with  which  the 
Mussulmans  profess  much  acquaintance. 

Note  38.  Page  ir.3,  line  96. 
Or  only  know  00  land  tbt'  Tariar'*  home. 
The  wandering  life  of  the  Arabs,  Tartars,  and  Turko- 
mans, will  be  found  well  detailed  in  any  book  of  Eastern 
travels.  Tliat  it  possesses  a  charm  peculiar  to  itsflf 
cannot  be  denied.  A  young  French  renegado  confr^^s^'d 
to  Chateaubriand,  that  he  never  found  liimself  alone, 
galloping  in  the  desert,  without  a  sensation  approachiuj 
to  rapture,  which  was  indescribable. 

Note  39.   Page  i53,  line  iiG. 
BI<Kjiuin({  a*  .\d(>n  in  itt  <-Jirlif»l  hour. 

u  Jaunat  al  Aden,w  the  perpetual  abode,  tlie  Mu&aul- 
inau  Parailise. 

Note  40-  Page  i55,  line  78. 

.\ud  roouru'd  oliovu  bit  (urbao-itonc. 

A  turban  is  carved  in  stone  above  the  graves  of  men 

onlv. 

Note  4 1  •  Page  1  ^rt,  line  87. 
Tho  loud  Wul-wulieb  warn  bisditlant  ear. 
The  de.ith-song  of  the  Tuikish  women.     The  usil«?nt 
slii\('s  »  are  the  men  vthose  uoiious  of  decorum  foibid 
complaint  in  public. 

Note  42.  Page  i5j,  line  I23. 
•  \N  Iktc  It  my  child  .' — an  echo  aiiiwor*  — •  Wh^re  ?• 
«  I  came   to  the  plarc  of  my  birth  and  cried,  *  the 
friends  of  my  youth,  where  are  thry  ?'  and  an  Echo  an- 
swered, 'where  are  thcy?'» 

From  an  .'Arabic  AI6. 

TUo  abnvr  qnotation  ffrom  wliicli  the  idrji  in  the  te\t 
is  taken;  must  be  already  familiar  to  every  reader — it 
is  giNcii  in  the  first  annotation,  page  67,  of  «Tlie  Ph-a- 
^uics  of  Mt'nM>ry  ;«  a  poem  so  vrll  kno^n  as  to  reo<l«'r 
rrf»T»Mice  .ilino^l  superfluous;  but  lo  wlio>e  pages  all 
will  be  drli;;hted  to  recur. 
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Kou  43.  Pftfc  1 56,  Uma  47. 

•  Amitiwj  MaflVM  ik»i  ^IM^  Mas  ■■■■■  ■ 

Mtfcroa. 

Fm*  a  belief  that  the  ao«J»  of  the  dead  inhabit  Um  form 
of  birds,  we  need  not  travel  to  ibe  E«st.  Locd  Lyttit- 
ton's  gboat  tlory ;  tbe  belief  of  tbe  Duchess  of  Koidal, 
that  Geocfe  I  flev  into  her  window  in  tbe  shape  of  a 


raren  (see  Orford's  Reminiscences),  and  many  other  in 
stances,  bring  this  supertiition  nearer  home.  Tbe  most 
singular  was  tbe  whim  of  a  Worcester  lady,  who  believ- 
ing her  dau^ter  to  exist  in  the  shape  of  a  singing- biid, 
literally  furnished  her  pew  in  tbe  Gstbedral  with  cages* 
full  of  tbe  kind;  and  as  she  was  rich,  and  a  benefsctress 
in  beauti  Fyiog  the  cbnrcb,  no  objection  was  made  to  her 
barmleie  folly.— For  this  anecdote  see  Orford's  Letters. 


A  TALE. 


— — <—  1  tanl  praiieri  la  lai  dorair  soa  ponso. 
TiSSO,  {^mtoJ0nmm, 


TO 

THOMAS  MOORE,  ESQ. 

MT  DEAR  MOORE, 
I  nsnicATS  to  yon  the  last  production  with  which  I 
shall  trespass  on  public  patience,  and  your  indulgence, 
for  some  years ;  and  I  own  that  I  feel  anxious  to  avail 
myself  of  this  latest  and  only  opportunity  of  adorning 
my  pages  with  a  name  consecrated  by  onsliakeo  public 
principle,  and  tbe  most  undoubted  and  various  talents. 
While  Ireland  ranks  you  among  the  firmest  of  her  pa- 
triots; while  you  stand  alone  the  first  of  her  bards  in  her 
estimation,  and  Britain  repeau  and  ratifies  the  decree, 
permit  one,  whose  only  regret,  since  our  first  acquaint- 
ance, baa  been  the  years  he  had  lost  before  it  commenced, 
to  add  the  humble  bnt  sincere  suffrage  of  friendabip,  to 
the  voice  of  more  than  one  nation.  It  will  at  least  prove 
to  yon,  that  1  have  neither  forgotten  the  gratification 
derived  from  yonr  society,  nor  abandoned  the  pro«pect 
of  its  renewal,  whenever  your  leisure  or  inclination  allows 
you  10  atone  to  your  friends  for  loo  long  an  absence.  It 
is  said  among  those  friends,  I  trust  truly,  that  you  are 
oigaged  in  the  composition  of  a  poem  whose  scene  will 
he  laid  in  the  East ;  none  can  do  those  scenes  so  much 
justice.  The  vrrongs  of  yonr  own  country,  the  maj^ifi- 
cent  and  fiery  spirit  of  her  sons,  the  beauty  and  feeling 
of  her  (langbters,  may  there  be  found ;  and  Collins,  when 
he  denominated  bu  Oriental  his  Irish  Eclogues,  was  not 
aware  how  true,  at  least,  was  a  part  of  his  parallel.  Your 
imagination  will  create  a  vrarmer  sun,  and  less  clouded 
sky;  but  wildness,  tenderness,  and  originality  are  part 
of  your  national  claim  of  oriental  descent,  to  which  you 
have  already  thus  fisr  proved  yonr  title  more  clearly  than 
the  most  xenlous  of  yonr  country's  antiquarians. 

May  I  add  a  few  words  00  a  subject  on  which  all  men 
are  supposed  to  be  fluent,  and  none  agreeable T — Self. 
I  have  written  much,  and  published  more  than  enough 
to  demand  a  longer  silence  than  1  now  meditate;  bnt  for 
some  yean  to  come  it  is  my  intention  to  tempt  no 
further  the  awaid  of  «  Gods,  men,  nor  columns.*  In 
the  present  composition  I  have  attempted  not  the  moat 
difficult,  bnt,  pcrhap«,  tbe  best  adapted  measure  to  our 
boguage,  the  good  old  and  now  neglected  heroic  couplet. 
The  slanm  of  Spenser  is  perhaps  too  slow  and  dignified 
for  narrative;  ^ongh  I  confms,  it  is  the  mcasan  most 
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afker  my  own  heart :  Scott  alone,  of  tbe  present  gene- 
ration, has  hitherto  completely  triumphed  over  the  fatal 
fsciliiy  of  theocto-syllabic  vene;  and  Ibbis  not  the  least 
victory  of  his  fertile  and  mighty  genius:  in  blank  vene, 
Milton,  Thomson,  and  our  dramatists,  are  the  beacons 
that  shine  along  the  deep,  bnt  warn  us  from  tbe  rough 
and  barren  rock  on  which  they  are  kindled.  The  heroic 
conjdet  is  not  the  most  popular  measure  certainly;  bnt 
as  I  did  not  deviate  into  the  other  from  a  wish  to  flatter 
what  is  called  public  opinion,  I  shall  quit  it  without 
further  apology,  and  take  ray  chance  once  more  with 
that  venification,  In  which  I  have  hitherto  published 
nothing  but  compositions  whose  former  cireulation  is 
part  of  my  present  and  will  be  of  my  future  regret. 

With  regard  to  my  story,  and  biorirs  in  general,  I 
should  have  been  glad  to  have  rendered  my  penonages 
more  perfect  and  amiable,  if  po<»ible,  Inasmuch  as  1 
have  been  sometimes  criticised,  and  considered  no  less 
responsible  for  their  deeds  and  qualilirs  than  if  all  had 
been  per^nal.  Be  it  so^if  I  have  deviated  into  the 
gloomy  vanity  of  ■  drawing  from  self,*  the  pictures  are 
probably  like,  since  they  are  unfivourable ;  and  if  not, 
those  who  know  me  are  undeceived,  and  those  who  do 
not,  I  have  little  interest  in  undeceiving.  I  have  no 
particular  desire  that  any  bnt  my  acquaintance  should 
think  the  author  better  than  the  beingnof  bis  imagining; 
bnt  I  cannot  help  a  little  surprise,  and  perhaps  amuse- 
ment, at  some  odd  critical  excq>tioos  in  the  present 
iiutance,  when  1  see  several  bards  (fer  more  deserving, 
I  allow),  in  very  reputable  plight,  and  quite  exempted 
from  all  participation  in  the  feults  of  those  heroes,  who, 
nevertheless,  might  be  found  with  little  more  morality 
than  «  The  Giaour,*  and  perhaps — but  no— I  must  admit 
Childe  Harold  to  be  a  very  repulsive  personage;  and  as 
to  his  identity,  those  who  like  it  must  give  him  whatever 
M  alias  »  they  please. 

If,  however,  it  were  worth  while  to  remove  the  im- 
pression, it  might  be  of  some  service  to  me,  that  the  man 
who  is  alike  the  delight  of  his  readers  and  bis  friends, 
the  poet  of  alt  circles,  and  the  idol  of  his  own,  permits 
me  here  and  elsewhere  to  subscribe  myself, 

mmt  truly  and  affectionately, 
his  obedient  servant, 
BTRON. 

January  s.  181^. 
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CANTO  I. 


nnsftun  ma^^ior  dokirt', 

(.\n>  ric'rilami  il«-l  ioai|»o  ff  lieu 

^«•lla  miscria, 

DAME. 


I. 

u  O'kr  (he  glad  ivaters  of  the  dark  blue  sen, 
Our  tlioughu  as  boundless,  and  our  souls  as  free, 
Far  nn  the  breeze  cau  bear,  the  billows  foam, 
Survey  our  empire  and  behold  our  home ! 
These  are  our  realms,  no  limits  to  their  sway — 
Our  flag  the  sceptre  all  who  meet  obey. 
Ours  the  wild  life  in  tumult  still  to  range 
From  toil  to  rest,  and  joy  in  every  change. 
Oh,  who  can  tell?  not  thou,  luxurious  slave! 
Whose  soul  would  sicken  o'er  the  heaving  wave; 
Not  ihou,  vaiu  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease! 
Whom  slumber  soothes  not — pleasure  cannot  please  !- 
Oh,  who  can  tell,  save  he  whose  heart  hath  tried, 
And  danced  in  triumph  o'er  the  waters  wide. 
The  exulting  sense — the  pulse's  maddening  play, 
That  thrills  the  wanderer  of  that  trackless  way  I 
That  for  itself  can  woo  the  approaching  Hght, 
And  turn  what  some  deem  danger  to  delight; 
That  seeks  what  cravens  shun  with  more  than  zeal, 
And  where  the  feebler  faint — can  only  feel — 
Feel — to  the  rising  bosom's  inmost  core, 
Its  hope  awaken  and  its  spirit  soar? 
No  dread  of  death — if  with  us  die  our  foes— 
Save  that  it  seems  even  duller  than  repose: 
Come  when  it  will — we  snatch  the  hfe  of  life; 
When  lost — what  recks  it — by  disease  or  strife? 
Let  him  who  crawls  enamour'd  of  decay. 
Cling  to  his  couch,  and  sicken  years  away. 
Heave  his  thick  breath,  and  shake  his  palsied  head; 
Ours — the  fresh  turf — and  not  the  feverish  bed. 
While  gasp  by  gasp  he  faultors  forth  his  soul, 
Ours  with  oue  pang — oue  bound — escapes  control. 
II is  corse  may  boast  its  urn  and  narrow  cave, 
And  tbey  who  loathed  his  life  may  gild  his  gra\e: 
Ours  are  the  tears,  though  few,  sincerely  shed, 
When  occau  slirouds  and  sepulchres  our  dead. 
For  us,  even  banquets  fond  regret  supply 
In  the  red  cup  that  crowns  our  memory; 
And  the  brief  epitapli  in  danger's  day, 
When  those  who  win  at  length  divide  th^  prey, 
And  cry,  remembrance  saddening  o'er  each  brow, 
Ilow  had  the  brave  who  fell  exulted  now!» 

IT. 
Such  were  the  notes  that  from  the  Pirate's  isle, 
Around  the  kindling  watch-fire  rang  the  while; 
Such  were  the  sounds  that  tlinll'd  the  rocks  along. 
And  unto  ears  as  rugged  seemed  a  song! 
In  scatter'd  groups  upon  the  golden  sand, 
They  game — carouse — converse — or  whet  the  brand; 
Select  the  arms — to  each  his  blade  assign. 
And  careless  eye  the  blood  that  dims  its  shine; 
Repair  the  boat,  replace  the  helm  or  oar. 
While  others  straggling  muse  along  the  shore, 
For  the  wild  bird  the  busy  springe>  set, 
Or  spread  beneath  the  sun  the  dripping  net; 


Gaze  where  some  distant  sail  a  speck  supplies. 

With  all  the  thirsting  eye  of  enterprise  ; 

Tell  o'er  the  tales  of  many  a  night  of  toil. 

And  marvel  where  they  next  shall  seize  a  spoil : 

No  matter  where — their  chiefs  allotment  this, 

Theirs,  to  believe  no  prey  nor  |)lan  amiss. 

But  who  that  Chilf?  his  name  on  every  shore 

Is  famed  and  fear  d — they  ask  and  know  no  more. 

With  these  be  mingles  not  but  lo  command; 

Few  are  his  words,  but  keen  his  eye  and  hand. 

Ne'er  sca.sous  he  with  mirth  their  jovial  mess. 

But  they  forgi\e  his  .silence  for  suicess. 

Ne'er  for  his  lip  the  purpling  rup  they  hll, 

That  goblet  p.isscs  liiui  uutasted  still — 

And  for  his  fare— the  riulcst  of  his  crew 

Would  that,  in  turn,  ha\e  pass'd  uutasted  too; 

Karth's  coarsest  bread,  the  j;.'iideu's  homeliest  roots. 

And  scarce  the  sumuier  luxury  of  fruits, 

His  short  repast  in  humbleness  supply 

With  all  a  hermit's  boar«l  \f>ould  scarce  deny. 

Dul  while  he  shuns  the  grosser  joys  of  sense, 

His  mind  seems  nourish'd  by  that  abstinence. 

«  Steer  to  that  shore  '.» — they  sail.  "Do  this  !>«— 'tis  done. 

mNow  form  antl  follow  mel» — the  spoil  is  won. 

Tiius  prompt  his  areents  and  his  aoiicms  sldl, 

And  all  obey  and  few  ini]uire  his  will; 

To  such,  bnef  ans^*er  and  contemptuous  eye, 

Convey  reproof,  nor  further  deign  reply. 

HI. 

«  A  sail ! — a  sail !»  a  promised  prize  to  hope! 

Her  nation — Hag— bow  speaks  the  tchscope? 

No  prize,  alas!  — but  yet  a  welcome  sail : 

The  blood-red  signal  glitters  in  the  gale. 

Yes — she  is  ours — a  home-returning  bark — 

Blow  fair,  thou  breeze!— she  anchors  ere  the  dark. 

Already  doubled  is  the  cape — our  bay 

Receives  that  prow  which  proudly  s|nirns  the  spray. 

How  gloriously  her  gallant  course  she  goes! 

Her  white  vkings  flying — ne^er  from  her  foe* — 

She  walks  the  waters  like  a  thing  of  life, 

And  seems  ro  dare  the  elements  to  strife. 

Who  would  not  bra\e  the  battle-fire — the  wreck — 

To  move  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deck? 

IV. 
Hoarse  o'er  her  side  the  rustling  cable  rings; 
The  sails  are  furld,  and,  anchonug,  round  she  swing* 
And  gathenng  loiterers  on  the  land  discern 
Her  boat  descending  from  the  latticed  stern. 
T  is  m:mu'd — the  oars  keep  concert  to  the  strand. 
Till  grates  her  keel  upon  the  shallow*  sand. 
Hail  to  the  velcome  shout  1— the  friendly  <ipeech  ! 
When  hand  grasps  hand  uniting  on  the  beach; 
The  !,mile,  the  question,  and  the  quick  reply, 
And  the  heart's  promise  of  festi\ity! 

V. 

The  tidings  spread,  and  g;ithering  grows  the  crowd  : 
The  horn  of  voices,  and  the  laut;hler  loud, 
.Vnd  woman's  gentler  anxious  tune  is  beard  — 
Friends' — husbands' — lo\crs  names  in  each  dear  >»ord 
«  Oh  I   are  they  safe?    we  .isk  nut  of  sucrrss — 
lUii  shall  we  see  them?  will  their  accents  bless> 
From  where  the  battle  roars — the  billows  chafe — 
They  doul)tli>s  btddiydied — but  wh<t  are  saf«  ? 
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Here  let  ibem  haste  to  gladden  and  nirprise, 
And  kiM  the  dovbt  from  tbew  delighted  eye»!»^ 

VI. 
«  Where  is  •Mr  chief  7  for  him  we  bear  report— 
And  doabt  that  joy — which  haiU  our  coming — short; 
Yet,  thos  sincere— *t  is  checriag,  though  so  brief; 
But,  Juan !  instant  guide  us  to  our  chief : 
Our  greeting  paid,  we  *U  feast  on  our  return, 
And  all  shall  hear  what  each  may  wish  to  learn.* 
Ascending  slowly  by  the  rock-hewn  way, 
To  where  his  watch-lower  beetles  o'er  the  bay, 
fiy  bnaliy  brake,  and  wild  flowers  blossomiog. 
And  freshness  breathing  from  each  siWer  spring, 
Whose  scattered  streams  from  granite  basins  burst. 
Leap  into  life,  and  iparkling  woo  your  thirst ; 
From  crag  to  cliff  they  mount. — Kear  yonder  cave. 
What  lonely  straggler  looks  along  the  wave  ? 
In  pensive  posture  leaning  on  the  brand, 
Xot  oft  a  resting-siaff  to  that  red  hand. 
«  T  b  be — 't  is  Conrad — here — as  wont — alone ; 
On — Juan  I  on — and  make  oar  purpose  known. 
The  bai^  he  riews — aqd  tell  him  we  would  greet 
His  ear  with  tidings  he  must  quickly  meet : 
We  dare  not  yet  approach — thou  know'st  his  mood. 
When  strange  or  nninviied  steps  intrude.* 

VII. 
Bim  Joan  sought,  and  told  of  their  intent- 
He  spake  not — bat  a  sign  express'd  assent. 
These  Joan  calls—they  come — to  their  salute 
•  Be  bends  him  slightly,  bat  bu  lips  are  mute. 
«  These  letters.  Chief,  are  from  the  Greek — the  spy. 
Who  still  proclaims  onr  spoil  or  peril  nigh : 
Whate'er  his  tidings,  we  can  well  report, 
Mach  tbat»— ■Peace,peace!»— He  cuts  their  pratinQ  short 
Wondering  they  turn,  abash'd  while  each  to  each 
Conjecture  whispers  in  his  mattering  speeeh ; 
They  watch  his  glance  with  many  a  stealing  look. 
To  gather  how  that  eye  the  tidings  took ; 
Bat,  this  as  if  he  guess'd,  with  head  aside. 
Perchance  from  some  emotion,  doubt,  or  pride. 
He  read  the  scroll—*  My  tablets,  Juan,  hark — 
Where  is  Gonsalvo?* 

«  In  the  ancbor'd  bark.» 
«  There  lei  him  stay — to  him  this  order  bear. 
Back  to  your  duty — for  my  course  prepare : 
Myself  this  enterprise  to-night  will  share.* 
«  To-Digfaf,  Lord  Connd?* 

«  Ay !  at  set  of  son : 
Tlie  breeae  will  freshen  when  the  day  is  done. 
My  corslet — doak— one  hour— and  we  are  gone. 
Sling  on  thy  bugle — see  that,  free  from  rust. 
My  carbine-lock  springs  worthy  of  my  trust ;   • 
Be  the  edge  sharpen'd  of  my  iKMrdiog-brand, 
And  give  its  gnard  more  room  to  fit  my  hand. 
This  let  the  armoorer  with  speed  dispose ; 
Last  time,  it  more  fatigued  my  arm  than  foes : 
Mark  that  the  signal-gnn  be  daly  fired 
To  tell  us  wheo  the  hour  of  stay  's  expired.* 

VIII. 
They  make  obeisance,  and  retire  in  haste, 
Too  «oon  to  seek  again  the  watery  waste : 
Yet  tfiey  repine  not — so  that  Conrad  guides ; 
And  who  dare  question  aught  that  he  decides  ? 


That  man  of  loneliness  and  mystery, 
Scarce  seen  to  smile,  and  sekhm  heard  to 
Whose  name  ippale  the  fiercest  of  his  crew, 
And  tints  each  swarthy  cheek  with  sallower  hue; 
Still  sways  their  souls  with  that  commanding  art 
That  daisies,  leads,  yet  chills  the  vulgar  heart. 
What  is  that  spell,  that  thus  bis  lawless  train 
Coofr«s  and  eovy,  yet  oppose  in  vainT 
What  should  it  be,  that  thus  their  faith  can  bind? 
The  power  of  Thoughl— the  magic  of  the  Mind ! 
Link'd  with  success,  assumed  and  kept  with  skill. 
That  moulds  another's  weakness  to  its  will; 
Wields  with  their  hands,  but,  still  to  these  naknown, 
Makes  even  their  mightiest  deeds  appear  his  own. 
Such  hath  it  been— shall  be — beneath  the  sun 
The  many  still  must  labour  for  the  one ! 
T  is  Nature's  doom— but  let  the  wretch  who  toils 
Arouse  not,  hate  not  him  who  wears  the  spoils. 
Oh !  if  he  knew  the  weight  of  splendid  chains. 
How  light  the  balance  of  hu  humbler  pains! 

IX. 

Unlike  the  heroes  of  each  ancient  race. 

Demons  in  act,  but  gods  at  least  in  face. 

In  Conrad's  form  seems  little  to  admire. 

Though  his  dark  «ye-brow  shades  a  glance  of  fire : 

Robust,  but  not  Uercnlean— to  the  sight 

No  giant  frame  sets  forth  his  common  height; 

Tet,  in  the  whole,  who  paused  to  look  again. 

Saw  more  tlian  marks  the  crowd  of  vulgar  men; 

They  gase  and  marvel  how— and  still  confess 

That  thus  it  is,  but  why  they  cannot  guess. 

Sun- burnt  his  cheek,  his  forehead  high  and  pale 

The  sable  curls  in  wild  profusion  veil ; 

And  oft  perforce  his  rising  lip  reveals 

The  haughtier  thought  it  curbs,  but  searce  conceals. 

Though  smooth  his  voice,  and  calm  his  general  mien. 

Still  seems  there  something  he  would  not  have  seen : 

His  fea tares'  deepening  lines  and  varying  hue 

At  tiroes  attracted,  yet  perplei^d  the  view. 

As  if  within  that  muikiness  of  mind 

Work'd  feelings  fearful,  and  yH  undefined ; 

Such  might  it  be— that  none  coukl  truly  tell — 

Too  close  inquiry  his  stem  glance  would  quell. 

There  breathe  but  few  whose  aspect  might  defy 

The  full  encounter  of  his  searching  eye. 

He  had  the  skill,  when  Cunning's  gate  would  seek 

To  probe  his  heart  and  watch  bis  changing  cheek. 

At  once  the  observer's  purpose  to  e«py, 

And  on  himself  roll  back  his  scrutiny, 

Lest  he  to  Connd  rather  should  betray 

Some  secret  thought  than  drag  that  Hiiefs  to  day. 

There  was  a  laughing  devil  in  his  sneer, 

That  raised  emotions  both  of  rage  and  fear; 

And  where  his  frown  of  hatred  darkly  fell, 

Hope  withering  fled— and  Mercy  sigh'd  farewell! 

X. 

Slight  are  the  outward  signs  of  evil  thought; 
Within— within— 't  was  there  the  spirit  wrought! 
Love  shows  all  changes— hate,  ambition,  guile. 
Betray  no  further  than  the  bitter  smile  : 
The  lip's  least  curl,  the  lightest  paleness  thrown 
Along  the  governd  aspect,  ^peak  alone 
Of  deeper  pa&sions;  and  to  judge  their  mien. 
He,  who  would  see,  must  be  himself  unseen. 

ai 
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Thcu — with  the  hurried  irratl,  llic  upward  eye. 
The  clenched  hand,  the  pause  of  a^ony, 
That  listens,  slarling,  lest  the  step  loo  near 
Approach  intrusive  on  that  mood  of  fear: 
Then — with  each  feature  ^orkin|;  from  the  heart, 
With  feelin|;.s  loosed  to  sirenjjlhen — not  depart. 
That  rise — convulse — contend — that  freeze,  or  {jlow, 
I'lush  in  the  check,  or  damp  upon  the  hrow  ; 
Then — Strauycr!  if  thou  canst,  and  tremhlcst  not, 
llehuld  his  soul— the  rest  tliat  soothes  his  lot! 
Mark — how  ihiii  lone  and  bli(jhted  bosom  sears 
Tlic  scntliiujj  thought  of  execrated  years! 
Behold — but  who  hath  seen,  or  e'er  shall  see, 
Man  as  himself — the  secixit  spirit  free? 

XI. 
Yet  was  not  Conr.id  thus  by  nature  sent 
'io  le.id  the  tjuiliy — {',uill  s  worst  instrument: 
His  >oul  vas  chan{;rd,  before  his  deeds  ha<l  driven 
llini  forth  to  war  with  man  and  forfeit  heaven. 
\V.np<i  by  the  vkorld  in  Dis.ippointment's  school. 
In  words  too  wi^e,  in  eoiidurt  tliere  a  fool ; 
loo  tirm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  to  stoop, 
Dooui'd  l>y  his  ^ery  virtues  for  a  dupe, 
lie  cnr>ed  those  virtues  as  the  cause  of  ill. 
And  not  the  traitors  who  belray'd  him  slill; 
Kor  deomd  that  gifts  bcsiowd  on  better  men 
Had  left  him  joy,  and  means  to  yive  ai;:xin. 
Feard — sliunn'd — belied — ere  youth  had  lost  her  force. 
He  hated  man  too  much  to  fnl  remorse, 
And  lliou|;ht  the  voice  of  wrath  a  sacred  call, 
To  pay  the  injuries  of  some  on  all. 
lie  knew  himself  a  villain — but  he  deem'd 
The  rest  no  l)ctter  than  the  lhin(j  he  seem'd; 
And  scorn  d  the  best  as  hypocrites  who  hid 
Those  deeds  the  bolder  spirit  plainly  did. 
He  knew  himself  detested,  but  he  knew 
The  hearts  th;U  loathed  him  crouch'd  and  dreaded  t.io. 
Lone,  wild,  and  strnnije,  he  stood  alike  exempt 
From  all  affection  and  from  all  contempt: 
His  name  could  >adden,  and  his  acts  surjjrise; 
Piut  th«y  tli.it  fear'd  him  dared  not  to  despise. 
Man  spurns  the  worm,  but  pause-i  ere  he  wake 
The  slumberiut;  venom  of  the  folded  snake: 
The  lirst  may  turn — but  not  aven(;e  the  blow  ; 
The  la>l  expirrs-^but  leaves  no  li\in|»  foe  ; 
Fast  to  the  doom'il  offender's  form  it  clings, 
And  he  may  crush — not  conquer — still  it  sting**! 

XH. 

None  .irc  all  evil — quickening  round  his  heart. 

One  softer  feeling  Mould  not  yet  depart : 

Oft  could  he  siiccr  at  others  as  bc^;uiled 

IJv  passicins  Morihy  of  a  fool  or  child  ; 

Yet  gaitist  that  passion  vainly  sldl  he  stn)\e, 

And  even  in  him  it  asks  the  name  of  love! 

Yes.  it  was  love — unchangeable — nneliaiiged, 

Felt  but  for  one  from  whom  he  never  ranged; 

Though  fairest  captives  daily  met  his  eye. 

He  sliunii'd,  nor  sought,  but  coMly  passd  them  by; 

Tluui,;h  many  a  beauty  droopd  in  prisoii'd  bower. 

None  ever  sen. died  his  Mio>t  unguarded  hour. 

Ye;-  —  it  Mas  ime — if  ihoiights  of  tetiderness, 

Ti  ied  ill  teinpi.uiiin,  strengthen d  by  tlislrcss, 

I'liinoxcd  l»v  ali-^enee,  tirm  in  every  clime, 

Ainl  Net  —  Oil  mor»'  than  nil  I — untirod  bv  time; 


Which  nor  defeated  hope,  nor  bafHed  wile 
(lould  render  sullen,  were  she  near  to  smile; 
Nor  rage  could  fire,  nor  sickness  fret  to  vent 
On  her  one  murmur  of  his  discontent ; 
Which  still  wouhl  meet  with  joy,  vith  calmness  pari, 
Lest  that  his  look  of  grief  should  reach  her  heart; 
Which  nought  removed,  nor  menaced  to  remove — 
If  there  be  love  in  mortals — this  was  love  ! 
lie  wa«;  a  villain — ay — reproaches  shower 
On  him  —  but  not  ihe  passion,  nor  its  power, 
Whieh  only  proved,  all  other  virtues  gone. 
Not  guilt  itself  could  quench  this  loveliest  one! 

XHL 
He  paused  a  moment — till  his  hastening  men 
Passd  the  hr>t  v\inding  downward  to  the  glen. 
•«Sirange  tidings! — many  a  peril  have  I  past. 
Nor  know  I  why  this  next  appears  the  last! 
Yet  so  my  heart  foreluide.s.  but  must  not  fear. 
Nor  sh  dl  mv  followers  find  me  falter  here. 
'T  is  rash  to  meet,  but  surer  death  to  wait 
Till  lie:e  they  luint  us  to  undoubted  fate; 
xVml.  if  my  [ilan  but  hold,  and  fortune  smile. 
We  11  furnish  mourners  f()r  our  funeral  pile. 
.\y — let  tliem  slmnber — peaceful  be  their  dreams! 
Morn  ne'er  awoke  them  with  su<'h  brilliant  beams 
As  kindle  high  to-night  'hut  blow,  thou  J>reeze!) 
To  warm  these  sli'tw  a\en[;ers  of  the  seas. 
Now  to  Me«lora — Oh!  my  sinking  heart, 
Long  may  her  own  be  lighter  than  thou  art ! 
Yet  was  I  brave — mean  boast  where  all  are  brave  ! 
Kven  insects  sting  for  aught  they  seek  to  save. 
This  common  courage  which  with  brutes  we  share. 
That  owes  its  deadliest  efforts  to  despair. 
Small  merit  claims — but  "t  was  my  nobler  hope 
To  teach  my  few  with  numlwrs  still  to  cope: 
Long  have  I  lr>d  tinm — not  to  vaiidy  bleed  ; 
No  medium  now — we  perish  or  succ^eed  ! 
S«)  let  it  be — it  irks  not  me  to  die  ; 
hut  thus  to  urge  them  whence  tliev  cannot  Mv. 
y\\  lot  liaih  long  had  little  of  my  care, 
Itut  ch.ifes  mv  priile  iluis  b« filed  in  the  snare. 
U  this  my  skill  ?  my  craft  ?  to  set  at  last 
Hope,  pov^er,  an<l  life  upon  a  single  east? 
Oh,  fite  ! — accuse  thv  folly,  not  thy  fate — 
She  mav  redeem  thee  >till — nor  yet  too  late.>» 

XIV. 
Thus  with  himself  communion  held  he,  till 
He  reachd  the  summit  of  his  lower-crown'd  hill: 
Tlwre  at  the  portal  pausetl — for  wild  and  soft 
He  heard  th(»se  accents  never  heard  loo  oft ; 
Through  the  high  lattice  far  yet  sweet  they  rung, 
And  these  the  notes  his  bird  of  beauty  sung : 


««  Dce'p  in  my  soul  that  tender  secret  dwells, 
Lonely  and  lost  to  light  fore\crmore, 

Save  when  to  thine  my  heart  resj)onsivc  swells. 
Then  trcujbles  into  silence  as  before. 


«<  There,  in  its  centre,  a  se[)idchral  lauip 

lUuiis  the  slow  tiaine.  eternal  —  but  unseen; 

Wlii'h  not  tlie  darkness  ol  de>|i  tir  can  damp, 
llioui.li  vain  its  lav  as  it  had  never  been. 
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3. 
«  Remember  m«— Ohl  psM  not  thou  my  grare 

Wiihoui  one  Ukooghc  whose  relict  there  rechoc 
The  only  puif  my  boeom  dare  not  brave 

Most  be  to  find  fotigelfdbiett  ia  thine. 


«  My  fondetc — fiuaieet— blest— Mceolt  hear : 
Grief  for  the  dead  not  virtue  can  reprove ; 

Then  give  me  all  I  ever  a«ked— a  tear. 

The  first— kat — sole  rrward  of  to  much  love !» 


He  |wss'd  the  portal— croit'd  the  corridor, 
And  reach'd  the  chamber  as  the  etrain  gave  o'er  : 

■  My  otrn  Medora !  ware  thy  tong  b  tad— » 

■  la  Coorad't  abtence  wouldtt  thon  have  it  glad  ? 
Withont  thine  ear  to  listen  to  my  lay, 

Scill  mntt  my  song  my  thongfatt,  my  tool  betray  ; 
StiJl  mntt  each  accent  to  my  botom  tott, 
My  heart  nnhuth'd — althoogh  my  Kpt  were  mnle  ! 
Oh  !  many  a  night  on  thit  lone  couch  reclined, 
Mj  dreaming  fear  with  ttormt  hath  wing'd  the  wind, 
And  deemed  the  breath  that  faintly  fann'd  thy  tail 
The  mormuring  prrlnde  of  the  mder  gale ; 
Though  toft,  it  teem'd  the  low  prophetic  dirge, 
That  BMmm'd  thee  floating  on  the  savage  surge  : 
Sttil  would  I  rise  to  route  the  beacon-fire. 
Lest  spies  less  tme  should  let  the  biate  expire  ; 
And  many  a  restless  hour  oulwaich'd  each  star, 
And  morning  came — ^and  still  thou  wert  aftr. 
Oh!  how  the  ebill  blast  on  my  botom  blew, 
And  day  broke  dreary  on  my  troubled  view. 
And  ttJIl  I  gated  and  gated — and  not  a  prow 
Was  granted  to  my  iear»— my  truth — my  vo-w  ! 
At  lengtb— *t  was  noon — I  liail'd  and  blest  the  nia«t 
That  met  my  sight— it  near d— Alas!  it  past ! 
Another  came— Oh  God !  't  was  tbioc  at  la%t ! 
Would  that  those  days  were  over !  wilt  thon  ne'er. 
My  Conrad!  learn  the  joys  of  peace  to  %hareT 
Sure  ibon  bau  more  than  wealth  ;  and  many  a  home 
At  bri^t  ts  this  invites  us  not  to  roam  ; 
Thou  know'st  it  is  not  peril  that  I  fnir, 
I  only  tremble  when  thon  art  not  here : 
Then  not  for  mine,  but  that  Hr  dearer  life, 
Wfaicb  flies  from  love  and  languishes  for  utrife — 
How  strange  that  heart,  to  me  to  tender  tttll, 
Should  war  with  nature  and  lu  better  will !» 

«Yea,  strange  indeed,  thnt  hfurt  hath  long  been  cli.ing*'il 

Worm-like  *t  was  trampled — adder-like  avenged, 

Without  one  hope  on  earth  beyond  tity  love, 

And  scarce  a  glimpse  of  mercy  from  above. 

Yet  the  same  feeling  which   thou  dost  condemn^ 

My  very  love  to  thee  it  hale  to  them. 

So  closely  mingling  here,  ih.it,  disentwined, 

I  cea«e  to  love  thee  when  1  love  mankind. 

Tec  dread  not  thi»— the  proof  of  all  the  past 

Azures  the  fuiore  that  my  love  will  last. 

But — Oh,  Medora !  nerve  thy  gentler  heart. 

This  bofur  again— bat  not  for  long — we  parc.» 

«  Thb  hour  we  part  !-^ my  heart  foreboded  thin  . 
Thus  ever  fodc  my  fairy  dreams  of  bliss. 
This  hour— it  cannot  be- this  hour  away  ! 
Yon  birk  hath  hardly  anchored  in  the  bay : 


Her  consort  still  is  absent,  and  her  crew 

Have  need  of  rest  before  they  toil  anew. 

My  feve !  thou  mock'st  my  weaknest ;  and  wouldst  steel 

My  breast  before  the  time  when  it  mntt  feel : 

But  trifle  now  no  more  with  my  distress. 

Such  mirth  hath  less  of  play  than  biltemeu. 

Be  «ilent,  Conrad  !^-dearcst!  come  and  sh.ire 

The  feast  these  hands  dritghled  to  prepare  ; 

Light  toil  I  to  cull  and  dress  thy  frugal  fare  ! 

Fee,  ( liave  pluck'd  the  fruit  that  promised  best. 

And  where  not  sure,  perplex'd,  but  pleated,  I  guess 'd 

At  such  as  seem'd  the  fairest :  thrice  the  hill 

My  st^ps  have  wound  to  try  the  coolest  rill ; 

Yes!  thy  sherbet  to-night  will  sweetly  flow, 

See  how  it  sparkles  in  its  va«e  of  snow  ! 

Tlie  grape's  gay  juice  thy  bosom  never  cheer% , 

Thou  more  than  Moslem  when  the  cup  .ippenrs ' 

Think  not  1  mean  to  chide — for  I  rejoice. 

What  othen  deem  a  penance  t%  thy  choice. 

But  come,  the  board  is  spreid  ;  our  silver  lamp 

Is  trimm'd,  and  heeds  not  the  sirocco's  damp  . 

Then  ^lull  my  handmaids  while  the  time  along. 

And  join  with  me  the  dance,  or  wake  the  song  . 

Or  my  guitar,  which  still  thou  lovest  to  hear. 

Shall  sootlie  or  lull — or,  should  it  vex  thine  ear. 

We  '11  turn  the  tale,  by  Ariosto  told. 

Of  fair  Olympia  loved  and  left  of  old.  * 

Why— thou  wert  worse  than  he  who  broke  his  %ow 

To  that  lost  damsel,  shouldsi  thou  leave  mc  now  ; 

Or  even  that  traitor  chief — 1  've  seen  thee  smile. 

When  the  clear  sky  sliow'd  Ariadne's  Isle, 

Which  1  have  pointed  from  these  cliffs  the  while 

And  thus,  half  sportive,  half  in  ^^ar,  I  said. 

Lest  Time  should  raise  that  doubt  to  more  than  dread. 

Thus  Conrad,  too,  will  quit  me  for  tlie  main  : 

And  he  deceived  me— for — he  came  again  !» 

M  Again — again— and  oft  again — my  lova  1 

If  there  be  life  below,  and  hope  above. 

He  will  return :  but  now,  tlie  momenu  bring 

The  time  of  parting  with  redoubled  wing. 

The  why — the  where— what  boots  it  now  to  tell  ? 

Since  all  must  end  in  that  wild  word — huvwi'U ' 

Yet  would  I  fain— did  lime  allow — disclose — 

Fear  not — the»e  are  no  formidable  foe« ; 

And  here  sli.ill  watch  a  more  than  wonted  guard. 

For  sudden  siege  and  long  defence  prepared  . 

Nor  be  thou  lonely — though  thy  Ion!  p  away. 

Our  matrons  and  thy  haudiuaids  villi  thee  st'iy  , 

And  this  thy  comfort— that,  when  next  ye  meet, 

Security  KliiiU  make  repose  more  sweet. 

List ! — l  is  the  bugle — Juan  shrilly  blew — 

One  kiss— one  more— anotlier — oh !  adieu  !■ 

She  rose — she  sprung — she  clung  to  liis  emhr.icc. 
Till  his  heart  heaved  beneath  her  hidden  face. 
He  dared  not  raise  to  his  that  dee|»-hlue  eye, 
Which  downcast  droop'd  in  tearles<>  agony. 
Her  long  fair  luir  lay  tloatin;*  o  er  his  arni». 
In  all  the  \kildncss  of  dishewlld  charms  ; 
.Srarre  l>eat  that  bosom  where  bifc  image  dwelt 
So  full— t/taC  feeling  secm'd  almost  unfult! 
Hark- p«'aU  the  thunder  of  lite  sigiial-gun  ! 
ll  told  l  was  sunset — ami  he  curbed  lltat  sun. 
Ag.iin — a<>ain — th.it  form  he  madly  preas'd; 
Wliich  mutely  clasp'd,  imploriiii;ly  carrs^  d  1 
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And,  totteriuQ  to  the  couch,  his  bride  he  bore, 
One  moment  (;azed — as  if  to  pazc  no  more; 
Felt — that  for  him  earth  held  but  her  alooe, 
Kiss'd  her  cold  forehead — turo'd — is  Conrad  gone  ? 

XV. 

tf  And  is  he  (;onc  ?» — oa  sudden  solitude 

How  oft  that  fearful  question  will  intrude ! 

«  T  was  but  an  instant  past — and  here  he  stood  ! 

And  no  WW — without  the  portal's  port  she  rush'd. 

And  then  at  length  her  tears  in  freedom  j^ush'd  ; 

Big — bright.— and  fast,  unknown  to  her  they  fell ; 

But  still  her  lips  refused  to  send — m  farcvcU'.M 

For  in  that  word — that  fatal  word— howe'er 

We  promise — hope — believe — there  breathes  despair. 

O'er  every  feature  of  that  still  pale  face, 

Had  sorrow  fix'd  what  time  can  ne'er  erase  ; 

The  tender  blue  of  that  large  loving  eye 

Grew  frozen  with  its  gaze  on  vacancy. 

Till — oh,  how  far! — it  caught  a  glimpse  of  him. 

And  then  it  flow'd — and  phrensied  seem'd  to  swim 

Through  those  long,  dark,  and  glistening  lashes,  dew'd 

Wiih  drops  of  saducss  oft  to  be  renew'd. 

><  He  's  gone !» — agaiust  her  heart  that  hand  is  driven, 

Convulsed  and  quick — then  gently  raUed  to  heaven. 

She  look'd  and  saw  the  heaving  of  the  main  ; 

The  white  sail  set — she  dared  not  look  again  ; 

But  turn'd  with  sickening  soul  within  tlie  gatc-^ 

«  It  is  no  dream — and  1  am  desolate !» 


XVI. 

From  crag  to  crag  descending — swiftly  sped 

Stern  Conrad  down,  nor  once  he  turn'd  his  head  ; 

But  shrunk  whene'er  the  windings  of  his  way 

Forced  on  his  eye  what  he  would  not  survey, 

His  lone,  but  lovely  dwelling  on  the  steep, 

That  hail'd  him  first  when  homeward  from  the  deep: 

And  slie — the  dim  and  melancholy  star. 

Whose  ray  of  beauty  reach'd  him  from  afar. 

On  her  he  must  not  gaze,  he  must  not  think — 

There  he  might  rest,  but  on  destruction's  brink. 

Yet  once  almost  he  stopp'd — and  nearly  gave 

His  fate  to  chance,  his  projects  to  the  wave; 

But  uo — it  must  not  be — a  worthy  chief 

May  melt,  but  not  betray  to  woman's  grief. 

He  sees  his  bark,  he  notes  how  fair  the  wind,. 

And  sternly  gathers  all  his  might  of  mind  : 


Again  he  hurries  on,  and  as  he  liears 
The  clang  of  tumult  vibrate  on  his  ears, 
The  busy  sounds,  the  bustle  of  the  shore, 
The  shout,  the  signal,  and  the  dashing  oar, 
.\<i  marks  his  eye  the  sea-boy  on  the  mast. 
The  anchor's  rise,  the  saiU  unfurling  fast. 
The  >»aviug  kerchiefs  of  the  crowd  that  urge 
That  mute  adieu  to  those  who  stem  the  surge  , 
And,  more  than  all,  his  blood-red  Hag  aloft, 
He  m:irvcH  d  how  his  heart  could  seem  so  soft. 
Fire  in  his  gl.uire,  and  wildness  in  his  breast. 
He  feels  of  ail  his  former  srlf  posscst; 
He  bounds — he  flies — until  his  footsteps  reach 
The  ver{^e  >slieri'  ends  the  cliff,  bejpns  the  beaih, 
There  cheeks  his  speed  ;  but  pauses  less  to  hreailu- 
The  breezy  freshness  of  the  deep  lieneath. 
Than  there  his  wonied  slatelier  step  renew  ; 
Nor  rush.  disUirb'd  by  haste,  to  vulgar  \ic^  . 


For  well  had  Conrad  learu'd  to  curb  the  crowd, 
Ry  arts  that  veil,  and  oft  preserve  the  proud. 
His  was  tht>  lofty  port,  the  distant  mien. 
That  seems  to  shun  the  sight — and  awes  if  sc«n  : 
The  solemn  aspect,  and  the  high-born  eye. 
That  checks  low  mirth,  but  lacks  not  courtesy  \ 
All  these  he  wielded  to  command  assent : 
But  where  he  wish'd  to  win,  so  well  unbent. 
That  kindness  canccll'd  fear  in  those  who  heard. 
And  other's  gifts  show'd  mean  beside  his  word. 
When  echoed  to  the  heart  as  from  his  own 
His  deep  yet  tender  melody  of  tone  : 
But  such  was  foreign  to  his  wonted  mood. 
He  cared  not  what  lie  soften'd,  but  subdued  ; 
The  evil  passions  of  his  youth  had  made 
Him  value  less  who  loved — than  what  obcy'd. 

XVH. 

Around  him  mustering  ranged  his  ready  guard  j 
Before  him  Juan  stands — «  Are  all  prepared  ?» 

«  They  are — nay  more — embark'd  :  the  latest  boat 

Waits  but  my  chief »» 

M  My  sword  and  my  capote.* 
So  firmly  girded  on,  and  lightly  slung. 
His  belt  and  cloak  were  o'er  his  shoulders  flung. 
««  Call  Pedro  here  !» — He  comes — and  Conrad  bends. 
With  all  the  courtesy  he  deign'd  liis  friends; 
«  Receive  these  tablets,  and  peruse  with  care, 
Words  of  high  trust  and  truth  are  graven  there  ; 
Double  the  guard,  and  when  Anselmo's  bark 
Arrives,  let  him  alike  these  orders  mark  : 
In  three  days  (serve  the  breeze)  the  sun  shall  shine 
On  our  return — till  then  all  peace  be  thine !» 
This  said,  his  brother  Pirate's  hand  he  wrung, 
Then  to  his  boat  with  haughty  gesture  sprung. 
Flash'd  the  dipt  oars,  and  sparkling  with  the  stroke, 
Around  the  waves,  phosphoric'  brightness  broke; 
They  gain  the  vessel — on  the  deck  he  stands; 
Shrieks  the  shrill  whistle — ply  the  busy  hands  : 
He  m;irks  how  well  the  ship  her  helm  obeys. 
How  gallant  all  her  crew — and  deigus  to  praise. 
His  eyes  of  pride  to  young  Consaho  turn — 
Why  doili  he  start,  and  itdy  seem  to  mourn  ? 
Alas  !  those  eyes  beheld  his  roeky  tower, 
.\nd  live  a  moment  o'er  the  parting  hour; 
She — his  Medora — did  she  mark  the  provs  I 
.Ml !  never  loved  he  half  so  much  as  now  ! 
But  much  must  yet  be  done  ere  diwn  of  day — 
Again  he  mans  himself  and  turns  away; 
Down  to  the  cabin  Midi  (tonsalvo  bends, 
And  there  unfolds  his  pl.in — his  means — and  ends; 
lU^fore  them  burns  the  lamp,  and  spreads  tJie  chart, 
\iu\  all  that  speaks  and  aids  the  na\.il  art; 
They  to  the  midnight  wateh  prolraet  debate  : 
To  anxious  eyes  what  hour  is  ever  late? 
Meanlinic,  the  steady  breeze  serenely  blew. 
And  fast  and  f>ih'on-like  the  vessel  (lew  ; 
Passd  the  hi{',h  headlan<ls  of  each  clustering  isle. 
To  g.iin  thi'ir  port — long — long  ere  inoniiiig  smile 
.\iid  soon  the  nigiil-j^Iass  ihrougli  the  narrow  bay 
|)is«o\«  rs  where  the  Paehi's  g.illeys  lay. 
(AHiiit  (hey  a-aeh  sail — and  mark  how  there  supine 
The  lighls  in  vain  oVr  lieedless  .Moslem  shine. 
Sernre,  unnoUHl,  Conrad's  prow  pass'd  hv, 
All*!  aiK'hor'il  where  his  anthu>h  nieaiit  to  lu  , 
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Scrren'd  from  e^ial  by  the  juning  cape, 
Tttac  re«rt  on  high  ils  rude  Caustic  shape. 
Thro  rote  hit  band  lo  duty — not  from  sleep— 
Lquipp'd  for  deeds  alike  on  land  or  deep ; 
Wbile  lean'd  their  leader  o'er  ihe  freuing  flood. 
And  cahnlj  lalk'd—and  yet  be  talk'd  of  bhMNi! 


CANTO  II. 


l4Bblosid««lrif 

DA?m. 


In  Coroo's  bay  floats  many  a  galley  light, 
Throagfa  Coroos  lattices  the  lamps  are  bright. 
For  Sryd,  the  Pacha,  makes  a  frast  to-night : 
A  feast  for  promised  triumph  yet  to  come. 
When  he  shall  drag  the  fetter'd  RoTers  home 
Tbi^  bath  he  sworn  by  AUa  and  his  sword, 
And  faithful  to  his  firman  and  his  word, 
Ht«  summon'd  prows  collect  along  the  coast. 
And  great  the  gathering  crews,  and  loud  the  boast : 
Already  aliarcd  the  captives  and  the  prise, 
Though  far  the  distant  foe  they  thus  despise ; 
T  i&  but  to  sail— -no  ^ubt  to-morrow's  sun 
Will  see  the  Pirates  bound — their  liaven  won! 
Meantime  the  watch  may  slumber,  if  they  will, 
Nor  only  wake  to  war,  but  dreaming  kill ; 
Thougii  all,  who  can,  disperse  oo  shore,  and  seek 
To  Uesh  their  glowing  valour  on  the  Greek. 
How  well  such  deed  becomes  the  turbao'd  brave — 
To  bare  the  sabre's  edge  before  a  slave ! 
lafrst  bis  dwelling — but  forbear  to  slay — 
Tbnr  arms  are  strong,  yet  merciful  to-day. 
And  do  not  deign  to  smile  because  they  may! 
rnle!«  some  gay  caprice  suggests  the  blow, 
To  keep  in  practice  for  the  coiniDg  foe. 
Ret  el  and  rout  the  evening  hours  beguile. 
And  they  who  wish  to  wear  a  head  mu«t  smile; 
For  Hoslem  moutlu  produce  their  choicest  cheer, 
And  hoard  their  curses  till  the  coast  is  dear. 

n. 

Hij^i  ia  his  liall  reclines  the  turbao'd  Seyd  ; 
Around — the  bearded  chiefs  lie  cpme  to  lead. 
Removed  the  banquet,  and  the  \aM  pilaff — 
Forbidden  draughts,  't  is  said,  he  dared  lo  quaff, 
Though  to  the  rest  the  sober  berry's  juice,* 
Ihr  slaves  bear  round  for  rigid  Moslems'  use; 
The  long  Chibouque's^  dissolving 'cloud  supply. 
While  dance  the  Almas*  to  wild  minstrelsy. 
The  rising  mom  will  view  the  chiefs  embark ; 
But  waves  are  somewhat  treacherous  in  the  dark  : 
And  revellers  may  more  securely  sleep 
On  silken  couch  than  o'er  the  rugged  deep. 
Ffd.>t  there  who  cao — nor  combat  till  they  must. 
And  less  to  conquest  llian  to  Korans  trust ; 
Aod  yet  the  numlier^k  crowded  in  his  host 
Miglu  warrant  more  than  even  the  Pacha's  boast. 

III. 
With  cautious  reverence  from  the  outer  gate. 
Slow  stalks  the  sbve,  wliose  office  there  to  wait, 
IU>ws  bis  bent  bend — his  hand  salutes  the  floor. 
Ere  yet  his  tongue  the  trusted  tidings  bore : 


«  A  captive  Dervise,  from  the  pirate's  nest 
Escaped  is  here-^himself  would  tell  the  rests 
Be  look  the  sign  from  Seyd's  assenting  eye, 
Aiul  led  the  holy  man  in  silence  nigh. 
His  arms  were  folded  on  his  dark  green  test. 
His  step  was  feeble,  and  his  look  deprest ; 
Tet  worn  he  seem'd  of  hardship  more  than  years. 
And  pale  his  cheek  with  penance,  not  from  fears. 
Vow'd  to  his  God — his  sable  loeks  he  wore, 
And  these  his  lofty  cap  rose  proudly  o'er : 
Around  his  form  his  loose  long  robe  was  thrown. 
And  wrapt  a  breast  besiow'd  on  heaven  alone; 
Submissive,  yrt  with  self 'possession  mann'd. 
He  calmly  met  the  curious  eyes  that  scaim'd ; 
And  question  of  his  coming  fain  would  seek. 
Before  the  Pacha's  will  allow'd  to  speak. 

IV. 
«  Wlience  com'il  ihou,  Derviae  ?» 

«  From  the  outlaw's  deu 
A  fugitive—* 

•  Thy  capture  where  and  when  ?» 
«  From  Scalanovo's  port  to  Scio's  isle. 
The  Snick  was  hound ;  but  Alia  did  not  tmile 
Upon  our  eourse^— the  Moslem  mercliant's  gains 
The  Rovers  won :  our  limbs  have  worn  tlieir  chains. 
I  had  no  death  to  fear,  nor  wealth  to  boast. 
Beyond  the  wandering  freedom  which  I  lost; 
At  length  a  fisher's  humble  boat  by  night 
Afforded  hope,  and  offer'd  diancc  of  High! : 
I  seized  the  hour,  and  find  my  safety  here- 
with thee — moM  mighty  Pacha !  who  can  fear  ?» 

«  How  speed  the  outlaws!  stand  they  well  prepared. 
Their  plundcr'd  wealth,  and  robber's  rock,  to  guard  i 
Dream  they  of  this  our  preparation,  doom'd 
To  view  with  fire  their  scorpion  nest  consumed  I» 

«  Pacha !  the  fetter'd  captive's  mourning  eye 

That  weeps  for  flight,  but  ill  can  play  the  spy ; 

I  only  heard  the  reckless  waters  roar. 

Those  waves  tliat  would  not  bear  me  from  the  shore ; 

I  only  mark'd  the  glorious  sun  and  sky. 

Too  iM-ight — too  bliie<— for  my  captivity; 

And  felt— tliat  all  which  Freedom's  bosom  cheers. 

Must  break  my  diain  before  it  dried  my  tears. 

This  mayst  thou  judge,  at  least,  from  my  escape. 

They  little  deem  of  aught  in  pehrs  sha|>c; 

Else  vainly  Itad  I  pray'd  or  sought  the  chance 

That  leiifU  me  here— if  eyed  with  vigilance: 

The  i-areless  giurd  that  diii  not  sec  me  fly, 

M.iy  watch  as  idly  wlieo  thy  power  is  nigh. 

Pacha !  my  limbs  are  faint — and  nature  craves 

Food  for  my  hunger,  rest  from  tossing  waves; 

Permit  my  ahseuce — peace  be  with  thee!  Peace 

With  all  around!— now  grant  repose— release. n 

«Siay,  Dervise!  I  have  more  to  questions-stay, 
I  do  rommami  thee — sit — dost  hear?  obey! 
More  1  must  ask — and  food  the  slaves  shall  bring  ; 
Thou  »hait  not  pine  where  all  are  banqueting. 
The  supf>er  done — prepare  tliec  lo  reply 
Clearly  aod  full — I  love  not  mystery.* 

T  were  vain  to  guess  what  sliook  the  pious  man. 
Who  look'd  not  lovingly  ou  that  Divan; 
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Nor  sliow'd  high  relish  for  ihe  banquet  prest, 
And  less  respect  for  every  fellow  gucsi. 
T  was  but  a  inoineut's  peevish  hectic  past 
Along  his  cheek,  auil  trauqiiillizcd  as  fast : 
He  sate  him  down  in  silence,  and  his  look 
Resumed  the  calmne:is  which  before  forsook. 
The  feast  was  usher'd  in — but  sumptuous  fare 
He  shunn'd,  as  if  some  poison  miii<jled  there; 
For  one  so  lonj  condemn'd  to  toil  and  fast, 
Methinks  he  stran^jely  spares  the  rich  repast. 
M  What  ails  thee,  Dervisc!  cat — dost  thou  suppose 
This  feast  a  Christian's  T  or  my  friends  thy  foes  ? 
Why  dost  thou  shun  the  salt — that  sacred  pledije 
Which,  once  partaken,  blunts  the  sabre's  edge, 
Makes  even  contending  tribes  in  peace  unite, 
And  hated  hosts  seem  bretlireu  to  the  sight  I»> 

«  Salt  seasons  dainties — and  mv  food  is  still 
The  humblest  root,  my  drink  the  simplest  rill; 
And  my  stern  vow  and  orders'*  laws  oppose 
To  break  or  mingle  bread  with  friends  or  foes; 
It  may  seem  strange — if  there  be  aught  to  dread, 
That  peril  rests  upon  my  single  head ; 
Itut  for  thy  sway — nay  more — thy  Sultan's  throne. 
I  taste  nor  bread,  nor  banquet — sa>e  nlone  ; 
Infringed  our  order's  ride,  the  Prophd's  rage 
To  Mecca's  dome  might  bar  my  pilgriinage.» 

«  Well,  as  thou  wilt — ascetic  as  thou  art — 
One  question  answer  ;  then  in  peace  depart. 

How  n'lny ?     Ila!  it  cannot  sure  be  day! 

What  star — what  sun  is  bursting  on  the  bay? 

It  shines  a  lake  of  lire! — away — away! 

Ho!  treachery  I  my  guards  !  my  scimitar! 

The  galleys  feed  the  flames — and  I  afar! 

Accursed  Dervise ! — these  thy  tidings — thou 

Some  villain  spy — seize — cleave  him — slay  him  now  ?»> 

I'p  rose  the  Dervisc  with  that  burst  of  light. 
Nor  less  his  change  of  form  npyiall'd  the  sight  : 
Up  rose  that  Dervise — not  in  s.nnlly  g.irb, 
but  like  a  warrior  bounding  on  his  barb, 
Da<ih'd  his  high  cap,  and  tore  his  robe  away — 
Shone  his  mail'd  breast,  and  fh^ii'd  his  salin-s  rav! 
His  close  bu(  gliltering  casque,  and  sable  plume, 
More  glittering  eye,  and  black  brow's  sabler  gloom. 
Glared  on  the  Moslems'  eyes  some  Afrit  spriie, 
Whose  demon  death-blow  left  no  hope  for  light. 
The  wild  confusion,  and  the  swarthy  glow 
Of  flames  on  high,  and  torches  from  below  ; 
The  shriek  of  terror,  and  the  mingling  yell — 
For  swords  l)«jj;in  to  clash,  and  shouis  to  smcII, 
Flung  o'er  that  spot  of  earth  ihe  air  of  hell ' 
Distracted,  to  and  fro,  tin?  flyi'ib'  -slaves 
Heboid  but  bloody  shore  and  liiiy  waves  ; 
Nought  heeded  they  the  P.irlias  angrv  cry, 
Thty  seize  that  Der\ise'  —  s,  i/*-  on  /.itanai  '.7 
ll(?  sa\»  their  terror — i  lieik'd  the  tirsi  despair 
That  urgi-d  him  biU  to  stand  and  perish  llu  re. 
Since  far  too  early  and  too  well  obeyd. 
The  flanje  ^M\s  kindled  ere  the  si|i|i;il  made; 
lie  s.iw  (luMr  terror — from  his  Italdrie  drew 
His  bii{;le— brief  the  blast  — but  shrilly  blev  , 
T  IS  ailswct'd  —  "Weil  ye  spriil,  my  |;allaiil  tiew  * 
Why  did  I  doubt  their  (jiiickiies>  of  lariei  ! 
And  deem  tbsigii  had  left  nie  sin^^lc  Iuil-  ;.• 


Sweeps  his  long  arm — that  sabre's  whirling  sway 

Shells  fast  atonement  for  its  first  delay; 

Completes  his  fury,  what  iheir  fear  began. 

And  makes  the  many  basely  quail  to  one. 

The  cloven  turbans  o'er  the  chamber  spread, 

And  scarce  an  arm  dare  rise  to  guard  its  head  : 

Even  Seyd,  convulsed,  o'erwhelmd  with  rage,  siu-pri*<*. 

Retreats  before  him,  though  he  still  d«"fics. 

No  craven  he — and  yet  he  dreads  the  blow. 

So  much  Confusion  m.ignities  his  foe  ! 

His  blazing  galleys  siill  distract  his  sight. 

He  tore  his  beard,  and  foaming  lied  the  f»(;hi  ;** 

For  no>%  ihe  |)irates  pass'd  the  Haram  gate, 

Aufl  burst  within — and  it  were  death  ti>  \»ait; 

Where  wihl  amazement  shrieking — kneeling — throw ;> 

The  sword  aside — in  vain — the  blood  o'crllows  ! 

The  Corsairs  pouring,  haste  to  wlicrc  within 

Invited  Conrad's  bugle,  and  the  din 

Of  groaning  victims,  and  wild  cries  for  life, 

Proclaim'd  how  well  he  did  the  work  of  strife. 

They  shout  to  find  him  grim  and  lonely  there, 

A  gluiied  tiger  mangling  in  his  lair! 

Hut  short  their  greeting — shorter  his  reply — 

«  T  is  well — but  Seyd  escapes — and  he  must  die. 

Much  hath  been  done — but  more  remaiust  to  do — 

Their  giileys  blaze — why  not  their  city  too  ?n 

V. 

Quick  at  the  wortl — ihey  seize  him  each  a  torch. 

And  (ire  the  dome  from  minaret  to  porch. 

A  stern  delight  was  fix'd  in  (Conrad's  eye, 

Itut  sudden  sunk — for  on  his  ear  the  cry 

Of  women  struck,  and  like  a  deadly  knell 

Knock'd  at  that  heart  unmov'd  by  battle's  yell, 

«  Oh  !  burst  the  Haram— wrong  not,  on  your  li\e> 

One  female  form — remember — we  have  wives. 

On  them  such  outrage  vengeance  will  repay; 

.Man  Is  our  foe,  and  such  t  is  ours  to  slay: 

Rut  still  we  sjiarcd — must  spare  the  weaker  prey. 

Oh  I  1  forgot — but  Heaven  will  not  forgi>c 

If  at  my  wortl  the  helphss  cease  to  live. 

FolU)w  who  will  —  I  ^;o  —  we  yet  lia\e  lime 

Our  souls  to  lighten  of  at  Irdst  a  crime. >• 

He  ciinibs  the  crackling  stair — he  biUNts  the  dooi, 

Nor  feels  his  feet  glow  seorehing  with  the  floor; 

His  breath  choked  gasping  with  the  volumed  sinoki  . 

fiUl  still  from  room  to  room  his  way  In-  broke. 

They  seareh — liny  fiml  — tliey  sa\e:   with  lusty  amis 

Kach  bears  a  pri/e  of  unn-gardrd  charms  ; 

Calm  iheir  loud  fears;  sustain  tinir  sinking  frainr^ 

I  Willi  all  the  rare  defenceless  beauty  claims  . 
So  well  could  Coiirail  tame  their  bercest  mood. 
And  rlieek  the  \ery  liaiiii«>  wi.'h  gore  iniltrued. 

I  iliu  whoissiie?  w  l:oiii  Conrad's  arms  coiiM'Y 
Froin  n"ikiii|;  pile  aiul  combat's  wreck — away  — 

I  NVlio  but  the  love  of  him  he  iloonis  to  !)lre(l ! 
Till-  Haram  (piei-ij  —  but  still  the  sla\«'  of  S<*yd  ! 

VI. 
iJiirf  iitiie  li.nl  Courail  now  to  j;r«ci  (iiiiii.i!!-.'' 
Few  words  l()  r«M>>>nrr  llic  liniiiiliii^;  fair; 
Fdi  III  ill. It  p.iiise  (oinp.issioii  .siialcird  from  w.ii . 
Tlir  foi-  belore  reliniic  fa^i  ;ujd  far. 
Willi  wonder  s.iv\  tlu-ir  (ooisiip',  iiiipiu  sued, 
I  list  slowlicr  fled  —  llicil  rallicil  —  tlicii  willisiuo  ! 
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This  Seyd  perceiTet,  then  first  perceives  how  few, 
(^loni pared  with  bis,  the  Corsair's  roving  crew, 
And  blushes  o'er  bis  error,  as  he  eyes 
l\te  ruin  wrought  by  panic  and  surprise. 
All  i  il  Alia !  Vengeance  swelk  tlie  cry — 
Shaiuc  mounts  to  rage  that  must  atone  or  die ! 
Anil  tlame  for  flame  and  blood  for  blood  must  tell, 
TXtf  tide  of  triumph  ebbs  that  flow'd  too  well — 
^'U-o  wrath  returns  to  renovated  strife. 
And  tlicMe  wbo  fought  for  conquest  strike  for  life. 
Coarad  beheld  the  danger — he  belield 
llm  followers  fisint  by  freshening  foes  rcpell'd: 
-  r>ne  effort— one — to  break  the  ctrcling  host !» 
Tlu-y  form— unite— charge— waver — all  is  lost  i 
^  trhio  a  narrower  ring  comprrss'd,  beitet, 
lio}M-le«s  not  heartkss,  stri«e  and  struggle  yet<— 
Ab  '  now  they  fight  in  firmest  file  no  more — 
Hrmm'd  in — ent  off — cleft  down — and  trampled  o'er; 
But  e^cb  strikes  singly,  silently,  and  home, 
I  And  sinks  outwearied  rather  than  o'ercome, 
;  His  b«t  faint  quitunoe  rendering  with  his  breath, 
I  Till  the  blade  glimmers  in  the  grasp  of  death ! 

I  VII. 

f  Cot  first  ere  came  the  rallying  host  to  blows, 
j  And  rank  to  rank  and  hand  to  hand  oppose, 
r.iilnare  and  all  her  llaram  handmaids  freed, 
S.if«r  in  the  dome  of  one  who  held  their  creed, 
'  Cy  Conrad*s  mandate  safely  were  bestow'd, 
'  And  dried  those  tears  for  life  and  fame  that  flow'd  ; 
And  when  that  dark-eyed  lady,  young  Culnare, 
?ir>call'd  those  thoughts  late  wandering  in  despair. 
Much  did  she  marvel  o'er  the  courtesy 
Tliat  smoothed  bis  accents,  soficn'd  in  his  eye: 
T  nas  strange — that  robber  thus  with  gore  bcdew'd, 
S4><>m'd  gentler  then  than  Seyd  in  fondest  mood. 
The  Paclia  woo'd  as  if  he  deem'd  the  slave 
Must  seem  delighted  with  the  heart  he  gave; 
Tlir  Corsair  vow'd  protection,  sooth'd  affright. 
As  if  his  homage  were  a  woman's  right. 
•  Tlie  wish  is  wrong— nay,  worse  for  female,  vain — 
Yet  much  I  long  to  view  that  chief  again; 
If  but  10  thank  for,  what  my  fear  forgot, 
The  life — my  loving  lord  remember  d  not!» 

vin. 

And  htm  she  saw,  where  thickest  carnage  spread. 

But  gather'd  breathing  from  the  liappier  dead ; 

Far  frotn  his  band,  and  battling  with  a  host 

That  deem  right  dearly  won  the  field  he  lost. 

Fell'd— bleeding- bafAed  of  the  death  he  sought, 

And  snatch'd  to  expiate  aU  the  ills  he  wrought ; 

Prrserved  to  linger  and  to  live  in  vain. 

While  Vengeance  ponder'd  o'er  new  plans  of  pain, 

And  stannch'd  the  blood  she  saves  to  shed  again— 

But  drop  by  drop,  for  Seyd's  unglulted  eye 

Would  doom  him  ever  dying — i>e'er  to  die  I 

Can  this  be  he !  triumphant  late  slie  saw, 

AVhen  bis  red  hand's  wild  gesture  waved,  a  Uw! 

T  is  he  indeed— >disarm'd  but  undeprest, 

Hi«  sole  regret  the  life  be  still  possest ; 

ni^  wounds  loo  slight,  tliougli  taken  with  tliat  will. 

Which  would  have  kiss'd  the  band  that  then  oouhl  kill. 

Oh  !  were  there  none,  of  all  the  many  given. 

To  send  his  soul— he  scarcely  ask'd  to  heaven  ? 


Must  he  alone  of  all  retain  his  breath. 

Who  more  than  all  had  striven  and  struck  for  death? 

He  deeply  felt— what  mortal  hearts  must  feel. 

When  thus  reversed  on  faithless  fonune's  wlieel, 

For  crimes  committed,  and  the  victor's  threat 

Of  lingering  tortures  to  repay  the  debt— 

He  deeply,  darkly  felt;  but  evil  pride 

That  led  to  perpetrate — now  serves  to  hide. 

Still  in  his  stem  and  self-collected  mien 

A  conqueror's  more  than  captive's  air  is  seen; 

Though  faint  with  wasting  toil  and  stiffening  wound. 

Rut  few  that  saw— so  calmly  gated  around: 

Though  the  far  shouting  of  the  distant  crowd. 

Their  tremors  o'er,  rose  insolently  loud. 

The  bf  tier  warriors  who  beheld  him  near, 

1  Usui  led  not  the  foe  who  taught  tliem  fear; 

And  the  grim  guards  that  to  his  durauce  led. 

In  silence  eyed  him  with  a  secret  dread. 

IX. 

The  Leech  was  sent — but  not  in  mercy — there 

To  note  how  much  the  life  yet  left  could  bear; 

lie  found  enough  to  load  with  heaviest  chain. 

And  promise  feehog  for  the  wrench  of  pain. 

To-morrow — yea — to-morrow's  evening  stun 

Will  sinking  see  impalement's  pangs  begun. 

And,  rising  with  the  wonted  blush  of  morn, 

Rehold  how  well  or  ill  those  pangs  are  borne. 

Of  lormento  this  the  longest  and  the  worst. 

Which  adds  all  other  agony  to  thirst, 

Tliat  day  by  day  death  still  forbears  to  slake, 

While  famisb'd  vultures  flit  around  the  stake. 

«•  Oh!  water — water!* — smiling  hate  denies 

The  victim's  prayer — for  if  he  drinks — he  dies. 

This  was  his  doom: — the  Leech,  the  guard  were  gone, 

And  left  proud  Conrad  feiter'd  and  alone. 

X. 

T  were  vain  lo  paint  to  what  his  feelingi  grrW'^ 

It  even  were  doubtful  if  their  victim  knew. 

There  is  a  war,  a  chaos  of  the  mind. 

When  all  its  elements  eonvnked — combtoed — 

Lie  dark  and  jarring  with  perturbed  force, 

And  gnashing  with  iropeoilent  remorse ; 

That  jugtjiing  fiend— who  never  spake  befort"- 

But  crie«,  «  I  wam'd  thee!*  when  the  deed  is  o'er. 

Vain  voice !  the  spirit  burning  but  nnbent. 

May  writhe — rebel — the  weak  alone  repent! 

Even  in  that  lonely  bonr  when  moat  it  feels. 

And,  to  itself,  all— all  that  self  reveals, 

No  single  passion,  and  no  ruling  thought 

That  Inves  the  rest  as  oiKe  unseen,  unsou|^t ; 

But  the  wild  prospect  when  the  soul  reviews — 

All  rushing  through  their  thousand  avenues, 

Ambition's  dreams  expiring,  love's  regret, 

Endanger'd  glory,  life  itself  beset; 

The  joy  untasted,  the  contempt  or  hate 

'Gaiiut  those  who  fain  would  triumph  in  our  fate ; 

The  bopelens  past ;  the  hasting  future  driven 

Too  quickly  on  to  guess  if  hell  or  heaven ; 

Deeds,  thoughu,  and  words,  perhaps  remcmber'd  not 

So  keenly  till  that  hour,  but  ne'er  forgot ; 

Things  light  or  lovely  in  their  acted  time. 

But  now  to  stem  reflection  each  a  crioM ; 
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The  withering  sense  of  evil  unrevcal'd. 

Not  cankering  less  because  the  more  conceal'd — 

All,  in  a  word,  from  which  all  eyes  must  i^tart. 

That  opening  sepulchre — the  naked  heart 

Bares  with  its  buried  woes,  till  pride  awoke, 

To  snatch  the  mirror  from  the  soul — and  break. 

Ay — pride  can  veil,  and  courage  brave  it  all. 

All — all — before — beyond — the  deadliest  fall. 

Each  hath  some  fear,  and  he  who  least  betrays, 

The  only  hypocrite  deserving  praise  : 

Not  the  loud  recreant  wretch  who  boasts  and  flies; 

liut  ho  who  looks  on  death — and  silent  dies. 

So  stecl'd  by  pondering  o'er  his  far  career. 

He  half-way  meets  bim  should  he  menace  near! 

XI. 

Tn  the  high  chamber  of  his  highest  tower, 
Sale  Conrad,  fctter'd  in  the  Pacha's  power. 
His  palace  perlsh'd  in  the  flame — this  fort 
(^oniain'd  at  once  his  captive  and  his  court. 
Not  much  could  Conrad  of  his  sentence  blame, 
His  foe,  if  vanquish'd,  had  but  shard  the  same. 
Alone  he  sate — in  solitude  had  scann'd 
His  guilty  bosom,  but  that  breast  he  mann'd  : 
One  thought  alone  he  could  not — dared  not  meet, 
a  Oh!  how  these  tidings  will  Blcdora  greet?)* 
Then— only  then — his  clanking  hands  he  raised. 
And  strain'd  with  rage  the  chain  on  which  he  gazetl; 
But  soon  he  found — or  feign'd — or  dreara'd  relief, 
And  smiled  in  self-derision  of  bis  grief, 
tt  And  now  come  torture  when  it  will — or  may. 
More  need  of  rest  to  nerve  me  for  the  day.» 
This  said,  witli  languor  to  his  mat  he  crept, 
And,  whatsoe'er  his  visiont,  quickly  slept. 

T  was  hardly  midnight  when  that  fray  begun. 
For  Conrad's  plans  matured,  at  once  were  done; 
And  Havoc  loathes  so  much  the  waste  of  time, 
She  scarce  had  left  an  uncommitted  crime. 
One  hour  beheld  him  since  the  tide  he  stemm'd — 
nis|;uisod,  discovered,  conquering,  ta'eu,  condemu'd — 
A  chief  on  land — an  outlaw  on  the  deep — 
Destroying — sa\ing — prisou'd — and  asleep ! 

XU. 

He  slept  in  calmest  seeming — for  his  breath 

Was  hush'd  »o  deep — ah!  happy  if  in  death! 

He  slept — who  o'er  his  placid  slumber  bends? 

His  foes  arc  gone — and  here  he  hath  no  friends. 

Is  it  sotnc  seraph  sent  to  grant  him  grace? 

No,  't  i»  an  earthly  form  with  heavenly  facel 

Its  while  arm  raised  a  lamp — yet  gently  hid, 

Lest  the  r.jy  Hash  abruptly  on  the  lid 

Of  th.Tl  closed  eye,  which  opens  but  to  pain, 

.\nd  once  unclosed — but  once  may  close  again. 

That  form,  with  eve  so  dark,  and  cheek  so  fair, 

And  auburn  waves  of  gemni'd  ami  braided  liair; 

Willi  >hape  of  fairy  liglitiiess— naked  foot, 

Tli.it  >liines  like  snow,  aud  falls  on  earth  as  mule — 

Tluoinjh  guards  and  dunnesi  iii(;lii  how  came  it  there? 

All !  rather  ask  what  will  not  woman  dire, 

Whom  yoiitii  and  pity  lead  like  tiiec,  Culnare? 

She  eoiiM  not  sleep — and  wliile  the  Pacha's  rest 

In  iniili*  rin|;  dreams  yet  saw  his  ])iiate-|;iiest. 

She  l«ft  l>i-»  si<lc — his  sipnel  ring  slie  bore. 

Whieh  oft  in  sport  adorn  d  her  himl  before — 


And  with  it,  scarcely  question'd,  won  her  way 
Through  drowsy  guards  tliat  must  that  sign  obey. 
Worn  out  with  toil,  aud  tired  with  changing  blows. 
Their  eyes  had  envied  Conrad  his  repose ; 
And  chill  and  nodding  at  the  turret  door, 
They  stretch  their  listless  limbs,  and  watch  no  more ; 
Just  raised  their  heads  to  hail  the  signet-riog. 
Nor  ask  or  what  or  who  the  sign  may  bring. 

XHI. 
She  gazed  in  wonder:  «  Can  he  calmly  sleep. 
While  other  eyes  his  fall  or  ravage  weep? 
And  mine  in  restlessness  are  wandering  here — 
What  sudden  Kpell  hath  made  this  man  so  dear? 
True — 't  is  to  him  my  life,  and  more  I  owe. 
And  me  and  mine  he  spared  from  worse  than  woe: 
*T  is  late  to  think — but  soft — his  slumber  breaks — 
How  heavily  he  sighs! — he  starts — awakes !»» 
He  raised  his  head — and,  dazzled  with  the  light. 
His  eye  seem'd  dubious  if  it  saw  aright: 
He  moved  his  hand — the  grating  of  his  chain 
Too  harshly  told  him  that  he  lived  again. 
«<  What  is  that  form?  if  not  a  shape  of  air, 
Methinks  my  jailor's  face  shows  v^ondrous  fair !» 

u  Pirate!  thou  know'st  me  not — but  I  am  one 
Grateful  for  deeds  thou  hast  too  rarely  done: 
Look  on  me — and  remember  her  thy  hand 
Snateh'd  from  the  (lames,  and  thy  more  fearful  band. 
I  come  through  diirkurss — and  1  scarce  know  why — 
Yet  not  to  hurt — I  would  not  sec  thee  die.» 

u  If  so,  kind  lady !  thine  the  only  eye 

That  would  not  here  in  that  gay  hope  delight: 

Theirs  is  the  chance — and  let  them  use  their  right. 

Out  still  I  thank  their  courtesy  or  thine. 

That  would  confess  me  at  so  fair  a  shrine. » 

Strange  though  it  seem — yet  with  cxtremesl  grief 

Is  link'd  a  mirth — it  doth  not  bring  relief — 

That  playfulness  of  sorrow  necr  beguiles. 

And  smile*,  in  bitterness — but  still  it  smiles; 

And  sometimes  with  the  wisest  and  the  licst. 

Till  even  the  scaffold  '"  echoes  with  their  jest! 

Yet  not  the  joy  to  which  it  seems  akin — 

It  may  deceive  all  hearts,  save  that  within. 

Whale'er  it  was  that  tiash'd  on  Conrad,  now 

A  laughing  wildness  half  unbent  his  brow: 

And  these  his  accents  had  a  sound  of  mirth. 

As  if  the  last  he  could  enjoy  on  earth; 

Yet  'gaiusl  his  nature — for  through  that  short  life. 

Few  thoughts  had  he  to  sjtare  from  gloom  and  strife. 

XIV. 
«  Corsair!  thy  doom  is  named — but  I  have  power 
To  soothe  the  Pacha  in  his  weaker  hour. 
Tlicc  would  I  spare — nay  more — would  save  ih'^e  now, 
But  this — time — hope — nor  even  ihy  strength  allow; 
But  all  I  can,  I  will:  at  least,  delay 
The  sentence  that  remits  tliee  scarce  a  day. 
More  now  were  niin — even  thyself  were  loth 
The  \ain  attempt  should  bring  but  <loom  to  both.n 

<«  Yes  ! — loth  indeed  — my  soul  is  nerved  to  all, 
Or  fall  n  too  low  to  fear  a  further  fall  : 
Tempt  not  ilivxlf  with  peril;  me  with  hope 
Of  flight  from  foe,  with  vNJiom  I  could  not  copc; 
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Unfit  to  vuMfoish— shall  I  meuily  Qj, 
Tbe  one  of  an  my  hand  ihac  would  no(  die? 
Yet  there  is  ooe — to  whom  my  memory  cliog[«. 
Till  io  these  eye*  her  own  wild  toflneta  springs. 
My  sole  resouives  in  the  path  1  trod 
W«rre  these — my  hark,  my  sword,  my  We.  my  Cod! 
The  last  I  left  in  youth — be  leaves  me  now— 
And  man  hot  works  his  will  to  lay  me  low. 
I  have  DO  thought  to  mock  his  throne  with  prayer 
Wrung  from  the  coward-crouching  of  despair: 
It  is  etiongh— I  hreathe— and  I  can  hear. 
My  sword  ia  shaken  from  the  worthless  hand 
j  That  might  have  better  kept  to  true  a  brand; 
I  My  bark  is  sank  or  captive;  but  my  love— 
j  For  ber  in  sooth  my  voice  would  mount  above. 
Oh !  she  is  all  that  still  to  earth  can  bind— 
And  this  will  break  a  heart  so  more  than  kind. 
And  biigfat  a  form— till  thine  appeared,  Gulnare! 
Mine  eye  ne'er  ask'd  if  others  were  as  fair.» 

«  Thou  lovesl  another  then? — bat  what  to  me 
l§  thrs — t*  is  nothing — nothing  e'er  can  be: 
But  yet— thou  lovesl— and— oh !  I  envy  those 
AVbose  hcaru  on  hearu  as  faithful  can  r(>po«e ; 
Wlio  never  feel  the  void— the  wandering  thought 
That  sighs  o'er  visions— such  as  mine  bath  wrought.* 

4 

J 

I  ■  Lady,  mcihought  thy  love  was  his.  for  whom 
I  This  arm  redeem'd  thrc  from  a  6ery  tomb.* 


■  My  love  stem  Seyd'sl    Oh — no— no — not  my  love: 

Yet  much  thi<»  heart,  that  strives  no  more,  once  strove 

To  meet  his  passion»but  it  would  not  be. 

I  felt— I  feel— love  dwells  «itli— with  the  frre. 

I  am  a  slave,  a  favour'd  «lave  at  be^r, 

To  share  his  splendour,  and  seem  very  blest! 

Oft  must  my  soul  jbe  queftliou  undergo. 

Of— 'Dost  thou  love?*  and  bum  Io  answer  'No !' 

Oh'  hard  it  is  that  fondness  to  sustain, 

And  straggle  not  to  feel  averse  in  vaiu; 

But  liarder  stilt  the  heart  s  rrcoil  to  bear. 

And  hide  from  one — perhaps  another  there. 

Me  ukcs  the  hand  I  give  not,  nor  withhold— 

Its  pulse  nor  check'd,  nor  quickrn'd— calmly  cold : 

And.  when  resign'd,  it  drops  a  lifel«Mis  veiylit 

From  one  1  never  loved  enough  to  hate. 

No  warmth  these  lips  return  by  his  imprest. 

And  cbill'd  remembrance  shudders  o'er  the  rest. 

Tes — had  1  ever  proved  that  passion's  zeal, 

The  change  to  haired  were  at  least  to  feel. 

But  still  he  goes  uomouro'd— returns  unsought- 

And  oft  when  present — absent  from  my  (iioii(;iii. 

Or  when  rellection  comes,  and  come  it  must — 

I  fear  that  henceforth  't  will  but  briufj  disgust. 

I  am  his  slave — but,  in  despite  of  pruie, 

T  were  wor^  than  bondage  to  become  his  bride. 

Oh!  that  this  dotage  of  his  breast  would  cease ! 

Or  seek  another  and  give  mine  relea.se, — 

But  yesterday — I  could  have  !»ai(l,  to  poace ! 

Ye« — if  unwonted  fondness  now  I  fei^jn, 

Bemember,  captive!  't  i%  to  brrak  thy  chain; 

Repay  the  life  that  to  thy  hand  I  owe; 

To  (rive  thee  hack  to  all  eodrar'd  below, 

^Vho  share  such  love  as  I  can  never  know. 

Farewell— morn  breaks — and  I  must  now  away : 

T  will  cost  me  dear— but  dread  no  death  to>day !» 


XV. 

She  press'd  his  fetter'd  fiogen  to  lier  lieart, 

And  bow'd  her  head,  and  tura'd  her  to  depart. 

And  noiseless  as  a  lovely  dream  is  gone. 

And  was  she  here?  and  is  he  now  alone? 

What  gem  hath  dropp'd  and  sparkles  o'er  his  chain? 

The  tear  most  sacred,  shed  for  others'  pain. 

That  starts  at  once— bright— pure— from  pity's  mine. 

Already  polish'd  by  the  hand  divine! 

Oh!  too  convineing—^langerously  dear-> 

In  woman's  eye  the  unanswerable  tear! 

That  weapon  of  her  weakness  she  can  wield. 

To  save,  subdue— at  once  her  spear  and  shield: 

Avoid' it — virtue  ebbs  and  wisdom  errs. 

Too  fondly  gazing  on  that  grief  of  hers! 

What  lost  a  worUi,  and  bade  a  hero  llv? 

The  timid  tear  in  Cleopatra's  eye. 

Yet  be  the  soft  triumvir's  fault  forgiven  : 

Dy  this— how  many  lose  not  earth— but  heaven ! 

Consign  their  souls  to  man's  eternal  foe. 

And  seal  their  own  to  spare  some  wanton's  woe! 

XVf. 
T  is  mom — and  o'er  his  alterd  features  play 
The  beams— without  the  hope  of  yesterday. 
What  sh.ill  he  be  ere  niitht?  perchance  a  thing 
O'er  which  the  raven  flaps  her  funeral  wing, 
By  his  closefl  eye  unheeded  and  unfelt. 
While  sets  iliat  sun,  and  de««  of  evening  melt. 
Chill,  viel,  and  misty  round  each  stiffen'd  limb, 
Refreshing  earth — revising  all  but  him ! 


CANTO  in. 


TooM  veili— aBoor  bob 


I*  abbaadona. 

DATTE 


I, 
Slow  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  his  rare  be  run, 
Along  Morea's  hills,  the  setting  sun ; 
Nut,  as  in  northern  climes,  obscurely  bright. 
But  one  uncloudrd  blaze  of  living  light ! 
O'er  the  lm«thd  deep  the  yellow  be.im  he  throws 
Gild*  the  (jrren  wave,  tiiat  tremble*  as  it  glows. 
On  old  .'Ki;ina's  rock,  and  Idra's  i<»le, 
The  );od  of  i;ladnevs  slieds  his  pjriing  smile; 
CXer  his  own  re|;ion>  lingering,  love«i  to  shine, 
Tliougii  there  his  .t|i.in>  are  no  more  di\(ne. 
Desicndlng  fast,  llic  mountain  sli  ulow«  kik» 
Thy  gloriou.«  gulf,  unronquer'd  Silarais! 
Their  azure  arches.  throu(*li  the  lou{;  expand 
More  dcrply  purpled,  meet  his  mellow in^'  [;l.in«e. 
And  tend(>re«c  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 
.Mark  his  gay  course  and  uwu  the  hues  of  heaven ; 
Tdl,  darkly  fthad(>ti  from  the  laud  aud  deep, 
Behind  hi»  Delphian  cliff  he  sinks  to  sleep. 

On  such  an  eve,  his  palest  beam  he  cast. 
When — Athensl  here  thy  wisest  look'd  his  last, 
Ilow  wutehd  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  ray. 
That  closed  their  murder'd  saf;e'.>*'  latest  day! 
Not  yet — not  yet — Sol  pauses  on  the  hill — 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  linger*  still. 
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Bui  s.iJ  liislijjlil  to  agonising  eyrs. 
And  (lark  the  mountains  once  delightful  dyes: 
Gloom  oer  the  lovely  land  he  seemd  to  pour. 
The  liind,  where  Phoebus  never  frowu'd  before; 
But,  ere  he  sunk  below  Ciihaeron's  head, 
The  cup  of  woe  was  quaff  d — the  spirit  Med  ; 
The  soul  of  him  who  scorn'd  to  fear  or  fly — 
Who  hved  and  died,  as  none  can  live  or  die  1 

Cut  lo!  from  high  Hymeltus  to  the  plain. 
The  queen  of  night  asserte  her  silent  reign.  •" 
No  murky  vapour,  herald  of  the  storm. 
Hides  her  fair  face,  nor  girds  her  glowing  form  ; 
With  cornice  glimmering  as  the  moon-beams  play, 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  grateful  ray, 
And,  bright  around  with  quivering,  beams  beset, 
Her  emblem  sparkles  o'er  the  minaret. 
The  groves  of  olive  scatler'd  dark  and  wide 
Where  mcckCephisus  pours  his  scanty  tide. 
The  cypress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque, 
The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  kiosk, '^ 
And,  dun  and  sombre  'mid  the  holy  calm, 
Near  Theseus*  fane  yon  solitary  palm, 
All  tinged  with  varied  hues;  arrest  the  eye, 
x\nd  dull  were  his  that  pass'd  them  heedless  by. 

Again  the  .Egean,  heard  no  more  afar, 

Lulls  hi'4  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war; 

Again  his  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 

Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 

Mixt  with  the  shades  of  ninny  a  distant  i>le, 

That  frown — where  gentler  ocean  srcms  lo  smile.  '^ 

n. 

Not  now  my  theme — why  turn  my  thoughts  10  iliee' 

Oh  !  who  can  look  along  thy  native  s«a. 

Nor  dwell  upon  thy  name,  whalc'er  the  talc. 

So  much  its  magic  must  o'er  all  prevail? 

Who  that  beheld  that  sun  upon  ihce  sec. 

Fair  Athens!  could  thine  evrniug  face  forget? 

Not  he — whosc  heart  nor  time  nor  distance  frees. 

Spell-bound  within  the  clustering  Cycladc,  1 

Nor  seems  this  homage  foreign  lo  his  strain. 

His  Corsair  s  isle  was  once  thine  own  domain — 

Would  that  with  freedom  it  were  thine  again! 

IH. 
The  sun  hath  sunk,  and,  darker  than  the  night, 
Sinks  with  its  beam  upon  the  beacon  height 
Mcdora's  heart :  the  third  day  *s  come  and  gone — 
With  it  he  comes  not— sends  not — faithless  onel 
The  wind  was  fair  though  light,  and  storms  were  none. 
Last  eve  Anselmo's  bark  return  d,  and  yet 
His  only  tidings  thai  they  had  not  met! 
Though  wild,  as  now,  far  different  were  the  lair 
Had  Conrad  waited  for  tint  single  sail. 

The  night-breeze  freshens — she  that  day  had  jiasl 
In  watching  ail  that  hojw  proclaimd  a  ma«t; 
Sadly  she  sate— on  high— Impatience  bore 
At  last  her  footsteps  to  the  midnight  shore. 
And  there  she  wander'd  heedless  of  the  spray 
That  dash'd  her  ganncnts  oft,  and  warn'd  away 
She  saw  not — -felt  not  this— nor  dared  depart. 
Nor  deem'd  it  cold — her  chill  was  at  her  heart; 
Till  grew  such  certainty  from  that  suspense — 
His  very  "^ight  had  shock'd  from  life  or  <ens*»! 


]l  came  at  last— a  sad  and  shaiier'd  boat. 

Whose  inmates  first  beheld  whom  first  they  sought. 

Some  bleeding — all  most  wretched — these  the  few — 

Scarce  knew  they  how  escaped — Uiis  all  they  knew. 

In  ".ilence,  darkling,  each  appear'd  to  wait 

His  fellow's  mournful  guess  at  Conrad's  fate. 

Something  they  would  have  said ;  but  seem'd  to  fear 

To  trust  their  accents  to  Medora's  ear. 

She  saw  at  once,  yet  sunk  not — trembled  not : 

Rencath  that  grief,  that  loneliness  of  lot, 

Within  that  meek  fair  form  were  feelings  high, 

That  deenid  not  till  they  found  iheir  energy. 

Wliile  yet  was  Hope— they  soften'd— flutierd — wept: 

All  lost — that  softness  died  not — but  it  slept ; 

And  o'er  its  slumber  rose  that  strength  which  said, 

«  With  nothing  left  to  love — there's  nought  lo  dread.. ^ 

T  is  more  than  nature's:  like  the  burning  might 

Delirium  gathers  from  the  fever's  height. 

«  Silent  you  stand — nor  would  I  hear  you  tell 

What — speak  not — breathe  not — for  I  know  it  well : 

Yet  would  I  ask — almost  my  lip  denies 

The — quick  your  auswer— tell  me  where  he  lics.w 

It  Lady!  we  know  not — scarce  with  life  we  lied; 
But  here  is  one  denies  that  he  is  dead: 
.  lie  saw  him  l>onnd,  and  bleeding — but  alive. »» 

She  heard  no  further — 'twas  in  vain  to  strive, 

So  throbb'd  each  vein — each   thought — till  then  will*- 
I  stood ; 

Her  own  dark  soul  these  words  at  once  subdued; 
,  She  totters— falls — an«l  senseless  had  the  wave 
;  Perchance  but  snatchd  her  from  another  grave; 
j  lUit  that  with  hantis  ihoiigh  rude,  yet  weeping  eyes. 

They  yield  such  aid  as  Pity  s  haste  supplies; 

Dash  o  er  her  deathlike  cheek  the  ocean  dew, 
j  Kaisc — fan — sustain,  till  life  returns  anew; 
I  Awake  her  handmaids,  with  the  matrons  leave 

That  fainting  form  o'er  which  ilipy  gaze  and  grieve, 

Phen  seek  Anselmo's  cavern,  to  report 

The  tale,  too  tedious — when  ihe  triumph  short. 

IV. 

In  that  wild  council  words  ^ax'd  warm  and  strange, 
With  thoughts  of  ransom,  rsccuc,  and  revenge; 
All,  save  repose  or  flight:  still  lingering  there 

'  iJieaihed  Conrad's  spirit,  and  forbade  despair; 

'  Whate'er  his  fate — the  breasts  he  form'd  and  led 
Will  save  hitn  living,  or  appease  him  dead. 
Wue  to  his  foes!  there  yet  survive  a  few. 
Whose  deeds  arc  daring,  as  iheir  hearts  are  true. 

V. 

Within  the  Ilaram  s  secret  chamber  sate 

Stern  S<»yd,  still  pondering  o'er  his  captive's  fate. 

Mis  thoughts  on  love  and  hale  alternate  dwell. 

Now  with  Culnare,  and  now  in  (^onraifs  cell. 

Here  at  his  feet  the  lovely  slave  reclined 

Surveys  his  brow — would  soothe  his  gloom  of  mind, 

While  many  an  anxious  glance  her  large  dark  eye 

Sends  in  its  idle  search  for  sympathy  : 

Bis  only  bends  in  seeming  o'er  his  beads,  '^ 

But  inly  views  his  victim  as  he  bleeds. 

v«  Pacha!  the  day  is  thine;  and  on  thy  citst 
Sits  iriumph— Conrad  taken — fall  n  the  rest' 
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HU  dooa  wfis'A—lM dies:  aod  vaU  bia  f»U 
Was  cwti'd^ycc  aach  loo  worllileio  for  ihy  bole. 
MetluDks,  a  feboft  ideoM,  for  lOMoai  lold 
With  all  bit  treasart,  MK  nowiaaly  aold. 
Report  spaobs  larptly  of  bis  pmio-board— 
WooU  cbat  of  ibia  nj  Picha  wars  tbe  loid! 
j  WbUe  bofOed,  weaLea'd  by  ihia  fatal  fray— 
Watcb'd — foUow'd— ba  vera  tboi  an  eaaier  prey: 
But  oocc  cut  off— iba  rcowaDl  of  bis  baod 
Exnborfc  tbeir  noakb,  ood  acab  a  lafor  •lraiid.> 

.  Gulnara!  if  for  aocb  drop  of  blood  a  §iai 

Were  offer  d  ricb  aa  8«a»bo«l'»  diadam , 

Jf  for  eacb  hair  af  his  a  maMy  anoa 

Of  virfin  ore  aboold  soppbealiog  tbioe; 

if  all  o«r  Anb  tales  divalec  or  dream 

Of  wealib  were  ber^— ibal  fold  aboald  not  radaan 

Ic  had  Doi  now  rcdcaai'd  a  uogle  boor. 

But  tbat  I  bnow  him  feiicrd,  io  my  power; 

And,  tbirwif  for  reveofe,  I  pooder  tlill 

On  poBfi  that  loafeat  rack  aod  tatast 


«  Nay,  Seyd!--I  eeek  oot  to  natfaiB  thy  rage. 

Too  JiMlly  moved  for  BMrcy  to  aiaooBa; 

My  tbougbu  were  only  to  secure  for  Ibee 

Hi«  riehea— tbas  releaecd,  be  wce«  not  free : 

Disabled,  sboro  of  half  bb  migbf  aod  boad. 

His  capture  coold  bat  wait  Ihy  6nl  eommaod.* 

«  Hi«  captmne  nmki! — and  shall  I  then  n%if,u 

One  day  to  bim^-tbe  wreieb  already  mine? 

Eel«a«e  my  f«»e! — at  whose  remonstraoce  ? — tbiue! 

Fair  sailor!  to  tby  virtnous  graitlndr, 

Tliai  that  repays  this  Ciaonr's  rclentiof  mood. 

Which  ibee  aod  ibiae  aloae  of  all  eoald  spare, 

No  donbl— refardleas  if  the  prise  were  foir. 

My  thaoks  and  praise  aKke  are  due— now  bear  ? 

I  have  a  coonsel  for  tby  gentler  ear : 

I  do  mistrust  tbce,  woomo !  and  eacb  word 

Of  thine  stamps  truth  on  all  suspicion  heard. 

Borne  in  bis  arms  throngh  Are  from  yoa  Srrai — 

Say,  wen  iboa  lio|;ering  there  with  him  to  fly? 

Thoo  need'st  not  answer — tby  confession  speaks. 

Already  reddening  on  thy  gvilly  ebcrks ; 

Then,  lordy  dame,  bethink  thee !  and  beware  : 

T  is  not  kit  life  aloae  may  claim  such  care! 

Another  word  and — luy — I  need  no  more. 

Accursed  was  the  moment  when  he  bore 

Thee  from* the  8omes,  which  better  far— btift— >ii»— 

I  then  had  moam'd  thee  with  a  lover's  woe : 

Now  't  is  tby  lord  Ihot  warns — deceitful  thing! 

Know'st  thou  that  1  ean  clip  tby  waMnn  wing? 

h)  words  alone  I  am  not  wont  to  chafe : 

Look  to  tbysdf— nor  deem  thy  falsehood  mfe!* 

lie  rose— oad  slowlyy  sternly  Ibence  withdrew, 
Bage  in  his  eye,  and  threats  in  his  adieu  : 
Ah !  little  reek'd  ibat  chief  of  womanhood- 
Which  frowns  ne'er  qaell'd,  oor  menaces  sabdued; 
And  little  deem'd  he  what  thy  heart,  Golaare ! 
Whea  soft  could  feel,  aad  when  incensed  cooM  dars. 
His  donbiB  appear  d  to  wrong — nor  yet  she  knew 
How  deep  the  root  from  whence  compassion  grew : 
She  was  a  slore— from  snch  may  capiivw  claim 
A  fellow*foeling,  diffshng  but  io  name; 
Still  haifHncoBseioas — heedless  of  his  wrath, 
Afiiit  riw  iiaiared  oa  the  dangeron*  path, 


Agaia  his  rage  rrpaU'd— >ualil  arose 
That  strife  of  ihoiigbi,  the  soarce  of  wo 


s  woes 


Tl. 

Meanwhile — loag-oaiious— weary— Mill— tbe  mi 

Roll'd  day  aad  aight— ht«  soul  could  terror  lame : 

This  fearful  interval  of  doabt  aad  dread. 

When  every  lioar  might  doom  bim  worse  tbaa  dead. 

When  every  step  ibai  echo'd  by  the  gate. 

Might  entering  load  where  aie  and  stake  await ; 

When  every  voice  that  grated  on  bis  ear 

Might  be  the  last  that  he  could  ever  hear ; 

Could  terror  tame— that  spirit  stem  aad  high 

Had  proved  anvrilliog  as  unfit  to  die : 

T  was  worn— perhaps  decs  y'd— yet  silent  bore 

That  conflict  deadlier  far  tlian  all  before. 

The  heat  of  fight,  the  hurry  of  the  gale, 

Leave  scarce  one  thought  inert  eooogh  to  qaail; 

But  bound  and  fix'd  in  fetter'd  solitude. 

To  pine,  the  prey  of  every  clian(»ing  mood; 

To  gaie  on  thine  own  heart,  and  militate 

Irrevocable  fiults,  and  coming  fate — 

Too  bte  the  last  to  shun^tbe  first  to  UMnd ; 

To  count  the  hours  that  struggle  to  thine  end. 

With  not  a  friend  to  animate,  and  tell 

To  other  ran  that  death  became  thee  well; 

Around  thee  foes  to  for^e  the  ready  lie, 

And  blot  life's  latest  scene  with  calumny; 

Before  thee  tortures,  which  the  soul  can  dare. 

Yet  doubt«  how  well  llir  sUrinkiog  flesh  may  bear; 

But  deeply  feeN  a  siugle  cry  vouUl  ftliaroc. 

To  valours  praise  ttiy  \.t%i  and  dearest  claim; 

The  life  thou  Icavcst  bolow,  denied  above 

By  kind  monopolut<  of  heavenly  love; 

And  more  than  doudtful  paradi^ — tby  heaven 

Of  earthly  hope — thy  lovrd  oar  from  thee  ri^rn: 

Such  were  the  thouyhu  that  ouiUw  must  sustain, 

Aod  govern  pang«  surpassing  mortal  pain  : 

And  those  sustnin'd  he — boots  it  well  or  ill? 

Since  not  to  sink  beneath  is  M>mcthing  still! 


vir. 

The  first  day  passd — he  saw  not  her-^Culnarr — 

The  second  — tliird — and  still  %hc  came  not  there; 

But  what  her  words  avourh'd,  her  cli.->rms  had  done. 

Or  else  he  had  not  seen  another  sun. 

The  fourth  day  roU'd  along,  and  with  tlie  night 

Came  storm  and  darkness  in  their  mingling  nii^ht. 

Oh !  how  he  listen'd  to  the  ru«hin(*  deep. 

That  ne'er  till  im>w  so  broke  upon  his  sleep; 

And  his  wild  spirit  wilder  wishes  sent, 

Roused  by  tbe  roar  of  his  own  element! 

Oft  had  he  ridden  on  that  vringed  wave. 

And  loved  iu  rongbaess  for  the  speed  it  gave; 

And  now  its  dashing  echo'd  on  his  ear, 

A  long-known  voice — alas!  too  vainly  near! 

Loud  sung  tbe  wind  above ;  and,  doubly  loud. 

Shook  o'^r  his  turret  cell  tbe  thunder-cloud ; 

And  dasb'd  the  Ugbtaiag  by  the  ktiiccd  bar. 

To  him  more  genial  than  the  midnight  star. 

Close  to  the  glimmering  grate  he  dragg'd  his  chain. 

And  hoped  tkmi  peril  might  not  prove  in  vain  : 

He  raised  liis  iron  hand  Io  Heaven,  aad  pray'd 

One  pitying  flasli  10  mar  the  form  ii  made  : 

His  steel  and  impious  prsyer  attract  alike— 

Tbe  storm  roll'd  oawaid  aad  disdfia'd  Io  strike ; 
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Its  peal  wax'd  fainter — ceased — he  fell  alone, 

As  if  some  faithless  friend  had  spurn'd  hiN  groan  ! 

VIII. 
The  midnight  pass'd,  and  to  the  massy  door, 
A  liijht  step  came — it  pau^^ed — it  moved  once  more  : 
Slow  turns  the  ^'rating  bolt  and  sullen  key  : 
T  is  as  his  heart  foreboded — that  f.iir  she  I 
What«;*cr  her  sins,  to  him  a  {guardian  saint, 
And  beauteous  still  as  hermit's  hope  can  jiaint; 
Yet  changed  since  last  within  that  cell  she  came. 
More  pale  her  cheek,  more  tremulous  her  frame. 
On  him  she  cast  her  dark  and  hurried  eye, 
Which  spoke  before  her  accents — «Thou  must  die! 
Yes,  tliou  must  die,  there  is  but  one  resource. 
The  last — the  worst — if  torture  were  not  worse. « 

«  Lady!  I  look  to  none;  my  lips  proclaim 
What  last  proclaim'il  they — Conrad  still  the  wimr. 
Why  sliouldst  thou  seek  an  outlaw's  life  to  spare, 
And  change  the  sentence  I  deserve  to  bear? 
Well  ha^c  I  earn'd — nor  here  alone — the  niccd 
Of  Scyd's  revenge,  by  many  a  lawless  decd.» 

«  Why  should  I  seek?  because — oh!  didst  thou  not 

lU'deem  my  life  from  worse  than  slavery's  lot? 

Why  should  1  seek? — hath  misery  made  thee  blind 

To  the  fi)iid  workings  of  a  woman's  mind  ? 

And  must  1  say?  idbcit  my  heart  rcbrl 

With  all  that  woman  feels,  but  should  not  tell — 

Because — despite  thy  crimes — that  heart  is  moved  : 

It  fear  d  thee — thank'dthee — pitied — madden'd — loved! 

Reply  not,  tell  not  now  thy  tale  again. 

Thou  lo\est  another — and  I  love  in  \ain; 

Though  fond  as  mine  her  bosom,  form  more  fair, 

I  rush  through  peril  which  she  would  not  dare. 

If  that  thy  heart  to  hers  were  truly  dear, 

Were  I  thine  own — thou  wert  not  lonely  here  . 

An  outlaws  spouse — and  leave  her  lord  to  roam! 

What  hath  such  gentle  dame  to  do  with  home? 

Iiut  speak  not  now — o'er  thine  and  o'er  my  head 

Hangs  the  keen  sabre  by  a  single  thread. 

If  thou  hitsi  courage  still,  and  wouldst  be  free, 

Receive  this  poniard  —  rise  and  follow  me!.» 

««  Ay — in  my  chains!  my  steps  will  gently  tre.ul, 
j   With  lhe>e  adornments,  o'er  each  slimibering  head! 
Thou  hist  forg<it — is  this  a  gaib  for  fliglit' 
Or  is  that  instrument  more  tit  for  fight  ?» 

M  Misdoubting  Gors:iir!  I  lia^e  gain'd  the  guard. 

Ripe  for  revolt,  and  greedy  for  reward. 

A  single  word  of  mine  removes  that  chain  ; 

Witlioui  some  aid  how  here  could  I  remain' 

Well,  since  we  met,  hath  sped  my  busy  lime, 

If  in  aught  e\il,  for  thy  sake  the  crinu' : 

The  crime — 't  is  none  to  punish  those  of  Seyd. 

That  hated  tyrant,  Conrad — he  musi  blied! 

I  see  thee  shudder — but  my  soul  is  elianged — 

Wrong'd — spurn'd — rcvilejl — and  it  shall  be  avenged  ; 

Accused  of  what  till  now  my  heart  disdairi'd — 

Too  faithful,  though  to  bitter  bond;ige  chain'd. 

Yes,  smile! — but  he  had  little  cause  to  sneer  : 

I  was  not  treacheroiis  then — nor  thou  loo  dear. 

But  he  has  said  it — and  the  jealous  well, 

Those  tyrants,  teasing,  tempting  to  rebel. 

Deserve  the  fate  their  fretting  lips  foreicl. 


I  never  loved — he  bought  me — somewhat  high — 

Since  with  me  came  a  heart  he  could  not  buy. 

I  was  a  slave  unmurmuring;  he  hath  said, 

Dut  for  his  rescue  I  with  thee  had  lied. 

'T  was  false  thou  know'st — but  let  such  augurs  rue. 

Their  words  are  omens  insult  renders  true. 

Nor  A\as  (liy  respite  granted  to  my  prayer; 

Tliis  fleeting  grace  \»a.s  ouly  to  prepare 

New  torments  for  thy  life,  and  mv  despair. 

y\iiK'  too  he  threatens;  but  his  dotage  still 

Would  fain  reserve  m»'  for  iiis  loriliv  vkill  : 

When  wenrier  of  these  fleeting  charms  and  me, 

Tluie  yawns  the  sack — and  yonder  rolls  the  sea! 

What  I  am  I  then  a  toy  for  dotard's  play. 

To  wear  but  till  the  gdduig  frets  away? 

I  saw  ih<N^ — loved  thee — owe  thee  all — would  save. 

If  but  to  show  how  grateful  is  a  slave. 

Rut  had  lie  not  thus  meuicfd  fame  and  life 

(And  well  he  keeps  his  oaths  pronounced  in  strife), 

I  still  had  saM'd  thee — but  the  Pacha  spared. 

Now  I  am  all  thine  own — for  all  prj'pared  : 

Thou  lovest  me  not — nor  know'st — or  but  the  worst. 

Alas!  this  love — that  hatred,  are  the  first. 

Oil!  couMst  tiiou  pro>c  my  truth,  thou  wouldst  oot 

start. 
Nor  fear  the  fire  that  lights  an  eastern  heart; 
'T  is  now  the  beacon  of  thy  safety — now 
It  points  within  the  port  a  Mainote  prow  : 
Rut  in  one  chamber,  where  our  path  must  lead, 
There  sleeps — he  must  not  wake — the  oppressor  Seyd!.« 

«Culnare — (iidnare — I  never  felt  till  now 

My  aliject  fortuue,  withcr'd  fame  so  low. 

Seyd  is  mine  cncinv  ■  had  swept  my  band 

From  earili  with  ruthless  but  with  open  hand  ; 

And  therefore  came  I,  in  mv  bark  of  war, 

To  smite  the  sniiter  with  the  scimitar; 

Such  is  mv  weapon  —  not  the  !,i'«Tet  knife — 

Who  spares  a  woman's  se«'ks  not  slumber"*  life. 

Thine  sa\ed  I  glad  I  v,  lady,  not  for  this — 

Let  me  not  deem  that  mercy  shown  amiss. 

Now  fire  thee  well — more  peare  be  with  thy  breast! 

Night  Wears  ajace — iny  last  of  earthly  rest  !»> 

«<Resi!  rest!  by  sunrise  must  thy  sinews  shake. 

And  tliv  limlis  writhe  around  the  re.idv  stake. 

I  heard  the  orJer — .s;iw — I  will  not  see — 

If  thou  wilt  perish,  I  will  fall  with  thee. 

.My  life  —  my  love — my  hatred — ail  below 

Are  on  this  ct^t,  Cors.iir' — t  i>  but  a  blow  ' 

Without  it  flight  were  idle — bow  e\ade 

His  <nre  ]:>uf^uil?  my  wrongs  too  unrepaid. 

My  voulh  ilisgraeed  —  the  long,  h>ug  wasted  yeari,. 

One  blow  shall  cam  el  with  our  fuluie  fears; 

Rut  since  the  dagger  suiii  thee  less  than  brand, 

I  'II  try  the  lirfnnc's  of  a  female  hand. 

The  guanl>  are  gain  (I — one  moment  all  were  ocr 

Corsair!  we  meet  in  safety  or  no  more; 

If  errs  my  feeble  h  iiul.  the  morning  cloud 

Will  hover  o'er  thy  scaffolil,  and  njy  shroud. »> 

IX. 

She  turu'<l,  and  vanish  <l  ere  he  could  reply. 

Rut  his  glaiK  e  follow  (I  f.ir  with  eager  eye  ; 

.\nd  |;alliering,  as  he  could,  the  links  that  bound 

Ilis  form,  to  curl  their  length,  and  curb  Uicir  sound, 
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Since  bar  and  bolt  no  more  hia  steps  preclode, 

He,  fast  as  fetier'd  limlM  allow,  panned. 

T  was  dark  and  irinding,  aod  he  knew  not  where 

Tbai  pas»ge  led ;  nor  lamp  nor  guard  were  there  : 

He  sees  a  dnaky  glimmenDs~*«tiall  be  teek 

<>r  shan  that  ray  so  iodistinct  and  weak? 

C!>.-iuce  guide*  hb  steps — a  freshness  seems  to  bear 

Kail  on  hU  brow,  as  if  from  momin^;  air; 

He  reached  an  open  gallery — on  bis  eye 

Glram'd  the  last  «Ur  of  night,  the  rl«*aring  sky  : 

Y4>t  4eareely  heeded  these — another  light 

Trom  a  lone  chamber  sirnck  upon  biii  «i(;ht. 

Towards  it  he  moiredf  a  scarcely  closing  door 

Rrri-ji'd  the  ray  witbio,  but  nothing  more. 

With  hasty  step  a  figure  outward  past. 

Then  paused — and  tum'd — and  paosod — 't  is  she  at  la«l ! 

>o  poniard  in  that  hand — nor  sign  of  ill — 

oTiianks  to  that  softening  heart — hIic  could  not  kill!* 

Again  be  look'd,  the  wiidnrs^  of  her  eve 

SLartt  from  the  day  abrupt  and  fearfully. 

>be  fttopp'd — threw  back  her  dark  far-lloating  hair, 

That  nearly  veiTd  her  face  and  bottom  f.iir : 

A*  if  she  late  had  bent  her  leaning  head 

Above  some  object  of  her  doubt  or  dread. 

Tiiry  naeet — upon  her  brow — unknown — forgot — 

ll«'r  hurrying  hand  had  left — 't  was  but  a  spot  — 

Its  hue  was  all  he  &aw,  and  scarce  withstood — 

Oh !  slight  but  certain  pledge  of  crime—'t  is  blood ! 

X. 

He  liad  seen  battle — be  had  brooded  lone 

Orr  promised  pangs  to  sentenced  guilt  foresliov»n; 

Uc  li«d  been  tempted — chaslen'd — and  the  chain 

Yet  on  bia  arms  might  ever  there  remain  : 

Dut  ne'er  from  strife— captivity — remorse — 

Frotn  all  his  feelings  in  iheir  inmost  force — 

>o  thrill  d — so  sbudder'd  every  creeping  vein, 

A«  now  they  froie  before  tluit  purple  stain. 

Tliat  spot  of  blood,  that  light  but  guilty  streak 

Had  baoish'd  all  the  beauty  from  her  clieok! 

iijood  he  had  view'd — could  view  unmoved — but  then 

It  tlow'd  in  combat,  or  was  shed  by  men ! 

XI. 
«  T  i&  done — be  nearly  waked— bat  it  is  done. 
(>>rsair!  he  perisb'd — tliou  art  dearly  won. 
Ail  words  would  new  be  vain — away— away ! 
Our  bark  is  tossing — *t  is  already  day. 
The  few  gain'd  over,  now  are  wholly  mine, 
And  these  thy  yet  surviving  band  shall  join  : 
Anon  my  roice  shall  vindicate  my  hand. 
When  once  oar  sail  forsakes  this  haled  strand.* 

XII. 
She  clapp'd  her  hands— ^and  through  the  gallery  poor, 
Equipp'd  for  flight,  her  vassals — Greek  aod  Moor; 
Silent  bat  quick  they  stoop,  his  chains  unbind; 
Once  iiiofv  his  limbs  are  free  as  mountain  wind ! 
But  on  his  heavy  heart  such  .sadness  sate. 
As  if  they  there  transferr'd  that  iron  weight. 
>'o  words  are  utter'd — at  her  sign,  a  door 
Reve^  the  secret  passage  to  the  shore ; 
The  city  lies  behind — they  speed,  tUcy  reach 
The  ^ad  waves  dancing  on  the  yellow  beach ; 
And  Conrad  following,  at  her  beck,  obey'd, 
'Sor  cared  be  now  if  rescued  or  betray'd ; 


Resistance  were  as  useless  as  if  Seyd 

Yet  lived  to  view  ibe  doom  his  ire  decreed. 

XIH. 
Embark'd,  the  sail  onfuri'd,  the  light  breexc  blew— 
How  much  bad  Connid'«  memory  to  review! 
Sunk  he  in  contemplation,  till  the  cape 
Where  last  be  anchor  d  rrard  its  giant  shape. 
Ah! — «ince  that  fatal  night,  though  brief  the  time, 
Had  »wepi  an  age  of  terror,  grief,  and  crime. 
As  its  far  shadow  frovm'd  above  the  mast. 
He  veil'd  his  faro,  and  sorrow'd  as  he  past ; 
He  thought  of  all — GousnUo  and  his  band. 
His  tieetiiig  triumph  and  his  failing  hand  ; 
He  thou(;ht  on  her  afar,  his  lonely  bride  : 
He  tum'd  and  saw — Guloare,  the  homicide! 

xrv'. 

She  walch'd  Wis  features  till  &he  could  not  bear 
Their  frecjing  aspect  and  averted  air, 
And  that  6tr.in(;e  Jirrcenrss,  foreign  to  her  eye. 
Kcil  quenrh'd  in  tears,  too  late  to  shed  or  dry. 
She  kuell  brsxlr  him,  and  his  hand  she  prest — 
mTIiou  mayu  fori;i\e  though  Alias  self  dptevt; 
But  for  that  drrd  of  d.irkness  what  wert  thou! 
Reproach  me — but  not  yet — Oh !  spare  me  now  ' 
I  am  not  what  I  seem — this  fearful  night 
My  brain  bewilJcr'd — do  not  madden  quite! 
If  I  had  never  luved — though  less  my  guilt. 
Thou  hadst  not  lived  to— hate  me — if  thou  wilr.« 

XV. 

She  wrongs  hii  thoughts,  thry  more  himself  upbraid 

Than  her,  though  uudoign'd,  the  wretch  he  ma<lei 

Rut  speechless  all,  dc»'p,  d.irk,  and  unnprest, 

Tlii»y  bleed  within  that  siU-nt  cell— his  breast. 

Still  onward,  fair  the  hrecie,  nor  rough  the  surge. 

The  blue  waves  !»porl  around  the  stern  they  urge; 

Far  on  the  horiion's  verge  app*Mr»  a  spefk, 

A  spot — a  m.isi — a  sail — au  armed  deck! 

Their  little  bark  her  men  of  watch  descry. 

And  ampler  canvas  woos  the  wind  from  high , 

She  bears  her  do«n  majestically  near, 

Speed  on  her  prow,  and  terror  iu  her  tier; 

A  (lash  is  seen— 1  lie  bail  beyond  their  liow 

Dooms  harnile>s,  hivsing  to  tlic  deep  Im'Iow. 

Up  ruse  keen  Conrad  from  bin  silent  trance, 

A  loug,  long  absent  |;lu(!tiess  in  his  glance; 

«T  is  inioe— my  l»lood-rr-d  fl.ig  '  again — again  — 

I  am  not  all  deserted  on  the  main  !» 

They  own  the  »i;;nal,  answer  to  the  hail. 

Hoist  out  the  boat  at  once,  and  slacken  sail. 

«'T  is  Conrad  I  Conrad !»  shooting  from  the  deck, 

Command  nor  duty  could  their  transport  check ! 

With  light  alacrity  and  gaie  of  pride. 

They  view  him  mount  once  more  his  vessel's  side; 

A  smde  relaxing  in  each  rugged  face, 

Their  arms  can  scarce  forbear  a  rough  embrace. 

He,  luilf-forgctting  danger  and  defeat. 

Returns  their  greeting  «s  a  chief  may  greet, 

Wrings  with  a  cordial  grasp  Anselmo's  hand. 

And  feels  he  yet  can  conquer  and  command ' 

XVI. 
These  ijreetings  t»Vr,  the  fe<liiigs  that  o'erllow. 
Yet  grieve  to  ^\u  him  ba<  k  without  a  blow. 
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They  sail'd  prepared  for  veageance — had  they  koown 
A  woman's  hand  secured  that  deed  her  own, 
She  \t'ere  their  queen — le&s  scrupuJous  are  they 
Than  haughty  Conrad  how  they  win  their  way. 
With  many  an  asking  smile,  and  vrondering  stare. 
They  whisper  round,  and  gaze  upon  Gulnare; 
And  her,  at  once  above — beneath  her  sex, 
Whom  blood  appall'd  not,  their  regards  perplex. 
To  Conrad  turns  her  faint  imploring;  eye. 
She  drops  her  veil,  and  stands  in  silence  by; 
Her  arms  arc  meekly  folded  on  that  breast, 
Which — Conrad  safe — to  fate  resign'd  the  rest. 
Thou[;h  worse  than  frenzy  could  that  bosom  fill. 
Extreme  in  love  or  hate,  in  good  or  ill, 
The  worst  of  crimes  had  left  her  woman  still! 

xvir. 

This  Conrad  mark'd,  and  felt — iihl  could  he  less? 

Hale  of  that  deed  —  but  grief  for  her  ilistress  j 

What  site  has  done  no  tears  can  wash  away, 

And  heaven  must  punish  on  its  angry  day. 

Dut — it  was  done  :  he  knew,  ^hatc'cr  her  guilt. 

For  him  that  poniard  smote,  that  blood  was  spilt; 

And  he  was  free  I — and  she  for  him  had  given 

Her  all  on  earth,  and  more  than  all  in  heaven! 

And  now  he  turn'd  him  to  that  liark-tycd  slave, 

Whose  brow  wa>  bow'd  beneath  the  glance  he  gave. 

Who  now  soemd  ohanged  and   humbled  : — faint  and 

meek, 
But  varying  oft  the  colour  of  her  cheek 
To  deeper  shades  of  paleness — all  its  red 
That  fearful  spot  which  stain'd  it  from  the  dead! 
He  took  that  hand — it  trembled— now  too  late — 
So  soft  in  love — so  wildly  nerved  in  hale; 
He  clasp'd  that  hand — it  trembled— and  his  own 
Had  lost  its  (irmness,  and  his  voice  its  tone. 
«< Gulnare  !»> — but  she  replied  not — wdear  Gulnare !» 
She  raised  her  eye — her  only  answer  there — 
At  once  she  sought  and  sunk  in  his  embrace  : 
If  he  had  driven  her  from  that  rcsling-place, 
His  had  been  more  or  loss  than  mortal  heart, 
But— good  or  ill — it  bade  her  not  dcjKirt. 
Perchance,  but  for  the  bodiiigs  of  his  breast, 
His  latest  virtue  then  hadjoin'd  the  rest. 
Yet  CMU  Medora  might  forgive  the  kiss 
That  askd  from  form  so  fair  no  more  than  this. 
The  hrst,  the  last  that  frailly  stole  from  faith — 
To  lips  where  love  had  lavish'd  all  his  breath, 
To  lips— whose  broken  sighs  such  fragrance  fling, 
As  he  had  fann'd  them  fre>hly  with  his  wing! 

XVHI. 

They  gain  by  twilights  hour  their  lonely  isle  ; 

To  them  the  very  rorks  a[)|>ear  to  smile; 

The  haven  hums  with  many  a  ch<ering  sound, 

The  beacons  blaze  their  wonted  stations  round, 

The  boats  are  darling  o'er  the  curly  bay, 

And  sportive  dolphins  bend  tliem  through  the  spray; 

Kven  the  hoarse  sea-birds  shrill  discordant  shriek 

Creels  like  the  welcome  of  his  tuneless  beak! 

Beneath  each  lamp  that  tiirough  its  lattice  gleams. 

Their  fancy  paints  the  friends  that  trim  the  beams. 

Oh  I  mUh  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home. 

Like  hope's  gay  glance  from  oci-aiis  troubled  foam? 

XIX. 

The  light<  are  high  on  beacon  aiul  from  bower. 
And  mnlsl  ihcin  Conrad  seeks  M«(1oim  s  tover : 


He  looks  in  vain — 't  is  strange — and  all  remark. 

Amid  so  many,  hers  alone  is  dark. 

'T  is  strange — of  yore  its  welcome  neTer  Cail'd, 

Nor  now,  perchance,  extinguish'd,  only  veil'd. 

With  the  lirst  boat  descends  he  for  the  shore. 

And  looks  impatient  on  the  lingering  oar. 

Oh !  for  a  wing  beyond  the  falcon's  flight, 

To  bear  him  like  an  arrow  to  that  height! 

With  the  lirst  pause  the  resting  rowers  gave. 

He  waits  not — looks  not — leaps  into  the  wave, 

Strives  through  the  surge,  bestrides  the  beach,  and  )m;h 

Ascends  the  path  (^miliar  to  his  eye. 

He  reach'd  his  turret  door — he  paused — no  sound 
Broke  from  within;  and  all  was  night  around. 
He  knock'd,  and  loudly — footstep  nor  reply 
Announced  that  any  heard  or  deem'd  him  nigh  ; 
He  knock'd — but  faintly — for  his  trembling  hand 
Refused  to  aid  his  heavy  heart's  demand. 
The  portal  opens — t  is  a  well-known  face — 
But  not  the  form  he  panted  to  embrace; 
ILs  lips  are  silent — twice  his  own  essay'd. 
And  fail'd  to  frame  the  question  they  delay'd; 
He  snatch'd  the  lamp — its  light  will  answer  all — 
It  quits  his  grasp,  expiring  in  the  fall. 
He  would  not  wail  for  that  reviving  ray — 
.\s  soon  could  he  have  lin|;er'd  there  for  day; 
But,  glimmering  through  the  dusky  corridor. 
Another  chequers  o'er  the  shadow'd  Moor; 
His  steps  the  chamber  gain — his  eyes  behold 
All  Ihal  his  heari  believed  nol — yet  foretold! 

XX. 

He  turn'd  not — spoke  not — sunk  not — fix'd  his  look. 
And  set  the  anxious  frame  that  lately  shook : 
He  ga/cd — how  long  we  gaze  despite  of  pain, 
Aud  know,  but  dare  nol  own,  we  gaze  in  Tain! 
To  life  iiselF  she  was  so  still  and  fair, 
That  diatli  with  gentler  aspect  wither'd  there; 
And  llie  cold  flowers'^  her  colder  hand  contaiu'd, 
In  that  la-»t  gr.isp  as  tenderly  were  strain'd 
As  if  she  scarcely  felt,  but  feignd  a  sleep. 
And  made  it  almost  mockery  yet  to  weep: 
The  long  «lark  lashes  fringed  her  lids  of  snow. 
And  xil'd — ihou|;lit  shrinks  from  all  thai  lurk  d  below. 
Oh  !  oer  the  eve  death  most  exerts  his  might, 
AntI  hurls  the  spirit  from  her  throne  of  light! 
Sinks  those  blue  orbs  in  that  long  last  eclipse, 
But  spares,  as  yet,  the  charm  around  her  li|>s — 
Yet,  yet  they  seem  as  they  forl)ore  to  smile, 
And  wish'd  repose — but  only  for  a  while; 
But  the  v^hite  shroud,  and  each  extended  tress, 
Long — f-dW — but  spreati  in  utter  lifelessness, 
Which,  Jale  ihe  sport  of  every  summer  wind, 
Kscaped  the  baflKd  wreath  that  strove  to  bind. 
These — and  the  pale  pure  cheek,  became  the  bier — 
But  she  is  nothing — wherefore  is  he  here? 

XXI. 

He  ask'il  no  question — all  were  answer'd  now 
By  the  (irsi  glance  on  thai  siiJl — marble  brow. 
Il  was  enough — she  died — what  reckd  it  bow? 
The  love  of  youth,  the  hope  of  brtler  years. 
The  sourif  of  softest  wishes,  tcnderest  fear<«. 
The  only  living  thing  In-  could  not  h.ite, 
Was  reft  at  onee — and  he  deserved  his  fate, 
lUit  did  not  feel  it  hss.  The  gooil  explore, 
lor  peare,  those  realms  where  guilt  cmi  nev(  r  so.n 
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The  proud— die  vaywud— who  have  ix'd  below 
Their  joy — mad  fiad  thic  earth  cfMugh  for  woo, 
Lose  IB  that  ooc  their  all— perchaace  a  mile : 
Bat  who  ia  patieoee  paruwilh  all  delight? 
Full  many  a  stoic  eye  and  aspect  siern 
Ma&k  hearts  where  grief  haih  Utile  left  lo  learn; 
And  many  a  witheriof  thought  lies  hid,  not  lost, 
lo  uailes  that  least  befit  who  wear  them  most. 

XXII. 

^  tbo4e,  that  deepest  feel,  is  ill  expresi 
Tlte  indistinctness  of  the  suffering  breast; 
Wb^re  Ihousaod  thoughts  begin  to  end  in  one, 
Which  seeks  from  all  the  refuge  found  in  none ; 
No  words  sttftice  the  secret  soul  to  show, 
For  Tnith  denies  all  eloquence  to  Woe. 
On  Coornd's  stricken  soul  exhaustion  pfcsl, 
And  stupor  almost  Inll'd  it  into  rest; 
^  freble  now- his  mothers  softness  ervpc 
To  thoae  wild  eyes,  which  like  an  inluM's  wept ; 
It  vas  the  very  weakness  of  his  brain. 
Which  ihns  coofess'd  without  relieving  pain. 
None  saw  has  trickling  tears— perchance,  if  seen. 
That  naelesa  flood  of  grief  had  never  been : 
Xor  long  they  fiew'd— he  dried  them  to  depart, 
lo  helpless — hopeless'   brokenness  of  heart : 
The  son  goes  forth— but  Gonrsd's  day  is  dim; 
And  t^  night  comeih — ^ne'er  to  pass  from  him. 
There  is  no  darkness  like  the  cloud  of  mind 
On  Gnefs  vain  eye— tlie  blindest  of  the  blind ! 
Which  may  no< — dare  not  lee— but  turns  aside 
To  blaekcat  shade- nor  will  endure  a  guide  1 

XXIII. 
Hi5  heart  was  form'd  for  softness— warp'd  to  wrong; 
Betray d  too  early,  and  beguiled  too  long; 
Each  feeling  pure— as  fdUs  the  dropping  dew 
Within  the  grot— like  that  had  hardcn'd  too; 
Less  rl»r,  percbaoce,  its  rarthly  trials  pasu'd, 
But  sank,  and  chill'd,  and  petrified  at  last. 
Tet  tempests  wear,  and  liGhtnln(;  cleaves  the  rock; 
If  *uch  hts  heart,  so  ihatter'd  it  the  shock. 
There  grew  one  flower  beneath  its  nigged  brow. 
Though  dark  the  shade— it  slicitrr'd,— laved  till  now. 
The  thunder  came — that  bolt  hath  blasted  both, 
The  granite's  firmness,  aod  the  lily's  growth  : 
The  gentle  plant  hath  left  no  leaf  to  tell 
lc«  tale,  bat  shrunk  and  wither'd  where  it  fell, 
Aod  of  its  cold  protector,  blacken  round 
But  shiver'd  fragments  on  the  barren  ground ! 

XXIV. 
T  is  naora — to  venture  on  hb  lonely  hour 
Few  dart;  though  now  Antietmo  sought  his  tovrer. 
Be  was  not  there — nor  seen  along  the  shore ; 
Ere  night,  akrm'd,  their  isle  is  traversed  o'er: 
Another  mom— another  bids  them  seek, 
And  shont  hia  name  till  echo  waxeth  weak ; 
Moopt     grotto— cavern— valley  seareh'd  hi  vain. 
They  find  on  shore  a  sea-boat's  broken  chain : 
Their  hope  rcvivm — they  follow  o'er  the  main. 
1  is  idk  all — moons  roll  on  moons  away. 
And  Conrad  cnmes  not— came  not  since  that  day : 
Hor  trace,  nor  tidings  <tf  his  doom  deelaro 


beside; 


Whef«  lives  his  grief,  or  perish'd 

Long  monm'd  his  band  whom  none  conid 

And  fair  the  monnmcDC  they  gav«  his  bride 


For  him  ihey  raise  not  the  recording 

His  death  yet  dubious,  deeds  too  widely  known ; 

He  left  a  Corsairs  name  to  other  times, 

Liok'd  with  one  virtue,  and  a  tK^i^f  nd  crimes.  '7 


NOTES. 


Til  time  in  this  poem  may  seem  too  short  for  the 
occurrences,  but  the  whole  of  the  iEgcan  islrt  are 
within  a  few  hours'  sail  of  the  continent,  and  the  reader 
must  be  kind  enough  to  take  the  wind  as  I  have  often 
found  it. 

Note  I.  Page  i63,  line  86. 
Of  liiir  OiTapia  loved  sad  left  of  old. 

Orlando,  Canto  10. 

Note  1.  Page  164,  Hoe  96. 

Aroead  fho  wotm  photpkorie  hrtehfm*  brsko. 

By  night,   particularly  in  a  warm  latitude,  every  | 

stroke  of  the  oar,  every  motion  of  the  boat  or  sliip,  i4  , 

followed  by  a  slight  flash  like  sheet  lightning  from  the  : 

water.  I 


Coffee. 


Note  3.  Pige  t65,  line  39. 
TkMgh  ••  Ik*  MM  ihs  nhor  bmy'c  jako. 


Pipe. 


Note  4.  Page  i65.  line  41. 
TW  loog  Chiboaqw'*  dlamolwim^  doad  Mpply. 


Note  5.  Page  ib5,  line  4  a. 
Wkilo  dasot  iko  Alas*  lo  wUd  rViirT'ij 
DanctDg^rls. 

NoTt  TO  C4PIT0  II.  Page  16S,  line  55. 

It  has  been  objected  that  Conrad's  entering  di«(;ni^r<l 
as  a  »py,  is  out  of  nature.— Perhaps  so.— f  find  snmc- 
thing  ROC  unlike  it  in  history. 

«  Ansioos  to  explora  with  his  own  eyes  the  state  of 
the  Tandals,  Majorian  ventured,  alter  disguising  thr 
colour  of  his  hair,  to  visit  Carthage  in  the  cliaracter  of 
his  own  ambassador;  and  Geofieric  was  afterwards 
mortified  by  the  discovery,  iliat  he  had  entertained  and 
dismiued  the  Emperor  of  the  Romaiat.  Such  an  anec- 
dote may  be  rejected  a%  an  improbable  fiction ;  but  it  i# 
a  fiction  which  would  not  have  been  imagined  unless 
in  the  life  of  a  hero.»  Gibbon,  D.  and  F,  Vol.  VI.  p.  i«o. 

That  Conrad  is  a  character  not  altogether  out  of  na- 
ture, I  shall  .ittempt  to  prove  by  some  historical  rojn- 
cidences  which  I  have  met  with  since  writing  «The 
Gomair.a 

M  Eccelin  prisonnier,»  dit  Bolandini,  « ft'enfermolt 
dans  un  silence  menarant ;  il  fixoit  «ur  la  terre  son  viv.'){:f* 
forore,  et  ne  donnoit  point  d'r^«or  k  sa  profondr  in- 
di(;nation.— De  toutes  parts  cependant  les  soldats  et  Irs 
peuples  accouroient.  ils  vouloient  voir  cet  homme,  jadis 
si  puissant,  et  la  joie  nniverselle  I'clatoit  de  toutes  parts. 

«  Eccelin  etoit  d'une  petite  tatllc;  mais  toot  Taspect 
de  sa  persoone,  tons  ses  mouvements  iodiquoieat  nu 
soldat. — Son  langage  etoit  amer,  son  d^portement  su- 
perbe— et  par  son  seul  regard  il  faisoit  trembler  les 
plus  hardis.n  Srsmondi,  tome  iii.  pp.  a  19,  sio. 

*  Gitericus  (Crnseric,  king  of  the  Vandals,  the  con- 
queror of  both  Carthage  and  Rome),  stttoni  mediocris, 
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et  equi  casu  claudicans,  animo  profundus,  sermone  ra- 
ms, luxurix  contcmptor,  ira  turbidu^,  habendi  cupidus, 
ad  soUiciiandas  gcutts  providenUssiinu&,»  etc.,  etc.  Jor- 
nandes  de  Rebus  Geticis,  c.  33. 

I  beg  leave  to  quote  these  gloomy  realities  to  keep  iu 
countenance  my  Giaour  and  Corsair. 

Note  6.  Page  166,  line  19. 
And  my  siern  tow  and  ordor'«  law*  opj:>o»c. 
The  Dervises  are  in  colleges,  and  of  different  orders, 
as  the  monks. 


Note  7.  Page  166,  line  54. 
Theg  who  Ifaat  DervUo !— teize  od  Zatanai ! 


Satan. 


Nolo  8.  Pagp  166,  line  75. 
H«  toroliii  brard,  and  foaminc  fled  the  fif;lit. 
A  common  and  not  very  novel  effect  of  Mussulman 
anger.  Sec  Prince  Eugene's  Memoirs,  page  2^.  «  Tiie 
Seraskier  received  a  wound  in  tbe  thigli ;  he  plucked 
up  his  heard  by  the  roots,  because  he  was  obliged  10 
quit  the  field. » 

Note  9.  Page  ifiS,  line  119. 

Bf  ief  tinip  had  (lonrad  now  lu  (jrtet  Gulnart'. 
Culnare,   a    female   name;    it   means,   literally,    the 
flower  of  the  pomegranate. 

Note  lo.   Page  1O8,  line  100. 

Till  CM'n  the  ficaflolJ  <rduK3»  wiih  iheir  jr»t  1 

In  Sir  Thomas  More,  for  inslanec,  on  ilie  scaffold, 
and  Anne llolcyn  in  tlie  Tower,  wlun  grasping  her  neck, 
she  remarked,  that  »  it  was  loo  slender  to  trouble  tlie 
head-man  mucli.»  During  one  part  of  the  French  Ue- 
voluiion,  it  became  a  fashion  to  leave  some  «  mot»  as  a 
legacy ;  and  the  quantity  of  facetious  last  words  spoken 
during  that  period  would  form  a  melancholy  jest-book 
of  a  considerable  size. 

Note  II.  Page  169,  line  n3. 

Thai  closed  ihcir  murdcr'd  »u(;e'ii  latest  day  '. 
Socraies  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  before  sun- 
set  (iho  hour  of  exeeiiiion),    notwithstanding  the  en- 
treaties of  his  disciples  lo  wait  till  the  sun  went  down. 

Note  12.   Page  170,  line  10. 
The  .)Ufi-n  of  iii{;ht  as<)orl»  her  silfiit  r«.-i;;n. 
The  twili^^ht  in  Greece  is  much  shorter  linn  in  onr 
OM'n   country;    the  days  in    winter  are  longer,    bui  in 
summer  of  shorter  duration. 

Note  1 3.  P.ige  170,  line  ?o. 
Thr  jjicominc  lurrol  of  iht^  (jay  kio^lv. 
The  kiosk  is  a  Turkish  summer-house  ;  the  palm  is 
wiihout  the  present  wall<  of  Athens,  noi  far  from  tlic 
temple  of  Theseus,  between  whirhand  the  Ireeihe  wiill 
inter\enes  — Ophisus'  stream  is  indeed  scanty,  ami 
Ilissus  has  no  stream  at  all. 

Note  1 4.   Page  170,  line  jo. 

Thdt  frown  —  «h<-rc  jjcniNr  cm  ciu  stJiin  to  *milc. 

The  opeiiuig  lines  as  f.tr  as  Se<  tmu  II  Ixave,  perh;ip;, 
little  business  here,  autl  werr  aunext-d  lo  an  uupuli- 
lishp<|  filioii{^li  prinltilj  po.in  ;  hut  iluy  v<  re  written 
on  the  spot  in  ihe  spritig  of  i.Si  i,  aud — I  searce  know 
Vk'iiy — tljc  reader  must  excuse  their  appearance  here  if 
he  can.  (."^ce  Cunc  of  Minerva,  p.  it'X).) 
Note  i.».   Paj'.e  J  70,  line  1  it», 

Ui<  nuly  Ix-od*  in  »«  ftnin;;  o  er  his  '«  .ids. 

The  comboloio,  or  .Mahomel.in  rosary  ;  llic  bead-  an^ 
iu  numlxT  ninelv-uine. 


Note  lb.  Page  174,  line  98. 
And  ih<>  cold  Rowen  her  colder  liand  cunuiiu'd. 
Tn  the  Levant  it  is  the  custom  to  strew  flowers  on  the 
bodies  of  the  dead,  and  in  the  hands  of  young  persons 
to  place  a  nosegay. 

Note  17.  Page  175,  line  65. 
Link'd  with  onn  \irluc,  and  a  thouMind  crime*. 
That  the  point  of  honour  wliich  is  repres<*ntcd  in 
one  instance  of  (Conrad's  character  lias  not  been  carried 
beyond  the  bounds  of  probability,  may  perliaps  be  in 
some  degree  confirmed  by  ihe  following  anecdote  of  a 
brother  buccaneer  in  the  present  year,  1814. 

Onr  readers  have  all  seen  the  account  of  the  enter- 
prise against  the  pirates  of  Barrataria  ;  but  few,  we  re- 
lieve, were  informed  of  ihe  situation,  history,  or  nature 
of  that  esiablishment.  For  the  information  of  sueh  a> 
were  unacquainted  with  it,  we  have  procured  from  a 
friend  the  following  interesting  narrative  of  the  main 
facls,  of  which  he  has  personal  knowled|]e,  and  whirh 
canuot  fiil  to  interest  some  of  our  readers. 

Ilarrataria  is  a  bay,  or  a  narrow  arm  of  the  gidf  of 
Me\i(0;  it  runs  through  a  rich  but  very  flat  coiinir\'. 
until  it  reaehes  within  a  mile  of  the  Mississippi  ri^er. 
lifleen  miles  below  the  city  of  New-Orleans.  The  l)av 
has  branches  almost  innumerable,  in  which  persons 
ran  lie  concealed  from  the  severest  scrutiny.  It  com- 
municates with  three  lakes  which  lie  on  the  south-weNi 
side,  and  these,  with  the  lake  of  the  same  name,  and 
wliich  lies  contigtious  to  the  sea,  where  there  is  an  islan  t 
fiirmed  by  the  l>»o  arms  of  this  lake  and  the  sea.  Tlic 
east  and  west  points  of  this  inland  were  foriilied  in  th«^ 
year  181 1.  by  a  band  of  pirates,  under  the  commaml  oh 
one  Monsieur  La  Fitte.  A  large  majority  of  ihesi-  out- 
laws arc  of  that  class  of  the  population  of  ihe  stale  of 
Louisiana  who  tied  from  the  island  of  St  Domingo 
during  the  troubles  there,  and  took  refuge  in  the  island 
of  Cuba  :  and  when  the  last  war  between  France  and 
Sjjain  conmieneeil,  they  were  compelled  to  leave  tlui 
isl.iud  with  the  short  uolice  of  a  few  days.  W'iihom 
ceremony,  they  enlere<l  the  United  States,  the  most  of 
them  tin-  St.Ue  of  Louisiana,  with  all  the  negroes  they 
li.nl  [tosM>i,s(il  in  (^uba.  They  were  notified  by  the  r,i»- 
v<'rnor  of  tliat  Siatr  <;f  the  clause  in  the  eonsiuuiit»u 
\*iiieh  forbid  the  importation  of  sla\es;  but,  at  to..- 
same  time,  recciMMl  ih(>  nssurance  of  thcGovernoi  tint 
he  would  obtain,  if  po^vjlile,  the  a|>probation  of  the  j^;. 
neial  Government  for  their  retaining  this  prope:t\. 

Tlie  Kland  of  IJ.irr.iiaria  is  siinaleU  alxiul  lat.  :'<)  d<";; 
\')  min.  Ion.  iy.'.  ?>o.  and  is  as  lemarkiiblr  for  its  hralth  a> 
for  the  snj)rrior  <;calr  and  slu-li-lish  with  >vhich  it-*  w  ai-Ts 
.diouiid.  The  eliiet  ol  this  lioidi-,  like  Charles  de  Mo<»r, 
had  nuxi'd  >^illi  his  many  vires  -oini-  \irtues.  Iu  thi-  yar 
l.Si.l.  tliispnlv  bail,  trorii  its  turpitu<le  and  boidiie>s, 
claiiiK  (1  ihi;  atirnlioii  of  the  Governor  of  Louisiana  ;  ai:d 
10  break  up  (he  e>tabltslinii'Ut,  be  thought  propt  r  U* 
^{\  ikc  .11  ih>*  brad,  lb-  llici  rfore  ni  fiTi'd  .1  rewanl  of  '.on 
doilar>  |<.ir  the  liead  ot'  INbxisiein'  La  1  itte,  who  w.is  well 
known  to  till  inUal/n.iiiis  <jf  the  city  i>f  New  Orl«.rfiu. 
troni  liis  iinmi-diate  eonni\i<»n.  ami  lii>unee  ha\in|;  bren 
.1  b'lu  iin;-inaslfr  in  ih.ii  ntv  t>f  j;real  repnt.ition,  wlnrh 
art  he  icainl  in  lUioinparti- s  ani:v.  w  ln-re  be  wa-»  a 
( iaptam.  1  in-  re>*artl  *hit  li  \\.i>  «dtvri'd  by  the  tio\ri  nor 
f(ir  till-  head  «.f  La  I  iilr  wa-.  aIl^\ver^  <i  bv  the  ofU-r  oJ"  a 
revaiii  troin  the  Kiltrr  of  i '>,oo<i  for  the  heatl  of  tJjf 
(io\ernor.     The  (iovernor   orJ<  retl   out   a  compaiiy  Jo 
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march  Iroin  ibe  city  to  Ia  Fitie'c  islaud,  and  to  bum  nod 

dmtroj  all  the  property,  and  to  brinp  lo  the  city  of  New 

Orinos  «U  hn  baoditti.  Thia  company,  under  the  com- 

maod  of  a  man  who  had  been  the  intimate  aaiociate  of 

ibt«  bold  Captain,  approached  very  near  to  the  fortified 

iiland,  before  he  tmw  a  man,  or  heard  a  tound,  until  he 

heard  a  whiatle,  not  unlike  a  boauwain't  call.    Tlieo  It 

vat  he  found  himself  •nrroiinded  by  armed  men^who  had 

fmcryed  from  the  necret  aTcnnea  which  led  into  Bayou. 

Here  it  waa  tliat  the  modem  Charlea  de  Hoor  developed 

his  frw  noble  traita  ;  for  to  this  man,  who  had  come  lo 

drstroy  bia  life  and  all  thai  was  dear  to  him,  he  not  only 

I  (pared  bis  life,  but  offered  him  that  which  would  ha«c 

(  made  the  hooesi  aoldier  easy  for  the  remainder  of  Wt% 

daytfWhidi  was  itidifnanily  refused.  He  then,  with  tlie 

approbation  of  bia  captor,  rrfumed  to  the  city.     This 

circoniataoce,  and aome  concomitant  eTeots,  proved  that 

this  baud  of  pirates  was  not  to  be  taken  by  land.    Our 

naval  force  having  always  been  small  in  that  quarter, 

nenions  for  the  destraction  of  this  illicit  esubli^hment 

could  not  be  expected  from  ibem  until  augmented ;  for 

ao  officer  of  the  nnvy,  with  most  of  the  gun>boats  on  that 

Uation,  bad  to  retreat  from  an  overwhelming  force  of 

La  rule's.    So  soon  as  the  augmentation  of  the  navy 

authorised  an  atiaek,  one  was  made ;  the  overthrow  of 

ibis  banditti  baa  been  the  result;  and  now  this  almost  iu- 

vobenble  point  and  key  to  New  Orleans  is  clear  of  an 

raraiy.  it  i«  to  be  hoped  the  government  will  hold  it  by 

a  strong  military  force.— Froas  mn  American  News- 
fftr, 

loHoble's  nmlinnation  of  Granger's  Biographical  Dic- 
tionary, there  is  a  singular  passage  in  bis  account  of 
Archbishop  Blnckboume,  aixi  as  in  some  measure  coo- 
orctcd  with  the  profession  of  the  hero  of  the  foregoing 
poem,  1  cannot  resist  the  tempuiioo  of  extracting  it. 

•  There  is  something  mysterious  in  tlie  history  and 
dta  racier  of  Dr  iUackboume.  The  former  is  but  im- 
perfectly known;  and  report  has  even  asserted  he  was 
a  bueeaneer:  and  that  one  of  his  brethren  in  that  pro- 
f»uoo  havini;  asked,  on  his  arrival  in  England,  wh.it 
had  become  of  his  old  chum,   BiNckbourae,  was  an- 


swered, he  is  Arblibishop  of  York.  We  are  infornird, 
that  Blarkboume  was  installed  sub-dean  of  Kicier  irt 
169^,  which  office  he  re«igned  in  170a:  but  after  Im 
successor,  Lewis  Baraei's  dejth,  in  1704,  he  regained  it 
In  the  following  year  he  became  dean;  and,  in  1714, 
held  with  it  the  arclideanery  of  Cornwall.  Ho  was  con- 
secrated bishop  of  Exeter,  February  2^,  1716;  ami 
Iranslated  to  York,  November  a8,  1714,  as  a  revmrti, 
according  to  court  scandal,  for  uniting  Ceorgr  I  to  ilti> 
Duehess  of  Munsler.  This,  however,  appeare  to  li.i«r 
been  an  unfounded  calumny.  As  archbishop  he  behavnl 
with  great  prudence,  and  was  equally  respectable  os  the 
guardian  of  the  revenues  of  the  see.  Rnmmir  whis- 
pered he  retained  tlie  vices  of  his  youth,  and  that  .n 
passion  for  tlie  fair  sex  formed  an  item  in  the  li«i  of  his 
tieaknessea;  but  so  Hr  from  being  convicted  hy  seventy 
witnesses,  he  does  not  appear  to  have  been  direct! y 
eriminated  by  one.  In  short,  1  look  npon  tlicar  asper-' 
sions  as  the  effects  of  mere  malice.  How  is  it  powihlc  a 
buccaneer  should  ba>r  been  so  good  a  scholar  as  Blark- 
boume certainly  was?  lie  who  had  so  perfect  a  know> 
Ictlge  of  the  clji%sir«  'particularly  of  the  (irrek  tra- 
gedians), as  to  be  able  10  read  them  with  tlir  same  ensr 
as  he  could  Shakspeare,  most  have  taken  gre^l  paiiM 
lo  acquire  the  learned  languages,  and  have  b.id  hoili 
leisure  and  good  masters.  But  he  was  undouhiediT 
educated  at  Chnsl-church  College,  Oxford,  lie  is  al- 
lowed 10  have  been  a  pleasant  man :  this  hovever,  was 
turned  against  him,  by  iu  being  said,  *  he  gained  morr 
hearts  than  souls.'» 

«  The  only  voice  that  could  soothe  the  pa*sions  of  the 
savage  (Alphonso  3d)  was  that  of  au  amial>le  ami  vir- 
tuous wife,  the  sole  object  of  \\is  Invc;  the  voire  of 
Doniu  Isabelb,  the  doughter  of  the  Duke  of  Sj«oy,  and 
the  grand-daughter  of  Philip  II,  King  of  Spain. — Her 
dying  words  sunk  deep  into  his  memory;  his  fierce 
spirit  melted  into  tears;  and,  after  the  la«t  emhraee, 
Alphonso  retired  into  his  chamber  lo  he«ail  his  irre- 
parable loss,  and  to  meilit.ite  on  the  vanity  of  human 
life.w — MiiceHnntou%  tForkt  of  CiMou,  new  edition^ 
Svo,  vol.  3,  pa$e  \T^. 
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CAN'tO  I. 


Til  serfs  are  glad  throU^  Lara's  wide  domain, 

And  slavery  half  forgets  her  feudal  chain  ; 

He,  Ibcir  unhoped,  but  unforgotten  lord, 

"Hie  long  self-exiled  chieftain  is  restored  .- 

"Riere  be  bright  faces  in  the  busy  ball, 

^vh  on  the  bnard,  and  banners  on  the  wall ; 

Fsr  checkering  oVr  the  pictured  window,  pbiys 

The  unwonted  faggots'  hospitable  blaae ; 

^nd  gay  retainers  gather  round  the  hearth, 

^ith  loiigaes  all  loudness,  and  with  eyes  all  mirth. 


II. 

The  chief  of  Lara  is  relura'd  again  : 
And  why  had  Larj  cross'd  the  bounding  main  * 
Left  by  his  sire,  too  young  such  loss  to  know. 
Lord  of  himself  i — that  heritage  of  woe — 
That  fearful  empire,  which  the  human  breast 
But  holds  to  rob  the  heart  within  of  re&t!  — 
With  none  to  check,  and  few  to  point  in  time 
The  thousand  paths  tluit  slope  the  way  to  crime; 
Then,  vihen  he  most  required  commandment,  tlieu 
Had  Lara's  daring  boyhood  govcrn'd  men. 
It  skills  not,  boots  not,  step  by  step  to  trace 
His  youth  through  all  the  roa/es  of  its  race; 
Short  tias  the  course  his  restlessness  had  run. 
But  long  enough  to  leave  him  half  undone. 
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III. 


And  Lara  Irft  in  youth  hi.s  fatlipr-laad; 
Rut  from  the  hour  he  waved  his  parting  hand 
tlach  trace  wax'd  fainter  of  his  rourse,  till  all 
Had  nearly  ceased  his  memory  to  rccal. 
(lis  sire  was  dust,  his  vassals  eouUl  declare, 
T  was  all  they  knew,  that  l-.ara  was  not  there; 
Nor  sent,  nor  came  he,  till  conjecture  yrcw 
VmIA  in  the  many,  anxious  in  the  few. 
His  hall  Kcarce  echoes  with  his  wontctl  name, 
His  portrait  darkens  in  its  fading;  frame, 
Another  chief  coasoled  his  destined  hridc. 
The  youn{;  forgot  him,  and  tlic  old  had  died: 
»  Vet  doth  he  live?M  exclaims  the  impatient  heir, 
And  sighs  for  cables  which  he  nuist  not  wear. 
A  hundred  'scutcheons  deck  with  gloomy  grace 
The  Laras'  last  and  longest  dwelling-place; 
lUit  one  is  ahseul  from  the  mouldering  file, 
That  now  were  welcome  in  that  Gothic  pile. 

IV. 
He  comes  at  last  in  sudden  loneliness, 
And  whence  they  know  not.  why  they  need  not  gue&s; 
They  more  might  ni:irvel,  when  the  greeting  "s  o'er, 
Not  that  he  came,  hut  came  not  long  before. 
No  train  is  his  t)eyond  a  single  page, 
Of  foreign  aspect,  :ind  of  lender  .ige. 
Years  had  rolld  on,  and  fast  tliey  speed  aw.iy 
To  those  that  wander  .is  to  iIiom*  that  slay: 
But  lack  of  tidings  from  another  clime 
Had  lent  a  (lagging  wing  to  weary  time. 
They  see,  they  recognise,  yet  almost  deem 
The  present  dubious,  or  the  past  a  dream. 

He  lives,  nor  vet  is  past  his  manhood's  prime, 
Tliongli  sear'd  by  toil,  and  something  tmichd  by  time; 
His  fa  nils,  whate'er  they  were,  if  scarce  forgot. 
Might  be  untaught  him  by  his  v. tried  lot; 
Nor  good  nor  ill  of  late  were  known,  his  name 
.Might  v«-t  uphold  his  patrimonial  f.une: 
His  soni  in  youth  w.is  haugliiv,  but  his  sins 
No  iiwxr  than  plcasnn-  from  the  siripliiig  wins; 
And  such,  if  not  yet  hardnj'd  in  llii-ir  coiirsr. 
Might  be  re<i<'em  il,  nor  ask  a  Ion;;  rruiors*-. 

V. 

And  tlu'v  indeed  wrrechan|;eil — 'I  is  ipiirkly  seen 

Wli.-i(p'i'r  he  be,  't  was  n«»t  wli.il  he  b.ul  been  : 

Thiit  brow  in  furrow'd  lines  bad  lix'd  at  last, 

And  s[)ake  of  piissions  bnl  of  passiun  past. 

The  pride,  liul  not  the  lire,  of  e.ii  ly  ilays, 

(^>bliicss  of  mien,  and  carelessness  (»f  ])r.iise; 

A  hi;;li  i!enie;iiiour,  and  a  ;',lance  (hat  took 

Their  thoughts  from  oilnrs  bv  a  ••in|;ir  hmk; 

And  that  sarcastic  loity  of  longnc. 

The  sim;;ing  of  a  luari  i\h'  world  li;ith  stung, 

Thai  dirts  in  senning  |)l.i\fidnt'ss  around, 

.Vnii  in  ikrs  tliosc  fni  tli.il  v,\l\  not  ovmi  (be  wound: 

All  ilirso  scem'd  bis,  anil  soiii<-iliiii|;  more  beneath, 

Than  ,",lance  conid  «i  II  rtvc.d,  or  annil  brcdthe. 

Ambition,  glory,  lo>e,  the  common  aim. 

That  some  c>in  conquer,  and  that  all  would  claim, 

Within  his  breast  appear'd  no  more  lo  stri\e, 

Vet  srcnid  as  lately  they  had  brt-u  abvr; 

Ami  some  deep  feeling  it  were  \ain  lo  trace 

\t  moments  lighteii'd  o'er  his  livid  f  .or. 


VI. 

Not  much  he  loved  long  question  of  the  past, 
Nor  told  of  wondrous  wilds,  and  deserts  vast, 
In  those  far  lands  where  he  had  wander'd  lone, 
And — as  himself  would  have  it  seem — unknown  : 
Yet  these  in  \ain  his  eyr  could  scarcely  scan, 
Nor  glean  experience  from  his  fellow  man; 
but  what  he  had  beheld  he  shunud  to  show. 
As  hardly  worth  a  stranger's  care  to  know ; 
If  still  more  prying  such  inquiry  grew, 
His  brow  fell  darker,  and  his  words  more  few. 

VII. 

Not  unrejoiced  to  see  him  once  again, 
Warm  was  hi.s  welcome  to  the  haunts  of  men; 
Born  of  high  lineage,  link'd  in  high  command, 
lie  mingled  with  the  magnates  of  his  land; 
Join'd  the  carousals  of  the  great  and  gay, 
And  saw  them  smile  or  sigh  their  hours  away  . 
Hut  still  he  only  saw ,  and  did  not  share 
The  common  pleasure  or  the  general  care  ; 
He  did  not  follow  what  ihey  all  pursued 
With  hope  still  baftled,  siill  to  he  renew  d; 
Nor  shadowy  honour,  nor  sub.stantial  gain. 
Nor  beauty's  preference,  and  the  rivals  pain: 
Around  hmi  some  mysterious  circle  thrown 
K«'p<lld  approach,  and  sboMtl  him  still  alone; 
I'pon  his  eye  sal  something  of  reproof, 
That  kept  at  least  frixoliiy  aloof; 
And  tbiii;;s  more  timid  that  beheld  him  near. 
In  silence  ga/ed,  or  whisper tl  mutual  fear: 
AntI  they  tin-  wiser,  fiiemllier  few,  confest 
They  deem'd  biiu  better  than  his  air  expresr. 

VHI. 

*T  was  strange — in  youth  all  action  and  all  life, 
Burning  for  pleasure,  not  averse  from  strife; 
Woman— tlie  held — tin:  oreaii — all  that  gave 
Promise  <if  gl.idness,  peril  of  a  grave, 
In  turn  he  tiied  — be  raiisa*  k'd  all  below. 
Ami  found  his  recoiiip(>iise  in  joy  or  woe, 
No  tame,  trite  medium;  f()r  his  feelings  sought 
In  liial  iiiteiistriess  an  esiape  from  ihoiigbl  : 
The  lempesl  of  his  heart  in  srorn  b.ul  j;.i/ed 
On  that  the  feibler  elements  li.ilb  raised; 
The  r.i|itiire  of  bis  heart  had  look'd  on  h:gh. 
And  askd  if  greater  d\>elt  bevond  the  sky: 
(Miaind  to  <x(  ess,  the  sla\e  of  each  extreme. 
How  woke  be  from  the  wildiiess  of  that  dream? 
Alas!  he  told  niit  — but  he  did  awake 
To  curse  (ho  witber'd  heart  that  wouM  not  break, 

IX. 

lUmks,  for  his  \<dutne  hereioforr  w:is  Man, 
Willi  eye  inoreriiiious  he  appeai'd  to  scan, 
.\nd  tifi,  ill  Midileti  iiioDil.  for  many  .1  day 
From  ;ij|  conimiiuion  be  woiilit  start  away: 
And  ibi  n,  bis  rarely-i.dl'd  .ittendants  saul, 
Throiii'Ji  uij;bt  s  l«»n;;  hours  wouKI  sound  his  hurried  tread 
Oer  the  d.nk  galler),  wheie  bis  fathers  frown'd 
III  rude  but  antique  portraiture  around: 
They  heard,  but  wbisperd,  ««  that  must  not  be  known — 
The  sound  of  >\ords  less  earthly  than  bis  own. 
Yes,  they  ^^\ui  ebose  mi|',ht  smile,  but  some  had  seen 
They  .s(  arce   knew  what,    bnl  more  than  should  have 
been. 
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Wbiy  gBMd  he  M  apoo  th«  glutttly  head 

Which  bHHl*  profiuie  had  sather'd  frMB  the  de«l, 

That  atiU  beadc  hk  opca'd  valome  lay, 

Ac  if  ID  »urtle  all  tave  him  away  T 

Why  slep€  he  not  vhcB  ochen  were  at  r«tt? 

Why  beard  no  masie  and  received  no  gnett? 

All  vaa  oot  well  ihey  deero'd— hut  where  the  wrong? 

So«e  knew  perchanee — bat 't  were  a  ule  too  long ; 

And  saeb  befidet  were  too  diiereetly  wise 

To  more  than  hint  their  knowledge  in  tnrmi<e : 

Bat  if  tliey  woald— they  roald»>«erettnd  the  boaid, 

Thns  Lara's  vamak  prattled  of  their  kMrd. 

X. 

It  was  the  ttigbt->and  Lara's  glassy  stream 

The  stars  are  stadding,  eaeh  with  imsg«d  beam  : 

So  c4fm,  the  waters  scarcely  iieem  to  stray, 

And  yet  they  glide  like  faappineas  away ; 

Reflecting  fcr  and  ^iry«like  from  high 

The  immortal  tigfau  that  live  along  the  sky : 

Its  banks  are  fringed  with  many  a  goodly  tree. 

And  flowers  tlie  fairest  that  may  frast  the  bee; 

Soefa  in  her  chaplet  inhni  Dian  wove. 

And  lonoceoce  wonid  offer  to  her  love. 

These  drck  the  sliore;  the  waves  their  channel  make 

In  windings  bright  and  maty  like  the  snake. 

Ail  wa«  so  stiU,  so  toft  in  earth  and  air. 

Ton  scarce  would  start  to  meet  a  spirit  there; 

Secure  that  nought  of  evil  conid  delight 

To  walk  in  such  a  scene,  on  such  a  night ! 

It  was  a  moment  only  for  the  good : 

So  Lara  deem'd,  nor  longer  there  he  stood, 

■ot  tnm'd  in  silence  to  hb  castle-gite; 

Sach  scene  his  soul  no  more  could  contemplate  : 

Such  scene  reminded  him  of  other  days. 

Of  skies  more  cloudless,  moons  of  purer  blase. 

Of  nigbtt  more  M>ft  and  fre«]uent,  hearu  that  now— 

5o — DO — the  storm  may  beat  upon  his  brow, 

Uofrlt— unsparing— but  a  night  like  this, 

A  ni(;hi  of  beauty,  mock'd  such  breast  as  his. 

XI. 
Ue  tum'd  within  his  solitary  hall, 
Aiid  his  high  shadow  shot  along  the  wall ; 
There  were  ilie  painted  forms  of  other  times, 
T  was  all  they  left  of  virtues  or  of  crimes. 
Save  vague  tradition ;  and  the  gloomy  vaulu 
That  hid  their  dust,  their  foibles,  and  their  lanlis; 
And  half  a  column  of  the  pompons  page, 
That  speeds  the  specious  ule  from  age  lo  age ; 
Where  biaiory's  pen  its  praise  or  blame  supplies. 
And  lies  like  truth,  and  still  most  truly  lies. 
He  wandering  mused,  and  as  the  moonbeam  shone 
Throngh  the  dim  lattice  o'er  the  floor  of  stone. 
And  the  high  fretted  roof,  and  sainu,  that  there 
O'er  Gothic  windows  knell  in  pictured  prayer, 
keflected  in  tetastie  figures  grew. 
Like  life,  but  not  Kke  mortal  life,  to  view ; 
His  bristling  locks  of  sable,  brow  of  gloom. 
And  the  wide  waring  of  his  shaken  plume. 
Glanced  like  a  spectre's  attributes,  and  gave 
His  aqiect  all  that  terror  gives  the  grave. 

XIL 
T  was  midnight — all  was  slumber;  the  lone  light 
Diram'd  in  the  lamp,  as  loth  to  break  the  night. 


Hark !  there  be  murmurs  beard  in  Lara's  hall>— 
A  sound— a  voice — a  shriek — a  fearful  call ! 
A  long,  loud  shriek— and  silence — did  they  hear 
Tliat  frantic  echo  burst  the  sleeping  car? 
They  beard  and  rose,  and,  tremulously  brave, 
Kusb  where  the  sound  invoked  tlicir  aid  to  save . 
They  come  with  half-lit  tapers  in  their  hands. 
And  snatch'd  in  startled  haste  nnheltad  brands. 

XIIL 
Gold  as  the  marble  where  his  length  was  laid, 
Pale  as  the  beam  that  o'er  his  features  play'd. 
Was  Lar.i  stretch'd ;  his  half'drawn  sabre  near. 
Dropp'd  it  should  seem  in  more  than  nature's  fear. 
Yet  he  was  firm,  or  had  been  firm  till  now. 
And  still  defiance  knit  his  gather'd  brow; 
Though  mix'd  with  terror,  sen*eles4  as  he  lay. 
There  lived  upon  his  lip  the  wish  to  slay; 
Some  hnlf-form'd  threat  in  uttenioce  there  had  died. 
Some  imprecaiton  of  despairing  pride; 
His  eye  was  almost  scil'd,  but  not  forsook. 
Even  in  ito  trance,  the  gladiator's  look. 
That  oft  awake  hi<  aspect  could  disclose. 
And  now  was  fix'd  in  horrible  repose. 
They  rai<ic  him— bear  iiim ;  hush !  he  breathes,  he  speaks. 
The  swartliy  bhisli  recolonrs  in  his  cheeks. 
His  lip  resumes  its  red,  his  eye,  thongti  dim. 
Rolls  wide  and  srild.  each  slowlynpiivering  limb 
Recals  iu  function,  but  his  words  are  strung 
In  terms  that  seem  not  of  his  native  tongue ; 
Distinct,  but  strange,  enough  tliey  understand 
To  deem  tliem  accents  of  another  land ; 
And  such  tiiey  were,  and  meant  to  meet  an  ear 
That  hears  him  not— alas!  that  cannot  hear! 

XIV. 

His  page  approach'd,  and  he  alone  appeared 

To  know  the  import  of  the  word^  they  heard; 

And,  by  the  changes  of  his  cheek  and  brow. 

They  were  not  such  as  Lara  should  avow. 

Nor  he  interpret,  yet  with  less  surprise 

Than  those  around  their  chieftain's  state  he  eyas; 

But  Lara's  prostrate  form  he  bent  beside. 

And  in  that  tongue  which  seem'd  his  own  replied ; 

And  Lara  heeds  those  tones  that  gently  seem 

To  soothe  away  the  horrors  of  his  dream, 

If  dream  it  were,  that  thus  could  overthrow 

A  breast  lltat  heeded  not  ideal  woe. 

XV. 
Whate'er  hi«  frenty  dream'd  or  eye  beliekl, 
If  yet  remember'd  ne'er  lo  be  reve.<rd, 
Rests  at  bis  heart. — The  'cuslom'd  morning  came. 
And  breathed  new  vigour  in  his  shaken  frame ; 
And  solace  sought  he  uone  from  priest  nor  leech. 
And,  soon  the  sjme  in  movement  and  in  speech. 
As  heretofore  he  fill'd  tlie  pa»siiig  hours, 
Nor  less  he  smiles,  nor  more  his  forehead  lours 
Than  the«c  were  vront;  and  if  the  coming  night 
Appear'd  less  welcome  now  to  Lar.-i's  sight. 
He  to  his  marvelling  vassals  show'd  it  not. 
Whose  shuddering  proved  lAeir  fear  was  less  forgot 
In  trembling  pairs  (atone  they  dare  not)  crawl 
The  astonish  d  slaves,  and  shun  the  fated  hail, 
The  waving  banner,  and  (he  clapping  door, 
The  ruslliuc  tapestry,  and  the  echoing  floor; 
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The  loi)^  iliiii  !>li:idoMs  ot  suiroutidiii(;  trees. 
The  Ibpiiiijy  hat,  tlic  ni[rtit-soo(;  of  ihe  breeze  ^ 
Au{;lit  they  behold  or  liear  their  liioiight  appaU, 
As  cveDiii(]  iiJilJeu.s  o'er  the  dark  (jrcy  wails. 

XVf. 

\  aiu  thuutjhl!  that  hour  of  ue'cr  unravell'd  }jluoiii 

Came  not  ay.iin,  or  Lara  could  assume 

A  sceriiint;  of  fori'clfuliu'<.s,  that  made 

His  vassals  more  ama/ed  nor  lr>s  afraid — 

Had  memory  vanisii'd  (hen  with  sense  restored? 

Since  Mord,  nor  look,  nor  gesture  of  their  lord 

lletrav'd  a  feeling  that  reeall'd  to  these 

That  fe\er'd  moment  of  his  mind's  disease. 

Was  it  a  dream?  was  his  the  voice  that  spoke 

Those  strati|',c  ytiUl  accents?  his  the  cry  that  broke 

Thtir  slumber?  his  the  oppress'd  ocrlabour'd  heart 

That  ceased  to  beat,  the  look  that  made  tbcm  start? 

(loutd  he  who  thus  had  suffered  so  fortjet, 

When  such  a>  saw  that  suffering;  shudder  yet? 

(h-  did  that  silence  pro\e  his  memory  lix'd 

Too  deep  for  words,  indelible,  uumix'<l 

In  that  corro«ling  secrecy  M'hich  gnaws 

I  he  heart  10  show  the  effect,  but  not  the  cause  ? 

Not  so  iu  him;  hi:*  breast  had  buried  both, 

Nor  conjmon  gazers  could  discern  the  growth 

Of  thought*,  that  mortal  lip:>  must  leave  half-told; 

They  choke  the  feehle  words  that  would  uufold. 

xvn. 

In  him  inexplicably  mix'd  appear'd 

Much  to  be  loved  and  hated,  sought  and  feard; 

Opinion  varynig  o'er  his  hidden  lot. 

In  praise  or  railing  ne'er  his  name  forgot ; 

His  silence  form'd  a  theme  for  others'  prate — 

I  licyguess'd — theygazed — they  fain  would  know  his  fate. 

What  had  he  been  ?  what  wa.^  he,  thus  unknown, 

Who  walk'd  their  world,  his  lineage  only  known? 

A  hater  of  his  kind?  Yet  some  would  say, 

Wich  thf-m  he  could  sei-m  gay  amidst  the  gav; 

lUit  u>»n'd  that  smile,  if  oft  observed  and  nc.ir, 

Waned  in  its  mirth,  and  wiiht-rd  to  a  sneer; 

!   That  smile  might  reach  his  lip,  but  pass'd  not  by; 
None  e'er  could  trace  its  laughter  to  his  eye  ; 
Vet  there  was  softness  loo  in  his  regard, 
At  tinu's,a  heart  as  not  by  nature  bard, 

I    Hut  once  perceived,  his  spirit  scem'd  to  chide 

!    Such  weakness,  as  unworthy  of  its  pride, 

I    Aud  steel'd  itself,  as  scorning  to  redeem 
One  doubt  from  others'  half-withheld  esteem; 
In  self-itiJlicled  penance  of  a  breast 

1 

^    Wjiieli  leiuierncss  might  once  have  wrung  from  rest; 
I    In  vigilanre  of  grief  that  would  compel 
I    riie  soul  to  hate  for  lia\ini'  loved  too  well. 

;  xvni. 

i    Fiiere  w.is  in  him  a  vital  seorn  of  all  . 

!    As  if  the  Morst  had  fall'n  which  eoiild  brfiil 

lie  stood  a  stranger  in  this  breathing  world, 
[    An  erring  -.piril  from  another  liurlil  ; 
I    A  thing  of  dark  imaginings,  that  shaped 
*    llv  eluii<e  the  perils  he  by  chance  cseape<l . 
i    Uiit  '.sr.ipid  in  vtiii,  for  iu  their  memory  yei 

His  mind  would  half  exult  and  half  regret  : 

Willi  riiHie  e.ip.irity  for  love  than  earlli 

I'Mstuvts  on  nii)>i  nf  m(>rljl  mould  tnd  hirtli. 


His  early  dreams  of  good  outstripp'd  the  truth. 
And  troubled  manhood  follow'd  baftled  youth ; 
With  thought  of  years  in  phantom  chase  mis})eot. 
And  wasted  powers  for  better  purpose  lent; 
And  tiery  passions  that  had  pour'd  their  wrath 
In  hurried  desolation  o'er  his  path, 
And  left  the  better  feelings  all  at  strife 
In  wild  reflection  o'er  his  stormy  life: 
Hut  haughty  still,  and  loth  himself  to  blame. 
He  call'tl  on  nature's  self  to  share  the  shame, 
.\nd  charged  all  faults  upon  the  fleshly  form 
She  ga\e  to  clog  the  soul,  and  feast  the  worm; 
Till  he  at  last  confounded  good  and  ill, 
And  half  mistook  for  fate  the  acts  of  will  : 
Too  high  for  common  seliishness,  he  could 
At  times  resign  his  own  for  others'  good, 
But  not  in  pity,  not  because  he  ought, 
Itut  in  some  strange  perversity  of  thought. 
That  sway'd  him  onward  with  a  secret  pride 
To  do  what  few  or  none  would  do  beside; 
And  this  same  impulse  would,  in  tempting  time. 
Mislead  his  spirit  equally  to  crime; 
So  much  he  so  ir'd  beyond,  or  sunk  beneath 
The  men  with  whom  he  felt  condemn'd  to  breathe, 
Aud  long'd  by  good  or  ill  to  separate 
Himself  from  all  who  shared  his  mortal  state: 
His  mind  abhorring  this  had  tix'd  her  throne 
Far  from  the  world,  in  regions  of  her  own; 
Thus  coldly  passing  all  that  pass'd  below. 
His  blood  in  temperate  seeming  now  would  Uow  : 
Ah!  lijppier  if  it  ne'er  with  guilt  had  glow'd, 
I'lUt  ever  in  that  icy  smoothness  llow'dl 
'T  is  true,  with  other  men  their  path  he  walk'd, 
And  like  the  rest  in  seeming  did  aud  talk'd, 
I  Nor  outrigjd  reason's  rules  by  llaM'  uor  start — 
I  His  in.idness  was  not  of  the  head,  but  heart; 
I  And  rarely  wander'd  in  his  speech,  or  drew 
His  thoughts  so  forth  as  to  offcud  the  view. 


XIX. 

With  all  that  eliilling  my''<»'>*y  of  mien. 
And  seeming  gl.iducss  to  remain  unseen. 
He  had  (if  i  wrw  not  natur*'*  boon)  an  art 
Of  living  memory  on  another's  heart: 
It  \\.»s  not  lo\e  perehanet — nor  hate — nor  aught 
Thai  words  can  image  to  express  the  thought; 
Kut  they  w!io  saw  him  did  not  see  in  \aiu. 
And  once  beheld,  would  ask  of  him  again  : 
And  those  to  whom  he  spake  remembcrd  well. 
Ami  <iu  the  wonU,  however  light,  would  dwell. 
.Noiii-  Uuew.  nor  how,  nor  why,  but  he  entwined 
llims'lf  perforce  around  the  hearers  mind; 
Then*  he  was  stainp'd  in  liking,  or  iu  hate. 
If  (;r<"e(et!  once;  however  brief  the  date 
That  tritniUliip,  pitv,  or  aversion  knew. 
Still  thiTe  within  the  inmost  thought  he  gttw. 
You  eould  not  penetrate  his  soul,  but  found. 
Despite  your  wonder,  to  your  own  he  wound; 
His  pitsetiee  haiiiiled  still,  and  from  the  breast 
He  forced  an  all-unvAilling  interest: 
Vain  was  the  struggle  in  that  mental  net, 
Ilis  spirit  seem'd  to  dare  you  to  forget ' 

XX. 

There  is  a  festival,  where  knights  and  damcs. 
And  .night  tli.it  wealth  or  lofty  linc.ige  el.iims 


LABA. 
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Appear— «  hi^born  and  a  velcooM  gneat 
To  Ocfao'»  ball  came  Lara  wkh  the  rett. 
Tbr  Umg  caroinal  thakes  tbe  Ukimincd  baU, 
Wril  speeds  alike  the  banquet  and  tbe  ball ; 
Aod  the  0ay  dance  of  bounding  beauty  t  craia 
Links  grace  and  bannony  in  happiest  chain : 
IU«st  are  the  early  bearU  and  gentle  hands 
That  mingle  there  in  vdl'-according  bands; 
It  is  a  sight  tbe  careful  brow  might  smooth, 
Aod  make  age  smile,  and  dream  itself  to  youth. 
And  yoath  fbn^  such  hour  was  past  on  earth, 
So  springs  the  exulting  bosom  lo  that  mirth ! 

XXI. 
And  Larm  gaaed  on  these,  sedately  glad, 
His  brov  belted  bim  if  his  soul  vas  sad ; 
Aod  his  glance  follow'd  fsst  each  fluttering  fair, 
Whose  steps  of  lightness  woke  no  echo  there : 
He  lean'd  agaiost  the  lofty  pillar  nigh, 
With  folded  arms  and  long  attentive  eye, 
>'or  mark'd  a  glance  so  sternly  fix'd  on  his — 
] J  brook'd  high  Lara  scrutiny  like  this  : 
At  length  he  caught  it :  't  is  a  face  unknown, 
but  seems. as  searching  his,  and  his  alone; 
Prytog  aud  dark,  a  strangers  by  his  mien, 
Who  still  till  now  had  gaied  on  him  unseen ; 
Ai  length  encountering  meets  the  mutual  gaxe 

,  Of  keen  inquiry,  aod  of  mute  amaxe ; 

,  Od  Lara's  glance  emotion  gathering  grew, 
As  if  distrusting  that  the  stranger  tlirew ; 
Ak»ag  the  stranger  s  aspect,  fix'd  and  stem, 

,  Flashed  mora  than  thence  the  vulgar  eye  could  Icam. 

I  xxir. 

I  «T  is  Le!«  the  stranger  cried,  and  those  that  heard, 

I  Re-echoed  fost  and  far  the  whisper'd  word. 

'  «  T  i<  be !» — «T  is  who!M  they  question  fsr  and  near, 

'  Till  loader  accents  rung  on  Lara's  ear; 

I  So  widely  spread,  few  bosonu  well  could  brook 

i  The  general  manrel,  or  that  single  look : 

I  But  Lara  stirr'd  not,  changed  not, — tlie  surprise 
Tliat  sprung  at  firftt  to  his  arrested  eyes 
S«^m'd  now  subsided,  neither  sunk  nor  raised 
r.boced  his  eye  rouud,  though  slill  tlie  stranger  gated ! 
And  drawing  nigh,  etclaiin*d  with  haughty  sneer, 
«T  is  he! — how  came  he  thence  ? — wliat  doth  he  here  ?» 

XXIII. 

It  were  too  much  for  Lara  to  pass  by 
Such  question,  so  repeated  fierce  and  higli; 
With  look  collected,  but  with  accent  cold, 
McHre  mildly  firm  than  petulantly  bold, 
He  tum'd,  and  met  the  inquisitorial  toue^ 
«  My  name  is  Lara ! — when  thine  own  is  known, 
Doubt  not  my  fitting  answer  to  requite 
The  unlook'd-for  courtesy  of  such  a  knight. 
T  is  Lara! — further  wonldst  thou  mark  or  ask, 
I  shun  no  question,  and  I  wear  no  mask.» 

«Tbon  shnn'st  bo  question!  Ponder— is  thcra  none 
Thy  heart  must  answer,  though  thine  car  would  sbnn? 
And  deem'sc  thou  me  unknown  too?  Gase  agvin! 
At  least  thy  memory  was  not  givoi  in  vain. 
Oh !  never  canst  thou  cancel  half  her  debt. 
Eternity  forbids  thee  to  forget.  • 
With  slow  and  searching  glance  upon  bis  hcc 
Grew  Lara's  eyes,  hat  nothing  there  could  trace 


They  knew,  orehose  to  know— with  dnbions  look 
He  deign'd  no  aiuwer,  bat  his  bend  he  shook. 
And  half*contemptuous  turn'd  to  pass  away; 
Bnt  tbe  stem  stranger  moticm'd  him  to  stay. 
«  A  word !— I  charge  thee  stay,  and  answer  hcni 
To  one  who,  wert  thou  noble,  wera  thy  peer. 
But  ss  thou  wast  and  art'^nay,  frawn  not,  lofd. 
If  fclse,  't  is  easy  to  disprove  the  woid — 
Bnt,  as  thott  wast  and  art,  on  thee  kioka  down. 
Distrusts  thy  smiles,  but  shakes  not  ac  thy  Irowo. 
Art  thou  not  hel  whose  deeds-  -  -  » 

•  Whaie'crlbe, 
Words  wiM  as  these,  accusers  like  to  thee 
I  lia  no  further ;  those  with  whom  ttiey  weigh 
May  hear  the  rest,  nor  venlura  lo  gainsay 
The  wondrous  tale  no  dmibt  thy  tongue  can  teU, 
Which  thus  begins  so  courteously  and  welL 
Let  Oiho  cherish  liere  his  polish'd  guest. 
To  him  my  thanks  and  thoughts  shall  be  eipffest» 
And  here  their  wondering  host  hath  interposed— 
«  Whate'er  thera  be  between  yon  undisclosed. 
This  is  no  time  nor  fitting  place  to  mar 
The  mirthful  meeting  with  a  wordy  war. 
If  thou.  Sir  Etzelin,  hast  ought  to  show 
Which  it  befiu  Gonnt  Lara's  ear  to  know. 
To-morrow,  here,  or  elsewhere,  as  may  boil 
Beseem  your  mutual  judgment,  speak  the  rest; 
I  pledge  myself  for  thee,  as  not  unknown. 
Though  like  Count  Lara  now  retura'd  alone 
From  other  lands,  almost  a  stranger  grown ; 
And  if  from  Lara's  blood  and  gentle  birth 
I  augur  right  of  courage  and  of  worth. 
He  will  not  that  untainted  Une  belie. 
Nor  aught  that  knighthood  may  accord  deny.a 

«  To-morrow  be  it,»  Exxelio  replied, 

«  And  here  our  sc%eral  worth  and  truth  be  tried ; 

I  gage  my  life,  my  falchion  to  attest 

My  words;  so  may  I  mingle  with  the  blest f* 

What  answers  Lara?  to  its  ceutre  shrunk 

His  soul,  in  deep  abstraction  sudden  sunk; 

The  words  of  many,  and  the  eyes  of  all 

That  there  were  galher*d,  secm'd  on  him  to  6dl ; 

But  his  were  silent,  his  appear  d  to  stray 

In  far  fbrgetfulness  away — away — 

Alas!  that  heedlessness  of  all  around 

Bespoke  remembrance  only  too  profound. 

XXIV. 

«  To-morrow ! — ay,  to>morrow ! »  fhrther  word 

Tlian  those  repeated  none  from  Lara  heard; 

Upon  his  brow  no  outward  passion  spoke. 

From  his  large  eye  no  flashing  anger  broke; 

Yet  there  was  something  fix'd  in  that  low  tone. 

Which  show'd  resolve,  detoinined,  thoagh  nnknown. 

He  sciied  his  cloak — his  head  he  slightly  bow'd, 

And,  passing  Eiielin,  he  left  the  crowd ; 

And,  as  he  pass'd  him,  smihng  met  the  frown 

With  which  tliat  chieftain's  brow  wooM  bear  him  down : 

It  was  nor  smile  of  mirth,  nor  straggUng  pride, 

That  curbs  to  scorn  the  wrath  It  cannot  hide ; 

But  that  of  one  in  his  own  heart  secure 

Of  all  tliat  he  would  do,  or  could  endure. 

Could  this  mean  peace?  the  calmness  of  the  good) 

Or  guilt  grown  old  in  desperate  hardihood? 

Alas !  too  like  in  confidence  are  each. 

For  man  to  trust  to  mortal  look  or  speech; 
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From  derds,  and  deeds  aloiic,  may  he  discern 
Truths  whicli  it  yrriags  ihe  unpractised  heart  to  learn. 

XXV. 

And  Lara  calld  his  page,  and  went  his  way — 
Well  couhl  that  stripling;  word  or  sign  ohey  : 
His  only  follower  from  those  climes  afar. 
Where  the  soul  glows  heneath  h  britjhtcr  star; 
For  Lara  left  the  shore  from  whenre  he  sprung;, 
In  duty  patient,  and  .sedate  thon(;h  young; 
Silent  a.s  him  he  served,  his  faith  appears 
Above  his  station,  and  beyond  his  years. 
Though  not  unknown  the  tongue  of  Lara*s  land, 
In  such  from  him  he  rarely  heard  command ; 
But  Meet  his  step,  and  clear  his  tones  would  come. 
When  J^ara's  lip  breathed  forth  the  words  of  home : 
Those  accents,  as  his  native  mountains  dear, 
Awake  their  absent  echoes  in  his  ear, 
Friends',  kindred's,  parents',  wonted  voice  recal. 
Now  lost,  abjured,  for  one — his  friend,  his  all : 
For  him  earth  now  disclosed  no  other  guide; 
What  marvel  then  he  rarely  left  his  side? 

XXVI. 

Li{fht  was  his  form,  and  d.'irkly  delientc 
That  brow  whereon  his  native  sun  had  sate, 
But  had  not  marr'd,  though  in  his  beams  he  grew. 
The  clieok  where  oft  the  unbidden  blush  shone  through; 
Yet  not  sui'ii  blush  as  mounts  when  health  would  show 
All  the  heart's  hue  in  that  delighted  glow; 
Butt  was  a  hectic  tint  of  secret  care 
That  for  a  burning  moment  fever'd  there ; 
And  the  wild  sparkle  of  his  eye  seem'd  c.iught 
From  high,  and  lightcn'd  with  electric  thought. 
Though  its  black  orb  those  long  low  lashes  friuge, 
Had  temper'd  with  a  melancholy  tinge; 
Yet  less  of  sorrow  than  of  pritle  was  there, 
Or  if  t  were  grief,  a  grief  that  none  should  share  : 
And  pleased  not  him  the  sporis  that  pb-ase  his  age, 
The  tricks  of  youth,  tlie  frojus  of  llie  page  : 
For  hours  on  Lara  be  Wdiild  fix  his  glance. 
As  all-forg«itten  in  that  watchful  traiuc; 
And  from  lii-.  c  liiif  withdrawn,  be  wanderd  loue, 
i    Brief  were  bis  answer--,  and  liis  (|ui-^tious  none; 
His  walk  llie  wood,  bis  sporl  sonir  f«)riign  book; 
His  resting-place  the  bank  that  curbs  tlie  brook  : 
He  seem'd,  like  him  he  serve<l,  to  li>c  apart 
From  all  that  lures  the  eye,  and  tilU  the  heart ; 
To  know  no  brotherhood,  and  take  from  earth 
No  gift  beyond  that  bitter  boon — our  birth. 

XXVI  I. 

If  aught  he  loved,  't  w^as  Lara;  but  was  shown 

His  faith  iu  reverence  and  in  deeds  alone; 

In  mute  attention;  and  his  care,  which  guess'd 

Each  wish,  fulfilld  it  ere  the  tongue  express d. 

Still  there  was  haughtiness  in  all  he  did, 

A  spirit  deep  that  brook  il  not  to  be  chid ; 

His  zeal,  though  more  than  that  of  servile  hands, 

In  act  alone  obrys,  his  air  eommiiiuls  ; 

As  if  "t  was  Lara's  h'ss  than  his  desire 

That  tlnis  he  served,  but  surely  mil  for  hire. 

Slight  were  the  tasks  enjoin'd  liini  by  his  loni. 

To  hold  the  stirrup,  or  to  bear  the  sworii ; 

To  tune  his  lute,  or  if  he  will'tl  it  more, 

On  tomes  of  other  times  ami  to^gue^  to  pore; 


But  ne'er  to  mingle  with  the  menial  train. 

To  whom  he  show'd  nor  deference  nor  disdain. 

But  that  well-worn  reserve  which  proved  he  Knew 

No  sympathy  with  that  familiar  crew  : 

His  soul,  whate'er  his  station  or  his  stem, 

Could  bow  to  Lara,  not  descend  to  them. 

Of  higher  birth  he  seem'd,  and  better  days, 

Nor  mark  of  vulgar  toil  that  hand  betrays. 

So  femininely  white  it  might  bespeak 

Another  sex,  when  match'd  with  that  smooth  clieirk. 

But  for  his  garb^and  something  in  his  gaie, 

More  wild  and  )iigh  than  woman's  eye  betrays ; 

A  latent  fierceness  that  far  more  became 

His  fiery  climate  than  his  tender  frame  : 

True,  in  his  v»ords  it  broke  not  from  his  breast, 

But,  from  ids  aspect,  might  be  more  than  gut.'ssd. 

Kaled  Ins  name,  though  rumour  said  he  bore 

Another  ere  he  left  his  mountain-shore; 

For  sometimes  he  would  hear,  however  nigh, 

That  nan»e  repeated  loud  without  reply. 

As  unfamiliar,  or,  if  roused  a  gam. 

Start  to  the  sound,  as  but  remember'd  then; 

Unless  t  was  lira's  wonted  voice  that  spake. 

For  then,  ear,  eyes,  aiid  heart  would  all  awake. 

XXVHL 

He  bad  look*«l  down  upon  the  festive  hall. 

And  mark'd  that  sudden  strife  so  mark'd  of  all; 

.\nd  when  the  crowd  around  and  near  him  told 

Their  wonder  at  the  calmness  of  the  bold; 

Their  marvel  how  the  high-born  Lara  bore 

Such  insult  from  a  stnuiger,  doubly  sore, 

The  colour  of  yoinig  Kalcd  went  and  came, 

The  lip  of  ashes,  and  the  cheek  of  flame; 

And  o'er  hi>  brow  the  damp  ning  h«"art-drops  threw 

The  sickening  ieiness  of  that  cold  dew, 

That  rises  as  the  busy  bosom  sinks 

With  hea\y  thoughts  from  which  reflection  shrinks. 

Yes — there  be  things  that  w  c  miLst  dream  and  dare. 

And  I'xecnte  ere  thoiiglit  be  half  aware: 

Whate'er  niiglit  Kaled  s  be,  it  was  enow 

To  seal  his  lip.  but  agonise  his  brow. 

He  ga/ed  on  L//elin  till  Lara  east 

That  sidelong  suiile  upon  the  knight  he  past. 

When  Kale«l  s;iw  that  smile  his  \isage  fell, 

.\s  if  on  something  recognised  right  well ; 

His  nieuiory  read  in  surh  a  meaning  more 

Than  Lara  s  asi>eet  unto  others  wore  : 

Ft»rv\ard  he  sprung — a  moment,  both  were  goue 

And  all  within  that  hall  seem'd  left  alone; 

Kaeh  had  so  fix'd  his  eye  on  Lara°»  mien. 

All  had  so  mix  (i  their  feelings  with  that  scene. 

That  when  his  long  dark  shallow  through  the  purcb 

No  more  relloes  the  (jlarc  of  yon  high  torch, 

Ej<'Ii  pnisc  beats  quicker,  aud  all  bosoms  seem 

To  bountt,  as  doubting  from  too  black  a  lireani, 

Sn«h  as  we  know  is  false,  yet  dread  in  sooth, 

JJecause  the  w«)rst  is  ever  ni-arest  truth. 

And  they  are  gon< — but  K/ziiin  is  there. 

With  thoughtful  >isage  and  imperious  air: 

But  long  remain  d  not :  ere  an  hour  expireil 

He  wa\ed  bis  hand  to  Otlio,  aud  retired. 

.\XIX. 

Th<'  crowd  are  gone,  the  revellers  at  rest; 
The  courteous  host,  and  all-appro\ing  guest. 
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.4^111  to  that  ■wiinoa'd  couch  omm  cf«ep 
Whrre  joy  MiUwd—,  mad  •omm  u^  lo  Ueep, 
Aod  man,  oeriabonrd  with  his  being'i  tcrilii, 
Shnoks  to  that  twcct  forgeffnhiet*  of  life : 
There  lie  love's  feveriih  hope  and  euuning's  gnile, 
ELite'ft  working  braia,  aod  lull'd  ambition's  wile; 
Otr  each  vain  eye  ohiivion's  pioions  wave, 
And  qoench'd  eaistcnoe  cronchcs  in  a  grave. 
What  better  name  auiy  slumber's  bed  become? 
>t^t's  sepolchfc,  the  nnivenal  home. 
Where  vcakoeae,  smngth,  vice,  virtue,  auk  supine, 
Alike  in  Bokod  hdpleesness  recline;     *  - 
cud  for  a  while  to  heave  nneonsrious  breath, 
Trt  vake  to  wrestle  with  the  dread  of  death, 
Aod  shoo,  Ihoogh  day  but  dawn  on  ills  increast, 
Taat  sleep  the  lovaheit,  since  it  drmms  the  least. 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

5iGaT  wwMa— the  vaponn  ronnd  the  monstains  enrrd 

Hftt  into  mom,  and  light  awakes  the  worid. 

Han  has  another  day  to  swell  tlie  past. 

And  lead  him  near  to  little,  bnt  his  last ; 

Bat  mighty  nature  bounds  as  from  her  birth. 

The  son  w  in  the  heavens,  and  life  on  earth ; 

Flowers  tn  the  valley,  splendour  in  the  beam, 

H«aJth  cm  the  gale,  and  fmhneaa  in  the  stream. 

Immortal  man !  behold  her  glories  shine, 

And  cry,  exalting  inly,  «  they  are  thine !  • 

iUte  on,  while  yet  thy  gladdeo'd  eye  may  see, 

A  morrow  comes  when  they  are  not  for  thee: 

.ind  grieve  what  may  above  thy  senseless  bier, 

^or  earth  nor  sky  will  yield  a  single  tear ; 

Nor  cloud  shall  gather  more,  nor  leaf  shall  fall, 

Nor  gale  breathe  forth  one  sigh  for  thee,  for  all ; 

But  creeping  things  shall  revel  in  their  spoil. 

And  fit  thy  day  to  fertiliae  the  soil. 

U. 
T  is  mom— 't  is  nooM — assembled  in  the  hall, 
Tiie  gather'd  chieftains  come  to  Olho's  call; 
T  is  now  the  promised  hour,  that  must  proclaim 
The  life  or  death  of  Lara's  future  fame ; 
W'beo  Eselin  hia  charge  may  here  unfold, 
ind  whatsoe'er  the  tale,  it  must  be  told. 
His  faith  was  pledged,  and  Lara's  promise  given, 
To  meet  it  in  the  eye  of  man  and  heaven. 
Why  comes  be  not!    Such  truths  to  be  divulged, 
Uethinks  the  aecuacr'a  rest  is  long  indulged. 

lU. 
The  hosr  ia  paat,  and  Lara  too  is  there. 
With  self-confiding,  coldly  patient  air ; 
Why  comes  not  EndinT    The  hour  is  past. 
And  murmors  rise,  aiui  Otho's  brow  s  o'ereasL 
•  I  know  my  friend !  his  futh  1  cannot  fisar. 
If  yet  he  be  on  earth,  eipect  him  here: 
The  roof  that  held  him  in  the  valley  stands 
Between  my  own  and  noble  Lara's  lands; 
My  halls  from  snch  a  guest  had  honour  gaio'd, 
Nor  had  Skr  Enelin  his  host  disdain'd, 
JBut  that  some  previous  proof  forbade  him  slay. 
And  nrged  him  to  fftfm  aguast  to-day; 


The  word  I  pledged  for  his  I  pledge  again, 

Or  will  myself  redeem  his  knichthood's  slain.* 

He  ceased —and  Lara  answer'd,  «i  I  am  here 

To  lend  at  thy  demand  a  lisiraiag  car  ; 

To  tales  of  evil  from  a  strajgers  tongue, 

WIkmc  words  alrmdy  might  my  heart  have  wrtm^. 

But  that  1  deem'd  him  scarcely  1ms  than  mad, 

O,  at  the  worst,  a  foe  ignobly  bad. 

I  koow  him  not — ^but  me  it  seems  be  knew 

In  lands  where— but  1  must  not  trille  too ; 

Produce  this  liabbler-H>r  redeem  the  pledge; 

Here  in  thy  hold,  and  with  thy  felehions  edge.* 

Proud  Oiho  on  the  iostaot,  reddening,  threw 

Ilis  gioe  on  earth,  and  forth  his  sabre  llew. 

«  The  last  alternative  befita  me  best, 

.%nd  thus  1  answer  for  mine  absent  guest.* 

With  cheek  unchanging  from  iu  Mlh>w  gloom. 

However  near  his  own  or  other's  tomb; 

With  hand,  whose  almost  careless  eooloess  spoke 

Its  grasp  well  u^ed  to  deal  the  mbre^troke; 

\Vith  eye,  though  calm,  determined  not  to  spare, 

Did  Lara  too  bis  willing  weapon  hare. 

Id  vaia  the  cirrling  chiefuins  round  them  closed, 

Kor  Otho's  freoiy  would  not  be  opposed ; 

Aod  from  his  lip  those  words  of  insult  fell — 

«  His  sword  is  good  who  can  maintain  tham  well.* 

IV. 

Sliort  was  the  conflict;  furious,  blindly  rash, 

Vdio  Otho  gave  his  bosom  to  the  gash : 

He  hh-il,  and  fell,  but  not  with  dradly  wound, 

Stretch'd  by  a  dexterous  sleiglit  along  the  ground. 

M  Demand  thy  life!*     lie  aos^rr'd  not;  and  then 

From  that  red  floor  he  ue'er  liad  riseo  again. 

Tor  Lara's  brow  upon  the  uiomoiii  grew 

Almost  to  blackneM  in  its  demon  hue; 

And  fiercer  shook  his  angry  lalrhioo  now 

Than  when  his  foe's  was  levrll'd  at  his  brow; 

Then  all  was  stern  collecledot'bs  and  art. 

Now  rose  the  unleaven'd  hatred  of  his  lieart ; 

So  Utile  sparing  to  the  foe  he  fell'd. 

That  when  the  approaching  crowd  his  arm  withheld. 

He  almost  turo'd  the  thirsty  point  on  those 

Who  thus  for  merry  dared  to  interpose  ; 

Rut  to  a  moment's  thought  that  purpose  bent : 

Yet  look'd  he  on  him  still  with  eye  iotcot. 

As  if  he  loathed  the  iueffcclu.d  strife 

That  left  a  foe,  howe'er  oerthrown,  with  life ; 

As  if  to  search  bow  far  tlie  wound  he  gave 

liad  sent  its  victim  onward  to  his  gra%e. 

V. 

They  raised  the  bleeding  Otho,  and  the  leech 
Forbade  all  present  question,  sign,  and  speech  ; 
The  others  met  within  a  neighbouriug  hall, 
And  he,  incensed  and  heedless  of  them  all, 
The  cause  aod  conqueror  in  this  sudden  fray. 
In  haughty  kilence  slowly  strode  away; 
lie  back'd  his  steed,  his  homeward  path  be  look. 
Nor  cast  on  Otho's  lowers  a  single  look. 

VL 

But  where  was  he,  that  meteor  of  a  night, 
Who  menaced  bnt  lo  disappear  with  light? 
Where  was  this  Euelin,  who  came  and  weal 
To  lea%e  no  other  trace  of  his  intent  ? 
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He  left  the  dome  of  Otho  long  ere  morn. 
In  darkness,  yet  so  viell  the  path  wa&  worn 
He  could  not  miss  it:  near  his  dwelling  lay; 
But  there  he  was  not,  and  with  coming  day 
Came  fast  inquiry,  which  unfolded  nought 
Except  the  absence  of  the  chief  it  sought. 
A  chamber  tsnantless,  a  steed  at  rest, 
His  host  alarm'd,  his  murmuring  squires  dislrest. 
Their  search  extends  along,  around  the  path, 
In  dread  to  meet  the  marks  of  prowlers'  wrath : 
But  none  are  there,  and  not  a  brake  huth  borne 
Nor  gout  of  blood,  nor  shred  of  mantle  torn  ; 
Nor  fall  nor  struggle  hath  defaced  the  grass, 
Which  still  retains  a  mark  where  murder  was; 
Nor  dabbling  fingers  left,  to  tell  the  tale, 
The  bitter  piint  of  each  convulsive  nail, 
When  agonize^hands  that  cease  to  guard, 
Wound  in  that  pang  the  smoothness  of  the  sward. 
Some  such  bad  been,  if  here  a  life  was  reft : 
But  these  were  not;  and  doubting  hope  is  left; 
And  strange  suspicion  whispering  Lara's  name, 
Now  daily  mutters  o'er  his  blacken d  fame; 
Then  sudden  silent  when  his  form  appear'd. 
Awaits  the  absence  of  the  thing  it  fcar'd, 
Again  its  wonted  wonderiug  to  renew, 
And  dye  conjecture  with  a  darker  hue. 

VH. 
Days  roll  along,  and  Otho's  wounds  arc  hoal'd. 
Rut  not  his  pride;  and  hate  no  more  conceal d: 
He  was  a  man  of  power,  and  Lara's  foe. 
The  friend  of  all  who  sought  to  work  him  woe, 
And  from  his  country's  justice  now  demands 
Account  of  Ezzelin  at  Lara's  hands. 
Who  else  than  Lara  could  have  cause  to  fear 
His  presence?  who  had  made  him  disappear, 
If  not  the  man  on  whom  his  menaced  charge 
Had  sate  too  deeply  were  he  left  at  large? 
The  general  rumour  ignoraiiily  loud. 
The  mystery  dearest  to  tlie  curious  crowd; 
The  seeminj;  friendlcssnoss  of  him  who  strove 
To  win  no  confidence,  and  wake  no  love; 
The  sweeping  fierceness  which  his  soul  briray'd. 
The  skill  with  which  he  wielded  his  keen  blade : 
Where  had  his  arm  unwarlike  caught  that  art? 
Where  had  that  fierceness  grown  upon  his  heart? 
For  it  was  not  the  blind  capricious  rage 
A  word  can  kindle  and  a  word  assuage; 
But  the  deep  working  of  a  soul  unmix'd 
With  aught  of  pity  where  its  wrath  had  fix'd  ; 
Such  as  long  power  and  overgorged  success 
Concentrates  into  all  that 's  merciless: 
These,  link'd  with  that  desire  which  ever  sw:iys 
Mankind,  the  rathrr  to  condemn  thau  praise, 
'Gainst  Lara  gathering  raised  at  length  a  storm, 
Such  as  himself  might  fear,  and  foes  would  form. 
And  he  must  answer  for  the  abs(>m  head 
Of  one  that  haunts  him  still,  alive  or  dead. 

VIII. 
Within  that  land  was  many  a  malcontent. 
Who  cursed  the  tyranny  to  which  he  bent; 
That  soil  full  many  a  wringing  despot  saw, 
Who  work'd  his  wantonness  in  form  of  law; 
Long  war  without  and  frequent  broil  within 
Had  made  a  path  for  blood  and  giant  sin. 
That  wailed  but  a  signal  to  begin 


New  havock,  such  as  civil  discord  blends. 

Which  knows  no  neuter,  owns  but  foes  or  frient!^ ; 

Fix'd  in  his  feudal  fortress  each  was  lord. 

In  word  and  deed  obey'd,  in  soul  abhorr'd. 

Thus  Lara  had  inherited  his  landA, 

And  Mith  them  pining  hearts  and  sluggish  hand<: 

But  that  long  abseuce  from  his  native  clime. 

Had  left  him  stainless  of  oppression's  crime, 

And  now  diverted  by  his  milder  sway. 

All  dread  by  slow  degrees  had  worn  away; 

The  menials  felt  their  usual  awe  alone, 

Dut  more  for  him  than  them  that  fear  was  grown  , 

They  deem  d  him  now  unhappy,  though  at  first 

Their  evil  judgment  augur'd  of  the  worst, 

And  each  long  restless  night,  and  silent  mood, 

Was  traced  to  sickness,  fed  by  solitude : 

And  though  his  loui  ly  habits  threw  of  lain 

Gloom  o'er  his  chamber,  cheerful  was  his  gate ; 

From  thence  the  wretched  ne'er  unsoothed  witlidrrw. 

For  them,  at  least,  his  soul  compassion  knew. 

Cold  to  the  great,  contemptuous  to  the  high. 

The  humble  pass'd  not  his  unheeding  e^'c ; 

Much  he  would  speak  not,  but  beneath  his  roof 

They  found  asylum  oft,  and  neer  reproof. 

And  they  who  watched  might  mark  that,  day  by  diy. 

Some  new  retainers  gather d  to  his  sway; 

But  most  of  late,  since  Kzzelin  was  lost. 

Me  play'd  the  courteous  lord  and  bounteous  host. 

Perchance  his  strife  with  Otho  made  him  dread 

Some  snare  prepared  for  his  obnoxious  head  ; 

Whate'or  his  view,  hi^  favour  more  obtains 

With  these,  the  people,  than  his  fellow  llianes. 

If  this  were  policy,  so  far  t  was  sound, 

The  million  judged  but  of  him  as  they  found; 

From  him,  by  sterner  chiefs  to  exile  driven, 

TIu'v  but  requir'd  a  shelter,  and  't  was  given. 

By  him  no  peasant  mourn'd  his  rilled  cot. 

And  scarce  the  >:crf  could  murmur  o'er  his  lot; 

With  him  old  Avarice  found  its  hoard  secure. 

With  liim  contempt  forbore  to  mock  the  poor; 

Youth  pres<"nl  cheer  and  proniis'd  recompense 

Dctaiu'd,  till  all  too  late  to  part  from  thence: 

To  hate  he  offerd,  with  the  coming  change. 

The  deep  reversion  of  delay'd  revenge; 

To  love,  long  baftled  by  the  unequal  match. 

The  well-won  charms  success  was  sure  to  snatch. 

All  now  was  ripe,  he  waits  but  to  proclaim 

That  slavery  nothing  which  was  still  a  name. 

The  moment  came,  the  hour  when  Otho  thought 

Secure  at  last  the  vengeance  which  he  sought: 

His  summons  found  the  destined  criminal 

llc|;irt  by  thousands  in  his  swarming  hall, 

Fresh  from  their  feudal  fetters  nev^ly  riven. 

Defying  earth,  and  confident  of  heaven. 

That  morning  he  had  freed  the  soil-bound  sla\es. 

Who  dig  no  land  for  tyrants  but  their  graves! 

Such  is  khcir  cry — some  wal«  h-woid  for  tin*  fight 

•Must  \indir.ite  the  wrong,  and  warp  the  riyht: 

hrlij'ion — freedom — venj;eance — what  voii  will, 

\  word  s  enough  to  raise  mankind  to  kill: 

Some  factious  phrase  by  cunning  caught  and  spri«.id, 

Tliat  guilt  may  reign,  and  wolves  and  worms  !><•  fed ! 

IX. 

Throughout  that  clime  tlir  feudal  chiefs  had  {^auid 
Such  sv»ay,  their  infant  monarch  hardly  reign  d; 
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Xow  was  the  hour  for  ftctioQ*  rebel  growth , 
The  serft  coniemo'd  the  one,  and  hated  both : 
They  vsited  bat  a  leader,  and  they  fonnd 
Ooe  to  their  cause  inseparably  bound ; 
By  cirramstance  coaipelPd  to  pluo^  again, 
fa  srJf-defeoce,  amidst  the  strife  of  men. 
Cat  off  by  some  myslcrioos  fiste  from  those 
Whom  birth  and  natnre  meant  not  for  bis  foes. 
Had  Lara  from  that  night,  to  him  accarst, 
Prrpared  to  meet,  bat  not  alone,  the  worst : 
Some  reason  urged,  whate'er  it  was,  to  shun 
loquiry  into  deeds  at  distance  done ; 
Ity  mingliog  with  his  own  the  cause  of  all, 
Een  if  he  fail d,  he  stiU  drUy'd  his  foil. 
The  sullen  calm  that  long  bis  bosom  kept. 
The  storm  that  once  had  spent  itself  and  »lept. 
Roused  by  events  that  seero'd  foredoom'd  to  urge 
Um  gloomy  fortunes  to  their  utmost  verge. 
Bant  forth,  and  made  him  all  he  once  had  been. 
Aod  is  again ;  he  only  changed  the  scene. 
Light  care  had  be  for  life,  and  less  for  fame. 
But  not  leas  fitted  for  the  desperate  game : 
He  deem'd  himself  marfc'd  out  for  others'  hale, 
Aod  mock'd  at  ruin  so  they  shared  his  fate. 
What  cared  lie  f(w  the  freedom  of  the  crowd  ? 
He  raised  the  humble  but  to  bend  the  proud. 
Re  bad  hoped  quiet  in  his  sullen  lair, 
Bat  man  and  destiny  beset  him  there ; 
Inured  lo  banters,  he  was  found  at  bey. 
And  they  most  kill,  they  cannot  snare  the  prey. 
Sicra,  unambitious,  silent,  he  bad  been 
Henceforth  a  calm  spectator  of  life's  scene ; 
Bat,  dragg'd  again  upon  the  arena,  stood, 
A  leader  not  unequal  to  the  feud ; 
In  voice — ooiicB— gesture — savage  natnre  spoke, 
And  from  his  eye  the  gladiator  broke. 


What  booU  the  ofl-repeated  ttle  of  strife. 

The  fent  of  vultures,  and  the  waste  of  life  \ 

The  varying  fortune  of  each  separate  field. 

The  fierce  that  vanquish  aod  the  faint  that  yield  T 

The  smoking  ruin,  and  the  crumbled  wall  T 

lo  this  the  stn^le  was  the  same  with  all ; 

Save  that  dtslemper'd  passions  lent  their  force 

la  biitemesa  that  baniab'd  all  remorse. 

None  sued,  for  Mercy  knew  her  cry  wan  vain. 

The  captive  died  upon  the  battle  plain : 

In  either  cause,  one  rage  alone  possest 

The  empire  of  the  alternate  victor's  breast ; 

And  they  that  smoie  for  freedom  or  for  sway, 

Dfcm'd  few  were  slain,  while  more  remain'd  to  slay. 

It  was  too  late  to  check  the  wasting  brand, 

And  Desolation  reap'd  the  fembh'd  land; 

The  u>rch  was  lighted,  and  the  flame  was  spread, 

And  Carnage  smiled  upon  her  daily  dead. 

XI. 
Fmh  with  tlie  nerve  the  new-bom  impulse  strung. 
The  first  success  to  Lara's  numbers  clung  : 
But  that  vain  victory  hath  mind  alt. 
They  form  no  longer  lo  (heir  leader's  call ; 
In  blind  confusion  on  the  foe  they  press. 
And  think  to  snatch  is  to  secure  success. 
Tbe  lua  of  booty,  and  the  thirst  of  hate. 
Lore  on  the  broken  brigands  to  their  fete ; 


In  vain  he  doth  whate'er  a  chief  may  do. 
To  cheok  the  headlong  fury  of  that  crew; 
In  vain  their  stubborn  ardour  he  would  tame,— 
Tbe  hand  that  kindles  cannot  quench  the  flame; 
The  wary  foe  alone  luth  tum'd  their  mood. 
And  shown  their  rashness  to  that  erring  brood  : 
Tbe  feign'd  retreat,  the  nightly  ambuscade. 
The  daily  harass,  and  the  fight  delay'd. 
The  long  privation  of  the  hoped  supply, 
The  teotless  rest  beneath  the  humid  sky. 
The  stubborn  wall  tliat  mocks  the  leaguer's  art. 
And  palls  the  patience  of  his  baftled  heart. 
Of  these  they  bad  not  deem'd ;  .the  ballie-day 
They  could  encounter  as  a  veteran  may. 
But  more  pref^'d  the  fory  of  the  strife. 
And  present  death,  to  hourly  tuffering  life  : 
And  famine  wrings,  aod  fever  sweeps  avray 
His  numbers,  melting  fast  from  their  array; 
Intemperate  triumph  fades  to  discontent. 
And  Lara's  soul  alone  seems  still  unbent. 
But  few  remain  to  aid  his  voice  and  band, 
And  thousands  dwindled  to  a  scanty  band: 
Desperate,  though  few,  the  last  aod  best  remain'd 
To  mourn  the  discipline  they  late  disdain'd. 
One  hope  survives,  the  frontier  is  not  for. 
And  thence  they  may  escape  horn  native  war ; 
And  bear  within  them  lo  the  neighbouriog  state 
An  exiles  sorrows,  or  an  cmtlaw's  hate : 
Hard  is  the  task  their  fether-land  to  quit. 
But  harder  still  to  perish  or  submit. 

Xli. 

It  is  resolved— they  march— consenting  Night 
Guides  with  her  star  their  dim  and  torchless  flight ; 
Already  they  pen>eive  its  tranquil  beam 
Sleep  on  the  surface  of  tbe  barrier-stream; 
Already  they  descry— Is  yon  tbe  bank? 
Away !  't  is  lined  with  many  a  hostile  rank. 
Return  or  fly!— What  glitters  in  the  rear? 
T  is  Otho's  banner — the  pursuers  spear ! 
Are  those  the  shepherds'  fires  upon  the  height? 
Alas !  they  blaie  too  vridely  for  the  flight ; 
Cut  off  feom  hope,  and  compan'd  in  the  toil, 
Less  blood  perchance  hath  bought  a  richer  spoil  * 

XIII. 
A  moment's  panie,  t  is  but  to  breathe  their  band. 
Or  shall  they  onward  press,  or  here  withstand  ? 
It  nutters  little — if  they  charge  the  foes 
Who  by  the  border-stream  their  march  oppose. 
Some  f^w,  perchance,  may  break  aod  pass  the  line. 
However  link'd  to  baffle  such  design. 
«  The  charge  be  ours  !  to  wait  for  their  assault 
Were  fete  well  worthy  of  a  coward's  halt.* 
Forth  flies  each  sabre,  rein'd  is  every  steed, 
And  the  neat  word  shall  scarce  outstrip  the  deed  : 
In  the  next  tone  of  Lara's  gathering  breath 
How  many  shall  but  bear  the  voice  of  death! 

XIV. 
His  blade  is  bared  :  in  him  there  is  an  air 
As  deep,  but  far  too  tranquil  for  despair; 
A  something  of  indifference  more  than  then 
Becomes  the  bravest,  if  they  feel  for  men  : 
He  turn'd  his  eye  on  Kaled,  ever  near. 
And  still  too  feithful  to  betrav  one  fear ; 
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Perchance  't  was  but  (lie  moon's  dim  twilight  llirev 

Along  his  iispcct  an  unwonted  hue 

Of  mournful  paleness,  whose  deep  tint  expresi 

The  truth,  and  not  the  terror  of  his  breast. 

This  Lara  mark'd,  and  laid  his  iiand  on  his: 

It  trembleil  not  in  such  an  hoiu*  as  this; 

His  lip  was  silent,  scarcely  he«t  his  heart, 

His  eye  alone  proclaimed,  «  We  will  not  part  I 

Thv  band  may  perisli,  or  thy  friends  may  lice : 

Farewell  to  life,  but  not  adieu  to  thee!»> 

The  word  hath  pass'd  his  lips,  and  onward  driven, 

Pours  the  link'd  band  through  ranks  asunder  riven; 

Well  h;is  carh  steed  obey'd  the  armed  heel. 

And  flash  the  scimitars,  and  rings  the  steel : 

Outnumbcr'd,  not  outbraved,  they  still  oppose 

Despair  to  daring,  and  a  front  to  foes; 

And  blood  is  mingled  with  the  dashing  stream, 

Which  ruas  all  redly  till  the  moniing  beam. 

XV. 

Commanding,  aiding,  animating  all. 

Where  foe  appear'd  to  press,  or  friend  to  fall, 

Chi'crs  Lara's  voice,  and  waves  or  strikes  his  steel. 

Inspiring  hope,  himself  had  ceased  to  feel. 

None  fled,  for  well  they  knew  that  flight  were  vain  ; 

But  those  that  waver  turn  to  smite  again. 

While  yet  they  lind  the  firmest  of  tlw  for 

Recoil  before  their  leaders  look  and  blow  • 

Now  ^in  with  number*,  now  almost  alone, 

He  foils  their  ranks,  or  reunites  his  own ; 

Himself  he  spared  not — once  tbey  seem'd  to  fly — 

Now  was  the  time,  he  waved  his  hand  on  higli, 

And  shook — why  sudden  droops  that  phuni<<i  crest  ? 

The  shaft  is  sped — the  arrow  s  in  his  breast ! 

That  fatal  gesture  left  the  unguartled  side. 

And  Death  hath  stricken  down  yon  arm  of  pride. 

The  word  of  triumph  fainted  from  his  tongne; 

That  hand,  so  raised,  how  droopiugly  it  hnng' 

But  yel  the  swoni  instinctively  retains. 

Though  from  its  fellow  shrink  the  fallinj;  n-ins  . 

The«>e  Kaled  snatches;   dizzy  with  the  i)lovk, 

An<l  sen.seless  bending  o'er  his  ,>iaddle-bow, 

Pfrcci>es  not  Lara  that  his  anxious  pag«» 

Beguiles  his  charger  from  the  combat's  ra(;e  : 

Meantime  his  followers  charge,  and  charge  again  , 

Too  mix'd  the  slayers  now  to  heed  the  »ilain' 

XVI. 

Day  glimmers  on  the  dying  and  the  dead, 
The  cloven  cuirass,  and  the  helmless  head  ; 
The  war-horse  masterless  is  on  the  earth, 
An<l  that  Inst  gasp  hath  burst  his  bloody  girih; 
And  near,  yel  quivering  with  what  life  remain'd. 
The  heel  that  urged  him  and  the  hand  that  rein'd ; 
And  some  too  near  that  rolling  torrent  lie. 
Whose  waters  mock  the  lip  of  those  that  die; 
That  panting  thirst  which  scorches  in  ilie  breath 
Of  those  (hat  die  llir  soldiers  tirry  d«\Tth, 
In  v.iin  irn|)cls  tiie  burning  mouth  to  cravr* 
I    One  drop — the  last  —  to  <  <»ol  it  for  the  grave  ; 
With  feeble  atul  convulsive  efforl  swept. 
Their  limb'<  along  the  crimson  «l  (nrf  ha\«*  crept ; 
The  faint  remains  of  life  such  strngjjies  waste. 
But  yet  they  rearh  the  stream,  and  l>end  to  last*': 
They  feel  its  freshness,  and  almo-.t  [)ariake  — 
Wliv  |»:inse'      No  further  thirst  li.ue  ihey  to  slake  - 
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It  is  unquench'd,  and  yet  they  feel  it  not. 
It  was  an  agonv — but  now  forgot ' 

XVII. 
Beneaih  a  lime,  remoter  from  (he  scene, 
Where  but  for  him  that  strife  had  never  been, 
A  brealhing  but  devoted  warrior  lay  : 
T  was  Lara,  bleeding  fast  from  life  away. 
His  foflower  once,  and  now  his  only  guide. 
Kneels  Kaled,  watchful  o'er  his  welling  side. 
And  with  his  scarf  would  staunch  the  tides  that  rush. 
With  each  convulsion,  in  a  blacker  gush ; 
And  then,  as  his  faint  breuthing  waxes  low. 
In  feebler,  not  less  fatal  tricklings  flow  : 
He  scarce  can  speak,  but  motions  him  t  is  vain, 
.And  merely  adds  another  throb  to  pain, 
lie  clasps  the  hand  that  pang  whicli  would  assuage. 
And  sadly  smiles  his  thatiks  to  that  dark  page. 
Who  nothing  fears,  uor  feels,  nor  heeds,  nor  sees. 
Save  liiat  damp  brow  whicli  rests  upon  his  knees; 
Save  that  pale  aspect,  where  (he  eye,  (hough  dim, 
Held  all  (he  light  (hat  shone  on  earth  fur  him. 

XVI H. 

The  foe  arrives,  who  long  had  scarch'd  the  field. 
Their  triumph  nought  till  Llira  too  should  yield; 
They  would  remove  him,  but  ihev  see  t  were  vain. 
And  he  regards  them  with  a  calm  disdain. 
That  rose  to  reconcde  him  wi(h  Ins  fate. 
And  tbat  escape  to  death  from  living  hate  : 
And  Oiho  comes,  and,  leaping  from  his  sieed, 
Looks  on  the  bleciling  foe  that  made  him  bleed, 
And  quesiions  of  his  sta(e;  he  answers  not. 
Scarce  glances  on  him  as  on  one  forgo(, 
And  turns  lo  Kaled  : — each  remaining  word 
They  understood  «iot,  if  distinctly  heard  , 
His  dying  tones  are  in  (hat  other  tongne. 
To  which  some  -.(range  reme(rd)rance  wildly  clung 
I  hey  spake  of  other  scenes,  but  Mliat — is  known 
To  Kabrd,  whom  their  meaning  re.iched  alone; 
And  he  replied,  (liougli  faintly,  to  their  sound, 
While  gazed  (he  rest  in  dumb  amazement  round  . 
Ihey  secmd  even  then  —  that  twain — unio  the  l.isi 
To  half  forget  !lie  present  in  the  past  ; 
To  share  between  themselves  some  separate  fate. 
Whose  diirkness  none  be-iide  should  penetrate. 

XIX. 

Their  words,  ihongh  faint,  were  many — from  the  tone 
Their  import  those  who  heard  could  judj;e  alone  ; 
I'rom  this,  yon  niight  havederm'd  young  Kaled  ^  deaili 
iMore  near  than  Lara  s  by  his  voice  and  breath. 
So  sad,  so  deep,  and  hesitating  broke 
The  aceents  lii%  scarce-moving  pale  lips  spoke; 
But  Lara's  voice,  though  low,  at  Urst.  was  clear 
.\nd  e.ilni,  (ill  niurmnring  deaih  gaspd  hoarsrlv  near 
But  from  his  \isage  little  could  we  jjuess. 
So  iinrepeiiinnt,  dark,  ;>iul  p.»ssionless. 
.Save  ih.U,  when  struggling  nearer  to  his  last. 
I'pon  llial  pa{;e  liis  eve  was  kindly  c.ist  ; 
And  once  ;is  K.de«l  s  .mswering  accents  ceasl. 
I^osc  Laras  hand,  and  pointed  to  ihe  Kasi 
Wlieilur  (as  iheii  the  breaking  sun  from  high 
Bolld  haek  ihe  clouds)  the  morrow  caiijiht  his  cY«\ 
0»  tint   I  w.is  cliaiue,  or  some  rememl»erd  scene 
j  Thai  raised  Ins  arm  l«»  point  where  su<h  had  been. 
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Scarre  HaJed  tteen  d  to  know,  but  tum'd  ftWfty 

As  if  bk  bcmrt  abhorr'J  that  comiog  day, 

Ao«l  «hruok  hi*  glaoce  before  chat  morniof  ^M§kl* 

I  To  look  on  Lara's  brow — where  all  grew  nigfat 
\et  anue  aeem'd  left,  though  better  were  it*  Iom  i 
For  whea  one  near  dtspJa  j'd  the  ab*olvuig  croat, 

'  Aad  proffipr'd  to  his  touch  the  holy  bead, 
(K  vhich  Ilia  pariiog  toul  night  o«n  the  need, 
lie  look'd  upon  it  with  an  eye  profane, 
.lad  uniled — Ucavea  panioa  1  if  'c  vere  with  disdain 
And  Kaled,  ihoogh  he  spoke  not,  oor  withdrew 
Fmm  Lara*!!  fmce  his  fia'd  de«pairiog  view, 
Widi  brow  repubiTe,  and  isilh  gesture  swift. 
Flung  back  the  hand  which  held  the  Mcred  gift. 


As  if  such  but  dislorb'd  the  expiring  man. 
Nor  sreoi'd  lo  know  his  Ufe  but  then  began. 
That  hfe  of  laiinortaliiy,  *ccttre 
To  none,  «nvc  tliaai  whose  faith  in  Cliritt  u  sure. 

XX. 

Bill  gasping  heaved  the  hrealb  that  I<ara  drew. 

And  dull  the  tilm  along  hi*  dim  eye  grew ; 

Hi&  limtM  sireich'd  tlulteriug,  and  Im  head  droop  d  u'cr 

Tiic  weak  yet  still  uuiiring  knee  that  bore ; 

Ue  prrss'd  the  band  he  held  upon  his  heart — 

It  bfats  no  more,  but  Kaled  will  not  part 

V^itk  the  cold  grasp,  but  feels,  and  feels  in  «aiu 

For  that  faint  throb  which  answer«  not  again. 

•  It  beac»  !»»— Away,  thou  dreamer'.— he  is  gone  — 

I  It  once  was  Lara  which  thou  look'sl  upon. 

1 

I 

<  XM. 

'  Ur  gaxed,  as  if  not  yet  had  pasa'd  away 

j  Tlie  hau;>hty  spirit  of  that  humble  clay; 

I  Aod  Uiose  around  have  roused  him  from  lim  iiance, 

bui  cannot  It^tr  from  tlieuce  his  liaed  gUiice ; 

Aud  when,  in  nising  him  from  where  lie  bore 

Within  hi»  arms  the  form  that  felt  110  more, 
!  He  saw  tlie  bead  his  breast  would  still  sustain. 

Roll  down  Uke  earth  to  earth  upon  the  plain, 
I  lie  (lid  not  dnsh  himself  thereby,  nor  tear 
I  Tbe  glossy  teodrils  of  hi^  raven  hair, 
I  But  strove  to  sund  and  gaic,  but  reel'd  and  fell. 
I  Scarce  breathing  more  titan  that  he  loved  so  well. 
,  Than  tlial  ke  loved!  Oh!  never  vet  beneath 
I  Tbe  bre4-«t  of  man  such  trusty  love  may  breathe' 

TJMt  trying  moment  hath  at  once  rcveal'd 

Tbe  sscrrt  long  and  yet  hot  hnlf  conceal'd  ; 

In  baring  lo  revive  that  lifele«»  bn>:ist, 
I  Its  grief  seem'd  ended,  but  tlie  m>k  confess'd  , 
I  And  Ufe  retum'df  and  Kaled  fell  no  shame— 
I  What  BOW  CO  her  was  Womanhood  or  Fame ! 

1  XXII. 

'  And  Ura  aleeps  not  where  his  fathers  sleep, 

i  Bat  vrfaere  he  died  hia  grave  was  dug  as  deep ; 

'  Nnr  is  his  mortal  slumber  less  profound, 

'  Thoi^  priest  nor  blesa'd ,  nor  marble  deck'd  the  mound ; 

I  And  he  was  moom'd  by  one  whose  quiet  grief, 
1^«  land,  oatlasts  a  people's  for  their  chief. 
Vaia  was  all  ipuNitioo  ask'd  her  of  the  past. 
And  vain  even  menace-'silcnl  to  the  last, 
^  laid  Bor  whence,  nor  why  site  left  bchiad 
Her  all  for  one  who  seem'd  but  little  kind. 
Why  did  she  love  him?  Gurions  fool!— be  still— 
I«  bwnan  lova  the  growth  of  humwi  will  ? 


To  her  he  might  b«  geolleneis ;  the  stern 
Have  deeper  tlioughts  tlian  your  dull  eye*  discern. 
And  when  they  love,  your  smilers  guess  not  how 
Beats  the  strong  liearl,  though  less  llic  lip»  a%ow. 
They  were  not  common  links,  that  form'd  the  rhaiu 
That  bound  to  Lara  K  jled's  heart  and  brain  i 
Kut  that  wild  tale  she  brook'd  not  to  unfold. 
And  seal'd  is  now  each  lip  thai  could  have  told. 

XXIil. 
They  laid  him  in  the  earth,  and  on  bis  bcvaM, 
Besi<ies  tlie  wound  thai  sent  hi^  soul  to  rest. 
They  found  the  scatler'd  dints  of  many  a  scar, 
Which  were  not  planted  there  in  rerenC  war, 
WherrVr  ha<l  pa«.s'd  lii«  summer  years  of  life, 
It  seemt  they  vantnh  d  in  a  land  of  urife; 
But  all  unknown  his  glory  or  his  guilt. 
These  only  told  that  somewhere  blood  was  spill, 
.And  E//<>lin,  who  mi(;ht  have  spoke  tlie  paa, 
Betum'd  no  more— thai  night  appeard  his  last. 

XXIV. 

I'pon  ttiat  niglit  (.1  peasant's  is  tlie  tale'. 

A  fter(  that  crn<4s'f1  tlie  iutervening  vale, 

When  Cynthia's  li(;ht  almost  gave  way  lo  bkmu. 

And  nrariy  vcil'd  in  mist  her  waning  horn ; 

A  serf,  that  rose  betimes  to  thread  the  wood, 

And  hew  the  bon(;h  that  boacht  his  ehiMreB'«  food, 

Pass'd  by  the  river  that  divide*  the  plain 

Of  Ollio's  lands  and  l«ara's  broad  domain: 

He  beard  a  tramp^a  horte  and  horseman  broke 

From  out  the  wood—  before  him  was  a  cloak 

Wrapt  round  some  bortheo  at  his  sackUe-bow. 

Bent  was  his  head,  and  hiddai  was  his  brow. 

Roused  by  the  sudden  ughi  at  such  a  lime. 

And  some  foreboding  that  it  migtit  be  crime. 

Himself  unheeded  watch'd  the  strauger'»  coucke. 

Who  reach'd  the  river,  bounded  from  bis  horse. 

And,  lifting  thence  the  burthen  which  he  bore. 

Heaved  op  the  bank,  and  dasb'd  it  from  tha  ahore, 

Then  piused,  and  look'd,  and  tum'd.  and  seem'd  to  watrh, 

And  still  another  hurried  glance  would  snatch. 

And  follow  with  his  step  the  stream  that  flow'd. 

As  if  even  yet  too  much  its  surfsre  show'd: 

At  once  he  sttrted,  stoop'd,  around  him  ttrown 

The  winter  Hoods  liad  acatter'd  heaps  of  stone; 

Of  these  the  heaviest  thence  he  gaiher'd  there. 

And  slung  them  with  a  more  than  common  care. 

Meantime  the  serf  had  crept  to  where  unseen 

Himself  might  safely  mark  what  tliia  might  mean , 

He  caught  a  glimpse,  as  of  a  floating  breast. 

And  something  gliiier'd  starlike  on  the  vest. 

But  ere  he  well  couM  mark  the  buoyant  trunk, 

A  massy  fragment  smote  it,  and  it  sunk: 

It  rose  again  but  indistinct  lo  view, 

And  left  the  waters  of  a  purple  hue. 

Then  deeply  disappear  d :  the  horseman  gaie«i 

Till  ebb'd  the  latest  eddy  it  had  raised ; 

Then  turning,  vaulted  on  his  pawing  steed. 

And  insunt  spurred  him  into  panting  speed. 

Hia  foce  was  mask'd— the  features  of  the  dead. 

If  dead  it  were,  escaped  tbe  observer's  dread ; 

But  if  in  sooth  a  star  iu  bosom  bore. 

Such  is  the  badge  that  knighthood  ever  wore, 

And  such  't  is  known  Sir  Esselin  had  worn 

Upon  the  night  that  led  to  such  a  mom. 
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If  thus  lift  peri<;h'd.  Heaven  receive  his  soul  ! 
His  uodiscovcrd  limbs  to  ocean  roll ; 
And  chanty  upon  the  hope  would  dwell 
It  was  not  Lara's  hand  by  which  he  fell. 

XXV. 

And  Knied— Lara — Kzzcliu,  are  gone, 
Alike  without  their  monumental  stone! 
The  first,  all  efforts  vainly  strove  to  wean 
From  lin^^ering  where  her  chieftain's  blood  had  been  ; 
Grief  had  so  tamed  a  spirit  once  too  proud, 
Her  tears  were  few,  her  wailing  never  loud, 
But  furious,  would  you  tear  her  from  the  spot 
Where  yet  she  scarce  believed  that  he  was  not. 
Her  eye  shot  forth  with  all  the  living  Hre 
That  hauuts  the  tigress  in  her  whelpless  ire: 
But,  left  to  waste  her  weary  moments  there, 
She  lalk'd  all  idly  unto  shapes  of  air, 
Such  as  the  busy  brain  of  sorrow  paints, 
And  woos  to  listen  to  her  fond  complaints : 
And  she  would  sit  beneath  the  very  tret- 
Whore  lay  his  drooping  Itead  upon  her  knee; 
And  in  that  posture  where  site  saw  him  fail, 
His  word<.,  his  looks,  l»is  dying  gra-ip  recal; 
And  she  had  •ihorn,  but  saved  her  raven  hair. 
And  oft  would  snatch  it  from  lier  bosom  there. 
And  fold,  and  prcsS  it  gently  to  ihe  ground, 
As  if  she  staunch'd  anew  some  phantom's  wound. 
Herself  would  question,  and  for  him  reply; 
Then  rising,  start,  and  beckon  him  to  My 
From  some  imagined  spectre  in  pursuit; 
Then  seat  her  down  upon  some  linden's  root, 
And  hide  her  visage  with  her  meagre  hand, 
Or  trace  strange  characters  along  the  sand. 
This  could  not  last — she  lies  by  him  she  loved  ; 
Her  tale  untold — her  truth  loo  dearly  proved. 


NOTE. 


The  event  in  section  24,  Canto  II,  was  /iuggested  by 
the  description  of  the  death  or  rather  burial  of  the 
Duke  of  Gandia. 

The  most  interesting  and  particular  account  of  this 
mysterious  event  is  given  by  Burchard;  and  is  in  sub- 
stance as  follows:  «  On  the  eighth  day  of  Juno,  the 
cardinal  of  Valenza,  and  the  Duke  of  (>andia,  sons  of 
the  Pope,  supped  with  their  mother,  V'anozita,  near  the 
church  of  5.  Pietro  ad  i/incula;  several  other  per-^ons 
being  present  at  the  entertainment.  A  late  hour  aj)- 
pruaching,and  the  cardinal  having  reminded  his  brother, 
that  It  wus  lime  to  return  to  the  apostolic  palace,  they 
mounted  their  horses  or  mules,  with  only  a  few  at- 
tendants, and  proceeded  together  as  far  as  the  palace 
of  cardinal  Ascanio  Sforza,  vhen  the  duke  informed 
the  cardinal,  that  before  he  returned  home,  he  had  to 
pay  a  visit  of  pleasure.  Dismissing,  therefore,  all  his 
attendants,  eicepling  his  stnffii'ro,  or  footman,  and  a 
person  in  a  mask,  who  h.id  paid  hitn  a  visit  whilst  at 
supper,  and  who,  during  the  space  of  a  month,  or  there- 
abouts, previous  to  liiis  titno,  had  called  upon  him 
almost  daily,  at  the  aposlohc  palace  ;  he  took  this  per- 
son behind  him  on  his  mule,  and  ])rorcoihHl  to  the 
street  of  the  Jews,  where  he  quilte»l  his  servant,  tliroct- 
iug  him   to  n.-main  there  until  a  <erlaiu  hour;   when. 


if  he  did  not  return,   he  might  repair  to  the  palace* 
The  duke  then  seated   the  person  in  the  mask  behind 
him,  and  rode,  I  know  not  whither;  but  in  that  night 
he  was  assassinated,    and   thrown  into  the  river.     The 
servant,  after  having  been  dismissed,  was  also  assaulted 
and  mortally  wounded;  and  although  he  was  attended 
with    great  care,   yet  such   was  his  situation,    that    he 
could  give  no  intelligible  account  of  what  had  befallen 
his  master.     In  the  morning,  the  duke  not  having  re- 
turned to  the  palace,  his  servants  began  to  be  alarmed  , 
and  one  of  them  informed  the  pontiff  of  the  evening 
excursion  of  his  sons,   and   that  the  duke  had  not  vol 
made  his  appearance.     This   gave  the   Pope  no  sm.tll 
anxiety;   but  he  conjectured  that  the  duke  had  hern 
attracted   by   some   courtesan  to  pass  the  night  with 
her,    and,    not  chu.>ing  to  quit  the  house  in  open  day. 
had   viaited  till  the  follov»ing  evening  to  return  home. 
When,    however,    the  evening  arrived,    and  he  found 
himself  disappointed  in   his  expectations,    he  became 
deeply    afdicied,   and   began   to  make  inquiries   from 
different  persons,  whom  he  ordered  to  attend  him  for 
that  purpose.     Amongst  these  was  a  man  nametl  Gior- 
gio Schiavoni,    who,    having  discharged   some   timber 
from  a  bark  in  the  river,    had  remained  on  board  the 
vessel,  to  watch  it;  and  being  interrogated  whether  he 
had  seen  any  one  thrown  into  the  river,    on  the  night 
preceding,    he  replied,    that  he  saw  two  men  on  foot, 
who  came  down  the  street,  and  looked  diligently  about, 
to  observe  whether  any  person  was  passing.     That  see- 
ing no  one,  they  returned,  and  a  short  time  afterwards 
two   others   came,    and   looked   around   in    the   same 
manner  as  the  former;  no  person  still  appearing,  they 
gave  a  sign  to  their  companions,  when  a  man  came, 
mounted  on  a  white  horse,  having  behind  him  a  dead 
body,  the  head  and  arms  of  which  hung  on  one  side, 
and   the  feet  on  the  other  side  of  the  horse,    the  two 
persons  on  fool  supporting  the  body,    to   prevent    iij. 
falling.    They  thus  proceeded  towards  that  part,  where 
the  filth  of  the  city  is  usually  discharged  into  the  river, 
and,  turning  the  horse  with  his  tail  towards  the  water, 
the  two  persons  look  the  dead  body  by  the  arms   and 
feet,  and  with  all  their  strength  flung  it  into  the  river. 
Tliepei-son  on  horseback  llun  asked  if  they  had  thrown 
it  in,  to  which  they  repheil,  Siynor,  si  (yes.  Sir).      He 
then   looked    towards   the   river,   and  seeing  a  mantle 
floating  on  the  stream,    he  inquired  what  it  was  that 
appeared   black  ;    to   which    they   answered,   it  was   a 
mantle;  and  one  of  them  threw  stones  upon  it,  in  con- 
se(|uence  of  which   it  sunk.      The  allen«lants  of  the 
pontiff  then  inquired   from  Giorgio,  why  he  had  not 
revealed  this  to  the  governor  of  the  cily;    to  which  he 
replioii,    that  he   had  seen  in  his  time  a  hundred  dead 
bodies  thrown  inio  the  river  at  the  same  place,  witiioul 
anv  inquiry  being  made  retp<ciing  them;  ati<l  that  he 
had  not,    therefore,   eonsiilercd  it  as  a  matter  of   any 
imporianee.      The    fishcrinen    and    seamen   v^ere    then 
eollecced,   and  ordered  to  seireli  the  river ,  wiiere,  on 
the    following  <'vening,    ihey   found    the    body   of    the 
duke,    with   liis   habit  entire,   and  thirty  ducats  in  his 
purse.      He    was    pierced    with    nine    woumK,    one   f»f 
which  was   in  his  throat,  the  others  in  his  head,  body, 
and    iinihs.      No   <ooner   was  the   poniiff   iuforuird  of 
ihe  «lealh   of  his  son,  an4l    that  he   ha«i    been   thrown, 
like  lilili,   into  (he  river,   (ban,  niving  way  to  his  gri»f, 
he  shut   liiuiself  up  in  a  ehainlier,    and   wept  bitterly. 
The  eai.linal  of   Segovia,   and  other  .itlendants  Oii  llie 
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Pupe.  veal  lo  the  door,  and  after  many  boiin  ipeol  in  !  enMiiog  day.  At  length,  bowerer,  givinip  way  to  the 
prrsuasiooa  and  exhortations  prevailed  upon  him  to  I  eotrcatiet  of  his  attendant*,  he  began  lo  restrain  hit 
idniit  them.  From  the  evening  of  Wednesday,  till  the  sorrow,  and  to  consider  the  injury  which  his  own 
Allowing  Saturday,  the  Pope  look  no  food ;  nor  did  he    health  might  sustain,   by  the  further  indulgence  of  his 


skvp  from  Thunday  morning  till  the  same  hoar  on  the 


grief.* — Aoscoe'i  Leo  Tentk^  vol.  I,  page  i65. 


Wtie  €nvii0  oC  Minttita, 


A  POEM. 


lamoht,  M 


PallM  |#  hor  Tatn«>rt<,  PalU* 
•oeteraiori  Miii|{uia«  tuniii. 


Slow  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  his  race  be  mn, 
AioDg  Morea's  hills  the  setting  sun ; 
I  !*iot,  as  in  northern  climes,  obscurely  bright, 
Bui  ooe  uodouded  blaie  of  living  light ! 

0  n  the  httsh'd  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  throws, 
GiJd\  tbe  green  wjwe,  that  trembles  as  it  glows. 
On  old  vEgioa'a  rock,  and  Idra's  isle, 

I  Tbe  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile; 
oVr  lii&  own  regions  lingering  loves  to  shine, 
Though  there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine, 
be^eoding  fa»t  the  mountain  shadows  kiss 
Thy  glorious  gulph,  uncooquer'd  Salamis  I 

'  Tit«r  aiure  arches  through  the  long  expanse, 
.More  deeply  purpled,  meet  his  mellowing  glance. 
And  tenderest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 
Mark  bu  gay  course  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven ; 

I  Tiil,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep, 

I  Miiod  his  Delphian  cliff  be  sinks  to  sleep. 

'      Od  such  an  eve,  Ids  palest  beam  he  cast, 

When.  Athens!  here  thy  wisest  lonk'd  his  last. 

How  watch'd  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  ray. 

That  closed  their  murder d  uge's  latent  day!  ' 

Sot  yet — not  yet — ^Sol  pauses  on  the  hill — 

The  preciotis  hour  of  parting  lioircrs  still ; 

But  sad  his  light  to  agonising  eyes, 

Aad  dark  the  mouniaio's  onre  dellijlitful  dye*> ; 

'  (iloom  o'er  the  lovely  land  he  seem'd  to  pour, 

,  The  land  where  Phoebus  never  frown'd  before. 

But  ere  he  iunk  below  Cicharon's  head, 

'  The  cup  of  woe  was  qoaffd — the  spirit  fled  ; 

I  The  sou]  of  him  that  srom'd  to  fi^ar  or  fly — 

I  Who  hved  and  died  as  none  can  live  or  die ! 

I 

Bat,  lo !  from  high  Hymettus  to  the  plain, 

I  The  qneen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign.  * 

'  No  murky  vapour,  herald  of  the  storm, 

1  Hide^  ber  fair  face,  nor  girds  her  glowing  form  ; 

'  ^'iih  cornice  glimmering  as  the  moon-beams  play, 
'  Tliere  the  white  column  greets  her  grateful  ray, 
\  And  bright  around,  with  quivering  beams  beset, 
I  Her  emblem  sparkles  o'er  the  minaret : 
I  The  groves  of  olive  scatter'd  dark  and  wide 

^'here  meekCephisus  sheds  liis  seanty  tide, 
I  The  cypress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque, 
I  The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  ktosk/^ 
I  And.  dun  and  sombre  mid  the  holy  calm, 
I  '^ear  Theseus'  fane  yon  solitary  palm, 

Ail  tinged  writh  varied  hues,  arrest  the  eye — 
'  Aod  dull  were  his  thai  pa.<ui'd  them  heedless  by. 


Again  the  iCgean,  heard  no  more  afar. 
Lulls  hU  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war; 
Again  liis  waves  in  roikler  lints  unfold 
Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
Mis'd  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  i&le, 
That  frown — where  gentler  ocean  seems  10  smile. 

As  thus  within  the  walls  of  PalUs*  fane 
I  niark'd  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main. 
Alone  and  friendle^,  on  the  roagie  shore 
Who<.e  arts  and  arnu  but  live  in  poet's  lore. 
Oft  as  the  matchless  dome  I  turn'd  to  scan. 
Sacred  to  gods,  but  not  secure  from  man. 
The  pa«l  relum'd,  tlie  present  sremd  to  cease. 
And  glory  knew  00  rlime  beyond  her  Greece. 
Hours  roll'd  along,  and  Diau'^  orb  on  high 
Had  gain'd  the  centre  of  her  softest  nky. 
And  yet  unwearied  still  my  footKiept*  trod 
O'er  the  vain  shrine  of  many  a  «anish'd  god ; 
But  chiefly,  Pallas!  thine,  when  Hecate's  glare, 
Chcck'd  by  thy  columns,  fell  more  sadly  foir 
O'er  the  chill  marble,  where  the  startling  tread 
Thrills  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  from  the  dead. 
Long  had  I  mased,  and  measured  every  trace 
The  wreck  of  Greece  recorded  of  her  race. 
When,  lo !  a  giant  form  before  me  strode. 
And  Pallas  liail'd  me  in  her  own  abode. 
Veil,  't  wan  Minerva's  self,  but,  ah  !  how  changed 
Since  o'er  the  Dardan  held  in  arms  she  ranged! 
Not  such  as  erst,  by  her  divine  command. 
Her  form  appe<r'd  from  Phidias'  plastic  hand; 
Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awful  brow, 
Her  idle  ^.gis  bore  no  t'orgon  now; 
Her  helm  was  deep  indeuled,  and  her  lance 
Seem'd  weak  and  shafUess,  ccn  to  mortal  glance; 
The  olive  branch,  which  still  she  deign'd  to  chisp. 
Shrunk  from  her  touch  and  wither  d  in  her  grasp  : 
And,  all !  ihouyli  slill  the  brightest  of  the  sky, 
Celt'stial  tears  bedinim'd  her  large  blue  eye; 
Round  the  rent  casque  her  owlet  circled  slow, 
And  mourn'd  his  mistress  with  a  shriek  of  woe. 
M  Mortal!  (l  was  thus  she  spake)  that  blush  of  shame 
Procl.iims  thee  Briton — once  a  noble  name — 
First  of  the  mighty,  foremost  of  ihc  free, 
Now  houour'd  leji  by  all — and  least  l»y  me: 
Chief  of  thy  foes  shall  Pallas  Biill  be  found:— 
Scek'st  thou  the  cause  ?  O  mortal,  look  around ! 
Lo !  here,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire, 
I  saw  buccciisive  tyrannies  expire; 
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Scaped  from  Uic  ravage  of  the  Turk  and  Gotli, 

Thy  country  sends  a  spoiler  worse  tlun  both ! 

Surrey  this  vac:int  violated  fane: 

Recount  the  relics  torn  that  yet  remain ; 

r/ie$c  Cecrops  placed — this  Pericles  adoru'd  4 — 

That  Hadrian  rear'd  when  droopim;  science  mouru'd: 

What  more  I  owe  let  gratitude  attest — 

Know,  Alaric  and  bigiu  did  llie  rest. 

That  all  m.iy  learn  from  wh«nce  the  plunderer  came, 

The  insulted  wall  sustains  his  luited  name.  ^ 

For  Elgin's  fame  thus  grateful  Pallas  pleads. 

Below,  his  name — above,  behold  his  deeds! 

Be  ever  hail'd  with  equal  honour  here 

The  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictish  peer. 

Arms  gave  the  lir^t  his  riyhl — the  list  ha«l  none. 

But  basely  stole  what  less  barbarians  vton  ' 

So  when  the  lion  quits  his  fell  repast, 

Next  prowls  the  wolf—  the  tilihy  jackal  last : 

Flesh,  limbs,  and  blood,  the  former  make  their  owni ; 

The  last  base  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bone. 

Yet  still  the  gods  are  just,  anci  crimes  are  crost — 

See  here  what  KIgin  Hon,  and  vvlhit  he  lost ! 

Another  n:ime  wiili  his  pollules  my  shrine. 

Behold  where  Diaii's  beams  (li'>(i.iii)  to  sliitie! 

Some  retribution  still  might  Pallas  <-laini, 

When  Venus  h.df  avengc<l  Minervas  shame. «  "' 

She  ceased  awhile,  and  thus  I  dared  reply. 
To  soothe  the  vengiance  kindling  in  htr  eye:  — 
««  Daughter  of  Jo\e!  in  [Iriiain's  injured  n;ime, 
A  true-born  Briton  may  the  dre<l  disrl.iim  ! 
Frown  not  on  Kngland  —  Englaud  owns  him  not — 
Athena,  no  I  the  plunderer  was  a  Scot  I  7 
Ask'st  thou  the  difference?  From  f;ur  Piivle's  towers 
Survey  I'o^otia — (Caledonia's  ours. 
And  well  I  know  within  that  bastard  land  ^ 
Hath  wisdom's  goddess  never  held  command: 
A  barren  soil,  ^here  nature's  germs,  confined. 
To  stern  slenliiy  can  slint  the  mind; 
Whose  thistle  well  betrays  the  niggard  earth. 
Embleni  of  all  lo  v%houi  the  land  gi\es  birth. 
Each  genial  mfluence  nurtured  to  resisi, 
A  land  <tf  meanness,  sophislrv,  and  mist: 
Each  breeze  I  rum  ^o;;gv  inrMMil  and  ni.irshv  plam 
Dilutes  vtith  dri\el  e\ery  <lri//liiig  brain, 
Till,  burst  at  length,  each  watery  hea«l  oerllows. 
Foul  as  thcu"  soil,  and  frigid  as  lln  ir  suovts; 
Ten  thousand  scheuiis  of  petulance  an<l  pride 
Dispatch  her  scheming  children  far  and  wide; 
Some  cast,  some  vest,  some  every  where  but  north  ! 
In  quest  of  lawless  gain  ihey  issue  forth; 
And  thus,  accursed  be  the  day  and  year. 
She  sent  a  Pict  to  pl.iy  the  felon  here. 
^et,  Caledonia  claims  some  native  worth. 
As  dull  lUeolin  gave  a  Pindar  birth — 
So  may  her  few,  the  l<?tterd  and  the  bra\e. 
Bound  to  im  clime,  and  victors  o'er  the  gravr-. 
Shake  off  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a  l.ind, 
And  shine  like  children  of  a  hippier  strand 
As  once  of  yore,  in  some  obnnxiims  place, 
Ten  names  ^if  found)  had  save.i  a  vkrett  bed  racel>» 

"  Mortal, »  the  blue-eyed  maid  resumed.  «  once  more. 
Bear  back  mv  m.irxlate  to  thy  native  sjiore; 
Though  fallen,  alas!  this  vengeance  siill  is  mine. 
To  turn  my  coniis-  Is  far  from  laink  like  thine 


Hear  then  in  silence  Pallas'  stern  behest; 
Hear  and  believe,  for  tmie  siuill  lelJ  the  rest. 
First  on  the  head  of  him  who  did  the  deed 
My  curse  shall  light, — ou  him  and  all  his  wed  ; 
Without  one  spark  of  intellectual  fire, 
Be  all  the  rods  as  senseless  as  the  sire  : 
If  one  with  wit  the  parent  brood  disgrace. 
|{«^lieve  him  bastard  of  a  bri|',li(er  race; 
Still  with  his  hireling  artists  let  him  prate. 
And  folly's  praise  repay  for  wisdom's  hate  ' 
Long  of  their  patron's  gusto  let  them  tell, 
Whose  noblest  native  gusto — is  lo  sell ; 
To  sell,  and  make  fmav  shame  record  the  day  ' 
The  state  receiver  of  his  piifer'd  prey! 
Meantime,  the  tladcring  feeble  dotard.  West, 
Europ«s  worst  dauber,  and  poor  Britain's  Iw^tt, 
With  palsied  hand  shall  turn  each  model  o'er. 
And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fourscore:  9 
Be  all  the  bruisers  call'd  from  all  St  Giles, 
That  art  and  nature  may  compare  their  styles  ; 
While  brawny  brutes  in  stupid  wonder  sjjire. 
And  marvel  at  his  lordship's  stone-shop  there.  •" 
Bound  (lie  throng  d  gate  shall  s;umtering  coxcoml*^  crcip 
To  lounge  and  lucubrate,  lo  prate  and  peep; 
Wliilr  many  a  languid  maid,  with  longing  sigh, 
(^)ii  giant  statues  casts  the  curious  eye. 
The  room  with  transient  glance  appears  to  skim. 
Yet  marks  the  mighty  back  and  length  of  limb; 
Mourns  o'er  the  diffnence  of  now  and  then; 
l.vclaiiijs,  *  these  (irifks  indeed  were  proper  mea  . 
Draws  slight  comparisons  of  these  with  t/io»e, 
\ud  <-nvies  Lais  all  her  Attic  beaux: 
When  shall  a  m«>dcru  maid  have  swains  like  lhe>c  ^ 
.Mas!  Sir  Harry  is  no  Hercules! 
And,  last  of  all,  amidst  the  gaping  crew. 
Some  calm  spectator,  as  he  takes  his  view,  " 
In  sihni  imiignaiion,  luwd  with  grief, 
.\dniires  the  plunder,  but  abhoi'S  the  thief. 
Loaihed  throughout  life — scarce  pardon'd  in  I  he  dusi. 
3lay  hatr  pursue  his  sacrdegious  lust! 
Linkd  vviih  the  fool  who  (ired  the  Ephesian  dome. 
Sh.'.l!  vengeince  follow  far  beyond  the  tomb; 
KmstiMtus  and  Elgin  e  er  sh.ill  shine 
In  nianv  a  brimling  pajjc  and  burning  line* 
.Mike  eoi)demnd  for  ay«-  to  sjand  accurscil — 
Perrli.iiue  the  second  vilci'  ih  in  the  first  : 
So  lei  him  siand  through  ages  yet  unborn. 
rix<l  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  scorn! 
riiniigh  not  for  him  alone  revcngi>  shall  wail. 
IWii  fits  ihy  country  for  her  coming  f  ite: 
Hers  Mere  the  deeds  that  taught  her  lawless  sou 
To  do  what  oft  Brilaimii's  self  had  done. 
Look  lo  the  llallic  bla/ing  from  afar — 
Your  (dd  ally  yet  mourns  perli<iious  war 
Not  to  -,ii(h  «heds  did  Pallas  lend  her  aid, 
Oi  break  the  compact  which  herself  had  made. 
Far  from  such  councils,  from  the  f  lithless  tirld. 
She  Med  —  but  left  behiml  her  gorjiou  shield  ; 
A  fatal  gift,  that  turn  d  your  friends  to  sione. 
.And  left  lost  .\lbion  hated  and  ;ilone. 
Look  to  till'  East,  w Ill-re  (i.uiges  swarthy  nic< 
.*sli.dl  th  iKi'  y«>ur  «isurpalioii  to  its  base  ; 
l,o!  there  ISrbellion  rears  her  ghastly  head.  ' 

\ntl  glares  ihe  Nemesis  of  native  di-ad,  I 

Tdl  Indus  rolls  a  ileep  pnrpureal  Mood.  ' 

And  cl.iims  hi-,  long  .irrear  of  uorthern  blootl.  i 
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So  nuy  jc  perislil    PkUat,  whaa  slac  gmve 

■  Y«ur  frce-boni  ri^U^  forbade  ye  lo  eatUve. 
Look  oo  your  Spaio  :  tbe  clttps  the  hand  the  b«u», 
iSuc  cotdty  cUspft,  aad  chnatu  you  from  her  (^tn. 
ie^r  wiCBcsft,  brifbl  Bvrosta,  thoo  canst  leU 
Wltoar  were  (be  Maa  that  bravely  foii^C  aad  fell ; 
WUUe  iMitania,  kiad  aad  dear  ally, 

,  Caa  spare  a  few  lo  figfal  aad  toaietiBiea  fly. 

I  4»b  (^lorioas  fieid!  by  Aiauae  fiercely  woa; 

I  Tbe  ( ^al  retires  for  oace,  aad  all  is  doae ! 

j   tat  when  did  P^Uaa  teach  that  ooe  retreat 

;  Retrieved  three  Umg  olympiads  of  defeat? 

'  Look  last  at  borne — ye  love  aoi  (o  look  there, 

<  (>D  ibe  §nuk  smile  of  comfonleM  drspair; 

'  Your  city  saddeas,  lood  ihouf^  revel  howls; 

'  Hire  faaiine  Mots,  aad  yoader  rapine  prowb: 

•  See  all  alike  of  aiofe  or  less  bereft — 

'  No  lutsera  tranhle  whea  there  *s  aothiag  left. 
'  '  Blest  paper  credit'  *'  who  shall  dare  to  siagT 

•  It  i'kf^  like  lead  eormpcioa's  weary  wing : 
Tri  l*aJlas  pfaicked  each  Premier  by  the  ear, 
Who  gods  ami  aiea- alike  disdain'd  to  hear ; 
But  ooe,  repentant  o'er  a  bankrupt  slate, 
(ta  Pallas  calls,  but  calls,  alas!  too  late! 
Then  raves  for  *** ;  •'  to  Ibal  Mentor  bends, 
Tboogh  be  and  PiUas  aever  yet  were  friends: 

t  Him  senates  bear  whom  never  yet  they  heard, 
'  Liooieaipiaaaf  once,  and  now  ao  lets  absurd. 
'  So  once  of  yore  each  reasonable  frog 
'  Sifotv  faith  aad  fealty  to  his  sovereign  log; 
'  Thus  bail'd  your  rnlers  their  patrician  clod. 
As  Egypt  chose  an  onion  for  a  god. 


«  Now  fore  ye  well,  enjoy  your  little  hour; 

r>o.  grasp  the  shadow  of  your  vani.<ib'd  power; 

<«k>^8  o'er  tlie  feilure  of  each  fondest  srhemc, 

Vour  strength  a  name,  your  bloated  wnihh  a  drrum. 

(rone  is  that  gold,  the  marvel  of  mankind, 

And  pirates  barter  all  that 's  left  behind ;  ■< 

!io  more  tbe  hirelings,  purchased  near  and  far. 

Crowd  to  tbe  raaks  of  merrenary  war ; 

Tbe  idle  mercfaanf  oo  the  useless  quay 

Droops  o'er  the  bales  no  bark  may  bear  away, 

<>r,  bark  returning,  sees  rejected  stores 

Rot  piecemeal  on  bn  own  encumbefd  shores ; 

The  starved  mechanic  breaks  his  rusting  loom. 

And,  desperate,  mans  him  'gainst  the  common  doom. 

Then  in  tbe  senate  of  your  sinking  state. 

Show  me  tbe  man  whose  counsels  may  have  weight. 

Vain  is  each  voice  whose  tones  could  once  command; 

Even  foctioiM  cease  to  charm  a  fartious  land; 

While  jarring  «ects  convulse  a  sister  isle. 

And  light  with  maddening  hands  the  mutual  pile. 

«  T  is  done,  't  is  past !  since  Pallas  warns  in  vain, 
Tli£  Furies  seize  her  abdicated  reign ; 
Wide  o'er  the  realm  they  wave  their  kindling  brand*, 
And  wring  her  vitals  with  their  fiery  hands. 
Bat  one  coaralNve  struggle  still  remains. 
And  Gaul  shall  weep  ere  Albion  wear  her  chains. 
The  baoner'd  pomp  of  war,  the  glittering  files. 
O'er  whose  gay  trappings  stem  Bellona  smiles ; 
The  braxen  tmmp,  the  spirit-stirring  drum. 
That  bid  the  foe  defiance  ere  they  come; 
The  hero  bounding  al  his  country's  call, 
;  The  glorious  death  that  decorates  his  fall. 


Swell  tbe  young  heart  with  visionary  cliarias, 

And  bid  it  antedate  the  joys  of  arms. 

Bui  know,  a  lesson  you  may  yet  be  taught— 

With  death  alone  are  laurels  cheaply  bought: 

Not  in  the  conflict  havoc  seeks  delight, 

His  day  of  mercy  is  tbe  day  of  fight ; 

But  when  the  field  i%  fought,  the  battle  won. 

Though  drench'd  with  gore,  his  wues  are  but  begun ; 

His  deeper  deeds  ye  yet  know  but  by  name — 

The  slaughter  d  peasant  and  tbe  ravish'd  dame, 

Tlie  rilled  roanjiion  and  (he  foe-reap'd  field, 

111  suit  with  souU  at  home  uotau(;ht  to  yield. 

Say  with  what  eye,  along  the  diiiiant  down. 

Would  tlyiog  burghers  mark  the  blazing  town? 

How  view  the  column  of  ascending  flames 

Shake  his  red  shadow  o'er  tlie  startled  Thames  ? 

Nay,  frown  not,  Albion !  for  the  torch  vias  thine 

That  lit  »uch  pyres  from  Tagus  to  the  Rhine: 

Now  should  they  burst  on  thy  devoted  coast, 

(k>,  ask  thy  bosom,  who  deserves  them  most? 

The  law  of  heaven  and  earth  is  life  for  life ; 

And  she  who  raised  in  vain  regrets  the  S4tife.» 


NOTES. 


Note  I.  Page  189,  line  aa. 

Hem  watHi'd  ihr  lirii^r  aoaa  hit  fsmrvll  ray, 
Tbai  rloMtl  ibeir  aiBrder'tJ  M|;r'»  latc«i  «!■;  ! 

Socrates  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  before  liun- 
sel  (the  hour  of  execution),  notwithstanding  the  en- 
treaties of  his  disciples  to  wait  till  the  sun  went  down. 

Note  a.  Page  189,  line  3.^. 

The  qarea  of  aiijhi  ■wcrU  hrr  •ileal  trigm. 
The  twilight  m  (>reece  is  much  %liorter  than  in  our 
country;  the  days  in  winter  are  longer,  but  in  summer 
of  \cv>  duration. 

Note  3.  Page  189,  line  44. 
Tbf  glraaiioi;  lairel  of  tb*  gay  khnk. 

The*  kio^k  is  a  Turkish  summer-house;  the  palm  is 
viiibout  the  present  walls  of  Athens,  not  far  from  the 
temple  of  Theseus,  between  which  and  the  tree  the 
wall  intervenes.  Cephisus'  stream  is  Indeed  scanty,  and 
Tlissus  has  no  stream  at  all. 

Note  4*  V*»g(i  190,  line  5. 

Tknt  (.«CTOpa  pUml —lAi<  Prrirlf>a  adora'd. 
This  is  spoken  of  the  city  in  general,  and  not  of  ihe 
Acropolis  in  particular.  The  temple  of  Jupiter  Olym- 
pius,  by  some  supposed  the  Pantheon,  was  finislied  by 
Hadrian:  sixteen  columns  are  standing,  of  the  most 
beautiful  marble  and  style  of  architecture. 

Note  5.  Page  190,  line  10. 
TI1K  iatuhed  wall  (attaint  bit  hatnl  naai*. 
It  is  stated  by  a  late  oriental  traveller,  that  when  the 
wholesale  spoliator  visited  Athens,  he  caused  his  own 
name,  with  that  of  his  wife,  to  be  inscribed  on  a  pillar 
of  one  of  the  principal  temples.  This  inscription  was 
executed  in  a  very  conspicuous  manner,  and  deeply  en- 
f^raved  in  the  marble,  at  a  very  consirlcnible  elevation. 
Notwiilistanding  which  precautions,  somepenon(doubi- 
IcHS  inspired  by  the  Patron  Coddevt),  has  been  at  the 
pains  to  ^et  himself  raised  up  to  the  NK|uisite  height, 
and  lia^  obUterated  the  name  of  the  laird,  but  left  that 
of  the  lady  untouched.     The  traveller  in  question  ac- 
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companied  this  story  by  a  remark,  that  it  must  have 
cost  some  labour  and  contrivance  to  yet  at  the  place, 
and  could  only  have  been  cfFected  by  much  zeal  and 
delerminntiou. 

Note  6.  Page  lyo,  line  3(). 

Whf  n  Veaut  hiilf  OT«ni;«*d  Minerva's  »hnian. 

His  lordship's  name,  and  that  of  one  who  no  lon^jor 
bears  it,  are  carved  con-^picuously  on  the  Parthenon 
above;  in  a  pan  not  far  distant  are  the  the  lorn  remnants 
of  the  basso-relicNOS,  destroyed  in  a  vain  attempt  to 
remove  them. 

Note  7.  Page  190,  line  32. 

Frown  noi  on  Eo({lnn<J  — Knjjland  own»  him  not  — 
Athena,  no '.  the  plunderer  wan  a  Scut : 

The  plaster  viall  on  the  west  side  of  the  temple  of 
Minerva  Polias  bears  the  following  inscriplion,  cut  in 
very  deep  characters: 

^uod  non  ftrcfrunl  Coli 
lloo  ffccrunl  Scoii. 
Ualihouse's  Trarels  in  Grerce,  etc.,  p.  345. 

Note  8.  Page  i»)o,  line  Sfi. 
And  well  I  know  within  that  bastard  land. 
Irish  bastards,  according  to  Sir  C.tllaghan  O'Bral- 
laghan. 

Note  9.  Paj»e  190,  line  Ha. 

With  paUird  hand  »hall  turn  each  nxMlcl  oVr, 
And  own  hinisr-ll'au  iufiini  uf  fuiir»(i>r(>. 

Mr  Wpst,  on  seeing  »«  the  Elgiu  colleciion  »  (I  suppose 

w^e  shall  hear  of  the  Ahersh.iw's  and  Jack  Slu-phard  s 

collection   next),  declared  himself  a  mere  Tyro  in  Art. 

Note  10.  Page  190,  line  86. 

Wliilo  hrnwn;  l>ruti>«  in  ttiipid  wonder  man'. 
And  uiarvri  at  Li*  lurd»liip'i>  tlonf-ihop  the  re. 

Poor  Crib  was  sadly  puz/ied  when  exhihited  at  Elgin- 
house  ;  he  asked  if  it  was  not  «  a  stone-shop  :  »>  he  was 
right, — it  is  a  shop. 

Note  II.  Page  190,  line   too. 

And  last  of  nil,  amidst  ihe  ^iipin,-;  <-rr-w, 
^y>(ur•  *-iiim  »pecialtir,  ux  he  luke»  hiii  >iew. 

«  Alas!  all  the  monuments  of  Roman  magnificence, 

all  the   remains  of  Grecian   iKste,  so  dear  to   the  artist, 

the  historian,  the  antiquary,  all  depend  on   tite  will  of 

an  arbitrary  sovereign;  and  that  will  is  influfneed  too 

often  by  interest  or  vanity,  by  a  nephew  or  a  sycophant. 


Is  a  new  palace  to  be  erected  (at  Rome)  for  an  upstart 
family?  the  Coliseum  is  stripped  to  furnish  materials. 
Does  a  foreign  mini-iter  wish  to  adorn  the  bleak  wnlk 
of  a  northern  castle  with  antiques?  the  temples  of  Tlif- 
seus  or  Minerva  must  be  dismantled,  and  the  work<  of 
Phitlias  or  iVaxiteles  he  torn  from  the  shattered  frir/iv 
That  a  tlecrepid  uncle,  wrapped  up  in  the  religion's 
duties  of  his  age  and  station,  .should  listen  to  the  >!]'!- 
gcstions  of  an  iiiterestcd  nephew,  is  natural;  and  thii 
an  oriental  despot  slionid  undervalue  tlie  mastcrpie^-rs 
of  (irccian  art,  is  to  be  expected;  though  in  bofji  c  !>..'•. 
the  consequences  of  such  weakness  are  much  to  l>r  li- 
ment(d — but  tiiat  the  minister  of  a  nation,  faincl  for 
its  knowledge  of  the  language,  and  its  veneration  f«tr 
(he  iiionnments  of  ancient  Greece,  should  ha\e  bet-n 
the  prompter  and  the  instrument  of  these  deslruriiniix 
is  almost  incredible.  Such  ra|iaciiy  is  a  crime  ag  lin-i 
all  ages  and  all  generations:  it  deprives  the  past  of  lUf 
trophies  of  iheir  genius  and  the  title -dee<ls  of  ilicir 
fame;  the  present,  of  the  strongest  inducements  to 
exertion,  the  noblest  exhibitions  that  curiosity  can 
conleinplaie ;  the  future,  of  the  masterpieces  of  art,  thr 
models  of  imitation.  To  guard  a^fiinst  the  repf^inio.i 
of  such  depredations  is  the  wish  of  every  man  of  ^;«:- 
nitis,  (he  duty  of  every  man  in  power,  and  the  com- 
mon interest  of  every  civili/ed  nation.)^ — Eustaces 
Clasficetl  Tour  tUrouqh  Italy,  p.  aCu). 

«<  This  attempt  to  transplant  the  temple  of  Vesta  from 
Italy  to  England,  may,  perhaj»s,  do  honour  to  the  i.ite 
Lord  llristol's  patriotism  or  to  his  magnificence,  but  it 
cannot  be  considered  as  au  indication  of  either  taste  or 
jndgment.)> — Ibid.  p.  .'pg. 

Note  12.   Page  191,  line  19. 
'  Bi«'si  paper  credit "  who  khall  dan*  to  »injj  ? 

Bli*4t  pA(H-r  iTcdit,  last  and  l>e6l  inpplv, 

Th.it  lend*  *ri>rruj)iiun  liijhier  winj;*  ti»  fly. — Vorr. 

Note  i3.   Page  191,  line  z'l. 
There  rare*  for  '  *  *. 
The  Deal  and  Dover  traffickers  in  specie. 

Note  14.  Page  i()t,  line  38. 
(•one  in  thai  i^old.  ihf  niarrt-l  of  mankind. 
Ami  piriio  li.irier  all  thai  'i  left  Ichiad. 

See  the  preceding  note. 
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TO  JOHN  IIOBIIOL'SE,  ESQ. 

BY  Ills  IRIEND. 


January  'i?.,  1816, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

«  Thk  gran<l  army  of  the  Turks  (in    i7i'»).  under  (I 


Corinih,  upon  whuli  they  made  several  storms.     Thf* 
g.in  ison  being  weakened,  and  the  governor  serin^;  ii 

i;ii\ernin<  III.     "V.ipoli  |<  ne.ir   \r(;H!i.      I  vi<iilc<i  allihrefin  iS«-i-ii. 
aiiil  III  ili»' (fiiinM- of  joiirnt-x  in;;  ilir<iu;;h  ih<-  roiiniry   fr-im   niv    ti'vi 


Thk  gran<l  army  of    the    Turks    (in     I7l'»).    under  (he  ami  m  il.'  .■•.iir».of  j<Mirn»\in;;  ihroujh  ih.    roumry   from   my    t.'vi 

I.    •  *•■•_.  „  .       .1    . „l    „     „       ,^       •„.      .1    ,  iirriMil  in  1  Sun.  I  ir<rt»ed  ih'-   l'.ilin)ii>  «■{■  hi    |im<»  in    in\    wa%    i  .  ui 

'rime  \  izier,  to  open  to   themselves  a  way  into  the  '  ■  .... 

'  ■'  .  Villi  ti  lit  till- >lor<Ti,  OT'T  ill''   111011111,1 1 n-i.   or  iii   ihe  oiIht  d,r«-  i  >>t 

heart  of  the  Morea,  and  to  form  the  siege  of  Napoli  '  „,,,„  ,,.„.,„,;  iiom  ih.  t;.iif ..(  au..  lu  lo  that  of  l., i...     r>,,i, 

di  Romania,  the  most  considerable  place  in  all  (hat  |  ihcroni.N  :ir<-  pi<iiircM|ui'  and  iieamiiul.  ihunj.h  ^crv  diiTrnm 


country,'   thought  it   best   in  the  Hrst  place    to  atlark      '^""  ••>»••  h'»* 'U''r<»«m(n.,s  Imi  ih<- %o^ai;e,  l^in,;  aUas.  v»i,), 

»i,';lil  of  l.ind,  aiiJuficn  vcr\  n<  ir  ii,  prcii*  i it  nidnv  iiiiraiint-  »i.-«» 
III  llie  i^ilau'U  ^;jl:iiiii>-,  Kjjiiia,  I'oru.  el..,  iiiid  ll.i'  <u;t*i  <>l  ilw  •iii- 
iiu(  III. 


'  Napoli  di  lloinnnia  i»  not  now  the  nio«i  ronsiileruhle  plnrr*  in  iIk 
•Morea.  but  Tripolii/n.  *»hrn'  the  I'oilui  resides,  and  maintains  his 


I 


THE  SIEGE  OF  GORINTU. 


193 


I  ms  impoMible  to  hold  oat  against  to  mighty  a  force, 

I  ilioagfai  it  fit  to  brat  a  parley :   but  while  thry  we  rr 

'  irrating  aboac  the  aiticles,  ooe  of  the  magaiinet  ia  thr 

j  Turkish  camfk,  wherein  they  had  «x  hondred  harrels  of 

I  ponder,  blew  up  by  arcident,  whereby  nx  or  seven  hun- 

drrd  men  were  killed :  which  so  enraged  iIm*  infidels, 

that  ihey  woald  not  grant  any  cajfiiolatioo,  bat  slorm- 

rd  ibe  place  with  so  much  fury,  that  they  took  it,  and 

(wi  mou  of  the  garrisoo,  with  Signor  Minotti,  the  gr>- 

trmor,  to  the  sword.    The  rest^  with  Antonio  Bembo, 

proveditor  eKtraordinary,  were  made  prisoners  of  war.* 

—BiUory  of  Ike  Tttrks^  vol.  iii,  p.  i5i. 
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SIEGE  OF  CORINTH. 


I. 

Ma  IT  n  vanish'd  year  and  age. 

And  tempest's  breath,  and  battle's  ra(*c, 

Have  swept  o*er  Corinth ;  yet  she  niandn, 

A  fortress  form'd  to  Freedom's  bands. 

The  whirlwind's  wrath,  ihe  earilifiuakcn  jihoik. 

Have  left  untoaeh'd  her  hoary  rock. 

The  keystoae  of  a  land  which  still, 

Thoo^  fall'n,  looks  proudly  on  tliat  hill, 

The  Und-mark  to  the  double  tide 

That  purpling  roll<(  on  either  side. 

As  if  their  waters  ciufrd  to  meet, 

Yet  pause  and  crouch  beneath  her  fret. 

Out  could  the  blood  before  lier  sliod 

Since  first  Tirooleon's  brother  bled, 

Or  baffled  Persia's  despot  lied. 

Arise,  from  out  the  earth  which  drank 

The  stream  of  slaughter  as  it  uiik, 

Tliat  sanguine  ocean  would  o'rrtlow 

Her  isthmus  idly  spread  below : 

Or  could  the  bones  of  all  the  slain, 

Who  perish'd  there  be  piled  attain, 

That  rival  pyramid  would  rise 

More  mountain^ike,  through  lliosc  clear  ski>'  • 

Tlian  yon  tower-capi  Acroptilis, 

Which  seems  the  very  clouds  to  kis«. 

II. 
On  dan  Gthsron's  ridge  appears 
The  gleam  of  twice  ten  tliousand  spears; 
And  downwaid  to  the  Kthmian  plaiu 
From  shore  to  shore  of  eillier  main. 
The  tent  is  pitch'd,  the  rrrttcent  shines 
Along  the  Moslem's  ieagueriug  lines; 
And  the  dusk  Spahi's  bauds  advance 
Beneath  each  bearded  pacha'b  glance ; 
And  far  and  wide  as  eye  can  reach, 
The  turban  d  cohorts  throng  the  beach ; 
And  there  the  Arab's  camel  kneels 
And  there  his  steed  the  Tartar  wheels; 
The  Turcoman  liaih  left  his  herd,' 
The  sabre  round  his  loins  lo  gird ; 
And  there  the  volleyiug  thunders  pour, 
Till  waves  grow  smoother  to  the  roar. 
The  trench  is  dug,  the  cannon's  breath 
Wings  the  far-hissing  globe  of  death ; 


Fast  whirl  the  fragments  from  the  w.ill. 
Which  crumbles  with  the  ponderous  hail ; 
And  from  that  wall  the  foe  rrphes, 
O'er  dusly  plain  and  smoky  skies, 
With  fires  tliat  answer  fast  and  well 
The  tnmmoiia  of  the  Infidel. 

III. 
But  near  and  nearest  to  the  wall 
Of  tho«e  who  wish  and  work  it4  fall. 
With  deeper  skill  in  war's  black  art 
Than  Othman's  sons,  and  high  of  heart 
As  any  chief  that  ever  stood 
Trinmphani  in  the  fields  of  blood ; 
From  post  to  post,  and  deed  to  deed, 
Fast  spurring  on  his  reeking  sleed. 
Where  sallying  ranks  the  trench  assail, 
And  make  the  foremoat  Moslem  4|uail , 
Or  where  the  battery,  guarded  well, 
Beni.iins  as  yet  impregnable, 
Ali(>liling  cheerly  to  inspire 
The  soldier  slackening  in  his  fire ; 
The  first  and  freshest  of  the  host 
Which  Sumbo&l's  sultan  tlK'rc  can  boaM, 
To  guide  the  follower  o'er  tlie  field. 
To  point  the  tube,  the  lance  to  wield. 
Or  whirl  around  the  bickering  blade,— 
Was  Alp,  the  Adrian  renegade! 

IV. 

From  Venice — once  a  race  of  worth 

His  gende  sires— he  drew  his  birth  ; 

V,ut  late  an  exile  from  her  fthore. 

Against  bis  countrymen  he  bore 

The  arms  they  taught  to  bear;  and  uo^ 

Tlie  turban  girt  hi>  shaven  brow. 

Tliroagh  many  a  change  had  Corinth  |>ass  d 

With  Greece  to  Venice"  rule  at  last ; 

And  here,  before  her  walls,  with  tlio*e 

To  Greece  and  Venice  equal  foes, 

He  stood  a  foe,  with  all  the  teal 

WMiich  young  and  fiery  converts  fed. 

Within  who<^  heated  bo<om  throngs 

The  memory  of  a  thouvind  wrongs. 

To  him  had  Venice  cea«e«l  to  he 

Her  ancient  civic  l)oa%t — «the  Free;* 

And  in  the  palace  of  Si  Mark 

Unnamed  accusers  in  the  il.irk 

Within  the  «  Linn's  mouth  ••  had  placed 

A  charge  against  him  uneff arr<! : 

He  fled  in  lime,  and  «ave<l  his  life, 

To  waste  his  future  years  in  strife. 

That  taught  his  Und  how  great  her  loss 

In  him  who  triumpli'd  o'er  the  Cross, 

Gainst  which  he  rear'd  the  Crescent  high. 

And  battled  to  avenge  or  die. 

V. 

Coumourgi  * — he  whose  closing  scene 
Adorn'd  the  triumph  of  Kugene, 
When  on  Carlowiti  bloody  plain. 
The  last  and  mightiest  of  the  >»l«rm, 
He  sank,  regretting  not  to  die, 
But  curst  the  Christian' 1  victory— 
Coumourf.i- can  his  nl«>»'y  ce.isc, 
That  lalcil  conqueror  of  (irecce, 
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Till  Christian  Lands  to  Greece  restore 
Tlie  freedom  Venice  gave  of  yore  ? 
A  hundred  years  have  roll'd  away 
Since  he  refixcd  the  Moslem's  s^ay; 
And  now  he  led  the  Ma<isulmau, 
An<l  ^ave  the  (juidance  of  the  van 
'lo  Alp,  who  well  repaid  the  trust 
l!y  cities  levell'd  with  the  dust; 
And  proved,  by  many  a  deed  of  death, 
lloNv  firm  his  heart  iu  novel  faith. 

YI. 

The  walls  (]row  weak;  and  fast  and  hot 

Af^ainst  them  pour'd  the  ceaseless  shot, 

With  uuahating  fury  sent 

From  battery  to  battlement; 

And  thunder-like  the  pealing  din 

llosc  from  each  heated  culverin ; 

Antl  here  and  there  some  crackling  dome 

W.iN  fired  before  the  exploding  bomb. 

And  as  the  fabric  sank  beneath 

The  shattering  shell's  volcanic  breath, 

In  red  and  wreathing  columns  flnsh'd 

The  tlnme,  as  loud  the  ruin  crash'd, 

Or  into  countless  meteors  driven, 

lis  earth-stars  melted  into  heaven; 

Whose  clouds  ihat  day  grew  tioubly  dun, 

liujnrvious  to  the  hidden  sun. 

With  volumed  smoke,  that  slowly  grew 

To  one  wide  sky  of  sulphurous  hue. 

VII. 

Hut  not  for  vcnjcance,  long  delay'd, 

Alone,  did  Alp,  the  renegade, 

Tlie  .Moslem  warriors  sternly  teach 

ilis  skill  to  pierce  the  promised  breach  . 

Within  these  walls  a  maid  was  pent 

His  hope  would  win,  without  consent 

Of  that  imxorable  sire, 

Wlinse  heart  refused  him  in  its  ire, 

When  .\lp,  beneath  his  Christian  name, 

IltT  \irgin  baud  aspired  to  claim. 

In  happier  mood  and  earlier  lime, 

While  unimpcarh'd  for  traitorous  crime. 

Gayest  iu  gondola  or  hall, 

He  jjlitter'd  through  the  Carnival, 

And  tuned  the  softest  serenade 

That  e  er  on  Adria's  waters  playd 

At  midnight  to  Italian  maid. 

VIII. 

And  many  dcem'd  her  heart  was  won  ; 
I  or.  sou^'ht  by  numbers,  given  to  none, 
Had  young  Fraut  cscas  hand  remaind 
Still  by  tiic  churrh's  bonds  unchain'd: 
And  when  the  Adriatic  bore 
Lancioito  to  the  Payuini  shore, 
llcr  wonted  smilos  were  seen  to  fail, 
Aiui  pensive  waxd  the  maid  and  pale; 
More  conslaiit  at  confes>innal, 
.More  rare  at  mastpie  and  fr-tival; 
'V  srcii   It  Mjch,  with  downcast  eyes, 
Wliiili  foiiqiicrtl  hearts  they  erased  to  pri?e 
Willi  li-.dos  look  she  sccins  to  ga/c; 
Witli  Immhlii  cin-  her  form  arr.ivs; 


Her  voice  less  lively  in  the  song  ; 
Iler  step,  though  light,  less  fleet  among 
The  pairs,  on  whom  the  morning's  glance 
breaks,  yet  unsated  with  the  dance. 

IX. 

S<'nt  by  the  slate  to  guard  the  land 
(Which,  wrested  from  the  Moslem's  hand. 
While  Sobieski  tiimed  his  pride 
By  Duda's  wall  and  Danube s  side. 
The  chiefs  of  Venice  wrung  away 
From  Patra  to  Euboea's  bay), 
Minotti  held  in  Corinth's  towers 
The  Dofje's  dele(;:ued  power?, 
While  yet  the  pitying  eye  of  peace 
Smiled  o'er  her  lonj-forjioiten  Greece. 
And,  ere  that  faithless  truce  was  broke 
Which  freed  her  from  the  uiiehristian  yoke, 
With  him  his  gentle  dau{jlitcr  came: 
Nor  there,  since  Menelaus'  dame 
Forsook  her  lord  and  land  to  prove 
What  woes  await  on  lawless  love, 
l].n.\  fairer  form  adorn'd  the  shore 
Thau  she,  the  matchless  stranger,  bore. 

X. 

The  wall  is  rent,  the  ruins  yawn, 
.And,  with  to-morrow'>  earliest  dawn, 
Oer  (he  fli'>jointed  mass  sh.ill  \aull 
The  foremost  of  the  tierce  assault. 
The  hands  are  rank'd  ;  the  chosen  van 
Of  Tartar  and  of  Mussulmnn, 
The  full  of  hope,  misnamed  «  forlorn, »• 
WIjo  hold  the  thought  of  death  in  scorn, 
And  win  their  way  with  falchions'  force, 
t^r  pa\e  the  path  with  many  a  corse, 
O  er  whieh  the  following  brave  may  rise. 
Their  ste[ipii){^-:,ione — the  last  who  dies' 

XI. 

T  is  mi(liii(^h(:  on  the  mountains  brown 
The  e(tltl  ruiind  moon  shines  deeply  down  ; 
r>lue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  sky 
Sprea<ls  like  an  ocean  hung  on  hifjh, 
I5e>pani;led  with  those  isles  of  light, 
So  wildly,  spiritually  bright, 
W  ho  ever  {^;a/ed  upon  them  shining, 
Antl  tiiriid  to  earth  without  repiiiiiii|, 
N  >r  wish'd  for  wings  to  llee  away. 
And  mix  with  ilieir  etern.il  ray? 
The  waves  on  either  shore  lay  there 
Calm,  elear,  and  .iziire  as  the  air; 
And  bcarce  their  foam  the  pebbles  shook, 
r.ut  mnrmurd  inerkly  as  the  brnnk. 
The  winds  were  pillow'd  on  the  waves; 
The  banners  rlrnop'd  alonj;  their  staves, 
And,  as  ijiey  fell  around  ihrin  furling, 
Ahov<'  iliem  shone  the  ireseent  curling; 
And  ili;u  deep  silence  was  unbroke. 
Save  where  tlie  vv;itcli  his  signal  s|)oke. 
Save  wliere  the  steed  neii;h  li  oft  and  shrill, 
And  eeho  answei  d  from  the  hill, 
.\nd  the  wiile  hum  of  that  wihl  host 
llnsiled  like  leave>  from  eoa'^l  lo  eoasf, 
As  ro^e  I  he  .Mnezpin's.  voire  in  air 
In  ini»liii(;lil  call  lo  vonted  prayer; 
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II  rose,  UhI  rhattated  noumfiil  ciraio. 

Like  some  lone  tpiric's  o'er  the  platii : 

T  was  outtkal,  boc  tadly  nreet. 

Such  as  wbeo  wioda  and  liarp*«crui^  meet, 

Ajkd  lake  a  loog  •mneunred  ume. 

To  mortal  miiMtreliy  unknown. 

Il  srein'd  Co  thoee  wiibin  the  wall 

A  cry  proplietic  of  their  hU : 

Il  strock  even  the  bcsieger't  ear 

With  aomeching  ominous  and  drear, 

An  MBdefined  and  tndden  clirill. 

Which  makn  the  heart  a  moment  tlill, 

Then  beat  with  qnieker  pnlae,  aihamed 

Of  that  strange  sente  itt  aileoce  framed  .- 

Sueh  as  a  uidden  passing-bell 

Wakes,  tbough  but  for  a  stranger's  knell. 

Xil. 

The  tent  of  Alp  was  on  the  shore ; 

The  sooad  was  hosb'd,  the  prayer  was  o  er ; 

Tlie  waidt  was  set,  tiie  night-round  made. 

AU  mandaies  issued  and  obey'd ; 

T  i<s  but  another  aosious  nighl, 

His  patos  the  morrow  may  requile 

With  ail  reveoQc  and  love  can  pay 

lo  guerdon  for  their  long  delay. 

Few  hours  remain,  and  he  hatli  nrcd 

Of  rest,  to  nerve  for  many  a  deed 

Of  slaughter ;  bat  within  his  soul 

The  tbougliu  like  troubled  waters  roll. 

He  stood  aloue  among  the  lio»l ; 

Not  his  the  loud  fanatic  boast 

To  plant  the  Crc&cent  o'er  the  Cros*, 

Or  ri&k  a  life  with  little  loss. 

Secure  in  paradi<»e  lo  be 

By  houri«  loved  immortally : 

?ior  his,  what  borniog  patriots  feel, 

The  stem  exaltedncss  of  zeal, 

Profuse  of  blood,  untired  in  toil, 

When  batding  on  the  parent  soil. 

He  stood  alone — a  renegade 

Against  the  country  he  betray'd  ; 

He  stood  alone  amidst  his  bund, 

W'itbout  a  trusted  heart  or  baud  . 

They  follow'd  him,  for  he  was  bnive, 

And  great  the  spoil  he  got  and  (;:ive ; 

Tliey  crouched  to  him,  for  he  had  skill 

To  warp  and  wield  the  vulgar  will ; 

But  ftill  his  Christian  orit;iu 

With  them  was  little  les<  ihau  sin. 

They  envied  even  the  faithless  f.imr 

lie  eam'd  beneatli  a  Moslem  name ; 

Since  he,  their  mif,hiiest  chief,  had  been 

In  yoath  a  bitter  Naxarcoe. 

They  did  not  know  how  pride  rau  stoop 

When  baftled  feelings  withering  droop  ; 

They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  bum 

In  hearts  ooce  changed  from  soft  lo  stern  ; 

Nor  all  the  false  and  fatal  teal 

The  coovcvt  of  revenge  can  feel. 

He  ruled  them— man  may  rule  the  worst. 

By  ever  daring  to  be  tirst : 

So  lions  o'er  the  jackal  sway  { 

The  jackal  points  he  foils  the  prey. 

Then  nn  the  vul(;.ir  yelling  prrs« 

To  gorge  the  relics  of  success. 


Mil. 

His  head  grows  fever  d,  and  his  puko 
The  quick  successive  throbs  eonvutsr  ; 
In  vain  from  side  to  side  he  throws 
His  form,  in  courtship  of  repose  ; 
Or  if  he  dozed,  a  sound,  a  start 
Awoke  him  with  a  sunken  heart. 
The  turban  on  his  hot  brow  pre««'d, 
The  mail  weighed  lead-like  on  his  brr.ui. 
Though  oft  and  long  beneath  its  weigh  i 
Upon  hi«  eyes  had  slumber  sate, 
Wilhout  or  couch  or  canopy, 
Except  a  rougher  field  and  sky 
Tlian  now  might  yield  a  warriors  t>ed, 
Than  now  along  the  heaven  was  spre<id. 
lie  could  not  rest,  he  could  not  slay 
Within  hi«  tent  lo  wait  for  day. 
But  walk'd  him  forth  along  the  sand, 
Where  thousand  sleepers  stiew'd  the  <^f rand 
Wliat  pillow'd  them?  and  why  «honld  he 
More  wakeful  than  the  humblest  be? 
Since  more  their  peril,  worse  their  toil, 
And  yrt  they  fearless  dream  of  spoil ; 
While  he  alone,  where  thousands  pa^sd 
A  nighl  of  sleep,  perchance  their  last. 
In  sickly  vigil  wander  d  on. 
And  envied  all  he  gazed  upon. 

XIV. 

He  felt  his  soul  become  more  light 
Beneath  ihe  freshuetM  of  the  iiighi. 
Cool  was  the  silent  sky,  tliougli  taliu, 
And  battled  his  brow  wiili  airy  halm 
Behind,  the  camp — before  him  by, 
In  many  a  winding  creek  and  hay, 
LepantOK  gulf;  and,  on  the  brow 
Of  D<-l{>lii's  hill,  unshaken  snov. 
High  and  eternal,  such  as  shone 
Through  thousand  summers  brightly  ^«>ur, 
Along  the  gulf,  the  mount,  the  clime  : 
It  will  not  melt,  like  man,  to  lime. 
Tyrant  and  slave  are  swept  away, 
LeM  form'd  to  wear  before  the  ray  ; 
But  that  white  veil,  the  lightest,  frailest, 
Which  oa  the  mighty  mount  thou  liailest. 
While  tower  and  tree  are  lorn  and  rent. 
Shines  o'er  its  craggy  batllemeui ; 
In  form  a  peak,  in  lieight  a  cloud. 
In  texture  like  a  hovering  »hroud. 
Thus  high  by  parting  Freedom  spread, 
As  from  her  food  abode  slie  fled. 
And  linger'd  on  the  spot,  where  loog 
Her  prophet  spirit  spake  in  song. 
Oh,  still  her  step  at  momcnU  falters 
O'er  withcr'd  fields  and  ruined  altars, 
And  fain  would  wake,  in  souls  too  broken 
By  poiuting  to  each  glorious  token. 
But  vain  her  voice,  till  belter  days 
Dawn  in  those  yet  remcmbcr'd  rays 
Which  shone  upon  the  Persian  tlyiii^, 
And  &aw  the  Spartan  smile  in  dying. 

X\. 

Not  mindless  of  these  mighty  iimck 
Was  Alp,  despite  his  Uighi  aud  criuio , 
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And  Uirougli  tliis  night,  as  on  lie  wnmlrrM, 

And  o'er  tlie  past  and  present  pondord, 

And  (liouglit  upon  tlie  glorious  dead 

Who  there  in  better  cause  had  bled, 

lie  fielt  how  faint  and  feebly  dim 

The  fiime  that  could  accrue  to  him, 

Who  cheer'd  the  hand  and  waved  the  sword, 

A  traitor  in  a  turban'd  horde; 

And  led  them  to  the  lawless  siege, 

Whose  best  success  were  sacrilege. 

Not  so  had  those  his  fancy  uumber'd, 

The  chiefs  whose  dust  around  him  slumber  d  ; 

Their  phalanx  marshall'd  on  the  plain. 

Whose  bulwarks  were  not  then  in  vain. 

They  fell  devoted,  but  undying  ; 

The  very  gale  their  names  seem'd  sighing  ; 

The  waters  murmur'd  of  their  name; 

The  woods  were  peopled  with  their  fame  ; 

The  silent  pillar,  lone  and  grey, 

Claira'd  kindred  with  their  sacred  clay; 

Tlieir  spirits  wrapt  the  dusky  mountain  ; 

Their  memory  sparkled  o'er  the  fountai'i  ; 

The  meanest  rill,  the  mightiest  river 

Holl'd  mingling  with  their  fame  for  ever. 

Despite  of  every  yoke  she  bears. 

That  l.nid  is  glory's  still,  and  theirs ' 

T  is  still  a  walch-word  to  the  earth. 

When  man  would  do  a  deed  of  worth 

lie  points  to  Greece,  and  turns  to  tread. 

So  sanction'd,  on  Ihe  tyrint's  head  : 

lie  looks  to  her,  and  rushes  on 

Where  life  is  lost,  or  freedom  won. 

xvr. 

Still  by  the  shore  Alp  mutely  nuised, 

And  woo'd  the  freshness  night  diffused. 

There  shriuks  no  eb!)  iu  that  tideless  sea,^ 

Which  changeless  rolls  eternally  ; 

So  that  wildest  of  \>avcs,  iu  llieir  angriext  uiuoil, 

Siarce  break  on  ihr  buuuds  of  ihcl.iiul  for  a  rotnl: 

And  llie  powerless  moon  behoKU  ihcni  (low, 

llej'dless  if  she  come  or  go; 

(Iilm  or  hi|;h,  iu  main  or  hay. 

On  their  course  she  halh  no  sway. 

The  rock  unworn  its  base  doili  hare, 

And  looks  oer  the  Mirf,  but  it  comes  not  there  , 

And  the  fringe  of  the  foam  may  he  seen  below, 

On  the  line  tliat  it  left  long  age^  agt)  : 

A  smooth  sliort  sjtare  of  yellow  sauil 

Beiwecii  it  and  the  greener  haul. 

lie  waudrr'd  on,  along  the  luach. 
Till  ^»ilhin  the  range  of  a  carhine's  reatii 
(U  the  Icagner'd  wall;    hut  lliey  saw  liiui  noi. 
Or  how  could  he  scape  from  lln-  hosiilo  shol  > 
Did  traitors  lurk  in  the  (]liri-<(iaus'  lu)ld  ' 
Were  their  handb  grown  sijff,  or  their  hearls  wax  d  colil  ' 
I  know  not,  in  sooth;   hut  from  ytttiilcr  wall 
riii-re  llash'd  no  (ire,  and  (iu-ie  hiN>'(|  no  hall, 
Tliou|;h  lie  slood  bcne.uh  ihe  hislious  frown 
I  h.it  llaukd  (he  sea-ward  gale  of  ilic  lown, 
riiou(;li  he  heard  the  souiid,  .lud  i oiiKt  almost  (dl 
I  In-  siillcu  words  of  llii!  soiiinel, 
\s  his  uhMsured  sCcp  on  the  sloiic  hcj.i^, 
<.lauK  d,  a^  he  |>.ittd  il  (u  and  fio 
Ami  he  ->a\\   (lie  Ir.iu  do'^s  ImidmiIi  iIk   will 
Moid  o'rr  the  lUavl  ilicii  iaiui\al. 


( Gorging  and  growling  o'er  carcase  and  limb  ; 

They  were  too  husy  to  bark  at  him ! 

IVoni  a  Tartar's  skull  they  had  stripp'd  tlie  tlcsh, 

As  y  peel  the  hg  when  its  fruit  is  fresh; 

And  their  white  tusks  cruuch'd  o'er  the  whiter  skull. ^ 

As  it  slipp'd  through  their  jaws  when  their  edge  grew  dull 

As  they  la;ily  mumbled  the  bones  of  the  dead, 

When  they  sea  rcr  could  rise  from  the  spot  where  they  fed , 

So  well  had  they  broken  a  lingering  fast 

With  those  who  had  fallen  for  that  night's  repast. 

And  Alp  knew,  by  the  turbajis  that  rolld  on  the  sand. 

The  foremost  of  these  were  the  best  of  his  hantl  : 

Orimson  and  green  were  the  shawls  of  their  wear. 

And  each  scalp  had  a  single  long  tuft  of  hair,^ 

All  the  rest  was  shaveu  and  bare. 

The  scalps  were  in  the  wild  dog's  maw. 

The  hair  was  tangled  round  his  jaw. 

Uut  close  by  the  shore  on  the  edge  of  the  gulf. 

There  sat  a  vulture  flapping  a  wolf, 

Who  had  stolen  from  the  hills,  but  kept  away, 

Scared  by  the  dogs,  from  the  human  prey; 

lint  he  seized  on  his  share  of  a  steed  that  lay, 

Pick'd  by  tin*  birds,  on  the  sauds  of  the  bav. 

XVII. 
Alp  turu'd  him  from  the  sickening  sight. 
Never  had  shaken  his  nerves  in  hght; 
Hut  he  hctter  could  brook  to  behold  the  dying. 
Deep  in  the  tide  of  their  warm  blood  lying, 
Si-orch'd  with  ihr  death-tlurst,  and  writhing  in  \,uu. 
Than  tin*  perishing  dead  who  are  past  all  pani. 
There  is  something  <if  pride  iu  the  perilous  hour, 
Whaleer  he  the  shape  in  which  death  may  lour. 
I'or  Fame  is  there  to  say  who  bleeds, 
.\nd  Honour's  eye  on  daring  deeds! 
Itnt  when  all  is  past,  it  is  humbling  to  tre.ul 
O'er  the  weltering  held  of  the  tombless  dead, 
And  see  worms  of  the  earth,  and  fowls  of  the  air, 
lleasts  of  the  forest,  all  galhiM-i[)>j  there; 
.Ml  re;;:irdiiig  mi  an  as  their  pny, 
.\ll  rejoicing  in  his  tlecay. 

.Will. 

There  is  a  temple  in  ruin  stantls, 

Kaslnou'd  by  U»ii;;-Forj;oittu  hands. 

Twii  or  three  columns,  and  many  i  stoiu  , 

.Mai Me  ami  granilr",  with  grass  o'ergi-^wn! 

Out  ujton  lime!  it  will  leave  no  more 

Of  tjic  things  to  <oiii(;  than  the  iliiiigs  before  ' 

<  >ul  upon  time!  wlu»  for  excr  will  leave 

Diit  enough  of  tin-  past  for  the  fiiluie  to  (;rieM- 

*  >cr  thai  w  hicli  hitli  Ih-cii,  .iiid  o'er  that  wliirh  niii'^l  !>• 

^\  h.ii  yst'  li.ne  seen,  our  sons  sh.ill  s,m*; 

lii-mM, lilts  of  lliiu|;s  thai  li.ur  passil  MW.iy, 

IragiiKiits  of  siom  ,  rearil  hy  ciealures  of  clav  ' 

XI. \. 

Ilr  s^iie  him  down  at  a  pillar's  hase, 
.\nd  pass<i  his  hand  alhwarl  Ins  f-ice  , 
lake  one  in  iliciry  musiu;;  moud, 
Di-eliuin^;  was  his  allilnde; 
His  Uf.id  was  droppuig  on  his  l)i<'.t-.i 
risritl,  till  iiidiiu;;,    lUtl  oj)presl  . 
\ud  oil   I: Is  ln'o>\    SI*  diiw  iiw.ii  d  lit  o 
«  Ml  Ins  Ik  aim;;  liUj;ri  s  wnil 
Ihn  I  ii'dly,  .1  ,  \  (III  iii.iy  s^-o 
N  uiii  ov\ii  I  nil  OM  I  till   I >  ill  \   ki  \ 
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Ere  the  mcMored  lone  is  taken 

By  the  clicink  you  woold  awaken. 

There  be  aaie  all  heavily. 

As  he  heard  the  nighl-wind  si|^ 

Was  it  the  wind,  throogh  some  hoUow  ttone,^ 

Sent  that  toft  and  tender  moan  7 

He  lifted  his  head,  and  he  look'd  on  the  sea, 

But  it  was  nnrippled  as  ^lass  may  be ; 

fle  look'd  on  the  long  grass — it  waved  not  a  blade ; 

How  was  that  gentle  soond  convey'd  ? 

Be  look'd  to  the  banners    each  flag  lay  still, 

So  did  the  leaves  on  Qthsroo's  hill. 

And  he  fdt  not  a  breath  come  over  his  cheek. 

What  did  that  sudden  sound  bespeak? 

He  tora'd  to  the  left — is  he  sure  of  sight  ? 

There  sau  a* lady,  youthful  and  bright ! 

XX. 

lie  surfed  up  with  more  of  fear 

Tbrnn  if  an  armed  foe  were  near. 

r  God  of  my  fathers !  what  \i  here  ? 

Who  art  thou,  and  wherefore  sent 

So  near  a  hostile  armament  ?» 

His  trembliog  hands  refused  to  si(;n 

The  cross  he  deem'd  no  more  divine  - 

He  had  resumed  it  in  that  hour, 

Box  conscience  wrung  away  ihe  power. 

He  gazed,  he  saw :  he  knew  the  face 

Of  beauty,  and  the  form  of  grace ; 

It  was  Franceses  by  his  side, 

The  maid  who  might  hive  been  bis  bride ! 

The  rose  was  yet  upon  her  check. 

But  meilow'd  with  a  tenderer  streak: 

Where  was  the  play  of  her  soft  lips  fled  1 

Gone  was  the  smile  that  eoliveu'd  their  red. 

The  ocean's  calm  within  iheir  view, 

Beside  her  eye  had  less  of  blue ; 

But  like  that  cold  wave  il  stood  still, 

And  its  glance,  though  clear,  was  chill. 

Around  her  form  a  thin  robe  twining, 

Nought  conceal'd  her  bosom  Uiioiag; 

Through  the  parting  of  her  hair. 

Floating  darkly  downward  there. 

Her  roonded  arm  sbow'd  while  and  bare . 

And  ere  yet  she  made  reply. 

Once  she  raised  her  hand  on  high  ; 

It  wa«  so  wan,  and  transparent  of  hue 

Ton  might  have  seen  the  moon  shine  through 

XXI. 

■  I  come  from  my  rest,  to  him  I  love  best, 

TImI  I  may  be  happy,  and  he  may  be  blest. 

I  have  pass'd  the  guards,  the  gate,  the  wall ; 

Soiitjiii  thee  in  safety  through  foes  and  all. 

T  U  saiil  the  lion  wilt  turn  and  llee 

From  a  maid  in  the  pride  of  her  purify  ; 

And  the  Power  on  high  that  can  shield  the  good 

Tlius  from  the  tyrant  of  the  wood, 

ll^ih  e« tended  its  mercy  to  guanl  me  <is  well 

From  the  bands  of  tlie  leaguering  iuddel. 

I  come — and  if  I  come  in  vain, 

Never,  oli  never,  we  meet  again* 

Tliou  hast  done  a  fearful  deed 

la  falling  away  from  iby  fathers  ciccd 


But  dash  that  turban  to  earth,  and  sign 
The  sign  of  the  cross,  and  for  ever  be  mine ; 
Wring  the  black  drop  from  thy  heart, 
And  loHnorrow  unites  us  no  more  to  part.* 

■  And  where  should  our  bridal  couch  be  spread  T 

In  the  midst  of  the  dying  and  the  dead? 

For  to-morrow  we  give  to  the  slaughter  and  flame 

The  sons  and  the  shrines  of  the  Christian  name : 

None  save  thou  and  tliioe,  I  've  sworn. 

Shall  be  left  upon  the  mom : 

But  thee  will  I  bear  to  a  lovely  spot. 

Where  our  hands  shall  be  join'd,  and  our  sorrow  forgot. 

riiere  ihou  yet  shalt  be  my  bride. 

When  once  again  I  've  quell'd  the  pride 

Of  Venice ;  and  her  hated  race 

Have  felt  the  arm  they  would  debase 

Scourge,  with  a  whip  of  scorpions,  those 

Whom  vice  and  envy  made  my  foe%.» 

L'pon  his  hand  she  laid  her  own — 

l.i(;ht  was  Uie  touch,  but  it  thrill'd  to  the  bone, 

.\ad  shot  a  chillness  to  his  heart, 

Which  fiz'd  him  beyond  the  power  to  start. 

Though  slight  was  that  grasp  so  mortal  cold, 

He  could  not  loo^e  him  from  its  hold ; 

But  never  did  cla.<»p  of  one  so  dear 

Strike  on  the  pulse  with  such  feeling  of  fear, 

As  those  till II  lingers,  long  and  white, 

Froie  through  his  blood  by  tlieir  touch  that  night. 

The  fevrri<di  glow  of  his  brow  was  (jone, 

And  his  heart  sank  so  still  that  it  frit  like  i»tone. 

A*(  be  look'd  on  the  fare,  and  beheld  its  hue 

So  deeply  changed  from  what  be  knew  : 

F.iir  but  faint — writhout  the  ray 

Of  mind  tliat  made  each  feature  play 

Like  f»parkliiig  waves  on  a  sunuy  day  ; 

And  her  motionless  lips  lay  still  as  death. 

And  her  wonU  came  forth  without  her  breath, 

\ad  there  rote  not  a  heave  o'er  her  l>os<)m'!i  swell, 

And  there  seem'd  not  a  pulse  in  her  veins  to  dwell. 

Though  her  eye  shone  out,  yet  the  lids  were  (ix'd, 

And  the  glance  that  it  gave  was  wild  and  uumix'd 

With  aught  of  clMD(;e,  as  the  eyes  may  seem 

Of  the  restless  who  walk  in  a  troubled  dream  ; 

Like  the  lit'ures  on  arras,  that  gloomily  clare, 

Siirr'd  by  the  breath  of  the  wintry  air. 

So  icen  by  the  dyin^  lamp's  fitful  h(;ht, 

Lifeless,  but  life-like,  and  awful  to  si(;ht; 

.\sthey  seem,  through  the  dimness,  .iImuU  to  come  do\*M 

From  the  slmdowy  wall  where  tlirir  iuMQcs  frown ; 

Fearfully  flitting  to  and  fro. 

As  llie  gusts  on  the  wpesiry  come  and  go. 

«  If  not  for  love  of  me  be  given 

Thus  much,  then,  for  tlic  love  of  Heaven, — 

Again  I  say,— that  turban  tear 

From  off  thy  faithless  brow,  and  swear 

Thine  injured  country's  sous  to  spare, 

Or  thou  art  lost;  and  never  khalt  see, 

Not  earth— tliat  s  past— but  heaven  or  mo 

If  this  thou  dost  accord,  albeit 

A  heavy  doom  't  is  thiue  to  meet. 

That  doom  shall  half  abwlve  iliy  sin, 

And  Mercy  s  gate  may  rc«-eive  thee  withiu . 

Out  pause  one  moment  more,  and  take 

The  curse  of  him  thou  didbt  forsake ; 
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And  look  once  more  to  hoavcii,  and  see 
Its  lovR  for  ever  sliui  from  thee. 
There  is  a  li^Iit  cloud  by  the  moon — 7 
'T  is  pa<«^ing,  and  will  p.iss  full  soon — 
If,  by  the  lime  its  vapoury  sail 
Hath  ceased  her  shadcii  orb  to  veil, 
Tliy  heart  within  thee  is  not  changed, 
Then  God  and  man  are  both  aven{jed  ; 
Dark  will  thy  doom  be,  darker  still 
Thine  immortality  of  ill.n 

Alp  look'd  to  heaven,  and  saw  on  hijh 

The  sijju  she  spake  of  in  the  sky; 

But  Ills  heart  wa<i  swollen,  and  tum'd  aside, 

By  i\ci'  pinterminable  pride ; 

Tliis  first  f  ilso  passion  of  his  breast 

Roll'd  like  a  torrent  o'er  th«'  rest. 

He  sue  for  men  y !    He  flismay'd 

By  wilt!  words  of  a  timid  maid  ! 

//e,  wron^j'd  by  Venice,  vow  to  save 

Her  sons  devoted  to  the  (gravel 

No — tliou(;li  that  cloud  were  thunder's  worst. 

And  charijcd  to  crush  him — let  It  burst  ' 

ll^"  look'd  upon  it  earnestly, 

Widiout  an  accent  of  reply; 

lie  WJttlid  il  pas«,inij;   it  is  Mown  : 

Full  on  his  eye  the  clear  moon  shone, 

Aud  thus  he  spake — ««  Whaleer  my  fate, 

I  am  no  chan^jehn^; — 't  is  loo  laie  : 

The  reed  in  storms  may  bow  and  i|ui\er, 

Then  rise  ajjain,  the  tree  must  shiver. 

What  Venice  made  me,  I  must  be. 

Her  foe  iu  all,  save  love  to  thee: 

But  thou  art  safe;  oh,  lly  with  me  I — »> 

He  turn  (I,  biU  she  is  (jone! 

Noiliing  is  there  but  the  column  stone. 

Hath  she  sunk  iu  the  earth,  or  melted  in  air? 

He  saw  not,  ho  knew  not;  but  nothing  is  there. 

XXII. 

The  ni{;lit  is  past,  and  shines  (he  sun 

As  if  that  moru  wero  a  jocund  one. 

I.i|;litly  aud  brijhily  breaks  away 

The  morniuj  from  her  mantle  grey, 

And  the  noon  will  look  on  a  sultry  day. 

Hark  to  the  trump,  aud  the  drum, 
.\nd  the  mournful  sound  of  the  barbarous  horn. 
And  the  Mip  of  the  b.inners,  that  Hit  as  they  're  liomc, 
And  (lie  nei^jh  of  the  steed,  and  the  multihuie's  luirn. 
And  the  el.ish,  aud  the  shout,  »*  They  come,  they  (time  !» 
The  horsetails*   are  pluck'd   from  the  ^;runnd,  and  ilie 

sword 
From  its  slie.ilh  ;  and  they  form,  and  but  wait  fiir  (he 

word. 
Tartar,  and  Sp  ihi,  aud  Turcoman. 
Strike  your  Cents,  aotl  throui;  to  the  van  ; 
Monut  ye,  spur  ye,  skirr  the  plain, 
That  the  fm;itive  miy  flee  in  vain. 
When  he  breaks  from  tiie  town,  and  none  escajie, 
A};ed  or  youn[;,  in  the  (Mirisii  in  shape; 
While  your  fellows  on  foot,  in  a  hery  nias^, 
liUxidst.iin  the  breach  tlirou{;h  wliirh  they  pass. 
The  steeds  are  all  bridled,  and  snort  to  (he  rein, 
('urved  is  eacjj  neck,  and  Mowing;  each  mane; 


White  is  the  foam  of  their  champ  on  the  bit: 

The  s|)ears  are  uplifted;  the  matches  arc  lit; 

The  cannon  are  pointed  .lud  ready  to  roar, 

And  crush  the  wall  they  have  crumbled  before  : 

Forms  iu  his  phalanx  each  janizar; 

Alp  at  their  he.id;  his  riglit  arm  is  bare, 

So  is  the  blade  of  his  scimitar; 

The  khan  and  the  pachas  are  all  at  their  post ; 

The  \i/i(  r  himself  at  the  head  of  the  hosL 

When  tlic  culveriu's  si^^nal  is  tired,  ihea  on  ; 

Leave  not  iu  Corinth  a  living  one — 

A  priest  at  her  altars,  a  chief  in  her  hails, 

A  hearth  in  her  mansious,  a  stone  oti  her  walU. 

(jod  aud  the  prophet — .Alia  Hu! 

Tp  (o  the  skies  with  that  wild  halloo! 

«  There  the  breach  lies  for  passage,  the  ladder  to  sc.iie  . 

And  your  hands  on  your  sabres,  and  how  should  ye  f.nl' 

He  who  hrsl  downs  with  the  red  cross,  may  cra\e 

His  hearts  dearest  wish;  let  him  ask  it,  and  have'.*- 

Tims  utter'd  Coumourgi,  the  daimiless  vixicr  ; 

The  reply  was  the  brandish  of  sabre  and  spear, 

.\ud  ihe  shout  of  fierce  thousands  in  joyous  ire: — 

Silence — hark  to  the  signal  — fire  ! 

XXHI. 
As  the  wolves,  that  headlong  go 
On  the  statelv  buffalo, 
ThiMi|;h  wilii  tiery  cy<s,  and  angry  roar. 
And  hoofs  that  stamp,  and  horns  that  gore. 
He  tramples  on  earth,  or  tosses  on  high 
The  foremost,  who  rush  on  his  strength  but  lo  dn 
Thus  against  the  wall  lliey  went, 
Tims  the  lirst  were  Itaikward  bent ; 
Many  a  bosom,  sliealhd  iu  brass, 
Strewd  the  earth  like  broken  glass, 
Shiver'd  by  the  shot,  th.it  tore 
The  ground  wheieon  they  moved  no  more  . 
K\en  as  they  fell,  in  liles  they  lay. 
Like  the  mower's  grass  at  the  close  of  day. 
When  his  work  i<  done  on  the  levell'd  plain  . 
Such  was  the  fill  of  the  foremost  slain. 

XXIV. 

.\s  the  s|irin;',-iide^,  with  lieavv  plash. 

From  the  cliff-.  in\  ulin;;  dash 

Huge  fr  n;iiieiits,  sap|>il  by  the  ceaseless  How. 

Till  white  and  thundering  down  they  go. 

Like  the  avalanches  snow 

On  the  Alpine  vales  below; 

Thus  .11  len(;lh  onibreailied  and  worn, 

Coniilhs  sons  wnv  downward  borne 

l*.V  llie  long  and  ofl-r<iiew'd 

Cliirge  of  the  .Mo.sli-m  multitude. 

In  tirniiKSs  ih«y  stood,  and  in  masses  they  tell. 

Ileapd  by  the  host  of  the  inlidei, 

II. mil  to  hand,  aud  foot  Co  foot ; 

Notliiiig  tlicre.  save  death,  was  mute; 

Scroke,  .iiiil  iIm'U.sC,  and  Hash,  and  cry 

lor  quaiCer,  or  for  \iitory, 

Min;;le  there  with  the  \oilrving  Chimdei 

Wli;<h  makes  the  disCanC  cities  wonder 

How  die  souiiiling  battle  f.oes, 

If  with  them,  «tr  for  their  f(»es; 

If  they  must  nionrii.  j)r  mav  rejoice 

In  tliaC  anniliil.iiing  voice. 
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Which  piercec  the  deq»  hill*  throa^  and  through 

With  an  echo  dread  and  new: 

You  might  hate  heard  it«  on  that  day« 

O'er  SafauDDis  and  Mcgara ; 

fWe  have  heaid  the  hearers  say,) 

Even  onto  Pirrat  bay. 

XXV. 

From  the  pofait  of  encountering  blades  to  the  bill, 

Sabre*  and  swords  with  blood  were  gilt. 

But  the  raia|Mrt  is  won,  and  the  spoil  began. 

And  all  but  (he  after-carnage  done. 

Shriller  shrieks  now  minghog  come 

From  within  the  plonder'd  dome : 

Hark  to  the  hasie  of  flying  feet. 

That  splach  in  the  blood  of  the  Uippery  street  i 

But  ture  and  there,  where  'vantage  ground 

Against  the  foe  may  still  be  found. 

Desperate  groups,  of  twelve  or  ten. 

Make  a  pause,  and  turn  again— 

With  banded  backs  against  the  wall. 

Fiercely  stand,  or  fighting  fall. 

There  stood  an  old  man— his  hairs  were  while, 

But  his  veteran  arm  was  full  of  might : 

So  gallantly  bore  he  the  brunt  of  tlic  fray. 

The  dead  before  him  on  that  day 

In  a  semicircle  lay ; 

Still  he  combated  unwonnded. 

Though  retreating,  unsurrounded. 

Many  a  scar  of  former  fight 

Lurk'd  beneath  his  corslet  bright; 

But  of  every  wound  his  body  bore. 

Each  and  all  had  been  la'eo  before : 

Though  aged,  he  was  so  iron  of  limb. 

Few  of  our  yonth  could  cope  with  Iiim ; 

And  the  foes  whom  be  singly  kepi  at  bay 

Outnamber'd  his  thin  hairs  of  silver  grey. 

From  right  to  left  his  sabre  swept : 

Many  an  Othman  mother  wept 

Sons  that  were  unborn,  when  dtpp'rf 

Bis  weapon  first  in  MoUitn  gore. 

Ere  his  years  could  count  a  score. 

Of  all  he  might  have  been  the  sire 

Who  fell  (hat  day  beneath  his  ire: 

For,  sonless  left  long  years  ago, 

His  wrath  made  many  a  childle^i  foe; 

And  since  the  day,  when  in  the  strait  9 

His  only  boy  had  met  his  ffite. 

His  parent's  iron  hand  did  doom 

More  than  a  hnman  hecatomb. 

If  shades  by  carnage  be  appeas<*d, 

Patroclus*  spirit  less  was  pleased 

Than  his,  Minotti's  sou,  who  died 

Where  Asia's  bounds  and  ours  divide. 

Buried  he  lay,  where  thousands  before 

For  tbouaaiMis  of  years  were  inhumed  on  the  shore: 

Wliat  of  them  b  left  to  tell 

« 

Where  they  lie,  and  how  they  fell  ? 

Koi  a  stone  on  their  turf,  nor  a  bone  in  their  graves ; 

But  they  live  in  the  verse  (lta(  immortally  saves. 

XXVI. 

Hark  (o  the  Allah  shout!  a  band 

')f  the  Mussulman  bravest  and  best  is  at  hand : 


Their  leader's  nervous  arm  is  bare, 

Svifter  (o  smite,  and  never  lo  spare— > 

rnclothed  (o  (Ite  shoulder  it  waves  them  on ; 

Thus  in  the  fight  be  is  ever  known: 

Others  a  gaudier  garb  may  show, 

To  tempt  (lie  spoil  of  (he  greedy  foe ; 

Many  a  hand  s  on  a  richer  hilt, 

But  none  on  a  steel  more  ruddily  gilt; 

M»ny  a  loftier  turban  may  wrar,— 

Alp  is  but  known  by  the  white  arm  bare; 

Look  tbroogh  the  thick  of  the  fight,  t  is  there' 

There  ii  not  a  s(andard  on  (hat  shoiv 

So  well  advanced  the  ranks  before; 

There  is  not  a  banner  in  Moslem  war 

Will  lure  (he  Delhis  half  so  hr; 

It  gianre«  like  a  fdlling  star! 

Where'er  that  rotjjhty  arm  i«  seen, 

The  bravest  be,  or  late  have  been  ! 

There  the  craven  cries  for  quarter 

Vainly  to  the  vengeful  Tartar; 

Or  the  hero,  silent  lyiog. 

Scorns  to  yield  a  groan  in  dying; 

Mu&tcring  his  last  feeble  blow 

'Gainst  the  nearest  levrlFd  foe. 

Though  faint  beneath  the  mutual  wound, 

Grappling  on  the  gory  ground. 

XXVII. 

Still  the  old  man  stood  erect. 
And  Alji's  career  a  moment  check'd. 
■  Yield  thee,  Minotti ;  quarter  lake. 
For  thioe  own,  thy  daughter's  sake.* 

«  Never,  renegade,  never  ! 

Though  the  life  of  thy  gift  would  last  for  ever.* 

•i  Franct-ura! — Oh.  my  promii»ed  bride! 
Must  she  too  perish  by  thy  pride  T« 

M  She  14  safe.iM^*  Where  I  where  ?n — «  In  hea\en. 

From  wlience  thy  traitor  soul  ia  driven — 

Far  from  thee,  and  undefiled.a 

Grimly  then  Minotti  smiled, 

A»  he  saw  Alp  '^tag^jerinQ  bow  i 

Before  his  words,  at  with  a  blow. 

«  Oh  God!  when  died  she?* — «  Yestemiglil —  ' 

Nor  wcrp  1  for  her  spirit's  flight : 

None  of  my  pure  race  shall  be 

Slave*  to  Mahomet  and  thee — 

Come  on  !•» — That  challenjje  is  in  vain — 

Alp  s  already  with  tlie  slain! 

While  Minotti's  words  were  vrreaking 

.More  reven|;e  in  bitter  speaking 

Than  his  falchion's  poin(  lud  found. 

Had  the  time  allow'd  to  wound. 

From  within  the  nei{;hl>ouring  porch 

Of  a  loii(;-<lefended  church. 

Where  the  last  and  desperate  few 

Would  the  fjilin(;  fight  renew, 

The  sharp  shot  da&h'd  Alp  lo  the  ground; 

Ere  ju  eye  could  view  the  wound 

That  crash'd  through  the  brain  of  the  infidel, 

Bound  he  spun,  and  down  he  fell; 

A  (Insh  like  fire  within  his  eves 

bla/cd,  as  he  bent  no  more  to  rise, 
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And  (hen  ctornal  darkness  sunk 

Tlirou(;h  all  the  p<-dpiiatin(}  trunk  . 

Noufjht  of  life  left,  save  a  quivering 

Where  his  limbs  were  slightly  shivering  : 

They  turn'd  him  on  his  h.ick;  his  breast 

And  brow  vrerc  stain'd  -with  gore  and  dust, 

And  through  his  lips  the  life-blood  oozed, 

From  its  deep  veins  lately  loosed  j 

Hut  in  his  pulse  there  was  no  tliroh, 

Nor  on  his  lips  one  dying  sob ; 

Sigh,  nor  word,  nor  struggling  breath 

Heralded  his  way  to  death ; 

Ere  his  very  thought  could  pray, 

Unanel'd  he  pass'd  away. 

Without  a  hope  from  merry's  aid, — 

To  the  last  a  renegade. 

XXVHI. 

Fearfully  the  yell  arose 

Of  his  followers,  and  his  foes; 

These  in  joy,  in  fury  those: 

Then  again  in  conflict  mixing, 

Clashiug  swords  and  spears  transfixing. 

Interchanged  the  hlow  and  thrust, 

Hurling  warriors  in  the  (hist. 

Street  l>y  street,  and  foot  by  fool, 

Still  Minotti  dares  dispute 

The  latest  portion  of  the  In  ml 

Left  beneath  his  higli  command; 

With  him,  aiding  heart  and  hand. 

The  remnant  of  his  gallant  band. 

Still  the  church  is  tenable. 

Whence  issued  late  the  fated  ball 
That  half  avenged  the  city's  fall. 

When  Alp,  her  fierce  assailant,  fell : 

Thither  bending  sternly  back. 

They  leave  before  a  bloody  track; 

And,  with  their  faces  to  the  foe, 

Dealing  woun<ls  with  every  blow, 

Till-  chief,  and  his  retreating  train, 

Join  to  those  within  the  fane; 

There  they  yet  may  breathe  a>»hile, 

Shellerd  by  the  massy  pile. 

XXIX. 

Brief  biealhing-time  I  the  turban'd  host, 

With  added  ranks  and  raging  boast, 

Press  onwards  with  such  strength  and  heat, 

Their  numbers  balk  their  own  retreat; 

For  narrow  the  way  that  leil  to  the  spot 

Where  still  the  Christians  yielded  not ; 

Aufl  the  foremost,  if  fearful,  may  vainly  try 

Through  the  massy  column  to  turn  and  lly 

They  perforce  must  do  or  die. 

They  die;   but  ere  their  eyes  conld  close. 

Avengers  o'er  their  bodies  rose; 

Fresh  and  furious,  fast  tb^y  till 

The  ranks  untliinn'd,  though  slaughter d  still; 

And  faint  the  weary  Christians  v,,\x 

■J 

Before  the  still  reiiew'«l  attacks: 

And  now  the  Othmans  gain  the  gate; 

Still  resists  its  iron  wri{;l»t. 

And  still  all  deadly  ainid  and  hot. 

From  every  crevice  comes  the  sboi; 

Fr(»ni  cNcry  sbatterd  winrlow  ponr 

Till*  voiicys  f»f  the  siil|ibur<)iis  i-iinvrr 


But  the  portal  wavering  grows  and  weak — 
The  iron  yields,  the  hinges  creak — 
It  bends— it  falls— and  all  is  o'er; 
Lost  Corinth  may  resist  no  more  ! 


Darkly,  sternly,  and  all  alone, 

Minotti  stood  o'er  the  altar  stone. 

Madonna's  face  upon  him  shone, 

Painted  in  heavenly  hues  above. 

With  eyes  of  light  and  looks  of  Io\e ; 

And  placed  upon  that  holy  slirme 

To  hx  our  thoughts  on  things  divine, 

When  pictured  there,  we  kneeling  see 

lier  and  the  boy-god  on  her  knee, 

Smiling  sweetly  on  each  prayer 

To  heaven,  as  if  to  waft  it  there. 

Still  she  smiled;  even  now  she  smiles. 

Though  slaughter  streams  along  her  aisles. 

Blinotti  lifted  his  aged  eye. 

And  made  the  sign  of  a  cross  with  a  sigh, 

Then  seized  a  torch  which  blazed  thereby ; 

And  still  he  stood,  while,  with  steel  and  llain*. 

Inward  and  onward  the  Mussulman  came. 

XXXL 

The  vaults  beneath  the  mosaic  stone 

Conlain'd  the  dead  of  ages  gone  ; 

Their  names  were  on  the  graven  floor. 

But  now  illegible  with  gore; 

The  carved  crests,  and  curious  hues 

The  varied  marble's  veins  diffuse. 

Were  smear d  and  slippery — stain'd  and  strowii 

With  broken  swords  and  helms  o'ertlirown  ; 

There  were  ilead  above,  and  the  tlcad  below 

Lay  cold  in  many  a  cofliu'd  row, 

You  might  see  them  piled  in  sable  state, 

By  a  pale  light  through  a  gloomy  grate; 

But  war  h;ul  entrrd  their  dark  caves. 

And  stored  along  the  vaulted  graves 

Iler  sulphurous  treaures,  thickly  sprea«l 

In  masses  by  the  tlesbless  dead  ; 

Here,  throughout  the  siege,  ha»l  been 

The  Christians'  chiefist  magazine  ; 

To  these  a  late-form'd  tram  now  le<l, 

Minotti's  last  and  stern  resource 

Against  the  foe's  o'erw helming  force. 

XXXH. 

The  foe  came  on,  and  few  remain 

To  strive,  ami  those  mu^t  strive  in  vain; 

FOr  lark  of  further  lives,  to  slake 

The  thirst  of  ven;;«ance  now  awake. 

With  barbarous  blows  they  gash  the  dea«l. 

And  lop  the  alreac'y  lifeless  Ik  ad. 

Ami  fell  the  statues  from  their  niche. 

And  spoil  the  shrines  of  offerings  rich. 

And  from  each  other's  rude  hands  wrest 

The  silver  vessels  saints  had  blest. 

To  the  high  altar  on  tlu-y  go; 

Ob,  ImiI  it  made  a  j'Jorious  show! 

On  iis  table  stdl  behold 

Tlie  cup  of  ronsecral**!  gold; 

M.issy  and  dee|>,  a  glitiering  )tri/e, 

I  nglitly  it  sp.irklcs  to  plundeiris  lyo- 
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That  iDoni  it  held  the  holy  wine, 

Cotrreried  by  Christ  to  hk  blood  so  divine. 

Which  bis  worshipper*  drank  a  I  the  break  of  day, 

To  shrive  their  souls  ere  they  join'd  in  the  fray. 

Sf ill  a  few  drops  within  it  lay; 

And  round  the  sacrtd  table  glow 

Twelve  lofty  lamps,  in  splendid  row. 

From  the  purest  metal  cast ; 

A  spoil — the  richest,  and  the  last. 

XXXIII. 

So  near  they  came,  the  nearest  streich'd 
To  grasp  the  spoil  he  almost  reach'd. 

When  old  Minotti's  hand 
Touch'd  with  the  torch  the  train— 

Tisfiredl 
Spire,  vaulu,  the  shrine,  the  spoil,  the  slain. 
The  turban'd  victors,  the  Christian  band, 
AU  that  of  lirini^  or  dead  remain, 
Horfd  on  high  with  the  shiver'd  fane, 

In  one  wild  roar  expired  ! 
The  shaiter'd  town— the  walls  thrown  down— 
The  waves  a  moment  backward  bent— 
The  hills  that  shake,  although  unrest. 

As  if  an  earthquake  pass'd — 
The  thoosand  shapeless  things  all  driven 
In  cloud  and  flame  athwart  the  heaven. 

By  that  tremendous  blasts 
Pt-oclaim'd  the  desperate  conflict  o'er 
On  that  too  long  afflicted  shore : 
Dp  to  the  sky  like  rockets  go 
All  that  mingled  there  below  : 
Many  a  tall  and  goodly  man, 
Scorch'd  and  shrivelFd  to  a  span, 
When  he  fell  to  earth  again, 
Like  a  cinder  strew'd  the  plain : 
Down  the  ashes  shower  like  rain ; 
8ome  fell  in  the  gulf,  which  received  the  sprinkles 
With  a  thousand  circling  wrinkles ; 
Some  fell  on  the  shore,  but,  far  away, 
Scatter'd  oVr  the  isthmus  lay; 
Christian  or  Moslem,  which  be  Uiey  ? 
Let  their  mothers  see  and  say ! 
When  in  cradled  rest  they  lay, 
And  each  nursing  mother  smiled 
On  the  sweet  sleep  of  her  child. 
Little  deem'd  she  such  a  day 
Would  rend  those  tender  limbs  away. 
5ot  the  matrons  that  tliem  bore 
Could  discern  their  offspring  more; 
That  one  moment  left  no  trace 
More  of  human  form  or  face. 
Save  a  scatter'd  scalp  or  boue : 
And  down  came  blazing  rafters,  strewn 
Around,  and  many  a  falling  stone, 
Deeply  dinted  in  ihe  clay, 
All  blackeu'd  there  and  reeking  lay. 
All  the  li\ing  things  that  heanl 
Tliat  deadly  earth-shock  disappcarM  : 
Tbe  wild  birds  flew,  the  wild  do(;^  iled. 
And  howling  left  the  unburied  dead; 
The  camels  from  their  keepers  broke ; 
The  distant  hteer  forsook  the  yoke — 
Tbe  nearer  steed  plunged  o'er  (he  plain. 
.\nd  burst  his  girth,  and  tore  his  rein, 


The  buU-frog's  note,  from  out  the  marsh, 
Deep-moutii'd  arose,  and  doubly  harsh ; 
The  wolves  yell'd  on  the  cavern'd  hill. 
Where  echo  roU'd  in  thunder  still ; 
The  jackal's  troop,  in  gather'd  cry,  •• 
Bay'd  from  afar  eomplainingly. 
With  a  mix'd  and  mournful  sound. 
Like  crying  babe  and  beaten  hound  : 
With  sudden  wing  and  ruffled  breast. 
The  eagle  left  his  rorky  nest. 
And  mounted  nearer  to  the  sun, 
The  clouds  l>eneath  him  seem'd  so  dun  ; 
Their  smoke  assail'd  his  startled  beak. 
And  made  him  higher  soar  and  sliriek— > 
Thus  was  Corinth  lost  and  won  ! 


NOTES. 


Note  I.  Page  193,  line  38. 
Tbe  Tnroomaa  balk  Irh  bU  beni. 

TiK  life  of  the  Turcomans  is  wandering  and  patri- 
archal :  they  dwell  in  teats. 

Note  a.  Page  193,  line  96. 

Coaaoartl— be  wboM>rl<MiB(  Me»e. 
Ali  Coumourgi,  the  favourite  of  three  sultans,  and 
Grand  Viiier  to  Achmet  III,  after  recovering  Pelopon- 
nesus from  tlie  Venetians,  in  nue  campaign,  was  roor- 
Ully  wounded  in  the  nest,  against  the  Germans,  at  the 
battle  of  Pcterwaradiu  (in  the  plain  of  CarlovrrX  in 
Hungary,  endeavouring  to  rally  his  guards.  He  died 
of  his  wounds  neit  day.  Ili»  last  order  was  the  dec.i- 
pitation  of  General  Breuner,  and  Kome  other  German 
prisoners  ;  and  his  last  words,  «  Oh  that  I  could  thu« 
serve  all  tlie  Christian  dogs!**  a  speech  and  act  not 
unlike  one  of  Caligula,  lie  was  a  young  man  of  great 
ambition  and  unbounded  presumption :  on  being  told 
that  Prince  Eugene,  then  opposed  to  him,  «  was  a  great 
general,*  he  said  « I  .shall  become  a  greater,  and  at  his 
eipense.D 

Note  3.  Page  196,  line  35. 
Tbere  tbrtak*  bo  ebb  In  tbat  iMeleM  le*. 
The  reader  need  liardly  be  reminded  that  there  are 
no  perceptible  tides  in  the  Mediterranean. 

Note  4>  Page  196,  line  69. 
AmI  tbrir  wbite  ia«h«  rrnodi'd  o'er  ibe  wbiter  •kail. 
This  spectacle  I  have  Heen,  such  as  described,  be- 
neath the  wall  of  the  Sera(]lio  at  Oinsiaatinople,  in  the 
litlle  cavities  worn  by  the  llosphorus  in  the  rock,  a 
narrow  terrace  of  which  projeeis  between  the  wall  and 
the  water.  I  think  the  fact  is  also  mentioned  in  Muh- 
house's  Travels.  The  bodies  were  probably  tlioM-  uk 
some  refractory  Jaiii/aries. 

Note  .'•.  Page  196,  line  78. 
\d<1  eatb  ftiaip  bad  a  tiu(;lr  K>ii((  lufi  of  bair. 

Tins  tuft,  or  long  lock,   is  left  from  a  super^itiou 
that  Mahomet  will  draw  them  into  paradise  by  it. 

Note  6.  Page  197    line  5. 

I  must  here  acknowledge  .1  close,   though  uninun- 

lional,  resemblance  in  these  tweUe  lities  to  a  p:iv«->(;c 

in  an  unpublished  poem  of  .Mr  Coleridge,  called  u  (Jiriji- 

tabel.M     It  was  not  till  afier  the»c  liucs  were  Miiitrn 
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Ill  ii  I  heard  that  wild  and  singularly  ontjiaal  and  hcnu- 
(iful  poem  recited;  and  the  MS.  of  that  production  I 
iicvrr  saw  till  very  recently,  hy  the  kindness  of  Mr  Colc- 
ria^.  himself,  who,  I  hope,  is  convinced  that  I  have  not 
l)i<eii  a  wilful  plagiarist.  The  ori|;inaI  idea  undouhlediy 
pertains  to  Mr  Coleri(li;e.  whose  poem  has  been  com- 
posed above  fourteen  years.  Let  me  conclude  by  a  hope 
(hat  he  will  not  lont;er  delay  the  publication  of  a  pro- 
duction, of  which  I  can  only  add  my  mile  of  approba- 
tion to  the  applau«>c  of  far  more  competent  judges. 

Note  7.  Page  inS,  line  3. 
Thcro  ii  a  lifjlit  cloud  by  iho  moon. 
I  have  been  told  that  the  idea  expressed  from  linos 
fO^  to  6o3  have  been  ailmircd  by  those  whose  apjiro- 
balion  is  valuable.  I  am  (jiad  of  it:  but  it  is  not  ori- 
[;inal — at  least  not  mine;  it  may  be  found  much  better 
expressed  in  pa(jcs  i8;-3-.4  of  the  Enjjlish  version  of 
v«  Vailiek>»  (I  forijet  the  precise  pa[;r  of  the  French},   a 
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work  to  which  I  ha\e  liefore  referred  ;  and  never  rci  ur 
(o,  or  read,  without  a  renewal  of  gratification. 

Note  8.    Pago  i.)«,  line  48. 
The  liorsi— laiU  an'  ]>iui'k\l  Iroiu  ibc  {;r<,>uiHl,  ;«nd  llu"  *wi>rd. 

The  horsc-ciil,  fixed  upon  a  lance,  a  pachas  <«taiul:irii. 
Note  f).   Page  ny),  line  45. 

Ariii  kiiiri-  (h«>  d.iy,  m|ii.*ii  in  ilif  lilrail. 

In  the  naval  batti'-  at  the  mouth  of  the  I)ardanel!e< 
between  the  Venetians  and  the  Turks. 

Note  10.   Page  joi,  line  (i8. 
Tlif- jai'Wnl '«  lroo|i.  in  (pilbirM  try. 

I  believe  I  ha>e  taken  a  poetical  licence  to  tran^pl  nu 
the  jackal  from  .\sia.    In  Greece  I  never  s;iw  nor  hcjril 
these  animals ;    but  among  the  ruins  of  Kphesus  I  b  iv.- 
heard  them  by  liundn-ds.     They  haunt  ruins,  and  t<<l 
low  armies. 
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TO  SCUOl'K  RERDMOUE  DA  VIES,  ESQ. 
trb(  following  \htm  i&  3n.<9crtiir^, 

f»Y   ONK   WHO  HAS  LONG  .\DMIIlEU  HIS  TALENTS,    ASD  VALITED  HIS  FniEWDSIIIP. 
January  a  a,  1816. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  following  poem  is  grounded  on  a  circumstance 
mentioned  in  Gibbon's  u  Antiquities  of  the  House  of 
Rrunswick.»  —  I  am  aware  that  in  modern  times  the 
delicacy  or  fastidiousness  of  the  reader  may  deem 
•>uch  subjects  unlit  for  the  purposes  of  poetry.  The 
Greek  dramatist<i,  and  some  of  the  be>t  of  our  old 
Knglish  writers,  were  of  a  different  opinion:  asAlfieri 
and  Schiller  have  also  been,  more  recently,  upon  the 
coiuiuent.  The  following  exliv.ct  \\ill  explain  the 
facts  on  which  the  story  is  fouuded.  The  name  of 
y/io  is  substituted  for  Nicholas,  as  more  metrical. 

«  Under  the  reign  of  Nicholas  III,  Ferrara  was  pol- 
luted with  a  domestic  tragedy.  Hy  the  testimony  of  an 
attendant,  and  his  own  observation,  the  Alarquis  of  Estc 
discovered  the  incestuous  loves  of  his  wife  Parisiua,  and 
Hugo  his  bastard  son,  a  beautiful  and  valiant  youth. 
They  were  beheaded  in  the  castle  by  the  sentence  of  a 
father  and  husband,  who  published  his  shame,  and  sur- 
Mved  their  execution.  He  was  unfortunate,  if  tliev 
were  guilty;  if  they  were  innocent,  he  was  still  more 
unfortunate;  nor  is  there  anv  possible  situation  in  which 
I  can  sincerely  approve  that  last  act  of  the  justice  of  a 
parent. « — (hblton's  Afiicellaneotis  fForks,  vol.  ?>,  p.  ^~o, 
iiew  edition. 
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I. 

1 1  IS  the  hour  when  from  the  boughs 
The  nigliting.ile's  high  note  is  heard 


It  is  the  hour  when  lovers'  vows 

Seem  sweet  in  every  whisper'd  word  ; 
And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near, 
Make  music  to  the  lonely  ear. 
K  icli  (lower  the  dews  ha>e  li|;hlly  wef. 
And  in  the  sky  tin*  stars  .ire  met, 
And  on  the  w.i\e  is  lU-eper  blue, 
And  oil  the  leaf  a  browner  hue, 
.And  in  ihe  he.uen  iJMt  clear  obscure, 
.•^o  sofilv  diirk,  and  darkl>  pure, 
NVhiiii  (ullows  the  deeliue  of  day, 
As  twilight  mdts  beneath  the  moon  away.  < 

II. 

l!ut  it  is  not  (o  li>t  to  the  waterfall 
rii.it  Parisina  le.ixes  her  hall, 
.\nd  it  is  not  to  gaze  on  the  heaxenly  light 
That  the  I  idy  walks  in  the  shadow  of  niglit ; 
And  if  she  sits  in  Ksle's  Lower, 
T  is  not  for  the  s.ike  of  its  full-blown  flower- 
She  lisreus — Itut  not  f«»r  the  nightingale— 
Though  lier  ear  ex[iects  as  soft  a  tale. 
There  giules  ,\  step  tlir»)ii|;h  tln'  foliage  thick, 
Ami  her  cheek  j;rows  pah — anti  her  heart  beats  «piu  k 
There  whispers  a  voire  ihrongh  the  rustling  lea*e^. 
And  her  lihish  returns,  and  her  bosom  hea*es  . 
.\  imiineul  more — .ind  tliev  sh.ill  meet — 
T  i»  p.ist — her  lo\er  -^  at  lier  feet. 

III. 

.\inl  wh.it  unto  them  is  the  world  beside. 
NN  i(h  all  its  ehange  of  time  and  tide  ? 
Its  lj\ing  ihiujj.s — its  earth  and  sky  — 
Are  nothing  to  their  mind  and  eye. 
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And  beediessu  iIm  dead  are  tlicy 

Of  au^i  VDMod,  above,  beacath  ; 
As  if  all  obe  bad  |>aia'd  away, 

They  only  for  aacb  othfer  braalba  : 
Tbeir  Tcry  ai^hi  are  full  of  joy 

So  deep,  tbat,  did  i(  aof  decay, 
That  happy  madaeu  woald  de»lroy 

The  hearts  vbicfa  faei  ita  fiery  tway  . 
Of  Guilt,  of  peril,  da  they  deem 
In  that  lumultaoos  tender  dream  T 
Who  that  have  frit  that  pas«ion's  power. 
Or  paused,  or  fear'd  ia  sach  an  hour, 
Or  thought  bow  brief  Micb  monkenis  last ' 
But  yet — ihcy  are  already  past  I 
Alas !  we  auMl  awake  before 


We  know  sucb  vision  comes  oo  more. 

IV. 
With  maay  a  Uafcring  look  ibey  leave 

The  spot  of  6>iiity  gladneM  past; 
And  though  ihey  hope,  and  vow,  tbey  grieve, 

As  if  that  parting  were  the  last. 
The  frequent  sigh — the  long  embrace— 

The  lip  that  therr  would  cliag  for  ever, 
While  gittatt  on  Parisina's  face 

The  Heaven  sbe  fears  will  not  forgive  her, 
As  if  each  calmly  conscious  star 
Beheld  her  frailty  from  afar — 
The  frsquent  sigh,  the  long  embrace, 
Tel  binds  them  lo  their  trysiiag-pUcv. 
Bui  i(  must  come,  and  they  must  pact 
la  fearful  heaviness  of  heart. 
With  all  the  deep  and  sbuddering  chiU 
Which  foUows  fast  the  deeds  of  ill. 

V, 
And  Hufo  is  gOM  lo  his  fearly  bad. 

To  covet  there  another's  bride  ; 
But  she  maat  lay  her  conacioos  head 

A  husband  s  trusting  heart  beside. 
But  fover'd  ia  her  slesp  she  seems. 
And  red  her  cheek  widi  troubled  dreams. 

And  mutirn  she  hi  her  unrest 
A  nanae  she  dare  not  breaibe  by  day, 

And  clasps  her  lord  aato  the  breast 
Which  pants  for  one  away : 
And  he  lo  that  embrace  awakes, 
And,  happy  in  ibe  thought,  mistakes 
That  dreaming  sigh,  and  warm  caress, 
For  such  as  he  was  wont  lo  bless; 
And  could  in  very  fondness  wrep 
Oct  her  who  loves  him  even  in  sleep. 

VI, 

He  dasp'd  her  sleeping  to  bis  heart. 

And  listen'd  to  each  broken  word  : 
He  bcart—Wfay  doth  Prince  Aio  start. 

As  if  tlie  Arcbaogers  voice  he  heard  * 
And  well  he  may — a  deeper  doom 
Gould  scarcely  thunder  oer  his  tomb, 
Wben  he  shall  wake  to  sleep  no  more. 
And  sUnd  the  eternal  throne  before. 
And  well  he  may— his  earthly  peace 
Cpon  that  sound  i«  doom'd  lo  erase. 
That  sirrping  whi»per  of  a  name 
Bespeaks  lier  guilt  and  Aio's  shame. 


And  whose  ibal  name)  iliai  o'er  his  pillow 
Sounds  frarful  as  the  breaking  billow, 
W^hicb  rolls  Che  plank  npon  the  shore. 

And  dashes  on  the  pointed  rock 
The  wretrh  who  sinks  to  rise  no  more;— 

So  came  upon  his  soul  the  shock. 
And  whose  that  name?  1  is  Hugo's,— his — 
In  sooth  he  had  not  deem'd  of  this !  — 
T  is  Hugo's,— Ite,  the  child  of  one 
He  lovcd-^his  own  ait-evil  son- 
The  offspring  of  bis  wayward  youth. 
When  lir  betray'd  fiianca's  truth, 
The  maid  whose  folly  could  conBde 
In  him  w1m>  made  her  not  bis  bride. 

VII. 
He  pluck'd  his  poniard  in  its  sheath. 

But  sheathed  it  ere  the  point  was  bare— 
Ilowe'er  unworthy  now  lo  breathe. 
He  could  not  slay  a  thing  so  foir — 
At  least,  not  smiling— sleeping  there- 
Nay,  more : — ha  did  not  wake  her  then. 
But  gascd  npon  her  with  a  glance 
Which,  liad  she  roused  her  from  her  trance. 
Had  froien  her  sense  lo  sleep  again— 
And  o'er  his  braw  the  burning  lamp 
Gieam'd  on  the  dew-drops  big  and  damp. 
She  »pjke  no  more— but  still  she  slumber  d— 
While,  in  his  thought,  her  days  are  number'd. 

VUl. 

And  with  the  mora  he  sought,  and  found. 

In  many  a  tale  frmn  thoM*  around, 

The  proof  of  all  he  frar'd  to  know, 

Thrir  prrsoni  (juill,  his  foiure  woe, 

The  long-couni«iu{<  damsrU  seek 

To  siive  themseltes,  and  would  transfer 
The  guilt — the  shame — the  doom  to  her 

Concealment  is  no  more — they  speak 

All  circismaUnee  which  may  compel 

Full  credence  to  the  tale  they  lell  i 

And  Aso's  lortnred  baart  and  ear 

Have  nothing  more  to  feel  or  hear. 

IX. 

He  was  not  one  who  brookd  deUy  . 

Wiihio  the  chamber  of  his  stau. 
The  rhirf  of  Este's  anrieni  sway 

I'pon  his  throne  of  judgment  sate . 
Wis  nobles  aud  hi»  guards  are  there.— 
Befon*  him  is  (hr  sinful  pair  ; 
Both  youn(j— and  one  how  passing  fair! 
With  swordlrss  belt,  and  fettcr'd  hand, 
Oh,  Christ !  that  thus  a  son  should  stand 

before  a  Cithers  face  ! 
Yet  thus  must  Hugo  meet  bis  sire. 
And  hear  the  senunce  of  his  ire. 

The  tale  of  his  disgrace  '. 
And  yet  he  seems  not  overcome, 
Altliough,  as  yet,  his  voice  be  dumb. 


And  still,  and  pale,  and  silently 

Did  Parinina  wait  Iter  doom; 
How  cliaut;cd  since  la*.!  her  speaking  eye 

CUnicd  (;laduck<»  rouud  ilu.  glilieriu(;  looni' 
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Where  hij^h-born  mcu  were  proud  to  wail — 
Where  Beauty  M'aich'd  to  imitate 

Her  t;cntlc  voice,  her  lovely  mien — 
And  (jallicr  from  licr  air  and  gait 

The  graces  of  its  queen  : 
Then, — had  Iicr  eye  in  sorrow  wept, 
A  thousand  warriors  forth  had  leapt, 
A  thousand  swords  had  sheathless  shone, 
And  made  her  quarrel  all  their  own. 
Now, — what  is  she?  and  what  are  they  ? 
Can  sh(»  command,  or  these  obey? 
All  silent  and  unheeding  now, 
Willi  downcast  eyes  and  knitting  brow. 
And  folded  arms,  and  freezing  air, 
-\nd  lips  that  5.carce  their  scorn  forbear, 
Her  knights  and  dames,  her  court — is  there  ; 
And  he,  the  chosen  one,  whose  lance 
Had  yet  been  couch'd  before  her  glance. 
Who — were  his  arm  a  moment  free — 
Had  died  or  gain'd  her  liberty  ; 
The  minion  of  his  father's  bride, — 
l\t\  too,  is  fetter'd  by  her  side ; 
Nor  sees  her  swoln  and  full  eye  swim 
l/OhS  for  her  own  despair  than  him  : 
Those  lids — o'er  which  the  violet  vein 
Wandering,  leaves  a  tender  stain, 
Shining  through  the  smoothest  white 
That  eer  did  softest  kiss  invite — 
Now  seem'd  with  hot  and  livid  glow 
To  press,  not  shade,  the  orbs  btlow  ; 
Which  glance  so  heavily,  and  fill, 
As  tear  on  tear  grows  gatlu^ring  still. 

XI. 

And  he  for  her  had  also  wept, 

But  for  the  eyes  that  on  him  gazed- 
His  sorrow,  if  he  felt  it,  slept ; 

Stern  and  erect  his  brow  was  raised. 
Whale'er  the  grief  his  soul  avow'd, 
He  would  not  shrink  before  the  crowd  ; 
Tut  yet  he  dared  not  look  on  h<T  : 
Ilemembrance  of  the  hours  that  were — 
His  guilt — his  love— his  present  state — 
His  father's  wrath — all  good  men's  hale— 
His  earthly,  his  eternal  fate — 
And  hers,— oh,  hers! — he  dared  not  tlirow 
(hie  look  upon  that  deaihhke  brow  I 
KIsc  had  his  rising  heart  betray'd 
Remorse  for  all  llie  wreck  it  made. 

xir. 

And  Azo  spake  : — «  But  yesterday 

I  gloried  in  a  wife  and  son ; 
That  dream  this  mornitig  pass'd  away, 

Kre  day  declines,  I  sh.ill  have  none— 
My  life  must  linger  on  alone. 
Well,— let  that  pass,— iliere  breathes  not  one 
Who  wonid  not  do  as  J  have  done  : 
Those  ties  are  broken — not  bv  me; 

Let  ili.it  too  pass; — the  doom's  prep.iro.l  ! 
Hugo,  the  priest  awaits  on  ihee. 

And  then  —  tliy  crime  s  rrwanl ' 
Away!  address  thy  prayers  to  ll(M\cn, 

Bifore  its  evenujg  stars  are  met  — 
Learn  if  thou  there  canst  be  foi^;i\<!j  , 

Its  mercy  may  absolve  thee  y«.'t. 


But  here,  upon  the  earth  beneath. 
There  is  no  spot  where  thou  and  I 

Together,  for  an  hour,  could  breathe  ; 
Farewell !  I  will  not  see  thee  die. — 

But  thou,  frail  thing!  shall  view  his  head— 
A^ay  '  I  cannot  speak  the  rest : 
Go  I  woman  of  the  wanton  breast  ! 

Not  L  but  thou  his  blood  dost  shed : 

Go  !  if  that  sight  thou  canst  outlive. 

And  joy  thee  in  the  life  1  give.» 

XHL 

And  here  stern  Azo  hid  his  face — 
For  on  his  brow  the  swelling  vein 
Throbb'd  as  if  back  upon  his  brain 
The  hot  blood  ebb'd  and  flow'd  again; 

And  therefore  bowd  he  for  a  space, 

And  pnss'd  his  shaking  hand  along 

His  eye,  to  veil  it  from  the  throng; 

While  Hugo  raised  his  chained  hands. 

And  for  a  brief  delay  demands 

His  father's  ear;  the  .silent  sire 

Forbids  not  what  his  words  require. 

w  It  is  not  that  I  dread  the  death — 
For  thou  hast  seen  me  by  thy  side 
All  redly  through  the  battle  ride, 
.And  that  not  once  a  useless  brand 
Thy  slaves  have  wrested  from  my  hand. 
Hath  shed  more  blood  in  cause  of  thine. 
Than  e  er  can  stain  the  axe  of  mine. 

Thou  gavest,  and  mayst  resume  my  breath, 
A  gift  for  which  I  thauk  thee  not; 
Nor  are  my  mother's  wrongs  forgot, 
Her  slighted  love  and  rnin'd  name, 
Her  offspring's  heritage  of  shame; 
But  she  is  in  the  grave,  where  he, 
Her  son,  thy  rival,  soon  shall  be. 
Her  broken  heart — my  sevcr'd  head — 
Shall  wituess  for  thee  from  the  dead 
How  trusty  and  how  tender  were 
Thy  youtliful  love — paternal  care. 
T  is  true,  that  I  have  done  thee  wrong — 

But  wrong  for  wrong — this  dcemd  thy  brklc, 
The  other  victim  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  know  st  for  me  was  destined  long. 
Thou  saw  St,  and  coveted  st  her  charniii — 

And  with  thy  very  crime — my  birth, 
Thou  lannted'st  me — as  little  worth  ; 
A  match  ignoble  for  her  arms, 
Bocansc.  forsooth,  1  could  not  claim 
The  lawful  heirship  of  thy  name, 
Nor  sit  on  Lslc's  lineal  ihrono  : 

Yet,  were  a  few  short  summers  mine, 

My  name  should  mon*  than  Este's  shine 
With  Ixuiours  all  my  own. 
J  had  a  sword — and  have  a  breast 
That  should  have  won  as  haught  ■'  a  crest 
As  ever  waved  along  tin*  line 
(>f  all  these  sover<'i(,ii  sires  of  thine. 
Not  always  knigliiiy  >|iurs  arc  woru 
Tlir  hriglttcst  by  llw  heller  liorn  ; 
And  mine  have  lanced  my  <  ourser  s  dank 
Befon*  |)n)ud  chiefs  of  princely  rank. 
When  tiiarging  to  the  cheering  cry 
Of 'E>U'  and  of  Victory  I 
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i  vill  HOC  plead  tltt  cause  of  crime, 
Nor  tue  thee  to  redeem  from  time 
A  few  brief  boors  or  dap  tkat  matt 
At  length  roll  o'er  my  reckleM  dnat ; — 
Sach  maddening  moments  as  my  past. 
They  eooki  not,  aod  they  did  not,  last— 
Albeit  my  hirth  and  name  be  base. 
And  thy  nobility  of  race 
Disdaiii'd  to  deck  a  thing  like  me — 
Tec  in  my  lineameots  they  trace 
Some  featnres  of  my  fecber's  face. 
And  in  my  spirit — all  of  thee. 
From  thee — this  tamelessness  of  heart — 
From  thee — nay,  wherefore  dost  thou  start  ? — 
From  thee  in  all  their  vigoar  came 
My  arm  of  strength,  my  soul  of  flame— 
Tboa  didst  not  gire  me  life  alone, 
But  all  that  made  me  more  thine  own. 
See  what  thy  guilty  love  hath  done ! 
Repaid  thee  with  too  like  a  son ! 
I  am  no  bastard  in  my  soul, 
For  that,  like  thine,  abhorr'd  control : 
And  for  my  breath,  that  ha«ty  boon 
Thou  gaTest  and  wilt  resume  so  soon, 
I  vadued  it  no  more  than  thou. 
When  rose  thy  casque  above  thy  brow, 
And  we,  all  ftide  by  tide,  have  striven. 
And  o'er  the  dead  our  coursers  driven. 
The  past  is  nothing— and  at  last 
The  future  can  but  be  the  pnst ; 
Tet  would  I  that  I  then  had  died  : 

For  though  thou  work'dtt  my  mother  s  ill, 
And  made  thy  own  my  destined  bride, 

1  feel  thou  art  my  father  still  ; 
And,  hanh  as  sounds  thy  hard  decree, 
T  is  not  unjust,  although  from  thee. 
Begot  in  sin,  to  die  in  shame. 
My  life  begun  and  ends  the  same  : 
As  err'd  the  sire,  so  err*d  the  son, 
And  thou  must  punish  both  in  one. 
My  crime  seems  worst  to  human  view. 
But  God  must  judge  betveen  us  two!* 

XIV. 
He  ceased— and  stood  with  folded  arms, 
On  which  the  circling  fetters  sounded  ; 
And  not  an  ear  but  felt  a.s  wounded. 
Of  aJl  the  chiefs  that  there  were  rank'd 
When  tho«e  dull  chains  In  meeting  clank'd  . 
Till  Parisioa's  fatal  charms 
Again  attracted  every  eye- 
Would  she  thus  hear  him  doom'd  to  die  ? 
She  stood,  1  said,  all  pale  aod  still. 
The  living  cause  of  Hugo's  ill : 
Her  eyes  unmoved,  but  full  and  wide, 
Mot  once  had  tum'd  to  either  side — 
Nor  once  did  those  sweet  eyelids  close. 
Or  shade  the  glance  o'er  which  they  rose, 
But  round  their  orbs  of  deepest  blue 
The  circling  white  dilated  grew — 
And  there  with  (^la^sy  gate  she  stood 
As  ice  were  in  her  curdled  blood ; 
But  every  now  and  then  a  tear. 
So  large  and  slowly  gatlier'd,  slid 
From  the  long  dark  fringe  of  that  fair  lid, 
Ic  was  a  thing  to  see,  not  hear! 


And  those  who  saw,  it  did  surprise, 
Such  drops  could  fell  from  human  eyes. 
To  speak  she  thonght— the  imperfect  note 
Was  choked  wiifaio  her  swelling  throat. 
Yet  seem'd  in  thai  low  hollow  groan 
Her  whole  heart  gushing  in  the  tone. 
It  ceased— again  she  thought  to  speak. 
Then  bunt  her  voice  in  one  long  shriek. 
And  to  the  earth  she  fell  like  stone. 
Or  statue  from  iu  base  o'erthrowo. 
More  like  a  thing  that  ne'er  liad  life,— 
A  monument  of  Aio's  wife, — 
Than  her,  that  living  guilty  thing. 
Whose  every  passion  was  a  sting. 
Which  urged  to  guilt,  but  could  not  bear 
Tliai  guilt's  detection  and  despair. 
But  yet  she  lived — aod  all  too  soon 
Rccover'd  from  that  deatlt-Uke  swoon- 
But  scarce  to  reason — every  sense 
Had  been  o'erstrung  by  paugs  intense ; 
And  each  frail  iibre  of  her  brain 
(As  bow-strings  when  relax  d  by  rain. 
The  erring  arrow  launch  a^idc) 
Hcnt  forth  her  thoughts  all  wild  and  wide — 
The  past  a  blank,  tlie  future  black, 
With  glimpscx  of  a  dreary  track. 
Like  lightning  on  the  de<iert  path. 
When  midnight  storms  are  mustering  wrath. 
She  fcar'd— she  felt  tlut  i^omethiiig  ill 
Lay  on  licr  soul,  so  deep  and  chill — 
Tliat  tlicre  was  sin  and  sliame  she  knew  ; 
Ttiat  some  one  was  to  die — but  who  } 
She  had  forgotten : — did  she  breathe ! 
Could  this  be  still  the  earth  beneath  T 
The  sky  above,  and  men  around  1 
Or  were  tliey  fiends  who  now  so  frown'd 
On  one,  before  whose  eyes  each  eye 
Till  then  liad  smiled  in  sympathy? 
All  was  confused  aod  undefined. 
To  her  all-jarr'd  and  wandering  mind; 
A  chaos  of  wild  hopes  and  fears : 
And  now  in  laughter,  now  in  tears. 
But  madly  still  in  each  extreme, 
She  strove  with  that  convulsive  dream — 
For  so  it  seem'd  on  her  to  break  : 
Oh !  vainly  must  she  strive  to  wake  ! 

XV. 

The  convent  bells  are  ringing. 

But  mournfully  and  slow  ; 
In  the  grey  square  turret  swinging, 

With  a  deep  sound,  to  and  fro. 

Heavily  to  the  heart  they  go  ! 
Hark !  the  hymn  is  singing — 

The  song  for  the  dead  below, 

Or  the  living  who  shortly  shall  be  so  ! 
For  a  departing  being's  soul 
The  death-hymn  peals  and  the  hollow  bells  knoll 
He  is  near  his  mortal  goal ; 
Kneeling  at  llie  friar's  knee ; 
Sad  to  hear — and  piteous  to  see — 
Kneeling  on  the  hare  cold  ground. 
With  the  block  before  ;ind  the  guards  around — 
And  the  lieads-maD  with  his  bare  arm  ready, 
llial  the  blow  may  be  both  swift  and  steady, 
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Feels  if  the  axe  he  sharp  mid  true — 
Since  he  set  its  edge  anew  : 
While  the  crowd  in  a  speechless  circle  gather 
To  see  the  son  fall  by  the  doom  of  the  father. 

XYI. 

It  is  a  lovely  hour  as  yet 

Before  the  summer  sun  shall  set. 

Which  ro'ic  upon  that  heavy  day, 

And  mook'd  it  with  his  steadiest  ray  ; 

And  his  cvenio((  beams  arc  shed 

Full  on  HuQo's  fated  head. 

As,  his  last  confession  puurinj; 

To  the  monk  his  doom  deploring;, 

In  penitential  holiness, 

He  bends  to  hear  his  accents  bless 

With  absolution  such  as  may 

Wipe  our  mortal  stains  away. 

That  hi(;h  sun  on  his  head  did  (jlistcn 

As  he  there  did  bow  and  listen, 

And  the  riujjs  of  chesunt  h.iir 

Curl'd  half  down  his  neck  so  bare  • 

but  bri(jhter  still  the  beam  was  thrown 

(Ipoii  the  axe  which  near  him  shone 

With  a  clear  and  (jhastly  (jliiter 

Oil  I  that  parlinjj  hour  \*.is  bitter  I 
Kvei)  the  srern  stood  chill'd  ^^illl  av^c: 
Oirk  the  crime,  ami  just  the  law — 
Yet  they  shudder'd  as  they  saw. 

XVII. 

The  parting  prayers  are  said  and  over 

Of  that  fiilse  son — and  daring  lover! 

His  beads  and  sins  are  all  recounted, 

His  hours  lo  their  last  minute  mounted — 

His  mantling  cloak  before  was  siripp'd, 

His  bright  brown  locks  must  now  be  clipp'd  ; 

'T  is  done — all  closely  are  they  shorn — 

The  vest  which  till  this  mohient  worn — 

The  scarf  which  P.irisina  gave — 

Must  not  adorn  him  to  the  grave. 

Even  tiiat  must  now  be  thrown  aside, 

.\iid  o  or  his  eye^  the  kerchief  tied  ; 

Hut  no — tli.it  last  indignity 

Shall  ne'er  approach  his  haughty  eye. 

•All  feelings  seemingly  subdued, 

In  deep  disdain  were  half  renew'd, 

Wiieu  heads-man's  hands  prepared  to  bind 

Those  eves  which  would  nut  broi'k  such  bliiut 

As  if  thiy  dared  not  look  on  dcilli. 

'<  No — yours  my  forfeit  blood  and  breath — 

Thisc  hands  are  chain'd — but  let  me  die 

At  least  with  an  unshackled  rye — 

Strike:)) — and  as  the  word  he  said, 

Upon  the  block  he  how  d  his  head  ; 

These  the  last  accents  Hugo  >poke  : 

«  Strike  i> — and  Mashing  fell  the  stroke — 

RoH'd  the  head — and,  gushing,  sunk 

Back  the  stain'd  and  heaving  trunk. 

In  the  dust,  which  each  deep  vein 

Slaked  with  its  ensanguined  rain  ; 

Ills  eyes  and  lips  a  moment  fpiiver, 

t^iirivulscd  and  quick — then  fix  for  ever 

lie  died,  as  erring  man  should  die. 
Without  display,  without  j»arade  • 


Meekly  had  he  bow'd  and  pray'd, 

As  not  disdaining  priestly  aid, 
Nor  ilesperate  of  all  hope  on  high. 
And  while,  before  the  prior  kneeling, 
His  heart  was  wean'd  from  cirthly  feeling, 
His  w  rathful  sire — his  [wiramour — 
What  were  they  in  such  an  hour? 
No  more  reproach — no  more  ilespair  ; 
No  thought  but  heaven — no  word  but  prayt-r  — 
Save  the  few  which  from  him  broke. 
When,  bared  to  meet  the  heatls-mans  stroki*. 
He  claim'd  to  die  with  eyes  unbouod, 
His  sole  adieu  to  those  around. 

XYIH. 

Still  as  the  lips  that  closed  in  death, 

Kach  gazer  s  bosom  held  his  breath  ; 

i>ut  yet,  afar,  from  man  to  man, 

A  cold  electric  shiver  ran, 

.\s  down  the  deadly  blow  descended 

On  him  whose  life  and  love  thus  ended  , 

And  with  a  hushing  sound  comprest, 

A  sigh  shrunk  back  on  every  breast ; 

but  no  more  thrilling  noise  rose  there, 
Reyond  the  blow  that  to  the  bU)ck 
Pierced  through  with  forced  and  sullen  ^hix.'^ 

Save  one: — what  cleaves  the  silent  air 

So  madly  shrill — so  passing  wild  ? 

That,  as  a  mother's  o'er  her  child. 

Done  to  death  by  sudden  blow, 

To  the  sky  these  accents  go. 

Like  a  sonl'is  in  endless  woe. 

Through  .\zo  s  palace-lattice  driveu. 

That  horrid  \oice  ascends  to  heaven, 

And  every  eye  is  turn  d  thereon  ; 

Itut  sound  and  sight  alike  are  gone  ' 

It  was  a  womau'*^  shriek — and  ne'er 

In  madiier  accents  rose  despair; 

And  those  who  heard  it,  as  it  past, 

lu  mercy  wish'd  it  were  the  last. 

XIX. 

Hugo  is  fallen  ;  and,  from  that  hour, 

No  more  in  pi  lace,  hall,  or  bower, 

W.is  Parisina  heard  or  seen  ; 

Her  name — as  if  she  neer  had  been — 

Was  banish'd  from  each  lip  and  ear, 

hike  words  of  wautoiuusis  or  fear; 

And  from  Prince  Azos  \oi«e,  by  none 

Was  mention  heard  of  wife  or  sou  , 

No  tomb — no  meiimry  h.id  they; 

Tlirirs  was  unconseerated  city  ; 

.\t  Ic.ist  the  knight's  who  died  that  day. 

Itut  I'arisina's  fate  lies  hid 

Like  ilusi  beneath  the  coflin  lid  ; 

\\  iiciher  in  convent  she  abodu, 

.\iid  won  to  heaveu  her  dreary  road, 

[»y  blighted  ami  remorseful  years 

(>f  scourge,  and  fast,  and  sleepless  tears  ; 

Or  if  she  fell  by  bowl  or  steel. 

For  that  dark  love  she  d.ired  to  feel ; 

Or  if,  upon  the  moment  smote, 

She  died  by  tortures  les.s  remote; 

Like  him  she  saw  upon  the  block. 

With  heart  that  shared  (he  headvinan'<  sIkm  k 
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la  quicken  d  brakemmn  Uiat  came, 
?B  ptty,  o'er  bcr  shatter  d  frtme, 
?9oae  knew — and  oone  can  ever  koov ; 
Rut  wbatsoe'er  its  end  below. 
Her  life  began  and  doted  in  woe !  > 

XX. 

And  A  so  found  another  bride. 

And  i^oodly  sons  |*rew  by  bis  «idc  ; 

But  none  so  lovely  and  %o  brave 

A«  bim  who  witlierd  in  the  grave  ; 

Or.  if  they  were— on  his  cold  eye 

Thf'ir  growth  but  glanced  unheeded  by, 

Or  noticed  with  a  smotber'd  sigh. 

But  never  tear  his  cheek  descended, 

And  never  smile  his  brow  unbended  ; 

An<l  o'er  that  fair  brojid  brow  were  wrought 

The  intersected  iinet  of  thought  ; 

Tbove  furrows  which  tlie  burning  hhare 

Of  sorrow  ploughs  untimely  there  ; 

S-:«rs  of  the  lacerating  mind 

VS  liich  the  sonTs  war  doth  leave  behind. 

He  was  past  all  mirth  or  woe : 

Nothing  more  remaio'd  below 

Hut  sleepless  n^ts  and  heavy  days, 

A  mind  all  dead  to  scorn  or  pruise, 

A  heart  which  sbunn'd  itself— and  yet 

That  would  not  yield — nor  could  forget, 

Which  when  il  least  appear  d  to  melt. 

Intently  thought — intensely  felt: 

rhe  deepest  ice  which  ever  frose 

Cao  only  o'er  the  surface  close— 

The  living  stream  lies  quick  below, 

\ad  Mows — and  cannot  cease  to  flow. 

Still  was  bis  seal'd-up  bosom  haunted 

By  thoughts  which  nature  hath  impbnted, 

Too  deeply  rooted  thence  to  vanish  : 

Howe'er  our  sutlcd  tears  we  banish. 

When,  struggling  as  they  rise  to  start, 

>\  c  rbcrk  those  waters  of  the  heart. 

They  are  not  dried — those  tears  unshed 

But  flow  back  to  the  fountain  head. 

And,  resting  in  their  spring  more  pure. 

Fur  ever  in  iu  depth  endure. 

Unseen,  unwept,  but  imcongeal'd, 

And  eheri&b'd  most  where  least  revcal'd. 

With  inward  starts  of  feeling  left. 

To  throb  o'er  those  of  life  bereft ; 

Without  the  power  to  fill  again 

The  desert  gap  which  made  his  pain  ; 

Without  the  hope  to  meet  them  where 

United  souls  shall  gladness  share, 

With  all  the  consciousness  that  he 

Had  only  pass'd  a  just  decree  ; 

That  they  had  wrought  their  doom  of  ill ; 

Yet  Axo's  age  was  wretched  still. 

The  tainted  branches  of  the  tree, 

If  lopp'd  with  care,  a  strength  may  give, 
By  which  the  rest  shall  bloom  and  live 
All  greenly  fresh  and  wildly  free  : 
But  if  the  lightning,  in  its  wrath, 
Ttie  waving  bonght  with  fury  scathe, 
The  massy  trunk  the  ruin  feels. 
And  never  more  a  leaf  reveals. 


NOTES. 

Note  1.  Page  10a,  line  14. 

As  twllli;bl  arlU  IcBratb  ibe  boos  kway. 

Tag  lines  contained  in  S-ciion  I  mere  printed  as  set  to 
inu>ic  !»ome  time  siucc;  but  b4*loii(;«-d  to  the  poem  where 
ihey  uowapp<'ar,thc  (greater  p.irt  of  which  was  com  ported 
prior  to  «  Lara,*  .ind  otiiercompositiom  since publit^hcd. 

Note  1.  Page  104,  line  117. 

Tksi  thoultl  haT*  « iw  ■•  bsa^hl  •  cfWU 

llauglit — haughty  :— 

•  Awiy,  kmmfit  aSB,  ibna  tri  laialiiaf  b4>.« 

batMrtAta  -  tiukaid O, 

Note  3.  Page  107,  line  5. 

Ii«>r  lifr  b^iraa  ■■•!  rliiM>d  Ib  wn«. 

«  This  turned  out  a  cnlamtlous  year  for  the  people  of 
Ferrara,  for  there  occurred  a  very  tmgical  event  in  the 
court  of  their  sovereign.  Our  annals,  both  printed  and 
ill  manuscript,  with  the  excepiton  of  the  unpolished  and 
ne(;ligent  work  of  Sardi,  and  one  other,  luive  given  the 
following  relation  of  it,  from  which,  however,  are  rc- 
jertcd  many  details,  and  cs{>ecially  the  narrative  of 
Bandclli,  who  wrote  a  century  afterwards,  and  who 
does  not  accord  with  the  contemporary  historians. 

m  By  tlie  above  mentioned  Stella  dell'  As<sa«sino,  the 
Marqui*,  in  the  year  \\oh^  had  a  son  called  Ugo,  a  beau- 
tiful and  ingenuous  youth.  Pari<iina  Malalesta,  second 
wife  of  Niccolo,  like  the  generality  of  step-mothers 
treated  him  with  liiilc  kiiidippft«,  to  the  infinite  regret  of 
tlie  Marquis,  who  regarded  him  with  fond  partiality. 
One  (lay  she  a^ked  leave  of  her  husband  to  undertake  a 
certain  journey,  to  which  he  ronsenled,  but  upou  con- 
dition that  Ugo  should  bear  her  company  ;  for  he  hoped 
by  these  means  to  induce  her.  in  the  end,  to  lay  aside  the 
ol)<'tinale  aversion  which  she  hiid  conceived  against  him- 
And  indeed  liis  intent  was  Hcconiplislie<l  but  too  well, 
since,  durmi^  the  journey,  slie  not  only  divested  herself 
of  all  her  hatred,  but  fell  into  the  opposite  extreme. 
After  their  return,  the  Marquis  liad  no  longer  any  occa- 
sion to  renew  his  former  reproof.  It  happened  one  day 
that  a  servant  of  the  Marquis,  named  Zoese,  or,  as  some 
call  him,  Gior|;io,  passing  before  the  apartments  of 
Parisina,  saw  goiug  out  from  them  one  of  her  chamber- 
maids, all  lerriticd  and  in  tears.  Asking  the  reason,  she 
told  him  that  licr  mistress,  far  some  slight  offence,  had 
been  beating  her;  and,  giving  vent  to  her  rage,  she 
added,  tliat  she  could  easily  be  revenged,  if  she  chose  to 
make  known  the  criminal  familiarity  which  subsisted 
between  Pahsina  and  her  step-son.  The  servant  took 
note  of  the  words,  and  related  tliein  to  his  master.  He 
was  astounded  thereat,  but.  scarcely  believing  his  cars, 
he  assured  himself  of  the  fact,  alas!  too  clearly,  6n  llie 
18th  of  May,  by  looking  through  a  hole  made  in  the 
ceiling  of  his  wife's  chamber.  Instantly  he  broke  into 
a  furious  rage,  and  arrested  both  of  them,  io|<ether  with 
Aldubrandino  Rangoni,  of  Modena,  her  gentleman,  and 
also,  as  some  say,  two  of  the  women  of  tier  chamber, 
as  abettors  of  thi»  sinful  act.  He  ordered  them  to  be 
broujjht  to  a  hasty  trial,  desiring  tfaejudges  to  pronounce 
sentence,  in  the  accustomed  forms,  upon  the  culprits. 
This  sentence  was  death.  Some  there  were  that  bestirred 
themselves  in  favour  of  the  delinquents,  and,  amongst 
otliers,  Ugocciou  Contrario,  who  was  all-powerful  with 
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Niccolo,  and  aUo  his  aged  and  mucli-dcserviQ{j  minister 
Alberto  dal  Sale.  Both  of  these,  their  tears  tlowing 
tioi^n  their  checks,  and  upon  their  kneess,  implored  him 
for  mercy  :  adducing  whatever  reasons  they  could  sug- 
gcst  for  sparing  the  offenders,  besides  those  motives  of 
honour  and  deccocy  which  might  persuade  him  to  con- 
ceal from  the  public  so  scandalous  a  deed.  But  his  rage 
made  him  inflexible,  and,  on  the  instant,  he  commanded 
that  the  sentence  should  be  put  in  execution. 

M  It  was,  then,  in  the  prisons  of  the  castle,  and 
exactly  in  those  frightful  dungeons  which  arc  seen  at 
this  day  beneath  the  chamber  called  tli«  Aurora,  at  the 
foot  of  the  Lion's  tower,  at  the  top  of  the  street  Giovecca^ 
that  on  the  night  of  the  twenty- first  of  May  were  be- 
headed, first,  Ugo,  and  afterwards  Parisina.  Zoese,  he  that 
accused  her,  conducted  the  latter  uuder  his  arm  to  the 
place  of  punishment.  She,  all  along,  fancied  that  she 
was  to  be  thrown  into  a  pit,  and  asked,  at  c%cry  step, 
whether  she  was  yet  come  to  the  spot  ?  She  was  told 
that  her  punishment  was  the  axe.  She  inquired  what 
was  become  of  Ugo,  and  received  for  answer,  that  he 
was  already  dead  ;  at  the  which,  sighing  grievously,  she 
exclaimed,  'Now,  then,  I  wish  not  myself  to  live;'  and 
being  come  to  the  block,  she  stripped  herself  with  her 
own  hands  of  all  her  ornaments,  and,  wrapping  a  cloth 
round  her  head,  submitted  to  the  fatal  stroke  which 
terminated  the  cruel  scene.  The  same  was  done  with 
Rangoni,  who,  together  with  the  others,  according  to 
two  calendars  in  the  library  of  St  Francesco,  was  buried 
in  the  cemetery  of  that  convent.  Nothing  else  is  known 
respecting  the  women. 

a  The  Marquis  kept  watch  the  whole  of  that  dreadful 
uight,and,  as  he  was  walking  backwards  and  forwards, 


inquired  of  the  captain  of  the  castle  if  Ugo  was  dea*! 
yet?  who  answered  him.  Yes.  lie  then  gave  iiini>«?lf 
up  to  the  most  desperate  lamentations,  exclaiiitiu^;. 
V  Oh  !  thai  I  too  were  dead,  siuce  1  have  been  hurrietl  on 
to  resolve  thus  against  my  own  UgoI>»  ^Vnd  then  g^n.iw  - 
ing  with  his  teeth  a  cane  which  he  had  in  his  hand,  he 
passed  the  re?st  of  the  night  in  sighs  and  in  tears,  callin^^; 
frequently  upon  his  own  dear  Ugo.  On  flic  follow  in^; 
day,  calling  to^mind  that  it  would  be  necessary  to  m  ikc 
public  his  justification,  seeing  that  the  transaction  could 
not  be  kept  Secret,  he  ordered  the  narrative  to  be  drtw  ii 
out  upon  paper,  and  sent  it  to  all  the  courts  of  Italy. 

«  On  receiving  this  advice,  the  Doge  of  Venice,  Kr.in- 
cesco  Foscari,  gave  orders,  but  without  publishing  lii> 
reasons,  that  stop  should  be  put  to  the  preparations  for  a 
tournament,  which,  under  the  au^pices  of  the  Marquis, 
and  at  the  expense  of  the  city  of  Padua,  was  about  in 
take  place,  in  the  square  of  St  Mark,  in  order  to  ctic- 
brate  his  advancement  to  the  ducal  chair. 

«  The  Marquis,  in  addition  to  what  he  had  alrrady 
done,  from  some  unaccountable  burst  of  vengraurr. 
commanded  that  as  many  of  the  married  women  as  were 
well  known  to  him  to  lie  faithless,  like  his  Pari^ini, 
should,  like  her,  be  beheaded.  Amongst  others.  Bar  h.i- 
rina,  or,  as  some  call  her,  Laodamia  Bomei,  wife  of  tlic 
court  judge,  underwent  this  sentence,  at  the  usual  pla*  c 
of  execution,  that  is  to  say,  in  thequnrter  of  StGiacomo, 
opposite  the  present  fortress,  beyond  St  Paul's.  It  c.iu- 
not  be  told  how  strange  appeared  this  proceeding  in  a 
prince,  who,  considering  his  own  disposition,  should,  .t  <  i  r 
seemc<I,  have  been  in  such  cases  most  indulgent.  Some, 
however,  there  were,  who  did  not  fail  to  commend  him.»  > 

'  Frizz! — liitUiry  of  F«rrara. 
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SONNET  ON  CniLLON. 


Eternal  spirit  of  the  chainless  mind! 
Brightest  in  dungeons.  Liberty!  thou  art. 
For  there  thy  habitation  is  the  heart — 
The  heart  which  love  of  thee  alone  can  bindj 
And  when  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  consi(;u'd — 
To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vaults  daylcss  glootn, 
Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyrdom, 
And  Freedom's  fame  finds  wings  on  every  wind. 
Chillon  !  thy  prison  is  a  holy  place, 

And  thy  sad  floor  an  altar — for  t  was  trod. 
Until  his  very  steps  have  left  a  trace, 
Worn,  as  if  thy  cold  pavement  were  a  sod. 
By  Bonnivard! ' — May  none  those  marks  efface! 
For  they  appeal  from  tyranny  to  God. 


TUE 
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1. 

My  hair  is  grey,  but  not  vith  vrars. 

Nor  ^'nw  ir  white 

In  a  single  night,  ' 
.\s  m'lis  luxe  gro\*n  from  sudden  foar^  . 


3Iy  limbs  are  bow'd,  though  not  with  toil. 

But  rusted  with  a  vile  repose, 
For  they  have  been  a  dungeons  «ipoil, 

And  mine  has  been  the  fate  of  those 
To  whom  the  goodly  earth  and  air 
Are  bann  (i,  and  barrd — forbidden  fare  ; 
But  this  was  for  ray  father  s  faith; 
I  suffer'd  chains  and  courted  death  : 
That  father  perisb'd  at  the  stake 
For  tenets  he  would  not  forsake  ; 
And  for  the  same  his  lin'\nl  race 
In  darknr  ss  found  a  dwelling-place. 
Wc  were  seven — who  now  are  one, 

Siv  in  youth,  and  one  in  age, 
Fini-.hd  as  they  had  brgnn, 

Proud  of  persecution  s  rage; 
One  in  lire,  and  tvvo  in  field. 
Their  beiiirf  with  Mood  have  seal'd  ; 
Dying  as  their  father  died. 
For  the  God  their  foes  denied  : 
I  lireo  were  iu  a  dungeon  cast, 
t>t  wiiouj  tlii-»  wreck  is  left  ilie  la^i. 

II. 
Tiure  .ire  -.even  pdl  ir>  ofGoiliir  inoulil, 
III  (iJiilloM  s  ihmgeoijs  «le»'p  and  ohl  ; 
I  lieie  .ire  seven  eoJunins,  massy  and  guv 
Pitn  with  a  dull  iniprisond  ray, 
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A  nuBbcam  whidk  hath  loti  its  way, 
knd  Ihroiagh  the  crevice  and  the  cleft 
Of  the  thick  wall  is  fallen  aad  left, 
CRc|»uig  o*er  the  floor  so  damp. 
Like  a  marsh's  meteor  bmp : 
And  in  each  pillar  there  is  a  ring. 

And  in  each  riog  there  is  a  chain  ; 
That  iron  is  a  cankering  thing. 

For  in  these  limbs  its  teeth  remain. 
With  marks  that  will  not  wear  away, 
Till  I  have  done  with  this  new  day. 
Which  DOW  is  painful  to  these  eyes, 
Which  have  not  seen  the  snn  so  rise 
For  year* — 1  cannot  count  them  o'er, 
I  loot  their  long  and  heavy  score, 
When  my  last  brother  droop'd  and  dictl. 
And  I  lay  living  by  his  side. 

nr. 

They  cbain'd  us  each  to  a  column  stonr. 
And  we  were  three — yet,  each  alone  ; 
We  could  not  move  a  single  pace, 
We  conld  not  see  each  oihcr't  fsce. 
But  with  that  pale  and  livid  light 
That  made  us  straoger^  in  our  sight : 
And  thus  togetUcr^yet  apart, 
Pelter'd  in  hand,  Lot  |>iiied  in  heart— 
T  was  still  some  solace,  in  the  drartli 
Of  the  pnre  elements  of  enrth. 
To  hearken  10  each  other's  speech. 
And  each  turn  comforter  to  each. 
With  some  new  hope,  or  legend  old, 
Or  song  heroically  bold  : 
But  even  these  at  length  grew  cold. 
Our  voices  took  a  dreary  tone, 
An  echo  of  the  dungeou-stonc> 
A  grating  sound — not  full  and  frrr 
As  they  of  yore  were  wont  to  t>e 
It  mi^t  be  fancy — but  to  me 
They  never  sounded  like  our  own. 

IV. 

I  was  the  eldest  of  the  three. 
And  to  uphold  and  cheer  the  rest 
I  onght  to  do — and  did  my  best— 
And  each  did  well  in  his  drgree. 

The  youngest,  whom  my  failirr  lo\ed. 
Because  oar  moUier's  brow  was  (;ivcn 
To  him — with  eyes  as  blue  as  heaven. 
For  him  my  soul  was  sorely  moved  ■ 
And  tmly  might  it  be  distrest 
To  see  such  bird  in  such  a  nesl  i 
For  be  was  beautiful  as  day— 
(When  day  was  beautiful  lo  me 
As  to  young  eacl«*«,  Ix'iug  free)— 
A  polar  day,  which  will  ooi  sec 
A  sunset  till  its  summer  's  qodc. 

Its  sleepless  summer  of  long  li^Ut, 
The  snow-clad  offspring  of  the  itun . 

And  thus  lie  was  as  pure  and  bright, 
And  in  his  natural  spirit  {jay. 
With  tears  for  nouglit  but  others'  ills 
And  then  they  flow'd  like  mountain  nils 
Unless  he  could  assuage  tlie  woe 
Which  he  abhorr'd  to  %iew  below. 


V. 
The  other  vras  as  pnre  of  mind. 
But  form'd  to  combat  with  his  kind : 
Strong  in  his  frame,  and  of  a  mood 
Which  'gainst  tlie  world  in  war  had  ttoo<l, 
And  perish'd  in  the  foremost  rank 

With  joy :— but  not  in  chains  to  pine ; 
His  spirit  wiiher'd  with  their  clank, 

I  saw  it  silently  decline — 

And  so  perchance  in  tooth  did  mine ; 
But  yet  I  forced  it  on  to  cheer 
Those  relics  of  a  home  so  dear. 
He  was  a  hunter  of  ihe  hills, 

Had  foUow'd  there  the  deer  and  wolf : 

To  him  this  dungeon  was  a  gulf, 
And  fetter'd  fieet  the  worst  of  ills. 

VI. 

Lake  Leman  lies  by  Cbillon's  walls : 
A  thousand  feet  in  depth  below 
Its  roa^^y  waters  meet  and  flow ; 
Thus  much  the  failiom>line  wa»  sent 
From  Chilloo's  soow-wliiie  battlement,  ' 

Which  round  about  the  wave  enthrall : 
A  double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 
Have  made — and  like  a  living  grave. 
Below  the  fturfoce  of  the  lake 
The  dark  vault  lies  wherein  we  lay : 
We  heard  it  ripple  ni(;bl  and  day, 

Sounding  o'er  our  heads  it  knock'd  ; 
And  I  have  fell  the  winter's  spray 
Wash  through  the  bars  when  winds  acre  high 
And  wanton  in  the  happy  i^ky; 

And  ihrn  the  very  rock  hath  rock'd, 

And  I  liave  felt  it  hliake  un%hock'd, 
Rrr^Mse  I  could  have  ii.miled  to  see 
The  (le.ith  that  would  have  set  mc  free. 

VII. 

I  said  my  nearer  brother  pined, 
I  said  his  mighty  heart  dechoed, 
He  loathed  and  put  away  his  food; 
It  w:is  not  that 't  was  coarse  and  rude, 
For  we  were  used  to  hunters'  fare. 
And  for  the  like  had  little  care. 
The  milk  drawn  from  the  mountain  goat 
Was  cliangcil  for  water  from  the  moat ; 
Our  bread  was  such  as  captives'  tears 
Have  moisten'd  many  a  thousand  years, 
Since  man  first  pent  his  fellow  men 
Like  brutes  witltin  au  iron  den  : 
Rut  what  were  these  to  us  or  him? 
These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  limb  ; 
My  brother's  soul  was  of  that  mould 
Which  in  a  palace  had  grown  cold. 
Had  his  free  breathing  been  denied 
The  range  of  the  f>teep  mountain's  side. 
But  why  debiy  the  truth  ?— he  died. 
I  Mw  aii<l  could  not  hold  his  head, 
Nor  reach  his  dying  hand — nor  dead, 
Tliou(;h  hard  I  strove,  but  strove  in  vain. 
To  rend  and  gnash  my  bonds  in  twain. 
He  died — and  they  unlock'd  his  cliain. 
And  scoop'd  for  him  a  sliallow  grave 
Even  from  ttie  cold  earth  of  our  cave. 
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I  bcgp'd  ihcm,  as  a  boon,  lo  lay 
His  corse  ill  dust  whereon  ihe  day 
Mijlit  shine  :  it  vas  a  foolish  thought. 
But  then  within  my  brain  it  wrou(;ht. 
That  even  in  death  his  free-born  breast 
Tn  such  a  dun(;eon  could  not  rest. 
I  mi(jht  have  spared  my  idle  prayer — 
They  coldly  laugh'd— and  laid  him  fliorr 
The  flat  and  turfless  earth  above 
The  Ijcing  we  so  much  did  love; 
His  empty  cliAin  above  it  leant, 
Such  murders  fitting  monument ! 

VIII. 
But  he,  the  fovourite  and  the  flower, 
Most  cherish'd  since  his  natal  hour, 
His  mothers  image  in  fair  face, 
The  infant  love  of  all  his  race, 
His  martyr'd  father's  dearest  thought. 
My  latest  care,  for  whom  I  sought 
To  hoard  my  life,  that  his  might  be 
Less  wretched  now,  and  one  day  free  ; 
He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  uniircd 
A  spirit  natural  or  inspired — 
lie,  too.  was  struck,  and  day  by  day 
>Vas  wiilicr'd  on  the  stalk  away. 
Oh  Cod  :  it  is  a  fearful  thing 
To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 
In  any  sliape,  in  any  mood. 
I  'vc  seen  it  rushing  forth  in  blood, 
1  've  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 
Strive  with  a  swoln  convulsive  motion; 
I  've  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 
Of  sin  delirious  with  its  dread  ; 
But  these  were  horrors — this  vas  woe 
Unmix'd  with  such— but  sure  and  slow. 
He  faded,  and  so  calm  and  meek. 
So  softly  worn,  so  sweetly  veak. 
So  tearless,  yet  so  tender-kiud. 
And  grieved  for  those  he  left  behind; 
With  all  the  while  a  cheek  whose  bloom 
Was  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomb. 
Whose  lints  as  gently  sunk  away 
As  a  departing  rainbow's  ray — 
An  eye  of  most  transparent  light, 
That  almost  made  the  dungeon  bri|'ht. 
And  not  a  word  of  murmur — not 
A  groan  o'er  his  untimely  lot ; 
A  little  talk  of  better  days, 
A  little  hope  my  own  to  raise. 
For  I  was  sunk  in  silence — lost 
In  this  last  los«,  of  all  the  most. 
And  then  the  sighs  he  would  suppress 
Of  fainting  nature's  feebleness, 
More  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  and  le^<. 
I  listen'd,  but  I  could  not  hear — 
I  calld,  for  I  was  wild  with  fear; 
I  knew  i  was  hopeless,  but  my  dread 
Would  not  be  thus  admouished  ; 
1  calld,  and  thought  I  hc^^  a  sound  — 
I  burst  my  chain  «ith  one  <;irong  )>ound, 
.\nd  rush'd  to  him  : — I  found  him  not, 
/  only  stirr'd  in  this  black  spot, 
/  only  lived — /  only  drew 
The  accursed  breath  of  dungeon  drw 


The  last — the  sole — the  dearest  link 

Between  me  and  the  eternal  brink. 

Which  bound  me  to  my  failing  race. 

Was  broken  in  this  fatal  place. 

One  on  the  earth,  and  one  beneath — 

My  brothers — both  had  ceased  to  breathe  : 

I  took  that  hand  which  lay  so  still, 

Alas!  my  own  was  full  as  chill ; 

I  had  not  strength  to  stir,  or  strive, 

But  fell  that  I  was  still  alive — 

A  fianlic  feeling  when  we  know 

That  what  we  love  shall  ne'er  he  so. 

I  know  not  why 

I  could  not  die, 
I  had  no  earthly  hope — but  failli. 
And  that  forbade  a  selfish  death. 

IX. 

What  next  befel  mc  then  and  there 

I  know  not  well — I  never  knew — 
First  came  the  toss  of  light,  and  air. 

And  then  of  darkness  too  : 
I  had  no  thought,  no  feeling — none — 
Among  the  stones  I  stood  a  stone, 
.\nd  was,  scarce  conscious  what  1  wist, 
.As  shrubliss  crags  within  the  mist; 
For  all  was  blank,  and  bleak,  and  grey- 
It  was  not  night — it  was  not  day, 
It  was  not  even  the  dungeon-light. 
So  hateful  to  my  heavy  sight. 
But  vacancy  absorbing  sj)are  ; 
And  tincdness  without  a  pi. ice: 
There  were  no  stars — no  earth — no  time — 
No  check — no  change — no  good — no  crime- 
But  silence,  and  a  stirless  breath 
Which  neither  was  of  life  nor  death  ; 
.V  sea  of  stagnant  idleness. 
Blind,  boundless,  mute,  and  motionless  ' 

X. 

A  light  broke  in  upon  my  brain, — 

It  was  the  carol  of  a  bird  ; 
It  ceased,  and  then  it  came  again. 

The  sweeCesi  song  ear  ever  heard  : 
And  mine  was  thankful,  till  my  eyes 
Wmi  o\er  with  the  glad  surprise, 
And  they  th.it  moment  could  not  see 
I  ^^as  the  mate  of  misery. 
But  then  by  dull  degrees  came  back 
My  senses  to  their  wonted  track  : 
1  saw  the  dungeon  walls  and  floor 
Close  slowly  round  me  as  before; 
I  saw  the  glimmer  of  the  sun 
('reepiii!;  as  it  before  had  done  ; 
But  through  the  crevice  where  it  came 
Tliat  bird  was  |>ereird,  as  fond  and  tame, 

.And  tamer  than  upon  the  tree; 
A  lovely  bird,  with  a/ure  wings, 
A  fid  song  that  said  a  tliousan<l  things, 

.\nd  scem'd  to  say  them  all  for  me  ! 
I  never  saw  its  like  before, 
F  ne'er  shall  see  its  likeness  more  : 
It  seein'd  like  me  to  want  a  male. 
But  was  not  half  so  de^olate, 
.\nil  it  was  come  lo  love  nie  when 
Nfiiic  li\ed  to  love  mc  «:o  again, 
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■»  bKk  to  fcel  and  ibiak. 
I  know  not  if  it  ku  ra«  frM, 

Or  broke  in  cift  to  percli  on  ottaa, 
tat  JuMwiBf  mtU  capcifity, 

SweccbMI  leoddaotwiahfbrtbiM! 

0  if  it  wen,  m  wia§fd  fiite, 
ATiwuflt  CromPamtiM; 

For— Beavco  fwgiT*  tkat  thoogbtl  ikc 
Which  made  ■»  hoth  to  weep  and  eaule— 

1  •ometimes  deem'd  that  it  obght  bo 
My  brother  •  mmI  cobo  do«m  to 
Bkc  tbcM  at  laet  away  it  flew, 
Aad  thea  'i  was  ■Mrtal—well  I 
For  he  would  never  ibos  have  flovo, 
And  ]efi  me  tiriee  so  doubly  lone, — 
Lone— as  the  ccvse  within  iu  shroud, 
Lone — ^Bs  a  soHiary  clond, 

A  siofle  cloud  on  a  sooiiy  day, 
While  all  the  rest  c^  heaven  is  dear, 
A  firowB  npon  the  atmosphere. 
That  hath  no  bnsinesA  to  appear 

When  skies  are  blue,  and  earth  is  (jay. 

XI. 
A  kind  of  chaofe  came  in  my  faiie, 
My  keepers  grew  eompassiooale ; 
I  know  not  wbai  had  made  them  so, 
They  were  innred  to  si^bu  of  woe, 
Bat  so  it  was;  my  broken  chain 
With  links  nnlssten'd  did  remain. 
And  it  was  liberty  to  stride 
Alonf  my  cell  from  side  to  side. 
And  up  and  down,  and  then  athwart, 
And  tread  it  over  every  part ; 
And  round  the  pillars  one  by  one, 
Retnming  whece  my  walk  begun. 
Avoiding  only,  as  I  trod. 
My  brothers'  graves  without  a  sod  i 
For  if  1  thought  with  heedless  tread 
Xy  step  prohned  ibeir  lowly  bed. 
My  breath  came  gaspingly  and  Uiick, 
And  my  crnsh'd  heart  fell  blind  and  sick. 

XII. 
1  made  a  footing  in  the  wall, 

It  was  not  therefrom  to  escape. 
For  I  had  buried  one  and  all 

Who  loved  me  io  a  human  shape, 
And  the  whole  earth  would  henceforth  W 
A  wider  prison  ante  me. 
No  child — no  sire— do  kio  had  I, 
9o  partner  in  my  misery: 
I  thought  of  this,  and  I  was  ghid, 
For  thoogiit  of  diem  had  made  me  nud. 
Bnt  I  was  emioos  to  ascend 
To  my  barr'd  windows,  and  to  bend 
Once  more  npon  the  moon  tains  high 
The  qoiet  of  a  loving  eye. 

xni. 

I  saw  them — ^aod  they  were  the  same, 
They  were  not  chnDged  like  mc  in  frame; 
I  saw  their  thousand  years  of  snow 
On  high"their  wide  long  lake  below. 
And  the  bine  Rhone  io  fullest  flow  : 


I  heard  the  tomnu  leap  and  gnah 
O'er  channeU'd  rock  and  brnluB  bash ; 
I  saw  the  whtfe-wall'd  distant  towui, 
And  whiter  sails  go  skimming  daiwa; 
And  then  thse  was  a  Utile  isle/ 
Which  in  my  very  faoe  did  fmile. 

The  only  one  in  view; 
A  small  green  isle,  it  seem'd  no  nsoce. 
Scarce  brooder  than  my  dungeon  floor, 
But  in  it  there  were  three  tall  trees, 
And  o'er  it  blew  the  moswiain  breeae. 
And  by  it  there  were  waien  Bowing, 
And  on  it  there  were  young  Soweva  growing. 

Of  gentle  breath  and  hoe. 
The  fish  swam  by  the  castle  wall. 
And  they  seem'd  joyous  each  and  aU; 
The  eagle  rode  the  rising  blast, 
Methonght  he  never  flew  so  fmt 
As  then  to  me  he  seem'd  to  fly. 
And  then  new  tears  eaou;  in  my  eye. 
And  I  felt  tronbSed— and  wonid  fain 
I  had  not  left  my  recent  chain ; 
And  when  I  did  descend  again, 
The  darkness  of  my  dim  abode 
Fell  on  me  as  a  heavy  load ; 
It  was  as  is  a  new«dng  grave. 
Closing  o'er  one  we  sought  to  save ; 
And  yet  my  glanee,  too  much  oppresft'd, 
Had  alnu»t  need  of  snch  a  rest. 

XIV. 
It  might  be  months,  or  years,  or  days 

I  kept  no  count — I  took  no  note, 
I  had  no  hope  my  eyes  to  raise. 

And  clear  them  of  their  drrary  mote ; 
At  last  men  came  to  set  me  free, 

I  ask'd  not  why,  and  reck'd  not  wherr : 
It  was  at  length  the  same  to  me, 
Fetter'd  or  fetterless  to  be — 

I  leam'd  to  love  despair. 
And  thus  when  they  appear d  at  last. 
And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  cast. 
These  heavy  walls  to  me  had  grown 
A  hermitage — aod  all  my  own ! 
And  half  I  felt  as  they  were  romr 
To  tear  mc  from  a  second  home : 
With  spiders  I  had  friendshtp  made, 
And  watch'd  them  in  their  sullen  trade, 
Had  seen  the  mice  by  moonlight  play. 
And  why  should  I  feel  les«  than  they  ^ 
We  were  all  inmates  of  one  place, 
And  I,  the  monarch  of  each  race, 
Had  power  to  kill— yet,  strange  to  tell ! 
In  quiet  we  had  leam'd  to  dwell : 
My  very  chains  and  I  grew  friends. 
So  much  a  long  communion  tends 
To  make  us  what  we  are: — even  i 
Regain'd  my  freedom  with  a  sigh. 


NOTES. 

Note  I.  Page  so8,  Sonnet,  line  i3. 
By  BonalTBrd !— hnt  Mae  tboM  mtA»  effatw ! 
Francois  de  Bonnivard,  fih  de  Lonis  de  Bonnivard, 
ot  iginaire  de  Sryssel  ct  Seigneur  de  Lanes,  uaqoil  en 
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1496;  a  fie  ses  c'tudes  a  Turin.  Ea  iSio  Jean-Aimc 
<le  Boaoivard,  son  oncle,  lui  rt'sigaa  le  Prieure  de  Saint- 
Victor,  qui  aboutissait  aux  murs  de  Gcn6ve,  et  qui 
formait  un  benefice  considerable. 

Cc  grand  homme  (Bonnivard  mcrite  ce  titre  par  la 
force  de  son  ame,  la  droiture  de  son  coeur,  la  noblesse 
dc  scs  intentions,  la  sagcsse  de  scs  conscils,  Ic  courage 
de  ses  demarches,  letenduc  de  ses  connoissances,  et  In 
vivacile  de  son  esprit),  ce  grand  bomme,  qui  excitcra 
I'admiration  de  tous  ceux  qu  une  vertu  heroiquc  peut 
encore  cmouvoir,  inspirera  encore  la  plus  vivc  recon- 
naissance dans  les  cocurs  dcs  Genevois  qui  ainient  Ge- 
neve. Bonnivard  en  fut  toujours  un  des  plus  fermes 
appuis:  pour  assurer  la  liberie  de  notre  republique,  il 
uc  craignit  pas  de  pcrdrc  souvent  la  siennc ;  il  oublia 
sou  repos;  il  m<;prisa  ses  richesses;  il  ne  ncgligea  rieu 
pour  affcrmir  le  bonheur  d'une  patrie  qu'il  houora  dc 
son  cboix :  dcs  cc  moment  il  la  cherit  comrae  Ic  plus 
zoic  dc  ses  citoyens;  il  la  servit  avec  I'intrepidile  dun 
Ik'tos,  et  il  (-crivuit  son  histoire  avec  la  naivete  d'uu 
philosophe  et  la  chalcur  d'un  patriote. 

II  dit  dans  le  comnriencemcnt  de  son  liisloire  de  Ge- 
neve, que,  dei  ffu'il  eut  commence  de  lire  I'histoire  des 
nations,  il  se  sentit  entraine  par  son  gout  pour  les  re- 
publitfues,  dont  il  eponsa  toujours  les  intercts:  c'est  cc 
{[out  pour  la  liberie  qui  lui  Ht  sans  doutc  adopter  Ge- 
neve pour  sa  patrie. 

Bounivard,cncorfjeunc,s'annoncahautement  commo 
Ic  drfcnbcur  dc  Geneve  coulre  le  Due  de  Savoyc  et  Yv- 
vcque. 

En  1519,  Bonnivard  devintle  martyr  de  sa  patrie  :  Ic 
Due  de  Savoye  elant  entre  dans  (ieneve  avoc  ciuq  cents 
boninies,  Uounivard  craignit  le  ressentimenl  du  due;  ii 
vouhit  sc  retircr  a  Fribourg  pour  en  eviler  les  suites; 
mais  il  fut  trabi par  dcuxhommes  (|ui  laccompiignaicnt, 
ot  conduit  par  ordre  du  prince  a  Grolce,  011  il  resta  pri- 
sonuier  pendant  deux  ans.  Coiuiivard  elait  nialheurcux 
dans  ses  voyages;  coinmc  ses  raalheurs  n'avaient  point 
ralrnti  son  zcle  pour  Geneve,  il  «'iait  toujours  uu  cnnomi 
redoutabic  pour  ceux  qui  la  nicnacail,  et  pur  touso- 
quent  ii  devait  elre  exposL*  a  leurs  coups.  II  fut  reucoiiire 
en  t  't'So  sur  le  Jura,  par  d»*s  volcurs  qui  le  depouillcrcnt, 
et  qui  le  uiireni  encore  entie  les  m.iins  du  Due  dc  Sa- 
voye: ce  prince  Ic  fil  eufcrmcr  daus  Ic  rliatoau  de 
Gbillon,  oil  il  rcsta  sans  fire  inlerrojje  jusqu'on  i536; 
il  fut  alors  delivre  par  les  liernois,  qui  s'empa  ri.Tcni  du 
pays  de  Vaud. 

Bonnivard,  en  sorlanl  de  sa  captivite,  eut  le  plaisirde 
trouver  Geneve  libre  et  refornuie :  la  n-publique  scm- 
pressa  de  lui  lemoigcier  s;i  rccounaiswiuce  et  de  Ic  di> 
domraagcr  des  niaux  qnil  avail  souffcris;  ellc  le  rcrui 
bourgeois  de  la  ville  an  mois  de  juin  i530;  cilc  lui 
donna  la  maison  babitee  autrefois  par  le  Vicaire-G«'- 
neral,  et  elle  lui  assigna  une  pension  de  200  ecus  d'or 
tant  qu'il  sejouruerait  a  (icncve.  II  fut  admis  daus  le 
Gonseil  dc^  DeuxCeuls  en  1S37. 

Bonnivard  n'a  pas  fini  d'etre  utile:  aprcs  avoir  tra- 
vaille  a  rcndre  Gen«-vc  libre,  il  reussit  a  la  rcadre  toK- 
rante.  Bonnivard  engagea  \c  Cou'ieil  a  a*  cordrr  aux 
ecrlesiastiques  et  aux  pays;inH  un  tem]>s  suflis  int  pour 
examiner  les  propositions  qu'on  leur  f.iis  lit ;  il  reus<.ii 
par  sa  douceur  :  ou  prrcbe  tmjjours  Ic  <  liristijiiisnie 
avec  succes  quand  on  If  priflie  a>cc  ( liarito. 

Bonnivard  fut  savant:  ses  manuscri(<,  inii  smih  tjans 
la  bibliotlifqiie  publiipie,  pionvfUl  qu  il  a\ail  bi<-n  lu  b's 
auteurs  classiqucs  laliu>,  et  qiitl  avail  appiufondi  Ki 


theologie  et  I'bistoire.  Ce  grand  homme  aimait  les 
sciences,  et  il  croyait  qu'ellcs  pouvaient  faire  le  gloirf 
de  Geneve;  aussi  il  ne  negligea  rien  pour  les  fixer  dans 
cette  ville  naissante;en  i55i,  il  donna  sa  biblioibtijuc 
au  public;  elle  fut  le  commencement  de  noire  biblio- 
tliequc  publique;  et  ces  livres  sont  en  partie  les  rares  et 
belles  editions  du  quinzieme  si6clc  qu'on  voit  dans  notre 
collection.  Enfin^  pendant  la  meme  annce,  ce  bon  pa- 
triote institua  la  republique  son  bentiere,  a  coudiiion 
quelle  emploierait  ses  biens a  entretenir  le  college  dont 
on  proj elait  la  fondation. 

II  parait  que  Bonnivard  raourut  en  1670;  mais  on  ne 
peut  I'assurer,  parcequ'il  y  a  une  lacunc  dans  le  Necro- 
loge  dcpuis  Ic  mots  de  juillet  i57ojusqu'ea  iS^i. 

Note  2.  Page  208,  liue  3. 
In  a  «int;lc  nitjbt. 
Ludovico  Sforza,  and  others. — The  same  is  as<.ertc<l 
of  Marie  Antoinette's,  the  vife  of  Louis  XVI,  thougii 
not  in  quite  so  short  a  period.  Grief  is  s;nd  to  iiavc 
tbf  same  effect:  to  such,  and  not  to  fear,  this  change 
in  hers  was  to  be  attributed. 

Note  3.  Page  209,  line  81. 

From  (ihilloirs  jtacm-whilc  Itaulcmcnl. 

The  Chateau  de  Chillon  is  situated  between  Clan-ns 
and  Villencuve;  which  last  is  at  one  extremity  of  iIk- 
Lake  of  Geneva.  On  its  left  are  the  entrances  of  the 
niioue,  and  opposite  are  the  heights  of  Meillerie  and  the 
raugc  of  Alps  above  Rovcret  and  St  Gingo. 

Near  it,  on  a  hill  behind,  is  a  torrent;  below  it, 
washing  its  walls,  the  lake  has  been  fathomed  to  the 
depth  of  800  feet  (French  measure):  within  it  are  a 
range  of  dungeons,  in  vfhich  the  early  reformers,  and 
subsequently  prisoners  of  state,  were  confined.  Across 
one  of  the  vaults  is  a  beam  black  with  age,  on  whuh 
we  were  informed  that  the  condemned  were  formerlv 
executed.  In  the  cells  arc  seven  pillars,  or  rather  »iiglit, 
one  being  half-merged  in  the  vrall;  in  some  of  lh»-sc 
are  rings  for  liic  fellers  and  the  fettered  ;  in  the  pave- 
ment the  steps  of  Bonnivard  have  left  their  traces — he 
was  confined  here  several  years. 

It  is  by  this  casile  that  Rousseau  has  fixed  the  cnta- 
sirophe  of  his  Ihrloise,  in  the  rescue  of  one  of  her  chil- 
dren by  Julie  from  the  water:  the  shock  of  which,  ami 
thf  illness  produced  by  the  immersion,  is  the  cause  of 
Iter  death. 

The  chateau  is  large,  and  seen  along  the  lake  for  a 
great  distance.     The  walls  are  white. 

Note  4.  Page  211,  line  65. 
Aiui  Ibcn  llu  rr  \>ao  a  liulo  i«lo. 

Between  the  entr:inces  of  the  Uhonc  and  VilleQouve, 
not  far  from  Chillon,  i>  a  very  small  island;  the  only 
one  I  could  perceive,  in  my  voyage  round  aud  over  ihr 
lake,  within  its  circumference.  It  contains  a  few  trees 
(I  think  not  al)ove  three),  and  from  its  singleness  aud 
tliminutive  si/ehas  a  peculiar  effect  upon  the  \if». 

When  the  foregoing  poem  was  composed  I  was  not 
sufficiently  aware  of  the  hisiorv  of  Bonnivard,  or  I 
sliouM  have  endeavoured  to  dignify  the  subject  by  an 
atteni|)t  fo  celebrate  IiIn  courage  antl  his  virtues.  Some 
.u  count  of  his  life  will  be  found  in  a  noli*  appended  !•» 
ilu-  «  Sonnet  on  Chillon, »  v^itli  which  I  have  been  fur 
nished  by  the  kindness  of  a  cili/eu  of  that  repubiit , 
vvineii  is  still  proud  of  (lie  memorv  of  :i  man  wiirtby  of 
(he  besi  age  of  ancient  freedom. 
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EM«ua«.  Fuvwsll,  ■oMlrar  TravdW :  look  jom,  Ibp,  aad  wmr  Mrsaf*  mIi*  ;  dlMMe  all  tlw 
WmIu  of  jmr  •*•  eoutry ;  b*  oat  of  lov«  witk  yoar  aatiTliy,  aad  sImmI  dild*  God  for  mMkimg 
y«B  ika«  e— !■■■■■  t«b  ar« ;  or  I  wIU  aeuoi  ikiak  il»t  tm  hav«  twaa  ia  a  G«a»«*,« . 

Am  Tm  Ukm  k,  ha  IT.  Som*  I. 

Tkal  k,  baaa  at  rrw'ot.  wUcb  waa  aacb  tUIimI  bj  ibe  yoaag  Eaflbli  f«atk««a  of  thoM  tteaa. 
*«■  what  Pianj  ia  Mip-ika  Mat  of  aU  diMol«<«MM.-S.  A. 


I. 
T  u  koovn,  at  least  it  should  be,  that  throo^hoat 

All  cooatrics  of  the  Catholic  penuauoo, 
Some  weeks  before  Shrove  Tuesday  comes  about, 

The  people  take  their  fill  of  recreation. 
And  bay  repentance  ere  they  grow  devout, 

However  hi^  their  nnk  or  low  their  station. 
With  BddUng,  feasting,  dmiring,  drinking,  masking, 
Aud  other  thiap  that  may  be  had  for  asking. 

n. 

j  The  nomcnt  night  with  dusky  mantle  coven 

I       The  skies  (and  the  more  duskily  the  better), 

I  The  time  leas  liked  by  husbands  than  by  lovers 

!       Begina,  and  prudery  flings  aside  her  fetter; 

t  Aod  giiety  oo  restless  tiptoe  hovers, 

I      Giggling  with  all  the  gallants  who  beset  her; 

I  And  there  arc  songs  and  quavers,  roaring,  humming, 

I  Guitars,  and  every  other  sort  of  strumming. 

I  m. 

I  And  there  are  dresses  splendid,  but  fantastical, 
I       Masks  of  all  times  and  nations,  Turks  and  Jews, 
I  And  harlequins  and  clowna,  with  fieaU  gymnastical, 
Cn*eks,  Romans,  Tankee-doodles,  and  Hindoos ; 
All  kinds  of  dress,  except  the  ecclesiastical. 

All  people,  as  their  fancies  hit,  may  chuse; 
Bat  no  one  in  these  parts  may  quii  lite  clergy — 
Therefore  lake  heed,  ye  freethinkers !  I  charge  ye. 

IV. 

Toa  'd  better  walk  about  begirt  with  briars, 
Instead  of  coat  and  small-clothes,  than  put  on 

A  single  stitch  reflecting  upon  friars, 
Allhou^  yon  swore  it  only  was  in  fun  : 

They  'd  haul  you  o'er  the  coals,  and  %t\r  the  fires 
Of  Pblegetbon  with  every  motlicr's  son, 

Nor  say  one  mass  to  cool  the  cauldron's  bubble 

That  boird  your  bones,  unless  you  paid  tliem  double. 

V. 
But,  saving  this,  you  may  put  on  wliate'cr 

Too  like,  by  way  of  doublet,  rape,  or  cloak, 
Such  as  in  Monmouth-street,  or  in  Rag  Fair, 

Would  rig  you  out  io  seriousae^  or  joke ; 
And  even  in  Italy  such  places  are. 

With  prettier  names  in  softer  arcrots  spoke, 
For,  bating  Covent-garden,  I  ran  hit  on 
No  place  that 's  call'd  «  Piaxxa  n  in  Great  Britain. 


VI. 
This  feast  is  named  the  Carnival,  which,  being 

Interpreted,  implies  ■  farewell  to  flesh :» 
So  call'd,  because,  the  name  and  thing  agreeing. 

Through  Lent  they  live  on  fish  both  salt  and  fresli. 
But  why  they  usher  Lent  with  so  much  glee  in. 

Is  more  than  1  can  tell,  although  I  guess 
T  is  as  we  lake  a  glass  with  friends  at  parting. 
In  the  stage<oach  or  packet,  just  at  starling. 

VII. 

And  thus  they  bid  fuewell  to  carnal  dishes. 
And  solid  meats,  and  highly-spiced  ragouts, 

To  live  for  forty  days  on  ill-drrss'd  fishes, 
Because  they  have  no  sauces  to  their  stews, 

A  thing  which  causes  many  «  poohs  »  and  «  pithes,* 
And  several  oaths  (which  would  not  suit  the  Muse), 

From  travellers  accustom'd  from  a  boy 

To  eat  their  salmon,  at  the  least,  with  soy  : 

VIM. 

And  tberrfore  humbly  I  would  recommend 
«Tlte  curious  io  fish-sauce, »  Ix-fore  they  cross 

The  M>a,  to  bid  their  cook,  or  wife,  or  friend. 
Walk  or  ride  to  the  Strand,  and  buy  in  gross 

(Or  if  set  out  beforehand,  these  may  send 
By  any  means  least  liable  to  loss). 

Ketchup,  Soy,  Chili-vinegar,  and  Harvey, 

Or,  by  the  Lord!  a  Lent  will  well  nigh  starve  ye; 

IX 

That  is  to  say,  if  your  religion  '%  Roman, 
And  you  at  Rome  would  do  as  Romans  do, 

Acconiiog  to  tlic  proverb, — although  no  man, 
If  foreign,  is  obliged  to  fast;  and  you. 

If  prote<vtant,  or  sickly,  or  a  woman. 
Would  rather  dine  in  sin  on  a  ragout — 

Dine,  aod  be  d— d !— I  don't  mean  to  be  coarse— 

But  that  *s  tite  penalty,  to  say  no  worse. 

X. 

Of  ail  the  places  where  the  Carnival 

Was  mo«t  facetious  in  the  days  of  yore. 
For  dance  and  song,  and  sereiiadr,  and  ball, 

And  maitqur  and  mime,  and  mystery,  and  more 
Tlun  I  have  time  to  tell  now,  or  at  all, 

Venice  the  bell  from  every  city  bore ; 
And  at  tlie  moment  when  I  fix  my  story, 

Tliat  Mra-born  city  was  in  all  her  glory. 


7. 1  4 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


XI. 

Tliey  've  pretty  faces  yet,  those  same  Venetians, 

Uluck  eyes,  arcli'd  brows,  and  sweet  expressions  still, 

Sucli  as  of  old  were  copied  from  the  Grecians, 
In  ancient  arts  by  moderns  raimick'd  ill; 

And  like  so  many  Venuses  of  Titian's 

(The  best 's  at  Florence — see  it,  if  ye  will), 

They  look  when  leaning  over  the  balcony. 

Or  stepp'd  from  out  a  picture  by  Giorjjione, 

XII. 
Whose  tints  are  truth  and  beauty  at  their  best ; 

And  when  you  to  Manfrini's  palace  go. 
That  picture  (howsoever  fine  the  rest) 

Is  loveliest  to  my  mind  of  ail  the  show: 
It  may  perhaps  be  also  to  ^-our  zest, 

And  that 's  the  cause  I  rhyme  upon  it  so  : 
T  is  but  a  portrait  of  his  sou,  and  wife. 
And  self:  but  such  a  woman!  love  in  life! 

XIII. 
Love  in  full  life  and  length,  not  love  ideal, 

No,  nor  ideal  beauty,  that  fine  name. 
Cut  something  better  still,  so  very  real. 

That  the  sweet  model  must  have  been  the  same  : 
A  thing  that  you  would  purchase,  beg,  or  steal, 

Were  l  not  impossible,  besides  a  sliamc: 
The  face  recals  some  face,  as  't  were  with  pain. 
You  once  have  seen,  but  ne'er  will  see  again  : 

XIV, 
One  of  those  forms  which  flit  by  us,  when  we 

Are  young,  and  fix  our  eyes  on  every  face; 
And,  oh!  the  loveliness  at  times  we  see 

In  momentary  gliding,  the  soft  grace, 
The  youth,  the  bloom,  the  beauty  which  agree 

In  many  a  nameless  being  w^e  retrace, 
Whose  course  and  home  we  knew  not,  nor  shall  know, 
Like  the  lost  Pleiad,'  seen  no  more  below. 

XV. 

I  said  that  like  a  picture  by  Giorgionc 
Voiietiaii  women  were,  and  so  they  are, 

Particularly  seen  from  a  balcony 

(For  bfMuty  s  sometimes  best  set  off  afjrj ; 

And  tlicre.  just  like  a  heroine  of  Goldoui, 

Thoypeep  from  out  the  blind,  or  o'er  the  l)ar  ; 

And,  truth  to  say,  they  Ve  mostly  very  pretty. 

And  rather  like  to  show  it,  more  s  the  pity  ! 

XVI. 

For  glances  beget  ogles,  ogles  sighs. 

Sighs  wishes,  wishes  words,  and  words  a  letter. 

Which  Hies  on  wings  of  light-heerd  Mercuries, 
Who  do  such  things  because  they  know  no  bettor; 

And  then,  God  knows  what  mischief  may  a^i^^, 
When  love  links  two  young  people  in  one  fetter, 

Vile  assignations,  and  adulterous  beds. 

EIopemcnLs,  broken  vows,  and  hearts,  and  lie  ids. 

xvn. 

Shakspoare  described  the  sex  in  Dcsdemona 

A>  very  fair,  but  yet  suspori  in  fame. 
And  to  this  day  from  Venice  to  Verona, 

Such  matters  may  be  probably  the  same, 
Ex«ept  ili.it  since  those  times  was  never  known  a 

llusliaud  whom  mere  su^pit  i«ni  coultl  mllainr 
To  suffocate  a  wife  no  more  lii  in  tweniv, 
Uecausc  .she  had  a  ««  cavalier  soi\entc.» 


XVIII. 
Their  jealousy  (if  they  are  ever  jealous) 

Is  of  a  fair  complexion  altogether. 
Not  like  that  sooty  devil  of  Othellos, 

Which  smothers  women  in  a  bed  of  feather, 
But  worthier  of  these  much  more  jolly  fellows, 

When  weary  of  the  matrimonial  tether 
His  head  for  such  a  wife  no  mortal  bothers. 
Out  takes  at  once  another,  or  anoliier's. 

XIX. 

Didst  ever  see  a  gondola?     For  fear 

You  should  not,  I  'II  describe  it  you  exactly,- 

'T  is  a  long  covered  boat  that  s  common  here. 
Carved  at  the  prow,  built  lightly,  but  compactly; 

Row'd  by  two  rowers,  each  call'd  wGondolier,i> 
It  glides  along  the  water  looking  blackJy, 

Just  like  a  coffiu  clapt  in  a  canoe, 

Where  none  can  make  out  what  you  say  or  do. 

XX. 

And  up  and  down  the  long  canals  they  go, 

And  under  the  Ilialto  shoot  along, 
By  uiglit  and  day,  all  paces,  swift  or  slow ; 

And  round  the  theatres,  a  sable  throng. 
They  wait  in  their  dusk  livery  of  woe; 

Dut  not  to  them  do  woful  things  belong, 
For  sometimes  they  contain  a  deal  of  fun. 
Like  mourning  coaches  when  the  funeral 's  done 

XXI. 
But  to  my  story. — T  was  some  years  ago, 

It  may  be  thirty,  forty,  more  or  less. 
The  Carnival  was  at  its  height,  and  so 

Were  all  kinds  of  bnffoonery  and  dress; 
A  certain  lady  went  to  sec  the  show. 

Her  real  name  I  know  not,  nor  can  guess. 
And  so  we  11  call  her  Laura,  if  you  please, 
Because  it  slips  into  my  verse  with  ease. 

xxn. 

She  was  not  old,  nor  young,  nor  at  the  years 
Which  certain  people  call  a  »  certain  agc,*> 

Whicli  yet  the  most  uncertain  age  appear:*. 
Because  I  never  heard,  nor  could  engage 

A  person  yet  by  prayers,  or  bribes,  or  tears, 
To  name,  define  by  speeeli,  or  write  on  page. 

The  period  meant  precisely  bvthat  word, — 

Which  surely  is  exceedin(]ly  absurd. 

XXIII. 
Laura  was  blooming  still,  had  made  the  best 

Of  time,  and  time  returnd  the  compliment, 
An<l  treated  her  <renteellv.  so  tliat,  dress'd. 

She  look'd  extremely  well  where'er  she  went: 
A  pretty  woman  is  a  welcome  guest. 

And  Lauras  brow  a  frown  h.id  rarely  bent; 
Ind'-ed  she  shone  all  smiles,  nn«l  seem  d  to  flatter 
.Mankind  vith  her  black  eyes  for  looking  at  her. 

XXIV. 

She  was  a  married  wuninii  ;  "l  is  convenient, 
Becuisc  in  Chrlsli.in  countries  t  is  a  rule 

To  view  their  little  slips  with  eyes  more  lenient; 

Wh'Meas  if  single  lailic;  play  the  fool 
I'nless.  ^^i(|^ul  the  period    inieivenient, 
\  well-limed  wedding;  ni  ike«.  the  scandal  cooP. 

I  don't  kciow  how  (liey  i"\er  can  get  over  if. 

lAcepl  tliey  ni>(ii.«j;c  mvi  i  to  discuser  it. 
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!  XXT. 

I  Her  hualkaid  saiTd  opon  tlic  Ailriatie, 

I      And  made  tone  n>yagea,  loo,  io  oUwr  wem$^ 

I  And  wheo  be  lay  ui  quanaiiae  Ibr  praiiqut 

(A  forty  days'  precautaoa  'saimt  disease), 
I  His  wife  woaU  moul,  at  tunet,  her  highest  attic, 

For  ihenoe  the  coold  discern  the  ship  mijtt  ease : 
j  Ue  vas  a  merefaaat  iradinf  to  Aleppo, 
I  ni«  name  Giuseppe,  eall'd  more  briefly,  Beppo.  * 

XXVL 
I  He  was  a  mao  aa  daiky  at  a  Spaniard, 

Sonbarat  with  travel,  yet  a  portly  fignra; 
Though  coloor'd,  as  it  were,  within  a  tan-yard. 
He  was  a  person  both  of  sense  and  vigour— 
A  belter  seaman  never  yet  did  man  yard  : 

And  iJke,  althongh  her  munners  show'd  no  rigour, 
Was  deem'd  a  woman  of  the  strictest  principle, 
So  mnch  as  to  be  thought  almost  invincible. 

XXVII. 
But  several  years  elapsed  since  they  had  met ; 

Some  people  thought  the  ship  was  lost,  and  some 
Tliat  be  bad  somehow  blunder'd  into  debt, 

Aad  did  not  like  the  thoughts  of  steering  home; 
And  there  were  several  offer'd  any  bet. 

Or  that  he  would,  or  that  he  would  not  come, 
For  mo«i  men  (till  by  losing  render'd  sager) 
Will  back  their  own  opinions  with  a  wager. 

XXVIII. 
T  i.%  said  that  dbeir  last  parting  was  pathetic, 

As  partings  often  are,  or  ought  to  be, 
And  tbeir  presentiment  was  quite  prophetic 

That  they  should  never  more  each  other  see 
'A  «ort  of  morbid  feeling,  half  poetic. 

Which  I  have  known  occur  in  two  or  three), 
When  kneeling  on  the  shore  upon  her  sad  knee. 
He  left  this  Adriatic  Ariadne. 

XXIX. 

And  Laura  watted  loog,  and  wept  a  Utile, 
And  thought  of  wearing  weeds,  as  well  she  might; 

She  almost  lose  all  appetite  for  victual, 
!       And  cottld  not  sleep  with  ease  alone  at  night ; 

She  deemM  the  window-frames  and  shutters  brittle 
'      Against  a  daring  housebreaker  or  sprite, 
'  And  so  she  thought  it  prudent  to  connect  her 
'  With  a  vice-husband,  tlutfij  la  proUci  ktr. 


She  chose,  (and  wfanc  it  there  they  will  not  cfauae, 
I      If  only  you  will  but  oppose  tbeir  choice  ?) 
i  Till  Beppo  should  return  from  hb  long  cruise. 
And  bid  once  more  her  faithful  heart  rejoice, 
A  Boan  some  women  like,  and  yet  abuse — 
A  coxcomb  was  ha  by  the  public  voice : 
A  count  of  wealth,  fhey  said,  as  well  as  quality, 
And  in  his  pleasures  of  great  liberality. 

XXXI. 

And  then  he  was  a  count,  and  then  he  knew 

Music  and  dancing,  fiddling,  French,  and  Tuscan ; 

The  last  not  easy,  be  it  known  to  you, 
For  fiew  Italians  speak  the  right  Etruscan. 

He  was  a  critic  upon  operas  too. 
And  knew  ail  niceties  of  the  sock  and  buskin ; 

And  no  Venetian  andience  could  endure  a 

Song,  scene,  or  air,  when  he  cried  «  seccatura.» 


xxxn. 

His  «  bravo*  was  decisive,  for  that  sound 
ilosh'd  ■  academic*  »igh'd  in  silent  awe; 

The  fiddlers  trembled  as  he  look'd  around. 
For  fear  of  some  false  note's  detecied  flaw. 

Tlte  ■  prima  donna's*  taneful  heart  would  bound. 
Dreading  the  deep  damnation  of  his  •  bah !» 

Soprano,  basso,  even  the  contra-alto, 

Wi»h*d  him  five  fr thorn  under  the  Rialto. 

xxxni. 

He  patronized  the  improwisatori, 

Nay,  could  himself  extemporise  some  stanzas. 
Wrote  rhymes,  sang  songs,  could  also  tell  a  story. 

Sold  pictures,  and  was  skilful  in  the  dance  as 
Italians  can  be,  though  in  this  their  glory 

Must  surely  yield  tlie  palm  to  that  which  France  has; 
In  short,  he  was  a  perfect  cavaliero. 
And  to  his  very  valet  seem'd  a  hero. 

XXXIV. 

Then  he  was  faithful  too,  as  well  as  amorous; 

So  that  no  sort  of  female  could  complain. 
Although  they're  now  and  then  a  little  clamorous, 

lie  never  put  the  pretty  souls  in  pain : 
His  heart  was  pne  of  those  which  most  enamour  us. 

Wax  to  receive,  and  marble  to  retain. 
He  was  a  lover  of  the  good  old  school, 
Who  still  become  more  constant  as  they  cool. 

XXXV. 

No  wonder  such  accomplishmentt  should  Inni 
A  female  bead,  however  sage  and  steady : 

With  scarce  a  hope  that  Beppo  could  return. 
In  law  he  was  almost  »»  good  as  dead ;  he 

Nor  «(ent,  nor  wrote,  nor  show'd  the  least  concern, 
And  fthe  had  wailed  several  years  already ; 

And  really  if  a  man  won't  let  us  know 

That  he 's  alive,  he 's  dead,  or  should  be  so. 

XXXVI. 

Besides,  within  the  Alps,  to  every  woman 
(Although,  God  knows,  it  is  a  grievous  sin), 

T  is,  I  may  say,  permitted  to  have  two  men  : 
I  can't  tell  who  first  brought  the  custom  in, 

Bnt  «  Cavalier  Serventes*  are  quite  common, 
And  no  one  notices,  nor  cares  a  pin ; 

And  we  may  call  this  (not  to  say  the  wortt) 

A  second  marriage  which  corrupls  the^rsl. 

XXXVII. 

The  word  was  formerly  a  «  Gcisbeo,* 

But  Aat  is  now  grown  vulgar  and  indecent ; 

The  Spaniards  call  the  person  a  «  Cortijo^*  * 

For  the  same  mode  subsists  in  Spain, though  recent: 

In  short  it  readies  from  the  Po  to  Teio, 

And  may  perhaps  at  last  be  o'er  the  sea  sent. 

But  Heaven  preserve  Old  England  from  such  courses! 

Or  what  becomes  of  damage  and  divorces  ? 

XXXVIH. 
However,  I  still  think,  with  all  due  deferenoe 

To  the  fair  single  part  of  the  creation. 
That  married  ladies  should  preserve  the  preference 

In  tete-u-Cele  or  general  conversation — 
And  this  I  say  without  peculiar  reference 

To  England,  France,  or  any  other  nation«» 
Because  they  know  the  world,  and  are  at  ease, 
And  being  natural,  naturally  please. 
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XXXIX. 

T  is  true,  your  budding  Miss  is  rery  charming, 
Dut  shy  and  awkward  at  first  coming  out; 

So  much  alarm'd,  that  she  is  quite  alarming; 
All  giggle,  blush;  half  pertness,  and  half  pout; 

And  glancing  at  Mamma,  for  fear  there's  harm  in 
What  you,  she,  it,  or  thf>y,  may  be  about. 

The  nursery  still  lisps  out  in  all  they  utter — 

Besides,  they  always  smell  of  bread  and  butter. 

XL. 

But  u  Cavalier  Servcnte»  is  the  phrase 

Used  in  politest  circles  to  express 
This  supernumerary  slave,  who  stays 

Close  to  the  lady  as  a  part  of  dress, 
lier  word  the  only  law  which  he  obeys. 

Ills  is  no  sinecure,  as  you  may  guess; 
Coach,  servants,  gondola,  he  goes  to  call, 
And  carries  fan,  and  tippet,  gloves,  and  shawl. 

XLI. 
With  all  its  sinful  doings,  I  must  say. 

That  Italy 's  a  pleasant  place  to  me. 
Who  love  to  see  the  sun  shine  every  day. 

And  vines  (not  nail'd  to  walls)  from  tree  to  tree 
Fesloou'd,  much  like  the  back  scene  of  a  play, 

Or  mclodrame,  which  people  Hock  to  see, 
When  the  first  act  is  ended  by  <i  dance. 
In  vineyards  copied  from  the  south  of  France. 

XLII. 
I  like  on  autumn  evenings  to  ride  out. 

Without  being  forced  to  bid  my  groom  be  sure 
My  cloak  is  round  his  middle  strapp'd  about. 

Because  the  skies  are  not  the  most  secure  : 
I  know  too  that,  if  stoppd  upon  my  route, 

Where  the  green  alleys  windingly  allure. 
Reeling  with  grapes  red  waggons  choke  the  way — 
In  Kngland  't  would  be  dung,  dust,  or  a  dray. 

XLII  I. 
I  also  like  to  dine  on  bccnficas, 

To  .«.ee  the  sun  set,  sure  he  11  rise  to-morrow, 
Not  through  a  misty  morning,  twinkling  weak  as 

A  drunken  man's  dead  eye  in  maudlin  sorrow. 
But  with  nil  heaven  t'  himself;  that  day  will  break  as 

Beauteous  as  cloudless,  nor  be  forced  to  borrow 
That  sort  of  farihing-candle  iiglit,  which  glimmers 
Wlierc  reeking  London's  smoky  cauldron  simmen». 

XLIV. 
1  love  the  language,  that  soft  bastard  Latin, 

Which  melts  like  kisses  from  a  female  mouih, 
And  sounds  as  if  it  should  be  writ  on  sa(in. 

With  syllables  which  breathe  of  the  sweet  south, 
And  gentle  liquids  gliding  all  so  pat  in. 

That  not  a  single  accent  seems  uncouth, 
Like  our  harsh  northern  whistling,  grunting  guttural, 
Which  were  obliged  to  hiss,  and  spit,  and  sputter  all. 

XLV. 
1  like  the  women  too  (forgive  my  folly), 

From  the  rich  peasaiii-clieek  of  ruddy  bron/e. 
And  large  black  eyes  that  Hash  on  you  a  volley 

t^f  rays  that  say  a  thousand  tilings  at  once, 
To  the  high  dama  s  brow,  more  melancholy, 

But  clear,  and  with  a  wild  and  liquid  glance, 
Heart  on  her  lips,  and  soul  within  her  eyes, 
Soft  js  her  clime,  and  suiniy  as  her  skies. 


XLVI. 
V.ve  of  the  land  which  still  is  Paradise  ! 

Italian  beauty!  didst  thou  not  inspire 
Raphael,  4  who  died  in  thy  embrace,  and  vies 

With  all  wc  know  of  heaven,  or  can  desire. 
In  what  he  hath  bequeath'd  us!— in  what  guise. 

Though  (lashing  from  the  fervour  of  the  lyre, 
Would  words  describe  thy  past  and  present  glow. 
While  yet  Canova  can  create  below.' 

XLVII. 

M  England !  with  all  thy  faults  I  love  thee  still,* 
I  said  at  Calais,  and  have  not  forgot  it : 

I  like  to  speak  and  lucubrate  my  fill ; 

I  Hke  the  government  (but  that  is  not  it); 

I  like  the  freedom  of  the  press  and  quill ; 

I  like  the  Habeas  Corpus  (when  we  ve  got  it); 

I  like  a  parliamentary  debate, 

Particularly  when  l  is  not  too  late ; 

XLVIII. 
I  like  the  taxes,  when  they're  not  too  many; 

I  like  a  sea-coal  fire,  when  not  too  dear; 
I  like  a  beef-steak,  too,  as  well  as  any  ; 

Have  no  ol)jection  to  a  pot  of  beer ; 
I  like  the  weather,  when  it  is  not  rainy. 

That  is,  1  like  two  months  of  every  year. 
And  so  Cod  save  the  n-geiit,  church,  and  king  I 
Which  means,  that  I  like  all  and  every  thing. 

XLIX. 
Our  standing  army,  and  disbanded  seamen. 

Poors  rate,  reform,  my  own,  the  nation's  debt, 
Our  little  riots  just  to  show  we  arc  freemen. 

Our  trifling  bankruptcies  iu  the  gazette. 
Our  cloudy  cliuiate,  and  our  chilly  women, 

All  these  I  can  forgi>e,  aii«l  those  forget, 
And  greatly  \encratc  our  recent  glories, 
And  wish  they  were  not  owing  to  the  toritrs. 

L. 

But  to  my  tale  of  Laura, — for  I  find 

Digression  is  a  sin,  thii  by  degrees 
Becomes  cxircdiug  tedious  to  my  mind, 

And,  therefore,  may  the  reader  too  thspleasc — 
The  gentle  rratler,  who  may  wax  unkind. 

And,  caring  little  for  (he  author's  ease, 
Insist  on  kuowiiig  what  he  means — a  hard 
And  hapless  situation  for  a  bard. 

LI. 

Oh  !  that  I  hfid  the  art  of  easy  writing 

What  should  be  easy  reading!  could  I  scale 

Parnassus,  where  the  Musts  sit  inditing 
Those  pretty  poems  never  known  to  fail. 

How  qnit'kly  would  I  print  (the  world  delighting) 
A  Grecian,  Syrian,  or  Assyrian  tale; 

And  M-il  von,  mix'd  with  western  sentimental  ism, 

Some  samples  of  the  finest  orientalism. 

•  i\vle.  , 

Iu  lalkini;  lliui,  llic  writer rooriM'tporiallj 

Of  Mtuiicn.  MuiiUl  l>o  uii>l''r»liMMl  lu  »av, 
Il>'  »|i''iik«  pi»  it  %|»-<'liil<>r,  iiol  iitlii  iall\, 

.\uil  Jilwi«>t.  rv.talcr,  in  a  iiiihJc>i  way. 
Peril  i|i»,  l<M>,  in  no  »•  ry  (;r«4iiil<i;rf»'  »Uiill  h>" 

A|>|><.-jr  ic>  Ii,i>(' onciiiJ'-il  in  lliiklii), 
Siuri-,  u«iill  Liiuw,  witli'iut  ihcK-t,  oiir  Mirinrt* 

>\'i'iuld  »'-cui  unbui»b  d  liki-  tticir  uDiriiiiiu'tl  licino<*U. 

(^it;ni-tl)      i'ftiwiKk't  licviL. 
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Uf. 
Bat  I  am  by  t  •  oamdcw  lort  of  pcrtoa 

(A  broken  daody  lately  oo  my  travdt), 
And  take  Ibr  rbyme,  to  hook  my  rambliog  ^tna  on. 

The  fine  dioi  Walkers  Lcaicoo  nnravcU, 
And  when  I  caa'l  find  that,  1  pat  a  worse  on, 

Not  caring  at  I  ought  for  critics'  eatils: 
I  Ve  half  a  mind  to  tumble  down  to  prote» 
B«t  vene  is  more  in  fashion— to  here  goes. 

LIU. 
Tbe  Count  and  Laura  made  their  new  arraogemeot, 

VThich  lasted,  as  arrangemeols  sometimes  do. 
For  half  a  doMn  years  without  estrsngement : 

They  had  their  little  difference*  too ; 
Those  jcalons  whififi^  which  never  any  change  meant : 

In  each  affiurs  there  probably  are  f^w 
Who  have  not  had  this  pooling  sort  of  squabble. 
From  sinncfs  of  high  sution  lo  the  rabble. 

LIV. 
fine  oo  the  whole  they  were  a  happy  pair. 

As  happy  as  onlavfnl  love  could  make  them ; 
The  gratleman  was  food,  the  lady  fair, 

Their  chains  to  slight,  't  was  not  worth  while  tobrrak 
them: 
The  world  brheld  them  with  indulgent  air ; 

Tbe  pions  only  with'd  ■  the  devil  uke  them!* 
Be  took  them  not;  he  very  oftea  wails. 
And  leaves  old  sinners  to  be  young  ones*  baits. 

LV. 
But  they  wtn  yoong :  O !  what  without  onr  youth 

Woold  love  be  f  What  would  youth  be  without  lo^r ! 
Toutk  lends  its  joy,  and  tweetneM,  vigour,  truth, 

Heart,  soul,  and  all  that  seems  as  from  above  : 
Bttt,  languishing  with  years,  it  grows  uncouth— 

One  of  few  things  experience  don't  improve, 
Which  is,  perhaps,  the  reason  why  old  fellows 
Arc  always  so  preposleronsly  jealous. 

LVL 
It  was  the  Gemiral,  as  I  have  said 

Some  six  and  thirty  stanas  back,  and  so 
Laura  the  nsnal  prepacatioiu  made, 

Which  yon  do  when  your  mind's  made  up  to  go 
To-night  to  Mrs  Boehm's  masquerade, 

Specuior  or  partaker  in  the  show ; 
Tbe  only  difference  known  between  the  ca«es 
U — ikere,  we  have  six  weeks  of  <  varuiih'd  faces.* 

LVIL 
Laura,  when  drest,  wm  ( as  I  sang  before)  - 

A  pretty  woman  as  was  ever  teen. 
Fresh  as  the  angel  o'er  a  new  inn-door. 

Or  firontiipiece  of  a  new  magaiine, 
With  all  the  fsshions  which  the  la«t  month  wore, 

Colonrd,  and  silver  paper  leaved  between 
Tbat  and  the  title-page,  fcMr  fear  the  press 
Shoold  soil  with  porta  of  speech  tbe  parts  of  dress. 

LVIH. 
They  went  to  the  Kidotto ;— 't  is  a  hall 

Where  people  dance,  and  sup,  and  dance  again : 
Its  proper  name,  perhaps,  were  a  mask'd  ball. 

But  that's  of  no  importance  lo  my  Mrain ; 
T  is  (on  a  smaller  scale)  like  our  Vauxhall, 

Excepting  that  it  can't  be  spoilt  by  rain : 
The  company  is  •  mixt*  (the  phrase  I  quote  is, 
h%  much  as  isyinf,  they  're  below  your  notice) ; 


LIX. 
For  a  •  mixt  company*  implies,  that,  tava 

Yourself  and  friends,  and  half  a  hundrad 
Whom  you  may  bow  to  wiihoot  looking  gnv^ 

The  rmt  are  but  a  vulgar  tet,  the  bore 
Of  public  places,  where  they  basely  brave 

The  fashionable  stare  of  twenty  score 
Of  well-bred  persons,  called  « tAe  wortd;*  bat  I, 
Although  I  know  them,  really  don't  know  why. 

LX. 

This  is  the  case  in  England ;  at  least  was 

During  the  dynasty  of  dandies,  now 
Perchance  succeeded  by  some  other  class 

Of  imitated  imitaion : — how 
Irrrparably  toon  decline,  ala« ! 

Tlie  demagogues  of  fashion :  all  below 
Is  frail;  how  easily  tbe  world  is  lost 
By  love,  or  nar,  and  now  and  then  by  frost ! 

LXL 

Crush'd  was  Napoleon  by  the  northern  Thor, 
Wlio  knock'd  kit  army  down  with  icy  hammer, 

Stopp'd  by  the  elements,  like  a  whaler,  or 

A  blundering  novice  in  his  new  French  grammar: 

Good  cau«r  had  he  to  doubt  tbe  chance  of  war, 
And  at  for  fortune— but  I  dare  not  d— n  her, 

Becaute  were  I  to  ponder  to  infinity, 

Tlie  more  I  slionld  believe  in  her  divinity. 

LXIL 
She  rules  the  present,  past,  and  all  to  be  yet. 

She  gives  us  luck  in  lotteries,  love,  and  marriage; 
I  cannot  say  that  she 's  done  much  for  me  yet; 

Not  that  1  mean  her  bounties  to  di).panige: 
We  've  not  yet  closed  accounts,  aud  we  shall  see  yet 

How  much  she  '11  make  ameuds  for  patt  mitcarriage  i 
Meantime  the  goddets  I  '11  no  more  importune, 
Cnlcss  10  ihank  lier  when  she 's  made  my  fortune. 

LXIII. 
To  turn, — and  to  retnm;-~>the  devil  lake  it. 

This  fttory  tlips  for  ever  through  my  fingers. 
Because,  just  as  the  stansa  likes  lo  make  it. 

It  needs  must  be— and  so  it  rather  lingers : 
This  form  of  nne  begun,  I  can  't  well  break  it, 

But  must  keep  time  and  tune  like  public  singers ; 
But  if  I  once  get  through  my  present  measure, 
I  '11  take  another  when  I  *m  next  at  lei^i|re. 

LXIV. 
They  went  to  the  Ridotto— 'i  is  a  place 

To  which  I  mean  to  go  myself  to-morrow, 
Just  to  divert  my  thougliis  a  little  space. 

Because  I  'm  rather  hippish,  and  may  borrow 
Some  spirits,  guesting  at  nhat  kind  of  face 

May  lurk  beneath  each  mask,  and  aa  my  sorrow 
Slackens  its  pace  sometimes,  I  '11  make  or  find 
Something  shall  leave  it  half  an  boor  behind. 

LXV. 

Now  Laura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd. 
Smiles  in  her  eyes,  and  simpers  on  her  lips; 

To  some  the  whispers,  others  speaks  aloud ; 
To  some  she  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dips. 

Complains  of  warmth,  and  this  complaint  avow  d, 
Her  lover  brings  tho  lemonade,— the  sips; 

Slie  then  surveys,  condemns,  but  pities  still 

Her  dearest  friends  for  being  drest  so  ill. 

s8 
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IXVI. 

Ooe  has  false  curl«,  another  too  much  paint, 

A  third— where  did  she  buy  that  frightful  turban  ? 

A  fourth  's  so  pale  ghe  fears  she's  goiu(;  to  faint; 
A  fifth's  look 's vulgar,  dowdyish, and  suburban; 

A  sixth's  white  silk  has  (jot  a  yellow  Liint; 

A  seventh's  thin  muslin  surely  will  be  her  bane; 

And  lo !  an  eighth  appears, — « I'll  see  no  more  I» 

For  fear,  like  Banquo's  kings,  they  reach  a  score. 

LXVII. 
Meantime,  while  she  was  thus  at  others  gazing, 

Others  were  levelling  their  looks  at  her; 
She  heard  the  men's  half-whisper'd  mode  of  praising, 

And,  till 't  was  done,  determined  not  to  stir. 
The  women  only  thought  it  quite  amazing 

That  at  her  time  of  life  so  many  were 
Admirers  still, — but  men  arc  so  debased, 
Those  brazen  creatures  always  suit  their  taste. 

Lxvirr. 

For  my  part,  now,  I  ne'er  could  understand 
Why  naughty  women but  I  won't  discuss 

A  thing  which  is  a  scandal  to  tlie  land, 
I  only  don't  see  why  it  should  be  thus; 

And  if  I  were  but  in  a  gown  and  band. 
Just  to  entitle  me  to  make  a  fuss, 

I  'd  preach  on  this  till  Wiiberforce  and  Romilly 

Should  quote  in  their  next  speeches  from  my  homily. 

LXIX. 
While  Laura  thus  was  seen  and  seeing,  smiling, 

Talking,  she  knew  not  why  and  cared  not  what. 
So  that  her  female  friends,  with  envy  broiling. 

Beheld  her  airs  and  triumph,  and  all  that ; 
And  well-drest  mules  still  kept  before  her  filing, 

And  passing  bow'dand  mingled  with  her  chat; 
More  than  the  rest  one  person  scem'd  to  stare 
With  pertinacity  that's  rather  rare. 

T.XX. 
lie  was  a  Turk,  the  colour  of  mahogany; 

And  Laura  saw  him,  and  at  first  was  glad, 
Because  the  Turks  so  much  admire  philogyny. 

Although  their  usage  of  their  wives  is  sad; 
'T  is  said  ihcy  use  no  better  than  a  dog  any 

Poor  woman,  whom  they  purchase  like  a  pad  : 
They  have  a  number,  thougli  they  ne'er  exhibit  'rm. 
Four  wives  by  law,  and  concubines  mad  libitum  >• 

LXXL 

Tliey  lock  ihem  up,  and  veil,  and  guard  them  d.iily, 
They  scarcely  can  behold  their  male  relations, 

So  that  their  moments  do  not  pass  so  gaily 
As  is  supposed  the  case  with  northern  nations: 

Coitfuieuicnt,  too,  rau<it  make  them  look  quite  palely; 
.\nd  as  the  Turks  ablior  long  conversations, 

Their  days  are  either  past  in  doing  nothing. 

Or  bathing,  nursing,  making  love  and  cbthing. 

LXXir. 
They  cannot  read,  and  so  don't  li«-.p  in  criticism; 

Nor  write,  and  so  they  don't  affect  the  muse; 
Were  ne\ or  caught  in  epigram  or  vvillicism, 

Have  no  romance*!,  sermons,  plays,  reviews, — 
In  harams  learning  soon  would  make  a  pretty  schism  ! 

But  luckily  these  beauties  arc  no  «  blues,)> 
No  bustling  Botherbys  have  they  to  show  em 
>«  That  cinrmiiig  passage  in  the  last  new  poeni.»» 


LXXIH. 
No  solemn,  antique  gentleman  of  rhyme. 

Who  having  angled  all  his  Ufe  for  fame, 
And  getting  but  a  nibble  at  a  time, 

Stiil  fussily  keeps  fishing  on,  the  same 
Small  M  Triton  of  the  minnows,»  the  sublime 

Of  mediocrity,  the  furious  tame. 
The  echo's  echo,  usher  of  the  school 
Of  female  wits,  boy-bards — in  short,  a  fool! 

LXXIV. 
A  stalking  oracle  of  awful  phrase, 

The  approving  «  Good.'n  (by  uo  means  good  in  law'; 
Humming  like  flies  around  the  newest  blaze. 

The  bluest  of  bluebottles  you  e'er  saw; 
Teasing  with  blame,  excruciating  with  praise. 

Gorging  the  little  fame  lie  gets  all  raw. 
Translating  tongues  he  knows  uot  even  by  letter, 
Aud  sweating  plays  so  middling,  bad  were  better. 

LXXV. 

One  hates  an  author  that's  all  autlior^  fellows 
in  foolscap  uniforms  turn'd  up  with  ink. 

So  very  anxious,  clever,  fine,  aud  jealous. 

One  don't  know  what  to  say  to  them,  or  think. 

Unless  to  puff  them  with  a  pair  of  bellows; 
Of  coxcombry's  worst  coxcombs  e'en  the  pink 

Are  preferable  lo  these  shreds  of  paper, 

These  unqueuch'd  souffings  of  the  midnight  taper. 

LXXV  I. 

Of  these  same  we  see  several,  and  of  others, 
Men  of  the  world,  who  know  the  world  like  men, 

S — tt,  R s,  31 — re,  and  all  the  better  brothers. 

Who  think  of  something  else  besides  tlic  pen ; 

But  for  the  children  of  the  «  mighty  mothers,* 
The  would-be  ^its  and  can't-be  gentlemen, 

I  leave  them  to  their  daily  u  tea  is  ready,* 

Snug  coterie,  and  literary  lady. 

LXXVIL 
The  poor  dear  Mussulwomen  whom  I  mention 

Have  none  of  these  instructive  plcas<int  people; 
.And  one  would  seem  to  them  a  new  invention. 

Unknown  .is  bells  within  a  Turkish  steeple; 
[  think  t  would  almost  be  worth  while  to  pension 

(Thou[;h  best-sown  projects  very  often  reap  ill) 
A  missionary  author,  just  to  preach 
Our  Christian  usage  of  the  parts  of  speech. 

LXXVIII. 

No  chemistry  for  them  unfolds  her  gasses. 
No  metaphysics  are  let  loose  in  lecturer, 

No  circulating  hhrary  amasses 

Religious  no\cls,  moral  tales,  and  strictures 

Upon  the  living  manners  as  they  pass  us; 
No  exhibition  gl.tres  with  annual  pictures; 

They  si.ue  uot  on  the  stirs  from  out  their  attics, 

Nor  dcjl  (thank  God  for  that)  in  mathematics. 

LXXIX. 

Why  1  thank  God  for  that  is  no  great  matter, 
I  h  ive  my  reasons,  you  no  doubt  suppose. 

And  .IS,  perh.-i^is,  they  would  uot  highly  flatter, 
I  II  keep  tlum  for  my  life  (to  come)  in  prose; 

I  fear  I  li.ive  a  little  turn  for  satire. 

And  y«'t  iMcthinks  the  older  that  one  grows 

Inclines  us  niore  to  laugh  ih.m  scold,  though  laughter 

I.e.ives  us  so  ilouhlv  serious  shortly  after. 
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LSXX. 
Oh,  ourtfa  and  iaaoecnce!  oh,  milk  and  water ! 

Te  happy  mucnret  of  more  happy  dayt ! 
In  ibcee  sad  centarica  of  sio  and  •Uushler, 

Abomioahla  man  no  mof«  allap 
II  is  thirst  tricfa  such  pure  heverage.    No  matter, 
I  love  yoo  both,  and  both  shall  have  my  pru«c 
Oh,  for  old  Samm's  reign  of  sofsr-eaody  I— 
I  drink  to  your  retom  in  brandy. 

LXXXI. 


Oar  Lanra's  Turk  still  kepi  his  eyes  upon  her, 
'  Lets  in  the  Moisulman  than  Chritiisn  wsy, 
I   Which  seems  lo  lay,  •  Madam,  I  do  you  honour. 

And  while  I  please  to  sure,  you'll  please  lo  suy.* 
'  Cnuld  starinip  win  a  woman  this  had  won  her, 
J       But  Laura  eoold  not  thus  be  led  astray ; 
]  S(i«>  bad  stood  6re  too  long  and  well  to  boggle 
i  LrcB  at  this  stranger's  most  outlandish  ogle. 

Lxxxn. 

The  BBoming  now  was  on  the  point  of  brraking, 
A  turn  of  time  at  which  I  would  advice 

Lddics  who  have  been  dancing,  or  pariakiog 
In  any  other  kind  of  ezercive. 

To  make  their  preparations  for  forsakiog 
The  ball-room  ere  the  snn  begins  to  rise, 

IWcaase  when  once  the  lamps  and  candles  fail, 

ijtt  bfaMhes  make  ihem  look  a  little  pale. 

LXXXTII. 
I  >e  wen  lome  balls  and  revels  in  my  time, 

And  staid  them  over  lor  tome  silly  rpa^on. 
And  then  I  leok'd  (I  hope  it  was  no  crime) 

To  see  what  lady  best  stood  out  the  aesson ; 
And  iboogh  I've  teen  some  ihonsandii  in  their  prime. 

Lovely  and  pleasing,  and  who  «till  may  please  on, 
I  m^er  «w  but  one  (the  stars  withdrawn), 
Whose  bloom  could  after  dancing  dare  the  dawn. 

LXXXIV. 
The  name  of  this  Aurora  I'll  not  mention, 

Altbongh  I  might,  for  she  was  nought  to  me 
ilore  than  that  patent  work  of  God's  invention, 

A  charming  woman,  whom  we  like  to  see; 
But  writing  names  would  merit  reprehrntion, 

Tel,  if  you  like  to  find  out  this  fair  she. 
At  the  next  London  or  Parisian  ball 
Yon  still  may  mark  her  cheek,  out-blooming  all. 

LXXXV. 
Laura,  who  knew  if  would  not  do  at  all 

To  meet  the  day-light  after  seven  hours'  sitting 
Among  three  thousand  people  at  a  ball, 

To  make  her  eurtty  thought  it  right  and  fitting; 
The  Coont  was  at  her  elbow  with  her  shawl, 

And  they  the  room  were  on  the  point  of  quitting. 
When  lo !  those  cursed  gondoliers  hsd  got 
Just  in  the  very  place  where  they  should  not 

LXXXVI. 

lo  this  they  're  like  our  coachmen,  and  the  cause 
Is  much  the  same— the  crowd,  and  pulling,  hauling, 

With  blasphemies  enough  to  break  their  jaws. 
They  make  a  never-intermitted  bawling. 

At  home,  our  Bow-street  gemmen  keep  the  laws, 
And  here  a  sentry  stands  within  your  calling ; 

But,  for  all  ih.it,  there  is  a  deal  of  swearing, 

Aud  nanseoni  words  past  mentioning  or  bearicg 


LXXXVII. 
The  Count  and  Laura  found  ihrir  boat  at  last, 

And  homeward  floated  o'er  the  silent  tide, 
Discuuing  all  the  dances  gone  and  pa^t ; 

The  dancers  and  their  dresses,  too,  betide; 
Some  little  scandals  eke  :  but  all  aghast 

(As  to  their  palace  stairs  the  rowers  glide). 
Sate  Laura  by  the  side  of  her  adorer. 
When  lo !  the  Mussulman  was  there  before  her. 

LXXXVIIL 

•>  Sir,*  said  the  Count,  with  brow  exceeding  grave, 
«  Your  unexpected  pretence  here  will  make 

It  necessary  for  myself  to  crave 
Its  import !  But  perhaps  'I  is  a  mistake; 

I  hope  it  is  so ;  and  at  once  to  wave 
All  compliment,  I  hope  so  for  your  sake; 

You  uodertund  my  meaning,  or  you  shaU.» 

«  Sir,p  (quoth  the  Turk)  « 't  is  no  misUke  at  all. 

LXXXIX. 

«  That  lady  b  my  wife  /■  Much  wonder  paints 
The  lady's  changing  cheek,  as  well  it  might; 

But  where  an  Englishwoman  sometimes  faints, 
Italian  females  don't  do  so  outright; 

Tliey  only  call  a  little  on  thrir  saints, 

And  then  come  to  themselves,  almost  or  quite; 

W^hich  saves  much  hartshorn,  salts,  and  sprinkling  faces. 

And  cutting  slays,  as  usual  in  such  cases. 

XC 
She  8aid,-'What  could  she  say?  why,  not  a  word : 

But  the  Count  courteously  invited  in 
The  strangrr,  much  appeased  by  what  he  heard : 

■  Such  things  perhaps  we  'd  best  discuss  within,* 
Said  he;  « don't  let  us  make  ourselves  absurd 

In  public,  by  a  scene,  nor  raise  a  din. 
For  then  the  chief  and  only  satisfaction 
Will  be  much  quixsing  on  the  whole  tranmction.* 

XCI. 
They  enter  d,  and  for  coffee  call'd,— it  came, 

A  beverage  for  Turks  and  Clirisiians  both. 
Although  the  way  they  make  it 's  not  the  mme. 

Now  Laura,  much  recover'd,  or  less  loth 
To  speak,  cries  ■  Beppo!  what's  your  pagan  name? 

Bless  me !  your  beard  is  of  amaxiug  growth ! 
And  how  came  you  lo  keep  away  so  long? 
Are  you  not  lenaible  'c  was  very  wrong! 

XCIL 
•  And  are  you  really,  truly,  now  a  Turk? 

With  any  other  women  did  you  wive? 
Is't  true  they  use  their  fingers  for  a  fork? 

Well,  that's  the  prettiest  shawl — ^as  I'm  alive! 
You  'h  give  it  me  1  They  say  you  eat  no  pork. 

And  how  so  many  years  did  you  contrive 
To— Bless  me !  did  I  ever?  No,  I  never 
Saw  a  man  grown  so  yellow !  Uow  's  your  liver  ? 

xcm. 

■  Beppo !  that  beard  of  yours  becomes  you  not ; 

It  shall  be  shaved  before  you  *re  a  day  older ; 
Why  do  you  wear  it?  Oh!  1  had  forgot— 

Pray  don't  you  think  the  weather  here  is  colder  ? 
How  do  I  look?  Too  sha'n't  stir  from  this  spot 

In  that  queer  dress,  for  fear  that  some  beholdri 
Should  find  you  out,  and  make  the  story  known. 
How  short  your  hair  is!  I^ord!  how  grey  it's  grown  '•* 
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XGIV. 

What  ans^rer  Beppo  made  to  these  demaods, 
Is  more  than  I  know.     He  was  cast  away 

About  where  Troy  stood  once,  and  nothing  stands; 
Became  a  slave,  of  course,  and  for  his  pay 

Had  bread  and  bastinadoes,  till  some  bands 
Of  pirates  landing  in  a  neigh bouring  bay, 

He  join'd  the  rogues  and  prosper'd,  and  became 

A  renegado  of  indifferent  fame. 

XCV. 
But  he  grew  rich,  and  with  his  riches  grew  to 

Keen  the  desire  to  see  his  home  again. 
He  thought  himself  in  duty  bound  to  do  so, 

And  not  be  always  thieving  on  the  main : 
Lonely  he  felt,  at  times,  as  Robin  Crusoe ; 

And  so  he  hired  a  vessel  come  from  Spain, 
Bound  for  Corfu;  she  was  a  fine  polacca, 
Manu'd  with  twelve  hands,  and  laden  with  tobacco. 

XCVI. 
Himself,  and  much  (Heaven  knows  how  gotten)  cash, 

He  iheu  embarkd,  with  risk  of  life  and  limb. 
And  got  clear  off,  although  the  attempt  was  rash  ; 

He  said  that  Providence  profocled  iiim  — 
For  my  part,  1  say  nothing,  lest  we  clash 

In  our  opinions: — well,  the  ship  was  trim. 
Set  sail,  and  kept  her  reckoning  fjirly  on, 
Except  three  days  of  calm  when  off  Cape  Bonn. 

aCVII. 
They  reach'd  the  island,  he  transfcrrd  his  lading, 

And  self  and  live-stock,  to  another  bottom, 
And  pass'd  for  a  true  Turkey-merchant,  trading 

With  goods  of  various  names,  but  I've  forgot 'em. 
IJowever,  he  got  off  by  this  evading, 

Or  else  the  people  would  perhaps  have  shot  him  ; 
And  thus  at  Venice  landed  to  reclaim 
His  wife,  religion,  house,  and  Christian  name. 


XCVllI. 
His  wife  received,  the  patriarch  re-baptized  him 

(He  made  the  church  a  present  by  the  way) ; 
He  then  threw  off  the  garments  which  disguised  him. 

And  borrow'd  the  Count's  small-clothes  for  a  day: 
His  friends  the  more  for  his  long  absence  prized  liim, 

Finding  he  'd  wherewithal  to  make  them  gay 
Wiih  dinners,  wlierc  he  oft  became  the  laugh  of  them 
For  stories, — but  /don't  believe  the  half  of  them. 

XCIX. 
Whate'er  his  youth  had  suffer'd,  his  old  ago 

With  wealth  and  talking  made  him  some  amends; 
Though  Laura  sometimes  put  him  in  a  rage, 

I  've  heard  the  Coupt  and  he  were  always  friends. 
My  pen  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  page. 

Which  being  finish'd,  here  the  story  ends  ; 
T  is  to  be  wish'd  it  had  been  sooner  done, 
But  stories  somehow  lengthen  when  begun. 


NOTES. 


Note  I .  Stanza  xiv,  line  8. 

Like  ibo  lokt  Pleiad,  teen  no  more  below. 

■  Quae  tfptftn  dici  iex  tamcn  ette  tolenl.*— Oti*. 

Note  3.  Stanza  XXV,  line  8. 

Ilii  name  Giuseppe,  call'd  more  briefly,  Beppo. 
l)eppo  is  the  Joe  of  the  Italian  Joseph. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xxxvii,  Hue  3. 

Tbc  S]>aniard»  call  ibo  penoD  a  •  CorUsjo.* 

« Cortejo»  h  pronounced  « Corle/io,»  with  aa  as- 
pir.ite,  according  to  the  Arabesque  guttural.  It  means 
what  there  is  as  yet  no  precise  name  for  in  England, 
though  the  practice  is  as  common  as  in  any  tramontane 
country  whatever. 

Note  4*  Stanza  xlvi,  line  3. 

Rapliarl,  who  died  iu  tby  embrace,  and  rie*. 
For  the  received  accounts  of  the  cause  of  Raphael's 
death,  sec  his  Lives. 


;^ateppa. 


ADVEUTISEMENT. 


«  Gelui  qui  remplissait  alors  cette  place  etait  un 
gentilhomme  polonais,  nommc^  Mazeppa,  ne  dans  le 
palatinat  dc  Padolic ;  il  avait  ete  cleve  p.ige  de  Jean- 
Cnsimir,  et  avalt  pris  a  sa  conr  quelquc  teinture  des 
belles-lettres.  Unc  intrigue  qu'il  cut  dans  sa  jcuues^e 
avec  la  femme  d'un  gentilhomme  polonais  ayant  etc 
decouverte,  le  man  le  fii  Her  tout  nu  sur  uu  choval 
farouche,  et  le  laissa  allcr  en  cct  .'tat.  Le  clieval,  qui 
etait  du  pays  de  I'Ukrainc,  y  retourua,  ot  y  porta  Ma- 
zeppa dcmi-mort  de  fatigue  et  dc  faim.  Quelques 
]  lysans  le  secoururent:  il  rcsta  long-temps  p.irmi  eux, 
ei  sc  si{jnala  dans  plusieurs  courses  contre  les  Tartares. 
La  superiorite  de  ses  lumieres  lui  donna  une  grande 
consideration  parmi  les  Cosaques  ;  sa  reputation ,  s'aiig- 
tnt'utant  dc  jour  en  jour,  ohiigca  le  czar  a  le  faire 
prince  dc  lUkraincw 

VoLTAiKE,  Histoire  'le  Chnrici  Xtf,  \\  iqG. 


M  Lc  roi,  fuyant  et  ponrsuivi,  eut  sou  cheval  tue  sous 
lui;  le  Colonel  Gicta,  blessi;  et  perdant  tout  son  sang, 
lui  donna  le  sien.  Ainsi  on  remit  deux  fois  h  cheval, 
dans  la  fuile,  ce  conqucrant  qui  n'avait  pu  y  moutcr 
pendant  la  bataille.» 

Voltaire,  Uistoire  de  Charles  Xlf^  p.  a  i6. 


«  Le  roi  alia  par  un  autre  chemin  avec  quelques  ca- 
valicrs.  Le  carrossc  ou  il  ciait  rompit  dans  la  marchc : 
on  lc  remit  a  cheval.  Pour  comhie  de  disgrace,  il 
s'ognra  pendant  la  nuit  dans  un  hois;  la,  son  courage 
no  i>ouvant  plus  supplerr  a  scs  forces  epuisccs,  les  dou- 
leurs  de  sa  blessure  devenues  plus  insupportables  par 
la  faii^'ue,  .^on  cheval  ctant  tombi*  de  lassitude,  il  w 
coucha  (|uelques  hcures  au  pied  d'un  arbrc,  en  danger 
d  oirc  snrpris  a  tout  moment  par  les  vainqueurs  qui  lc 
clierchaient  de  tons  coles. » 

Voi.TAiRi:,  Histoire  de  Charles  XII,  p.  3i8. 
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I. 

T  WAi  after  dread  Pttltowa's  day. 

When  fortaoe  left  the  royal  Swede, 
Aroond  a  slanshler'd  army  lay, 

5o  aaore  to  combat  and  Co  bleed. 
Tbe  power  and  £[lory  of  the  war, 

Faithless  as  their  vain  votaries,  men, 
Had  pass'd  to  the  triomphant  Ciar, 

And  Moscow's  walls  were  saffr  a(puo. 
Until  a  day  more  dark  and  drear, 
And  a  more  memorable  year, 
Should  give  to  slaughter  and  to  sham^ 
A  mistier  host  and  haughtier  name; 
A  greater  wreck,  a  deeper  MU 
A  shock  CO  one — a  thunderbolt  to  all. 

II. 
Sach  was  the  hanrd  of  the  die ; 
The  wounded  Charles  was  Uught  to  fly 
By  day  and  night  through  6eld  and  flood. 
Siain'd  with  his  ovn  and  subjects'  blood ; 
For  thonaands  fell  that  flight  to  aid : 
And  not  a  voice  was  heard  to  upbraid 
Ambition  in  his  humbled  hour, 
When  truth  had  nought  to  dread  from  power. 
ffis  horse  was  slain,  and  Gieta  gave 
HisjowD~>aod  died  the  Russians'  ilave. 
This  too  nnks  after  many  a  league 
Of  well-sttscain'd,  but  vain  fiitigue; 
And  in  tbe  depth  of  forestf,  darkling 
Tbe  watch-fires  in  tbe  distance  sparkling — 
The  beacons  of  surrounding  foes— 

A  king  must  lay  his  limbs  at  length. 
Are  theae  the  laurels  and  repose 

For  which  the  nations  strain  their  strength  t 

They  laid  him  by  a  savage  tree, 

In  eot^wom  nature's  agony ; 

His  wounds  were  stiff~-his  limbs  were  stark — 

The  heavy  hour  was  chill  and  dark  ; 

The  fever  in  his  blood  forbade 

A  transient  slumber's  fitful  aid : 

And  thus  it  was ;  but  yet  through  all. 

King-like  the  monarch  bore  his  fill. 

And  made,  in  this  extreme  of  ill. 

His  pangs  the  vassals  of  his  will ; 

All  silent  and  subdued  were  they, 

As  once  the  nations  round  him  lay. 

in. 

A  band  of  chiefs!— alas !  how  few. 

Since  but  the  fleeting  of  a  day 
Bad  thinn'd  it;  but  this  wreck  was  true 

And  chivalrous ;  upon  the  clay 
Each  sale  him  down,  all  sad  and  mute. 

Beside  his  monarch  and  his  steed. 
For  danger  levels  man  and  brute. 

And  all  are  fellows  in  their  need. 
Among  the  rest,  Maieppa  made 
Bis  pillow  in  au  old  oak's  shade^  ^ 

Himself  as  rough,  and  scarce"*  less  old, 
The  Ukraine's  hetman,  calm  and  bold : 


Bot  first,  ontspeot  with  thu  long  course, 
Tbe  Coasack  prince  mbb'd  down  his  bone, 
And  made  for  him  a  leafy  bed. 

And  smoolb'd  his  fetlocks  and  his  mane. 
And  slack'd  his  girth,  and  stripp'd  his  rein. 
And  joy'd  to  tee  how  well  be  fed ; 
For  until  now  he  bad  the  dread 
His  wearied  courser  might  refuse 
To  browse  beneath  tbe  midnight  dews: 
But  he  was  hardy  as  hb  lord. 
And  little  cared  for  bed  and  board ; 
But  spirited  and  docile  too, 
Whate'er  vras  to  be  done,  would  do ; 
Shaggy  and  swift,  and  strong  of  limb, 
All  Tartar-like  he  carried  him ; 
Obey'd  bis  voice,  and  came  to  call. 
And  knew  him  in  the  midst  of  all : 
Though  thousands  were  around,— and  night. 
Without  a  star,  pursued  her  flight,— 
That  steed  from  sunset  until  dawn 
Uis  chief  would  follow  like  a  fawn. 

IV.* 
This  done,  Maieppa  spread  his  cloak, 
And  laid  his  lance  beneath  bis  oak,  / 
Felt  if  his  arms  in  order  good 
Tlie  long  day's  march  had  well  witbsCood — 
If  still  the  powder  fill'd  the  pan. 

And  flinu  unloosen'd  kcpC  their  lock— 
His  sabre's  bilt  and  scabbard  fell. 
And  whether  they  kuid  chafed  his  belt— 
And  next  the  venerable  man. 
From  out  bis  haversack  and  can. 

Prepared  and  spread  bis  slender  stock ; 
And  to  the  monarch  and  his  men 
The  whole  or  portion  offerd  then, 
With  fer  less  of  inquietude 
Than  courtiers  at  a  banquet  would. 
And  Cliarles  of  ih'is  bis  slender  share 
With  smiles  partook  a  moment  there. 
To  force  of  cheer  a  greater  show. 
And  seem  above  both  wounds  and  woe ; — 
And  then  he  said— ■  Of  all  our  band. 
Though  firm  of  heart  and  strong  of  hand. 
In  skirmish,  march,  or  forage,  none 
Can  less  have  said,  or  more  have  done. 
Than  thee,  Maieppa!  On  the  earth 
So  fit  a  pair  had  never  birth. 
Since  Alexander's  days  till  now, 
As  thy  Bucephalus  aud  thou : 
All  Scythia's  fame  to  thine  should  yield 
For  pricking  on  o'er  flood  and  field.* 
Maieppa  aoswer'd— «  HI  betide 
Tbe  school  wherein  I  leam'd  to  ride  !• 
Quoth  Charles — aOld  hetman,  wherefore  so. 
Since  thou  hast  leam'd  the  art  so  well !» 
Maieppa  said— «  T  were  long  tj  tell ; 
And  we  have  many  a  lea(;ue  to  go 
With  every  now  and  Uteo  a  blow. 
And  ten  to  one  at  least  the  foe. 
Before  our  steeds  may  graie  at  ease 
Beyond  th^  swift  Borysthenes : 
And,  sire,  your  limbs  have  need  of  rest. 

And  I  will  be  the  sentinel 
Of  this  your  troop.*— «  But  I  request,* 
Said  Sweden's  monarch,  « thoa  wilt  tell 
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This  tale  of  thine,  and  1  may  reap 
Perchance  from  this  the  boon  of  sleep ; 
For  at  this  moment  from  my  eyes 
The  hope  of  present  slumber  flie$.» 

«  Well,  sire,  -with  such  a  hope,  I  'l!  track 
My  seventy  years  of  memory  back  : 
I  think  'I  was  in  my  twentieth  sprinj^,— 
Ay,  't  was,— when  Cnsimir  was  king- 
John  Casimir, — I  was  his  page 
Six  summers  in  my  earlier  age  ; 
A  JearneH  monarch,  faith!  was  he, 
And  most  unlike  your  majesty  : 
lie  made  no  wars,  and  did  not  gain 
New  realms  to  lose  them  back  again; 
And  (save  debates  in  Warsaw's  diet) 
lie  reign'd  in  most  unseemly  quiet; 
Not  that  he  had  no  cares  to  vex, 
He  loved  the  muses  and  the  sex  ; 
And  sometimes  these  so  froward  are, 
They  made  him  wish  himself  at  war; 
But  soon  his  wrath  being  o'er,  he  took 
Another  mistress,  or  new  book  : 
And  then  he  gave  prodigious  fetes- 
All  Warsaw  gather'd  round  his  gates 
To  gaze  upon  his  splendid  court. 
And  dames,  and  chiefs,  of  princely  port: 
lie  was  the  Polish  Solomon, 
So  sung  his  poets,  all  but  one. 
Who,  being  unpension'd,  made  a  satire. 
And  boasted  that  he  could  not  flatter. 
It  was  a  court  of  jousls  and  mimes, 
Where  every  courtier  tried  at  rhymes; 
Even  I  for  once  produced  some  verses, 
And  signd  my  odes,  Despairing  Thirsi*. 
There  was  a  certain  Palatine, 
A  count  of  far  and  high  descent, 

Rich  as  a  salt  or  silver  mine;  • 
And  he  was  proud,  ye  may  divine. 

As  if  from  heaven  he  had  been  sent . 
He  had  such  wealth  in  blood  and  ore 

As  few  could  m:itch  beneath  the  throne  ; 
And  he  would  gaze  upon  his  store. 
And  o'er  his  pedigree  would  pore, 
I'ntil  by  some  confusion  led. 
Which  almost  lookd  like  want  of  head. 

He  thought  their  merits  were  his  own. 
His  wife  was  not  of  his  opinion  — 

His  junior  she  by  thirty  years — 
Grew  daily  tired  of  his  dominion ; 

And,  after  wishes,  hopes,  and  fears, 

To  virtue  a  few  farewell  tears, 
A  restless  dream  or  two,  some  glances 
At  \yarsawR  youth,  some  songs,  and  dances, 
Awaited  but  the  usual  chances. 
Those  happy  accidents  which  render 
Tlie  coldest  dames  so  very  tender, 
To  deck  her  count  s*iih  titles  given, 
T  is  said,  as  passports  into  heaven; 
Rut,  strange  to  say,  they  rarely  boast 
Of  these  who  have  deserved  them  most. 

V. 

M  I  was  a  goodly  stripling  then; 
At  seventy  years  I  so  may  say, 

'^  rhi«romp«ri«on  of  a  «mfrmiD<"  may  p'Tlwp*  h,  p..rm.n.Hl  to 
SN)lp,  a.  Ihr  wcralih  of  lh«  connfrr  codiUu  creatly  in  ih-  «ali  win* «. 


That  there  were  few,  or  bovs  or  men. 
Who,  in  my  dawning  lime  of  day. 
Of  vassal  or  of  knight's  degree, 
Gould  vie  in  vanities  with  me; 
For  I  had  strength,  youth,  gaiety, 
A  port  not  like  to  this  you  see, 
But  smooth,  as  all  is  rugged  uow ; 

For  time,  and  care,  and  war,  have  plough  d 
3Iy  very  soul  from  out  my  brow; 
And  thus  I  should  be  disavow'd 
By  all  my  kind  and  kin,  could  they 
Compare  my  day  and  yesicrday. 
This  change  was  wrought,  too,  long  ere  age 
Had  la'en  my  features  for  his  page  : 
With  years,  ye  know,  have  not  declined 
My  strength,  my  courage,  or  my  mind. 
Or  at  this  hour  I  should  not  be 
Telling  old  tales  beneath  a  tree. 
With  starless  skies  my  canopy. 

But  let  me  on  :  Theresa's  form — 
Meihinks  it  glides  liefore  me  now. 
Between  me  and  yon  chosnut's  bough, 
The  memory  is  so  quick  and  warm  ; 
And  yet  I  find  no  words  to  tell 
The  shape  of  her  I  loved  so  well ; 
She  had  the  Asiatic  eye, 

Such  as  our  Tnrkish  neighbourhood 
Hath  mingled  with  our  Polish  blood, 
Dark  as  above  us  is  the  sky; 
But  through  it  stole  a  tender  light, 
Like  the  first  moonrisc  at  midnight; 
Large,  dart,  and  swimming  in  the  stream. 
Which  seem'd  to  melt  to  its  own  beam; 
All  love,  half  languor,  and  half  fire, 
Likr  saints  that  at  the  stake  expire. 
And  lift  their  raptured  looks  on  high. 
As  tliou[',h  it  were  a  joy  to  die. 
A  brow  like  a  midsummer  lake, 

Transparent  with  the  sun  therein, 
When  waves  no  murmur  dare  to  make. 
And  he;iven  beholds  her  face  within. 
A  cheek  and  lip— but  why  proceed  ? 
I  loved  her  then— [  love  her  still; 
And  such  as  I  am,  love  indeed 

In  fierce  extremes- in  good  and  ill. 
But  still  we  love  even  in  our  rage. 
And  haunted  to  our  very  age 
With  the  vain  shadow  of  the  past. 
As  is  Mazeppa  to  the  last. 

VL 

•^  We  met— we  gazed— I  saw,  and  sighd, 

She  did  not  speak,  and  yet  replied; 

There  are  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 

We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines— 

Involuntary  sparks  of  thought, 

Whicli  strike  from  out  the  lieart  o'erwroughi. 

And  form  a  strange  intelligence, 

Alike  mysterious  and  intense. 

Which  link  the  burning  chain  that  binds, 

Without  their.*ill,  young  hearts  and  minds. 

Con* eying,  as  the  electric  wire, 

We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire.— 

I  saw,  and  sj^jh'd— in  "iilenre  wept, 

And  still  reluctant  distance  kept. 
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TntU  f  was  made  koowa  to  ber. 
And  yw€  mifbt  then  and  there  eoaliir 
Without  tuapicioii— Chen,  eren  Chen, 

I  loog'd,  and  wm  rcaolfed  Co  qicak  i 
Bat  on  my  lips  they  died  again. 

The  arceots  Iremulont  and  weak. 
Until  one  honr.-— There  ia  a  game, 

A  frivoloos  and  fboliih  play, 

Wherewith  we  while  away  the  day ; 
It  is — I  have  fbrsot  the  name — 
And  we  to  this,  it  aeema,  were  lec. 
By  tome  tCranKe  chance,  which  I  forget  : 
1  reck'd  not  if  I  won  or  lost. 

It  was  enough  for  me  to  be 

So  near  to  hear,  and  oh !  to  see 
The  heing  whom  I  loved  the  most. — 
I  watch'd  her  as  a  sentinel, 
(May  oufs  this  dark  night  watch  as  well !) 

Until  I  saw,  and  thus  it  was, 
That  she  was  pensive,  nor  percetted 
Ber  occupation,  nor  was  grieved 
Nor  glad  to  lose  or  gain  ;  bnt  still 
Play* d  on  for  boors,  as  if  her  will 
Yet  bound  her  to  the  place,  though  not 
That  bers  might  be  ibe  winning  lot. 

Then  through  my  brain  the  thought  did  pass 

Even  as  a  flash  oi  lightning  there, 
That  there  was  something  m  her  air 
Which  would  not  doom  me  to  despair ; 
And  on  the  thought  my  words  broke  forth. 

All  incoherent  as  they  were^- 
Tbrir  eloquence  was  little  worth, 
BttC  yet  she  lislen'd — ^"t  is  enough— 

lIHio  Ibtens  once  will  listen  twice; 

Hn-  heart,  be  sure,  is  not  of  ice. 
And  one  icfnsaJ  no  rebuff. 


vir. 

« I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again — 
They  tell  me,  Sir«,  you  never  knew 
Those  gentle  frailties :  if 't  is  true, 

I  shorten  all  my  joy  or  pain, 

To  you  *t  would  seem  absurd  as  vain ; 

But  all  men  are  not  bom  to  reign. 

Or  o'er  their  pastioos,  or,  as  you. 

Thus  o'er  themselves  and  nations  too. 

I  am — or  mther  was— a  prince, 
A  chief  of  thousands,  and  could  lead 
Them  on  where  each  would  foremost  bleed ; 

Bnt  could  not  o'er  myself  evince 

The  like  control. — But  to  resume : 
I  loved,  and  wasJ»eloved  again  ; 

la  sooth,  it  is  a  happy  doom. 
But  yet  wliere  happiest  ends  io  pain.— 

We  met  in  secret,  and  the  hour 

Which  led  me  to  that  lady  s  bower 

Was  fiery  expectation's  dower. 

My  days  and  nights  were  nothing — all 

Except  that  hour,  which  doth  recal 

In  the  long  lapse  from  youth  to  age 
No  other  like  itself — I  'd  give 
The  Ukraine  back  again  to  live     • 

It  o'er  once  more — and  be  a  psQ^* 

The  happy  page,  who  was  the  lord 

Of  one  soil  heart,  and  his  own  sword, 


And  had  no  other  gem  nor  wealth 
Save  nature's  gift  of  youth  and  health. ~ 
We  met  in  secret — doubly  sweet. 
Some  say,  they  find  it  so  to  meet ; 
I  know  not  that— I  would  have  given 

My  life  but  to  have  call'd  her  mine 
In  the  full  view  of  earth  and  lieaven ; 

For  I  did  oft  and  long  repine 
That  we  conld  only  meet  by  stealth. 

'  viir. 

•  For  lover*  there  are  many  eyes. 

And  such  there  were  on  us  : — the  devil 
On  such  occasions  should  be  civil— 

The  devil  !—>!  'm  loth  to  do  him  wrong, 
ft  might  be  some  untoward  saint. 

Who  would  not  be  at  rest  too  loo^. 
But  to  his  pious  bile  gave  vent- 
But  one  fair  night,  some  lurking  spies 

Surprised  and  seised  us  both. 

The  count  was  something  more  than  wroth-^ 

I  was  unarm'd ;  but  if  in  steel. 

All  cap-o-pie,  from  head  to  beel, 

What  'gainst  their  numbers  could  I  do? — 

T  was  near  his  castle,  for  away 
From  cily  or  from  succour  near, 

And  almost  on  the  break  of  day : 

1  did  not  think  to  see  another, 
My  moments  seem'd  reduced  to  few; 

And  with  one  prayer  to  Mary  Mother, 
And,  it  may  be,  a  saint  or  two. 

As  I  rc4ign'd  me  to  ray  fote, 

They  led  me  to  the  ca«tle  gate  : 

Theresa's  doom  I  never  knew. 

Our  lot  was  henceforth  separate.— 

An  angry  man,  ye  may  opine. 

Was  he,  tite  proud  Count  Palatine ; 

And  he  had  reason  good  to  be, 
But  he  was  most  enraged  lest  such 
An  accident  sliould  chance  to  touch 

Tpon  his  foture  pe«ligree; 

Nor  less  amated,  that  such  a  blot 

His  noble  'scutcheon  should  have  got, 

While  he  wa^  highest  of  his  line  : 
Because  unto  himself  he  seem'd 
The  first  of  men,  nor  less  he  deem'd 

In  others'  eyes,  and  most  in  mine. 

'Sdoath!  with  a  page — perchance  a  king 

Had  reconciled  him  to  the  thing  : 

But  with  a  stripling  of  a  page — 

I  felt — but  cannot  paint  his  rage. 

IX. 

« '  Bring  forth  the  horse  !'— the  horse  was  brought; 

In  truth  he  was  a  noble  steed, 

A  Tartar  of  the  rkraiae  breed. 
Who  look'd  as  though  the  speed  of  thought 
Were  in  his  limbs:  but  he  was  wild, 

Wild  as  the  wild  deer,  and  untaught, 
With  spur  and  bridle  undefiled— 

T  WAS  but  a  day  he  had  been  caught ; 
And  snorting,  with  erected  maoe. 
And  stru[;gling  fiercely,  but  in  vain, 
In  ilie  full  foam  of  wrath  and  dread. 
To  me  the  dosert>bom  was  led  : 
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They  bound  me  on,  that  menial  throng, 
Upon  his  back  with  many  a  thong,- 
Then  loosed  him  with  a  sudden  lash — 
Away ! — away! — and  on  we  dash  I 
Torrents  less  rapid  and  less  rash. 

X. 

«  Away ! — away! — My  breath  was  gone — 
I  saw  not  where  he  hurried  on: 
*T  was  scarcely  yet  the  break  of  day, 
And  on  he  foam'd — away! — nway! — 
The  last  of  human  sounds  which  rose, 
As  1  was  darted  from  my  foes, 
Was  the  wild  shout  of  savage  laughter, 
Which  on  the  wind  came  roaring  after 
A  moment  from  that  rabble  rout : 
With  sudden  wrath  I  wrench'd  my  head, 
And  soapp'd  the  cord,  which  to  the  mane 
Had  bound  my  neck  in  lieu  of  rein. 
And  writhing  half  my  form  about, 
Howl'd  back  my  curse;  but  midst  the  tread. 
The  thunder  of  my  courser's  speed, 
Perchance  they  did  not  hear  nor  heed : 
It  vexes  me — for  I  would  fain 
Have  paid  their  insult  back  again. 
I  paid  it  well  in  after  days  : 
There  is  not  of  that  castle  gate, 
Its  drawbridge  and  portcullis'  weight, 
Stone,  bar,  moat,  bridge,  or  barrier  left; 
Nor  of  its  fields  a  blade  of  grass. 
Save  what  grows  on  a  ridge  of  wall. 
Where  stood  the  hearth-stone  of  the  hall; 
And  many  a  time  ye  there  might  pass, 
Nor  dream  that  e'er  that  fortress  was: 
I  saw  its  turrets  in  a  blaze, 
Their  crackling  battlements  all  cleft, 

And  the  hot  lead  pour  down  like  rain 
From  off  the  scorch'd  and  blackening  roof, 
Whose  thickness  was  not  vengeance  proof. 

They  little  thought  that  day  of  pain. 
When  launch'd,  as  on  the  lightning's  Hash, 
They  bade  me  to  destruction  dash, 

That  one  day  I  should  come  again, 
With  twice  five  thousand  horse,  to  thank 

The  count  for  his  uncourteous  ndc. 
They  play'd  me  then  a  bitter  prank, 

When,  with  the  wild  horse  for  my  guide, 
They  bound  me  to  his  foaming  tlauk  : 
At  length  I  play'd  them  one  as  frank — 
For  time  at  la.st  seis  all  things  even — 
And  if  we  do  but  vatch  the  hour. 
There  never  yet  was  human  power 
Which  could  evade,  if  uoforgivcu, 
The  patient  search  and  vigil  long. 
Of  him  who  treasures  up  a  wrong. 

XI. 

«  Away,  away,  my  &tce<l  and  I, 
Upon  the  pinions  of  the  wind. 
All  human  dweUiugs  left  behind ; 
Wf  sped  like  meteors  ihrouyh  the  sky. 
When  with  its  crackling  sound  the  niglit 
Is  chequer'd  with  the  northern  light  : 
Town — village — none  were  on  our  track, 
But  a  wild  plain  of  far  extent. 


And  bounded  by  a  forest  black  : 

And,  save  the  scarce-seen  battlement 
On  distant  heights  of  some  strong  hold. 
Against  the  Tartars  built  of  old. 
No  trace  of  man.     The  year  before 
A  Turkish  army  had  march'd  o'er ; 
And  where  the  Spain's  hoof  hath  trod, 
The  verdure  flies  the  bloody  sod  : — 
The  sky  was  dull,  and  dim,  and  grey. 
And  a  low  breeze  crept  moaning  by— 
I  could  have  answer'd  vkith  a  sigh — 
But  fast  we  lied,  away,  away — 
And  I  could  neither  sigh  nor  pray; 
And  my  cold  sweat-drops  fell  like  rain 
Upon  the  courser's  bristhng  mane : 
But,  snorting  still  witli  rage  and  fear. 
He  /lew  upon  his  far  career : 
At  limes  1  almost  thought,  indeed. 
He  must  ha\e  slacken  d  in  his  speed  : 
But  no — my  bound  and  slender  frame 

Was  nothing  to  his  angry  might, 
And  merely  like  a  spur  became: 
Each  motion  which  I  made  to  free 
My  swolu  hmbs  from  their  agony 
Increased  his  fury  and  affright: 
I  tried  my  voice,— t  was  faint  and  low. 
But  yet  he  swerved  as  from  a  blow ; 
And,  starting  lo  each  accent,  sprang 
As  from  a  sudden  trumpet's  clang : 
Meantime  my  cortls  wore  wet  with  gore. 
Which,  oozing  through  my  limbs,  ran  o'er; 
And  in  my  tongue  the  thirst  became 
A  something  fierier  far  than  flame. 

XII. 
M  We  near'd  the  wild  wood— 't  was  so  wide, 
I  saw  no  bounds  on  either  side ; 
T  was  studded  with  old  stnrdy  trees, 
That  bent  not  to  llie  roughest  breeze 
Which  howls  down  from  Siberia's  waste, 
And  strips  the  forest  in  its  haste, — 
But  tlioe  were  few,  and  far  between. 
Set  thick  with  shrubs  more  voung  and  green, 
Luxuriant  with  their  annual  leaves, 
Kre  strown  by  those  autumnal  eve» 
That  nip  the  forests  folia^-e  dead, 
Discolourd  with  a  lifthss  red, 
Wliich  stands  thereon  like  stiffen'd  gore 
Upon  the  slain  when  battle  s  o'er. 
And  some  long  winter's  nii>ht  hath  shed 
Its  frost  o'er  every  tonibless  head. 
So  cold  aud  stark  the  raven's  beak 
May  peck  uupi*»rced  each  frozen  check. 
T  >»as  a  ^ild  waste  of  nnderwood, 
Aud  here  and  there  a  che^nut  stood, 
The  strong  oak,  and  the  hardy  pine; 

r.ut  far  apart — and  well  it  were, 
Or  else  a  difft-rcnt  lot  were  mine. — 
The-  boughs  gave  way,  aud  did  not  tear 
My  limbs;  and  I  found  strength  lo  bear 
My  wounds,  already  scarr'd  with  cold— 
My  bonds  forbade  lo  loose  my  hold. 
We  rustled  through  the  iciives  like  wind. 
Left  shrubs,  and  trees,  aud  wolves  behind  . 
By  nijjht  I  heard  them  on  the  track. 
Their  troop  came  hard  upon  our  back, 
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With  their  long  gallop,  which  can  tire 
Tlie  bound's  deep  hate,  and  huoCer't  fire : 
Where'er  we  flew  they  fbllow'd  on. 
Nor  left  us  with  the  morning  sun  ; 
Behind  I  saw  them,  scarce  a  rood. 
At  day-break  winding  through  the  wood. 
And  through  the  night  had  heard  their  fivt 
Their  stealing,  rustling  step  repeat. 
Oh !  how  I  wish'd  for  spear  or  sword. 
At  least  to  die  amidst  the  horde. 
And  perish — if  ic  must  be  so— 
At  bay,  destroying  many  a  foe. 
When  first  my  courser's  race  begun, 
I  wish'd  the  goal  already  won  ; 
But  now  I  doubted  strength  and  speed. 
Tain  doubt !  his  swift  and  savage  breed 
Had  nerved  him  like  the  mountain-roe; 
Nor  faster  falls  the  blinding  nnow 
Which  whelms  the  peasant  near  the  door 
Whose  threshold  he  shall  cross  no  more. 
Bewilder  d  with  the  dauling  blast. 
Than  through  the  forest*paths  he  past— 
Cntired,  nnumed,  and  worse  than  wild ; 
All  furious  as  a  favoured  child 
Balk'd  of  its  wish;  or  fiercer  still— 
A  woman  pk|ucd-«-wbo  has  her  will. 

xni. 

•  The  wood  was  past ;  't  was  more  than  nooo; 

Bat  chill  the  air,  alcboogh  in  June ; 

Or  it  might  be  my  veins  ran  cold — 

Prolong'd  endurance  tames  the  bold  .- 

And  I  was  then  not  what  I  seem. 

But  headlong  as  a  wintry  stream. 

And  wore  my  feelings  out  before 

I  well  could  count  their  causes  o'er : 

And  what  with  fury,  fear,  and  wralh, 

The  tortures  which  beset  my  path. 

Cold,  hunger,  sorrow,  shame,  distress. 

Thus  bound  in  nature's  nakedness ; 

Sprung  from  a  race  whose  rising  blond 

When  stirr'd  beyond  its  calmer  mood, 

And  trodden  hard  upon,  is  like 

The  rattle-snake's,  in  act  to  strike  : 

What  manrel  if  this  worn-out  trunk 

Beneath  its  woes  a  moment  sunk  7 

The  earth  gave  way,  the  skies  roU'd  round, 

I  seem'd  to  sink  upon  the  ground ; 

Bot  crr'd,  for  I  was  fastly  bound. 

My  heart  tum'd  sick,  my  brain  grew  sorr. 

And  throbb'd  awhile,  then  beat  no  more  . 

The  skies  spun  like  a  mighty  wheel ; 

I  saw  tlie  trees  like  drunkards  reel. 

And  a  slight  flash  sprang  o'er  my  eyes, 

Wliich  saw  no  farther :  lie  who  di«^ 

Can  die  no  more  than  then  I  died. 

O'ertortured  by  that  ghastly  ride, 

I  felt  the  blackness  come  and  go, 

And  strove  to  wake ;  but  could  not  make 
My  senses  climb  np  from  below  : 
I  felt  as  on  a  plank  at  sea. 
When  all  the  waves  that  dash  o'er  thee. 
At  the  same  time  upheave  and  whelm. 
And  hurl  thee  towards  a  desert  realm. 
My  undulating  life  was  as 
The  foncied  ligbu  th.it  flitting  pass 


Our  shut  eyes  in  deep  midnight,  when 

Fever  begins  upon  the  brain  ; 

But  soon  it  pats'd,  with  little  paia. 
But  a  coufusion  worse  than  such  : 
1  own  that  1  should  deem  it  much, 

Dying,  to  feel  the  same  again ; 

And  yet  f  do  suppose  we  must 

Feel  far  more  ere  we  turn  to  dust : 

No  matter;  I  have  bared  my  brow 

Full  in  Death's  face — before — and  now. 

XIV. 
«  My  thoughts  came  back ;  where  was  IT  Cokl, 

And  numb,  and  giddy :  pulse  by  pulse 
Life  reassumed  its  lingering  hold, 
And  throb  by  throb;  till  grown  a  pang 
Which  for  a  moment  would  convulse. 
My  blood  reflow'd,  though  thick  and  chill; 
My  ear  wiili  uncouth  noises  rang. 

My  heart  began  once  more  to  thrill ; 
My  sight  returo'd,  though  dim,  alas ! 
And  iliicken'd,  as  it  were,  with  glau. 
Methought  the  dash  of  waves  was  nigh  ; 
There  was  a  gleam  too  of  the  sky. 
Studded  with  surs;~it  is  no  dream ; 
The  wild  horse  swims  the  wilder  stream ! 
The  bright  broad  river's  gushing  tide 
Sweeps,  winding  onward,  far  and  wide, 
And  we  are  half-way  struggling  o'er 
To  yon  unknown  and  silent  shore. 
The  waters  broke  my  hollow  trance. 
And  with  a  temporary  strengtli. 

My  stiffen'd  limbs  were  rebaptixed, 
My  courser's  broad  brea«t  proudly  braves. 
And  dashes  off  the  ascending  waves, 
And  onward  we  advance  ! 
We  reach  the  slippery  shore  at  length, 

A  haven  I  but  little  prised. 
For  all  behind  was  dark  and  drear. 
And  all  before  was  night  and  fear. 
How  many  hours  of  night  or  day 
In  those  suspended  pangs  I  lay, 
I  could  not  tell ;  I  scarcely  knew 
If  this  were  human  breath  I  drew. 

XV. 

«  With  gloity  skin,  and  dripping  mane. 

And  reeling  limbs,  and  reeking  flank. 
The  wild  steed's  sinewy  nerves  still  strain 

Up  the  repelling  bank. 
We  nain  tlie  top :  a  boundless  plain 
Spreads  through  the  shadow  of  the  night, 

And  onward,  onward,  onward,  seems 

Like  precipices  in  our  dreams. 
To  stretch  beyond  the  sight ; 
And  here  and  there  a  speck  of  white, 

Or  scatter'd  spot  of  dusky  green, 
In  masses  broke  into  the  light. 
As  rose  the  moon  upon  my  right. 

But  nought  distinctly  seen 
In  the  dim  waste,  would  indicate 
The  omen  of  a  cottage  gate  ; 
No  twinkling  taper  from  afor 
Stood  like  an  hospitable  star; 
Not  even  an  ignis-fatuus  rose 
To  make  him  merry  with  my  woes  : 
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That  very  cheat  had  cheer  d  me  then ! 
Although  detected,  welcome  still, 
Ueminding  me,  through  every  ill, 

Of  the  abodes  of  men. 

XVI. 

«  Onward  we  went — but  slack  and  slow  ; 

Hi«  savage  force  at  length  o'erspent. 
The  drooping  courser,  faint  and  low, 

All  feebly  foaming  went. 
A  sickly  infant  had  had  power 
To  guide  him  forward  in  that  hour  ; 

But  useless  all  to  me. 
His  new-born  tameness  nought  avail'd, 
My  limbs  were  bound  ;  my  force  had  fail'd, 

Perchance,  had  they  been  free. 
With  feeble  effort  still  I  tried 
To  rend  the  bonds  so  starkly  tied — 

But  still  it  was  in  vain  ; 
My  limbs  were  only  wrung  the  more, 
And  soon  the  idle  strife  gave  o'er. 

Which  but  prolong'd  their  pain  : 
The  dizzy  race  seem'd  almost  done, 
Although  no  goal  was  nearly  won  : 
Some  streaks  announced  the  coming  sun — 

How  slow,  alas  !  he  c.ime  ! 
Melhought  that  mist  of  dawning  grey 
Would  never  dapple  into  day ; 
Uow  heavily  it  roil'd  away — 

Before  the  eastern  flame 
Uos«?  crimson,  and  deposed  the  stars, 
And  call'd  the  radiance  from  their  cars, 
And  fiU'd  the  earth,  from  his  deep  thronr. 
With  lonely  lustre,  ail  his  own. 

XVII. 

«« I'p  rose  the  sun  ;  the  mists  were  rurlVI 
Back  from  the  solitary  world 
Which  lay  around — bcliind — before- 
What  booted  it  to  traverse  o'er 
Plain,  forest,  river?  Man  nor  brnin. 
Nor  (lint  of  hoof,  nor  print  of  foot. 
Lay  in  the  wild  luxuriant  soil ; 
No  sign  of  travel — none  of  toil; 
The  very  air  was  mute; 
And  not  an  insect's  shrill  small  horn. 
Nor  matin  bird's  new  voice  was  borne 
From  herb  nor  thicket.  Many  a  werst, 
Panting  as  if  hh  heart  would  burst. 
The  weary  brute  still  stagger'd  on: 
And  still  we  were — or  seem'd  alone  : 
At  length,  while  reeling  on  our  way, 
Melhought  I  heard  a  courser  neigh. 
From  out  yon  tuft  of  blackening  firs. 
]<  it  the  wind  those  branches  stirs? 
No,  no  I  from  out  the  forest  prance 

A  trampling  troop;  1  see  them  come! 
In  or)e  \ast  s(|uadron  they  advance  ! 

T  strove  to  rr\'— my  lips  were  dumb. 
The  steeds  ru«ili  on  in  pliiii(;in<;  pride; 
Hut  where  are  they  the  reins  to  guide? 
A  thousand  horse — and  none  to  ri<lc! 
With  Mowing  tail,  and  Hying  mane. 
Wide  nostrils — never  stretchil  by  pain. 
Months  Moo<1J(>ss  to  the  hit  or  rrin. 


And  feet  that  iron  never  shod, 
And  flanks  unscarr'd  by  spur  or  rod. 
A  thousand  horse,  the  wdd,  the  free, 
Like  waves  that  follow  o'er  the  sea, 

Came  thickly  thundering  ou, 
As  if  our  faint  approach  to  meet ; 
The  sight  re-nerved  my  courser's  feet, 
A  moment  staggering,  feebly  fleet, 
A  moment  with  a  faint  low  neigh, 

Ue  answer'd,  and  then  fell ; 
With  gasps  and  glazing  eyes  he  lay, 
And  reeking  limbs  immoveable, 
His  first  and  last  career  is  done  ! 
Oa  came  the  troop — they  saw  him  sloop, 
They  saw  me  strangely  bound  along 
His  back  with  many  a  bloody  thong: 
They  stop — they  start — they  snuff  the  air, 
G;dlop  a  moment  here  and  there. 
Approach,  retire,  wheel  round  and  round. 
Then  plunging  hack  with  sudden  bound, 
Headed  Iiy  one  black  mighty  steed. 
Who  seem'd  the  patriarch  of  his  breed, 

Without  a  single  speck  or  hair 
Of  white  upon  his  shaggy  hide; 
They  snort — they  foam — neigh — swerve  aside, 
And  backward  to  the  forest  fly, 
By  instinct  from  a  human  eye. 

They  left  me  there,  to  my  despair, 
Link'd  to  the  dead  and  stiffening  wretch, 
Whose  lifeless  limbs  beneath  me  stretch. 
Believed  from  that  unwonted  weight, 
From  whence  I  could  not  extricate 
Nor  him  nor  me — and  there  we  lay. 

The  dying  on  the  dead! 
I  little  <lecm'd  another  day 

Would  see  my  houseless,  helpless  head. 
Anil  there  from  morn  till  twilight  bound, 
I  felt  the  heavy  hours  toil  round, 
With  just  enough  of  life  to  see 
My  last  of  suns  go  down  on  me. 
In  hopeless  certainly  of  mind. 
That  makes  us  feel  ;U  length  resigud 
To  that  which  our  foreboding  years 
Presents  the  worst  and  last  of  fears 
Inevitable — even  a  boon, 
Nor  more  unkind  for  coming  soon; 
Yet  shunu'd  and  dreaded  with  such  care, 
.\s  if  it  only  were  a  snare 

That  prudence  nnglit  escape  : 
At  times  both  wish'd  for  anti  implored. 
At  times  sought  with  self-pointed  swoni. 
Vet  still  a  dark  and  hideous  close 
To  oven  iutolerahic  woes, 

And  welcome  in  no  shape. 
And,  strange  to  say,  the  sons  of  pleasure. 
They  who  have  rcvejl'if  beynnd  measure 
In  bc.uity,  wassail,  wine,  an<l  tre.isure, 
Die  c.diii,  and  calmer  oft  than  he 
Whose  lierilage  was  misery  : 
For  lie  who  hnili  in  turn  run  through 
All  llial  w.is  he.uitiful  and  new, 

li.iili  nought  lo  hope,  and  nought  to  leave; 
And,  save  the  future  (which  is  view  d 
Not  quite  .rs  men  are  b.ise  or  good. 
Hut  ns  ilu'ir  nerves  in.iy  ho  euihied'. 
Willi  nought  perluips  to  grieve 
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The  virtch  ttiU  bopea  lit*  voet  must  eod. 

And  Death,  whom  he  should  deem  his  friend, 

Appean  U>  his  dislemper'd  eyes 

Arrived  to  rob  him  of  his  priie, 

The  tree  of  hii  new  Paradise. 

ToHtnorrov  wotikl  have  given  him  all, 

Eepaid  hia  pangs,  repair'd  his  Ml ; 

To-morrov  would  have  beeo  tlir  first 

Of  days  no  more  deplored  or  curst, 

But  bright,  and  loaj;,  and  beckoning  years. 

Seen  dazzling  through  the  mist  of  tears, 

Goerdon  of  many  a  painful  hour ; 

ToHnorrow  would  have  given  him  power 

To  rule,  to  shine,  to  smite,  to  save — 

And  Buut  it  dawn  upon  his  crave  ? 

XVIII. 
«  The  sun  was  sinking — Mill  I  lay 

Chain*d  lo  the  chill  and  stiffening  steed, 
I  thought  to  mingle  there  our  clay ; 

And  my  dim  eyes  of  death  bad  need. 

No  hope  arose  of  being  fireed  : 
1  case  my  la%t  looks  up  the  sky. 

And  there  between  me  and  the  sun 
I  saw  the  eipecting  raven  lly, 
Who  scarce  would  wait  till  both  should  die. 

Ere  his  repast  begun; 
Be  Hew,  and  perch'd,  then  0ew  once  more. 
And  each  time  nearer  than  before ; 
I  saw  hu  wing  through  twilight  flii. 
And  once  so  near  me  he  alit 

I  could  have  smote,  but  lack'd  the  strength  ; 
But  the  slight  motion  of  my  hand, 
And  feeble  scratching  of  the  sand. 
The  exerted  throat's  faint  struggling  noise. 
Which  scarcely  could  be  call'd  a  voice. 

Together  scared  him  off  at  length.^ 
I  know  no  more^my  latest  dream 

Is  something  of  a  lovely  star 

Which  fix'd  my  dull  eyes  from  afisr, 
And  went  and  came  with  wandering  beam, 
And  of  the  cold,  dull,  swimming,  dense 
Sensation  of  recurring  Mnse, 
And  then  subsiding  back  to  death. 
And  then  again  a  little  breath, 
A  little  thrill,  a  short  suspense. 

An  icy  sickness  curdling  o'er 
My  heart,  and  sparks  that  cross'd  my  brain — 
A  gasp,  a  throb,  a  start  of  pain, 

A  sigh,  and  nothing  more. 

XIX. 

« I  woke— 'W'here  was  I  ? — Do  I  see 
A  human  face  look  down  on  me  ? 
And  doth  a  roof  above  me  rlose  ? 
Do  these  limbs  on  a  couch  repose  ? 
Is  this  a  chamber  where  I  lie  7 
And  is  it  mortal  yon  bright  eye, 
Hist  watches  me  with  gentle  glance! 

I  closed  my  own  again  once  more, 
As  doubtful  that  the  former  trance 

G>nld  not  as  yet  be  o'er. 
A  slender  girl,  long-hair'd,  and  tall, 
Sate  watching  by  the  cottage  wall ; 


The  sparkle  of  her  eye  1  caught. 
Even  with  my  first  return  of  thought ; 
For  ever  and  anon  she  threw 

A  prying,  pitying  glance  on  me 

With  her  black  eyes  so  wild  and  free  - 
I  gazed,  and  gazed,  until  I  knew 

No  viuon  it  could  be, — 
But  that  I  lited,  and  was  released 
From  adding  to  the  vulture's  feast : 
And  when  the  Cossack  maid  beheld 
My  heavy  eyes  at  length  unseal'd, 
She  smiled — and  I  rssay'd  to  sfieak. 

But  fail'd — and  she  approach'd,  and  made 
With  lip  and  finger  signs  that  said, 
I  must  not  strive  as  yet  to  break 
The  silence,  till  my  strength  should  be 
Eaougli  to  leave  my  accents  free ; 
And  then  her  hand  on  mine  she  laid, 
And  smooth'd  tlie  pillow  for  my  head. 
And  stole  along  ou  tiptoe  tread. 
And  geuily  oped  the  door,  and  spake 
In  whispers— ne'er  was  voire  so  sweet ! 
Even  muMc  follow'd  her  light  fleet ! 

But  tho«c  she  call'd  were  not  awake. 
And  she  went  forth ;  but  ere  she  p«ss'd, 
Anotlier  look  on  me  she  cast, 

Anotlier  sign  she  made,  to  say, 
That  I  had  nought  to  fear,  that  all 
Were  near,  at  my  command  or  call. 

And  slie  would  not  deby 
Her  due  return;— while  she  was  gone, 
Methought  I  felt  loo  much  alone. 

XX. 

•  She  came  with  mother  and  with  sire— 
What  need  of  more  ? — 1  wilt  not  tire 
With  long  reciul  of  the  rest. 
Since  I  became  the  Cossacks'  guest : 
They  found  me  senseless  on  the  plain** 

They  bore  me  to  the  nearest  hut — 
Tbey  brought  me  into  life  again— 
Me— one  day  o'er  their  realm  to  reign  I 

Thus  the  v.iin  fool  who  strove  to  gini 
His  rage,  refining  on  my  pain. 

Sent  me  forth  lo  the  wilderness. 
Bound,  naked,  bleeding,  and  alone. 
To  pass  the  desert  lo  a  throne. >-> 

What  mortal  his  own  doom  may  guess ! 

Let  none  despond,  let  none  despair! 
To-morrow  the  Rorysihcncs 
May  see  our  coursers  grase  at  ease 
Upon  his  Turkish  bank,— and  never 
Had  I  such  welcome  for  a  river 

As  I  shall  yield  when  safely  there. 
Comrades,  good  night!* — ^The  Helman  threw 

His  length  beneath  the  oak-tree  shade. 

With  leafy  couch  already  made, 
A  bed  nor  comfortless  nor  new 
To  him,  who  took  his  rest  whene'er 
The  hour  arrived,  no  matter  where  .^ 

His  eyes  the  hastening  slumhen  steep. 
And  if  ye  marvel  Charles  forgot 
To  ihank  his  tale,  lu  wonder  d  not, — 

The  king  had  been  an  hour  asleep. 
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Manfvetf ; 

A  DRAMATIC   POEM 


There  are  more  ibiu(;«  in  li-aTcn  and  oorlli,  Hordtio. 
Tbnn  are  dreamt  of  iu  your  (jliilu>u|)by. 


JDRAMATIS  PERSON.^. 


AlANrasD. 
Chamois  Hunter. 
Abbot  of  St  Maurice. 
Manuel. 

IlSRMAK. 


Witch  of  the  Alps. 

Arimanes. 

Nemesis. 

The  Destinies. 

Spirits,  eic. 


The  Scene  of  tlu*  Droraa  is  amongst  the  lli^jher  Alps 
— pdilly  in  ihe  Castle  of  Manfred,  and  partly  in  the 
MouuiaiiLs. 


3IANFRED. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE    I. 
A  Gothic  Gallery.— Time f  Midnitjht. 

MANFRED  {alotxe). 

The  lamp  must  be  repleiiish'd,  but  even  then 

It  ^ill  not  burn  so  long  as  I  must  watch  : 

My  slumbers — if  I  slumber — arc  not  sleip, 

lUii  a  continuance  of  enduring;  thought, 

Which  then  1  can  resist  not :  in  my  heart 

There  is  a  vigil,  and  these  eyes  but  close 

To  look  within  :  and  yet  [  live,  and  bear 

The  aspect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men, 

Dut  grief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the  wise: 

Sorrow  is  knowledge:  they  who  know  the  most 

Must  mourn  the  deepest  o'er  the  fatal  truth, 

The  tree  of  knowledge  is  not  that  of  life. 

Philosophy  and  science,  and  the  springs 

Of  wonder,  and  the  wisdom  of  the  world, 

1  have  essay'd,  and  in  my  mind  there  is 

A  power  to  make  these  subject  to  itself — 

But  they  avail  not :  I  have  done  men  good, 

And  I  have  met  with  good  even  among  men — 

Hut  this  uvuil'd  not :  I  have  had  my  foes. 

And  none  have  baffled,  many  falleu  before  me  — 

Hut  ihisavail'd  not: — good  or  evil,  life, 

Powei-s,  passions,  ill  1  see  in  other  beings. 

Have  hern  lo  me  as  rain  unto  the  sands, 

Since  that  all-nameless  hour.     I  h.ive  no  dread. 

And  feel  the  curse  to  have  no  n:ilural  fe.ir, 

Nor  lluiteriog  throb,  ihnt  beats  with  hopes  or  wishes, 

Or  lurking  love  of  something  on  the  earth. — 

Now  to  my  task. — 

Mysterious  Agency! 
Ye  spirits  of  the  unbounded  universe  ! 
Whom  I  have  bought  in  darkness  and  in  li(;ht — 
Ye,  who  do  compass  earlh  alioui,  iiiid  dvell 


I  In  subtler  essence — ye,  to  whom  the  top* 
I  Of  mountains  inaccessible  are  haunts, 
I  And  earth's  and  oceans  caves  familiar  things — 
J  I  call  upon  ye  by  the  written  charm 
Which  gives  me  power  upon  you — Rise!  appear! 

[^A  pause. 
They  come  not  yet. — Now  by  the  voice  of  him 
Who  is  the  first  among  you — by  this  sign, 
Which  makes  you  tremble — by  the  claims  of  him 
W^ho  is  undying,  rise!  appear! — .\ppear! 

[A  paui€. 
If  it  be  so. — Spirits  of  earth  and  air. 
Ye  shall  not  thus  elude  mc:  by  a  power, 
Deeper  than  all  yet  urged,  a  tyrant-spell, 
Which  had  its  birth-place  in  a  star  condemn'd, 
The  burning  wreck  of  a  demolish  d  world, 
.\  wandering  hell  in  the  eternal  space ; 
By  the  strong  curse  which  is  upon  my  soul, 
The  thouglit  which  is  within  me  and  around  me, 
I  do  compel  ye  to  my  will. — Appear! 

[A  star  is  seen  at  Vie  darker  end  of  the  ijal- 
lery ;  it  is  stationary;  and  a  voice  is  heard 
singing.] 

FIRST  SPIRIT. 

Mortal!  to  thy  bidding  bow'd, 
From  my  mansion  in  the  cloud. 
Which  the  breath  of  twilight  builds, 
And  the  summer  sun-set  gilds 
With  the  azure  and  vermilion,' 
Which  is  mixd  for  my  pavilion ; 
Though  thy  quest  may  be  forbidden, 
On  a  star-beam  I  have  ridden ; 
To  thine  adjuration  bow'd. 
Mortal — be  thy  wish  avow'd  ! 

Foice  of  the  Second  Spirit. 
Mont-Blanc  is  the  monarch  of  mountains, 

They  crowu'd  him  long  ago 
On  a  throne  of  rocks,  in  a  robe  of  clouds. 

With  a  diadem  of  snow. 
Around  his  waist  are  forests  braced. 

The  avalanche  in  his  hand; 
But  ere  it  fall,  that  thundering  ball 

Must  pause  for  my  command. 
The  glaciers  culd  and  restless  mas^ 

Moves  onward  day  by  day  ; 
But  I  am  he  wiio  bids  it  pass. 

Or  with  its  ice  delav. 
I  am  the  spirit  of  the  place, 

Could  make  the  mountain  bow 
And  quiver  to  his  cavrrnM  bise — 

And  what  with  me  wouldst  thou  ! 

Foicc  of  tlic  TniRD  Spirit. 
In  tlie  blue  ilrptli  of  the  water";, 
Wjicre  iln*  wave  hath  no  strife. 
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aag 


Where  the  inod  it  a  ctran^r, 

And  the  sea-foake  hath  life, 
Where  the  mermaid  is  deckto0 

Her  green  hair  with  shdlt ; 
Like  the  uorm  on  the  fturface 

Game  the  tound  of  thy  spelU ; 
(Xer  my  calm  hall  of  coral 

The  deep  echo  roU'd — 
To  the  Spirit  of  Ocean 

Thy  wishes  unfold ! 

rooara  snbit. 
Where  the  slumbering  earthquake 

Lies  piliow'd  on  fire, 
And  the  lakes  of  bitumen 

Rise  boiiiagiy  higher; 
Where  the  roots  of  the  Andes 

Strike  deep  in  ilie  earth. 
As  their  summits  to  heaven 

Shoot  soaringly  forth; 
I  have  quitted  my  birtli-place 

Thy  bidding  to  bide — 
Thy  spell  hath  subdued  me, 

Thy  will  be  my  guide ! 

riFTB  SriBIT. 

I  'm  the  rider  of  the  wind, 

The  stirrer  of  the  storm ; 
The  hurricane  I  left  behind 

Is  yet  with  lightning  warm ; 
To  speed  lo  thee,  o'er  shore  and  sea 

I  swept  upon  the  blast : 
The  fleet  I  met  satl'd  well,  and  yet 

T  will  sink  ere  night  be  past. 

SIITI  SriBIT. 

My  dwelling  is  the  shadow  of  the  night. 
Why  doth  thy  magic  torture  me  with  light? 

IBTKNTI  SPitrr. 
The  star  which  rules  thy  destiny 
Was  ruled,  ere  earth  began,  by  me : 
It  was  a  world  as  fresh  and  fair 
As  e'er  revolved  round  sun  in  air ; 
Its  coarse  was  free  and  regubr. 
Space  bosom'd  not  a  lovelier  sUr. 
Tlie  hour  arrived — and  it  became 
A  wandering  mass  of  shapeleu  flame, 
A  pathless  comet,  and  a  curse, 
The  menace  of  the  miverse ; 
Still  rolKog  on  with  innate  force. 
Without  a  sphere,  without  a  course, 
A  bright  deformity  on  high. 
The  monster  of  the  upper  sky! 
And  thou !  beneath  its  influence  bom — 
Thou,  worm  !  whom  I  obey  and  scorn — 
Forced  by  a  power  (which  is  not  thine. 
And  lent  thee  but  to  make  thee  mine) 
For  this  brief  moment  to  descend, 
Where  these  weak  spirits  round  thee  bend. 
And  parley  with  a  thing  like  thee — 
What  woiddst  thou,  child  of  clay,  with  me  ? 

THK  SBVBff  SPIBITS. 

Earth,  ocean,  air,  night,  mountains,  winds,  thy  star. 
Are  at  thy  beck  and  bidding,  child  of  clay  ! 

Before  thee,  at  thy  quest,  their  spirits  are — 
What  wouldst  thou  with  us,  son  of  moruls — say 7 


MAirVBBO. 


Forgetfttlness 


riBST  SPIBIT. 

Of  what — of  whom~«nd  why? 

MARrBBD. 

Of  that  which  is  within  me ;  read  it  there 
—Ye  know  it,  and  I  cannot  utter  it. 

SPIIIT. 

We  can  but  give  thee  that  which  we  possess ; 
Ask  of  us  subjects,  sovereignty,  the  power 
O'er  earth,  the  whole,  or  portion,  or  a  sign 
Which  shall  cooiroi  the  eleroenU,  whereof 
We  are  the  doroinators — each  and  all. 
These  shall  he  thine. 

MAMPIBD. 

Oblivion,  se!f-obiivion— 
Cm  ye  not  wring  from  out  the  hidden  realms 
Ye  offer  so  profunciy  what  I  ask? 

SPIBIT. 

It  is  not  in  our  essence,  in  our  skill ; 
Dnt— thou  mayst  die. 

MANPKED. 

Will  death  bestow  it  on  me? 

SPIIIT. 

We  are  immortal,  and  do  not  forget ; 

We  are  eternal,  and  to  us  the  past 

Is,  as  the  future,  present.     Art  thou  answer'd  T 

MANPBBO. 

Ye  mock  me— but  the  power  which  brought  ye  here 
Hath  made  you  mine.    Slaves,  scoff  not  at  my  will! 
The  mind,  the  spirit,  the  Promethean  spark. 
The  lii^htniDg  of  my  being,  is  as  bright. 
Pervading,  and  far-darling  as  your  own. 
And  shall  not  yield  to  yours,  though  coop'd  in  clay! 
Answer,  or  I  will  teach  you  what  1  am. 

spiaiT. 
We  answer  as  we  answer'd ;  bur  reply 
Is  even  in  thine  own  words. 

MANrBBD. 

Why  say  ye  BO ! 

SPIBIT. 

If,  as  tliou  my  St,  thine  essence  lie  as  ours, 
W>  have  replied  in  telling  thee,  the  thing 
Mortals  call  death  hath  nought  to  do  with  ua. 

MAnrBBD. 

1  then  have  calTd  ye  from  your  realms  in  vain ; 
Ye  cannot,  or  ye  will  not,  aid  me. 

SPIBIT. 

Say; 
What  we  potwaa  we  offer;  it  is  thine : 
Bethink  ere  thou  dismiss  us,  ask  again — 
Kingdom,  and  sway,and  strength,  and  length  of  days— 

MARPBBD. 

Accursed !  what  have  I  to  do  with  days? 
They  are  too  long  already.— Hence — begone! 

SPIBIT. 

Yet  pause ;  being  here,  our  will  would  do  thee  service , 

Bethink  thee,  is  there  then  no  other  gift 

Which  we  can  make  not  worthless  in  thine  eyes  ? 

MAKFBBO. 

No,  none :  yet  stay — one  moment,  ere  we  part — 

I  would  behold  ye  foce  to  hce.     I  hear 

Your  voices,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounds. 

As  music  on  the  waters;  and  1  see 

The  steady  aspect  of  a  clear  large  sUr ; 

But  noihitig  more.    Approach  ine  as  ye  are, 

Or  one,  or  all,  in  your  accustoro'd  forms. 
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SPIRIT. 

We  Ii.ive  no  forms  beyond  the  el(Miient<( 
Of  >%hicli  we  arc  the  miad  and  principle: 
But  chiLse  a  form — iu  that  we  will  appear. 

MlNFRSO. 

[  lia>c  no  choice;  there  is  no  form  on  earth 
Hideous  or  beautiful  to  me.     Let  him, 
Who  is  most  powerful  of  ye,  take  such  aspect 
As  unio  hiru  may  seem  most  fiitiuu — Cornel 

SEvenrn  si'ikir. 
{Appearing  in  tUe  shape  of  ti  beautiful  female  figure). 

Behold! 

MANPRED. 

Oh  God !  if  it  Le  thus,  and  thou 

Art  not  a  madness  and  a  mockery, 

I  yet  mi(Tht  be  most  liappy. — I  will  clasp  thee. 

And  we  ayain  will  be [The  figure  vanishes. 

!My  heart  is  crush'd ! 

[y\KNFtH!.i>falb  senselesi. 

[A  voice  is  heard  in  tlie  Incantation  whivh  follows.) 
When  lh«*  moon  is  on  the  \va%e. 

And  the  (jlow-worm  in  the  yrass. 
And  the  meteor  on  the  grave, 

And  the  wi.>p  on  the  morass  ; 
Win>n  the  falliu(;  stars  arc  shooting. 
And  the  answerd  owls  are  hooting, 
And  the  silent  leaves  are  still 
In  the  shadow  of  the  hill, 
Shall  my  soul  be  upon  thine, 
With  a  power  and  with  a  sigu. 

TiMugh  thy  slumber  may  be  deep. 

Yet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep; 

There  are  sh.ides  which  will  not  vanish, 

There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  bauish; 

By  a  power  to  thee  unknown, 

Thou  cauNt  nc%er  be  alone; 

Thou  art  wrapt  as  with  a  shroud. 

Thou  art  g;itherd  in  a  cloud; 

And  for  ever  shall  lliou  dwell 

In  the  spirit  of  this  spell. 

Though  ihou  secst  me  not  pass  by. 
Thou  shall  feel  me  with  lliine  eye 
As  a  thing  that,  though  unseen, 
Must  be  i^ear  thee,  and  hath  been; 
And  when  in  thai  secret  dread 
Thou  hast  turn  d  around  thy  head. 
Thou  shall  marvel  I  am  not 
As  thy  >h  ulow  on  the  spot; 
Anil  the  power  which  thou  dost  feel 
Shall  be  what  thou  must  conceal. 

And  a  m.igic  \oice  and  verse 

tiath  baptised  thee  with  a  curse; 

And  a  spirit  of  the  air 

Ilath  begirt  thee  with  a  snare; 

In  the  wind  there  is  a  voice 

Shall  forhid  thee  to  rejoice; 

And  to  thee  shall  Night  ileuy 

.\ll  the  quiet  of  her  sky; 

.Vnd  the  diiy  shall  have  a  sun, 

Whioli  shall  make  thee  wish  it  done. 

Froni  thy  false  tears  1  did  distil 
An  evscfn  ('  which  hath  stren(;lh  lo  kill , 
Iroin  thy  own  heart  I  then  did  wring 
The  bl  u  k  hlooil  in  its  blackest  spring  ; 


From  thy  own  smile  I  snatch'd  the  snake, 
For  there  it  coil'd  as  in  a  brake  ; 
From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  charm 
Which  gave  ail  these  their  chiefesl  harm; 
In  proving  every  poison  known, 
I  found  the  strongest  was  thine  own. 

By  thy  cold  breast  and  serpent  smile, 

By  thy  unfathom'd  gulfs  of  guile. 

By  that  most  seeming  virtuous  eye, 

lly  thy  shut  soul's  hypocrisy; 

By  the  perfection  of  thine  art, 

Which  p.iss'd  for  humnn  thine  own  heart; 

By  thy  delight  in  others'  pain, 

And  by  thy  brotherhood  of  Cain, 

I  cill  n[)on  thee!  and  compel 

Thysi  If  to  be  thy  proper  hell! 

And  on  thy  head  I  pour  the  vial 

Which  doth  devote  thee  lo  this  trial. 

Nor  to  slumber,  nor  to  die. 

Shall  he  in  thy  destiny; 

Though  thy  death  sliidl  still  seem  near 

To  thy  wish,  but  as  a  fear ; 

1.0 !  the  spell  now  works  around  thee. 

And  the  cl  inkless  chain  bath  bound  thee; 

O'er  thy  heart  and  brain  together 

liath  the  word  been  pass  d — now  wither  ! 


SCENE   II. 


The  Mountain  of  the  Jungfrau. —  Time,  Morning. — 
MA^FHRI>  alone  upon  Vie  cliff. 

MANPHED. 

The  spirits  I  have  raised  abandon  me — 

The  spells  which  I  have  studied  baflle  me — 

The  remedy  I  reck'd  (»f  torture«l  me; 

I  Iciin  no  more  on  super-human  aid, 

It  haih  no  power  upon  the  past,  and  for 

Ihe  future,  till  the  past  be  gulfd  in  darkness 

It  is  not  of  my  search. — My  mother  earth! 

And  thou,  fresii  bre.iking  day,  ;iiid  you,  ye  mountain^. 

Why  are  ye  beautiful  ?    I  cannot  love  ye. 

And  thou,  the  bright  eye  of  the  universe, 

That  opeiiest  over  all,  and  unto  all 

Art  a  deli;;ht  —  thou  shinest  not  on  my  heart. 

And  yon,  ye  cr.igs,  upon  >»hose  extreme  edge 

I  stind,  and  on  the  torrent's  brink  beneath 

Keliojd  the  tail  pines  dwindled  as  to  shrubs 

In  di//iness  of  distance;  when  a  leap, 

A  stir,  a  motion,  even  a  brealh,  would  bring 

My  hreast  upon  its  rocky  bosom  s  bed 

To  rest  for  ever — wherefore  do  I  pause  ? 

I  feci  liie  impulse — yet  I  do  not  plunge; 

I  see  the  peril  —  yet  do  not  rceed*-; 

And  my  brain  reels — and  yci  my  foot  is  firm 

There  is  a  power  upon  me  which  withholds 

And  nuikes  it  my  fal.ility  to  live; 

If  it  be  life  lo  we.ir  within  myself 

This  barrenness  of  spirit,  .ui«i  to  be 

My  own  stuils  sepuli'hre,  for  I  h  ivc  ceasctl 

To  jusiify  uiv  deeds  unto  myself — 

The  l.isi  iiilirniity  of  evil.     Ay, 

Thou  \vin;;ed  and  cloud-cle.iving  minister, 

[.In  ettifle  pn^yt  >. 
Whose  li.tppy  (light  is  highest  into  heaven, 
\\ell  inaysl  thou  swoo[»  so  near  me — I  should  be 
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Thy  prey,  and  9or|re  tkiae  eagleto;  thou  art  gone 

Where  the  eye  canooC  follow  thee;  hat  thine 

Tet  pierces  downward,  ooward,  or  above 

^'iih  a  penradiag  iricion.— Beaurifol ! 

How  beautiful  is  all  thi«  viaibJe  world ! 

How  glorious  an  its  aelion  and  itself! 

B«it  we,  who  name  ourselves  its  sovereigns,  we, 

Half  dust,  bslf  deity,  alike  unfit 

To  sink  or  soar,  with  our  mix'd  essence  make 

A  conflict  of  its  elements  and  breathe 

The  breath  of  degradation  and  of  pride. 

Contending  with  low  wants  and  lofty  will 

Till  our  mortality  predominatrt. 

And  men  are-~what  tliey  name  not  to  ihemsdves, 

And  trust  not  to  each  other.     Hark!  the  note, 

[The  shepkerd's  pipe  in  the  distance  it  heard. 
The  natural  music  of  the  mountain  read— 
For  here  the  patriarchal  days  are  not 
A  pastoral  fobla^pipes  in  the  liberal  air, 
Mix'd  with  the  sweet  bells  of  the  isauntering  tierd  ; 
My  sou]  would  drink  those  echoes. — Oh,  that  I  were 
The  viewless  spirit  of  a  lovely  sound, 
A  living  voice,  a  breathing  harmony, 
A  bodiless  enjoyment — bom  and  dying 
With  the  blest  tone  which  made  roe ! 

Enter  from  helow  a  Ciamois  IIuNTKa. 

cBAiiois  auirrBa. 

Even  Ko, 
This  way  the  cbamou  leapt :  her  nimble  feet 
Have  baffled  me ;  my  gains  to-day  will  scjrce 
Repay  my  break-neck  travail. — What  is  here? 
Who  seems  not  of  my  trade,  and  yet  liath  reach'd 
A  height  which  none  even  of  our  mountaineers, 
^ve  our  best  hunters,  may  attain:  his  garb 
Is  goodly,  his  mien  manly,  and  his  air 
Proud  as  a  free-born  peasant's,  at  tliis  distance. — 
I  will  approach  him  nearer. 

MAarasD  (not  perceiving  0ie  other). 
To  be  thus— 

Grey-hair  d  with  anguish,  like  these  bia.<«ted  pines, 
Wrecks  of  a  single  winter,  barklcss.  branchless. 
A  blighted  trunk  upon  a  cursed  root, 
Wbich  but  supplies  a  feeling  to  decay — 
And  to  be  thus,  eternally  but  thus, 
Having  been  otherwise!     Now  forrow'd  o'er 
With  wrinkles,  plough'd  by  moments,  not  by  years ; 
And  hours — all  tortured  into  ages — hours 
Which  I  outlive ! — Ye  toppling  crags  of  ice! 
Ye  avalanches,  whom  a  breath  draws  down 
In  monntainoitt  o'erwhelming,  come  and  crush  me! 
1  hear  ye  momently  above,  beneath. 
Crash  with  a  frequent  conflict ;  but  ye  pass. 
And  only  lall  on  thinf^  tliat  still  would  live ; 
On  the  young  flourisliiog  forest,  or  the  hut 
And  hamlet  of  the  harmless  villager. 

CHAMOIS  HriVTBK. 

The  mists  begin  to  rise  from  up  the  valley  ; 
I  11  vrarn  him  to  descend,  or  he  may  chance 
To  lose  at  ooee  his  way  and  life  together. 

MANrasD. 
The  mists  boil  up  around  tlie  glaciers;  clouds 
Rise  curling  ^st  beneath  me,  white  and  sulphury, 
Like  foam  from  the  roused  ocean  of  deep  hell. 
Whose  every  wave  breaks  on  a  living  shore, 
Ueap'd  with  the  damn'd  like  pebbles. — I  am  giddy. 


CBAMOlt  UV  «TIB. 

I  most  approach  him  cautiously;  if  near, 
A  sudden  step  will  startle  him,  and  he 
Seems  tottering  already. 

■UNrmBD. 

Mountains  have  fallen, 
(.earing  a  gap  in  the  clouds,  and  vrith  the  shock 
Rocking  their  Alpine  brethren;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  valleys  with  destruction's  splinlen. 
Damming  the  rivers  with  a  sudden  dash, 
Which  crush'd  the  waters  into  mist,  and  made 
Their  fountains  find  another  chaDiiel— thus. 
Thus,  m  its  old  age,  did  Mount  Rosenburg — 
Why  stood  I  not  beneath  it? 

CBAMois  Hrwna. 

Friend  I  have  a  care, 
Your  neic  step  may  be  fatol ! — for  the  love 
Of  him  who  made  you,  stand  not  on  that  brink  ? 

MANFEBD  (itol  hearing  him). 
Such  would  have  been  for  me  a  fitting  tomb ; 
My  bones  had  then  been  quiet  in  their  depth  ; 
They  had  not  then  been  strewn  upon  the  rocks 
For  the  wind's  pastime— as  thus — thus  they  shall 
In  this  one  plunge. — Farewell,  ye  opening  heavens! 
Look  not  upon  me  thus  reproachfully — 
Ye  were  not  meant  for  me— Earth!  take  the«  atoms! 
[j4s  Maistsbd  Iff  in  act  to  spring  frem  Hie  cliff 
(fce  CiAMois  HuNTCB  seises aiM<reta/ns  him, 
with  a  sudden  grasp.) 
CHAMOIS  nnvTSB. 
Hold,  madman! — though  aweary  of  thy  life, 
Stain  not  our  pure  vales  with  thy  guilty  blood. — 
Away  with  me 1  will  not  quit  my  hold. 

MANrSBD. 

I  am  most  sick  at  heart — oay,  {\m%p  me  not — 

I  am  all  feebleness — the  mountains  whirl 

Spinning  around  me — I  grow  blind. — What  art  thou? 

CHAMOIS  HUN  IBB. 

I  'II  answer  that  anon.^Away  with  me — 

The  clouds  grow  thicker — there — now  lean  on  me— 

Place  your  foot  here — here,  uke  this  staff,  and  cling 

A  moment  to  that  shrub->now  give  me  your  hand, 

And  hold  fast  by  my  girdle  — sofUy^well — 

The  chalet  will  be  gain'd  within  an  hour. 

Come  on,  we  11  quickly  find  a  surer  footing. 

And  something  like  a  pathway,  which  the  tomrat 

Hath  wash'd  since  winter. — Come,  't  is  bravely  done — 

You  should  have  been  a  hunter. — Follow  me. 

[^s  they  descend  Ae  rocks  with  diff  cutty,  the 
scene  closet.] 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  1. 

j4  Cottage  amongst  Ae  Bernese  Mps. 
MANrssD  and  Che  Chamois  Hl'ntbb. 

CHAMOIS  HDirriB. 
No,  no — yet  pau<ie— tlion  must  not  yet  50  forth: 
Thy  mind  and  body  are  alike  unfit 
To  trust  each  other,  for  some  hours,  at  least; 
When  thou  art  better,  I  will  he  thy  guide — 
But  whidier? 

MANriBD. 

1 1  imports  not:  I  do  know 
My  route  full  well,  and  need  no  further  guidance. 
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CUAMOI:$    UTNTKR. 

Tliy  {jarl)  and  ijait  hosjieak  llioe  of  lii|^h  lineage—- 
Onp  of  the  many  chiefs,  vrho«!P  rastlt^l  cra{^s 
Look  o'er  I  he  lower  vaUevs — which  of  ihese 
May  c.ill  thee  lord?     1  only  know  their  portals; 
My  Wily  of  life  leads  ine  hut  rarely  down 
To  hask  by  the  hui;e  hearths  of  those  old  halls, 
Carousing  with  the  vassals;  but  the  paths. 
Which  step  from  out  our  mounlains  lo  their  <loors, 
T  know  from  childhood — which  of  the-ie  is  thine? 

MANFRED. 

No  matter. 

Cn\MOIS  HUNTER. 

Well,  sir,  p.irdon  me  the  question. 
And  be  of  better  cheer.     Come,  taste  my  wine; 
T  is  of  an  ancient  >intai;e;  many  a  day 
'T  has  thaw'd  my  veins  amon{;  our  {jIarierR,  now 
Let  it  do  thus  for  thine — Gome,  pledye  me  fairly. 

MiNFREO. 

Awav,  away!  there  's  blood  upon  the  brim  ! 
Will  it  then  never — never  sink  in  the  earth  ? 

CDAMOIS  HL'NTER. 

What  dost  thou  mean?  thy  senses  wander  from  thee. 

MANFRED. 

T  say   t  is  blood — my  blood!  the  pure  warm  stream 
W  Inch  ran  in  the  veins  of  my  fathers,  and  in  ours 
When  we  were  in  our  youth,  and  had  one  heart. 
And  loved  each  other  as  we  should  not  lo\e. 
And  this  was  shed:  but  still  it  rises  up, 
Clojouriny  ihe  clouds,  that  shut  me  out  from  heaven, 
Where  thou  art  not — and  I  shall  never  be. 

CHAMOIS  IllMKH. 

Man  of  stranpe  words,  and  some  half-maddeuinu  sin. 
Which  makes  thee  people  vacancy,  whatc'er 
Thy  dread  and  suffrance  he,  there  s  comfort  yet — 
The  aid  of  holy  men,  and  heavenly  patience 

MA>'FREO. 

Patience,  and  patience!    Hence— that  word  wa<;  mad. 
For  brutes  of  burthen,  not  for  bir«is  of  prey; 
Preach  it  to  mortals  of  a  dust  like  thine— 
I  am  not  of  thine  order. 

CHAMOIS   ni  NTER. 

Thanks  to  Heaven ! 
I  would  not  be  of  thine  for  the  free  fame 
Of  William  Tell ;  but  what-oe'er  thine  ill, 
li  must  be  borne,  and  these  wild  starts  are  ns<-loss. 

MANFRED. 

Do  I  not  bear  it? — Look  on  me— I  live. 

CHAMOIS  Hr>TKR. 

This  is  fonvnUion,  and  no  healthful  life. 

MA.NFREP. 

I  iidl  thee,  man!  I  have  lived  many  years, 

Many  lon(^  years,  but  they  are  nothing;  now 

To  those  which  I  must  number;  a|;es — a|;r's — 

Sparc  and  eternity — and  Lons»iousnr«»s. 

With  the  fierce  thirst  of  »leaili — and  siiil  iin^.Iakcd  ' 

CHAMOIS   HLIMTKR. 

Why,  on  thy  brow  the  seal  of  iniddle  a^je 
Hath  scarce  been  set;  1  am  thine  elder  far. 

MANFRED. 

Ihinkst  thou  existence  doth  «lepend  on  time? 
It  (loth:  but  actions  are  our  epochs:  mine 
Have  made  my  days  and  ni{;liis  imperishable, 
Kinlless,  and  all  alike  as  sands  on  ihe  shore. 
Innumerable  atoms  ;  and  one  desert, 
Birren  and  cold,  on  which  the  wild  waves  break, 


hut  nothing;  rests,  save  carcases  and  wrecks. 
Rocks,  and  the  salt-surf  weeds  of  bitterness. 

CHAMOIS  HTNTER. 

Alas!  he  's  mad — but  yet  I  must  not  leave  him. 

MANFRKO. 

I  would  r  were — for  then  the  things  I  see 
Would  be  but  a  dislempi-rd  dream. 

CHAMOIS   BIVTRR. 

What  is  It 
That  thou  dost  see,  or  think  thou  look'st  upon  ? 

MANFRKO. 

Myself  and  thee — a  peasant  r)f  the  Alps — 

Tliy  hnni])ie  ^irllJeN,  hospitable  liome, 

Aiul  spirit  patient,  pious,  proud  and  free; 

riiv  s,|f-respcct,  j^raftv-d  on  iniio<-ent  thoughts  ; 

Thy  ilays  of  health,  and  i!i;^^lils  of  sleep;  thy  toils, 

Uy  dan{;er  di(;nifird,  vet  (guiltless;  hopes 

f)f  cliccrfnl  old  a|;e,  and  a  fjuiet  grave, 

Willi  cro-»s  and  f;arlaud  over  its  |^;reen  lurf. 

And  thy  (;randchil(lreirs  love  for  epitaph  : 

This  do  I  sec — and  then  I  look  within — 

It  matters  not — my  soul  was  scorchd  already! 

CHAMOIS  HLNrER. 

And  wouldst  ihoii  then  exchaii^'c  thy  lot  for  mine? 

MANFRED. 

No,  friend!  I  would  not  wrony  thee,  nor  exchauge 
My  lot  with  li\ini;  beini; :   I  can  bear — 
However  wretchedly,  't  is  still  to  bear — 
111  life  what  others  could  not  brook  lo  «lream. 
Hut  perish  in  their  slumber. 

CHAMOIS  Hl'NTER. 

And  with  this — 
This  cautious  feeling  for  another's  pain. 
Canst  thou  be  black  with  evil  ? — say  not  so. 
Can  one  of  {jcntle  thonghls  have  wreakd  revenge 
l^pon  his  enemies ' 

MANFRED. 

Oh  !  no,  no.  no  ! 
My  injiiiies  came  down  on  those  who  loved  me — 
On  ihose  whom  I  best  loved-   I  ne\er  fjnelJM 
.\n  enemy,  save  in  my  just  defence — 
Bur  my  enibrace  was  fjial. 

ciiaMmis  iir>TFi;. 

Heaven  give  ihee  resi ' 
\nd  penitein-e  reslore  thee  to  thyself; 
My  prayers  shall  Im*  for  thee. 

MANFRED. 

I  need  them  not, 
hut  can  endure  thy  pity.     I  depart — 
r  is  lime — farewell  I — Here  s  gold,  and  thanks  for  ih*' 
No  words — it  is  thy  due. — Follow  me  not  — 
]  I  know  mv  p;ith — -the  mountain  peril   s  past:  — 
And  onee  again,  I  eharge  ilwe,  follow  not! 

[£"v/f    M  k>FBF 

SCENE    II. 

.-/  lower  fallcy  in  Vte  yilps — A  Catarmt 
Entt'r  .M\>FKi:  o. 

ft  is  not  noon — the  sunbows  r.ivs'  still  arch 

Tin    loiniit  with  the  miiiy  hues  of  ljea\en. 

.\iul  roll  till-  slieeied  silvers  waving  rohinin 

0"<r  llie  crag's  headlong  pcrpendii  nlar. 
;  Aiiil  lliiif;  its  liues  of  fo.iiiiing  light  along, 

,\iid  to  and  fro,  like  the  p.ile  (onrser's  tail, 
•   (lie  giiMl  stc'il,  to  be  bestrode  bv  Death, 
1  .\s  I*. 1(1  in  tin-  Apocdlvpsc.      No  eves 


e. 


MANFRED. 
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nut  mioe  oow  driiik  Ihia  sight  of  loveliocM; 

I  fthould  be  sole  in  ibis  rwcet  toliiude, 

Aad  with  the  tpirit  of  tlw  place  divida 

The  homage  of  these  walers.^1  will  caJI  her. 

[M AN7ABO  takes  iomu  of  tfie  water  into  the 
palm  of  his  hand^  andjlings  it  im  dte  air^ 
tmmUerifiq  the  adjuration.  After  a  pause, 
tka  WiTCi  or  Tu  Alps  rises  beneath  the 
mrch  of  the  sunbeam  of  the  torrent 

MANrtlD. 

BfauiifBl  spirit !  with  thy  hair  of  iight, 

Aod  daaliog  ejet  of  glory,  ia  whose  form 

The  cbamu  of  earth's  leasMBortal  daughters  grow 

To  an  uncarthiy  suture,  in  an  essence 

Of  purer  elements;  while  the  hues  of  youtlt,^ 

Camatton'd  like  a  sleeping  iofitnt's  cheek, 

Rock'd  by  the  heating  of  her  mother's  hean, 

Or  the  rose  tints,  which  summer's  twilight  leaves 

Upon  the  lofty  glacier's  virgin  snow, 

Th«  hluUi  of  earth  embracing  with  her  heaven,— 

Tta^e  thy  celestial  aspect,  and  make  tame 

The  beanlics  of  the  snnhow  which  hends  o'er  lliee. 

B^jutiful  spirit!  in  thy  calm  clear  brow, 

Wherein  is  glafs'd  serenity  of  soul. 

Which  of  itself  shows  immortality, 

I  read  that  thoa  wilt  pardon  to  a  son 

()f  earth,  whom  the  ahstruser  powers  permit 

At  times  to  commune  with  them— if  that  he 

Avail  him  of  his  spells — to  call  thee  thus, 

And  gate  on  thee  a  moment. 

WITCH. 

Son  of  earth ! 
I  know  thee,  and  the  powers  which  give  thee  power ; 
I  koow  thee  for  a  man  of  many  thoughts. 
And  deeds  of  good  and  ill,  extreme  in  both. 
Fatal  and  fated  in  thy  sufferings. 
I  have  expected  this — what  wouldst  thon  with  meT 

To  look  upon  thy  beauty — nothing  further. 
The  face  of  the  earth  hath  maddeo'd  me,  and  I 
Take  refuge  in  her  mysteries,  aod  pierce 
To  the  abodes  of  tho^  who  govern  her — 
But  they  can  nothing  aid  me.     I  have  sought 
From  them  what  they  could  not  bestow,  and  imw 
I  fearcb  no  farther. 

wrrca. 
What  could  be  the  quest 
Which  is  not  in  the  power  of  the  most  powerful, 
The  rulers  of  the  invisible  ? 

MANraiD. 

A  boon; 
But  why  &hould  I  repeat  it?  'l  were  in  vain. 

wiTca. 
1  know  not  that ;  let  thy  lips  utter  it. 

MANrSBD. 

Well,  though  it  torture  me,  't  is  but  the  same ; 

My  pang  shall  find  a  voice.     From  my  youth  upwards 

My  spirit  walk'd  not  with  the  souls  of  men, 

Nor  look'd  upon  the  earth  with  human  eyes, 

Tlte  thirst  of  their  ambition  was  not  mine. 

The  aim  of  their  existence  was  not  mine; 

My  joys,  my  griefs,  my  pa««ions,  and  my  powers. 

Made  me  a  stranger;  though  I  wore  the  f6rm, 

I  bad  no  sympathy  with  breathing  flesh. 

Nor  midst  the  creatures  of  clay  that  girded  me 

Was  there  but  one  who but  of  her  anon. 


I  said,  with  men,  and  with  the  thoughts  of  men, 

I  held  but  slight  communion :  but  instead. 

My  joy  was  in  the  wilderness,  to  breathe 

The  difficult  air  of  the  iced  mountain's  top. 

Where  the  hints  dare  not  build,  nor  insect's  wing 

Flit  o'er  ihe  herbles^  granite ;  or  to  plunge 

Into  the  torrent,  and  to  roll  along 

(>n  the  swift  whirl  of  the  new-breaking  wave 

Of  river-stream,  or  ocean,  in  their  flow. 

In  these  my  eaHy  strength  exulted;  or 

To  follow  through  the  night  the  moving  moon, 

The  4tan  and  their  development;  or  catch 

Tlie  danling  lightnings  till  my  eyes  grew  dim; 

f>r  to  look,  list'ning,  on  the  scatter'd  leaves, 

While  autumn  winds  were  at  tlieir  evening  song. 

Thc«e  were  my  pastimes,  and  to  be  alone ; 

For  if  the  beings,  of  whom  I  was  one, — 

Hating  to  be  so, — cross'd  me  in  my  path, 

I  felt  myself  degraded  hack  to  them, 

And  was  all  cby  again.     And  then  I  dived, 

In  my  lone  wanderings,  to  the  caves  of  death, 

Searching  its  cause  in  its  effect;  and  drew 

From  wither'd  hones,  and  sculls,  and  heap'd-np  dust. 

Conclusions  most  forbidden.    Then  I  pass'd 

The  nights  of  years  in  sciences  untaught. 

Save  in  the  old  time ;  and  with  time  and  toil, 

Aod  terrible  ordeal,  and  such  penance 

As  in  itself  hath  power  upon  the  air. 

And  spirits  that  do  compafts  air  and  earth, 

Space,  and  the  peopled  infinite,  I  made 

Mine  eyes  familiar  with  eternity, 

Such  as,  before  me,  did  the  Magi,  and 

He  who  from  out  their  fountain  dwelling*  raised 

Eros  and  Anteros,*  at  Gadara, 

As  I  do  thee;— aod  with  my  knowledge  grew 

The  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  the  power  and  joy 

Of  this  most  bright  intelligence,  until— >^ 

wiTca. 
Proceed. 

MAMraiD. 
Oh  !  I  but  thus  prolong'd  my  words. 
Boasting  these  idle  attributes,  because 
As  I  approach  the  core  of  my  heart's  grief— 
But  to  my  task.     I  have  not  named  to  thee 
Father  or  mother,  mistress,  friend,  or  being. 
With  whom  I  wore  the  chain  of  human  ties; 
If  I  had  such,  they  see.ii'd  not  such  to  me — 
Yet  tliere  was  one 

WITCB. 

Spare  not  thyself— proceed. 

MANrSBD. 

She  was  like  me  in  liueament^— her  eyes. 
Her  hair,  her  features,  all,  lo  the  very  tone 
C%en  of  her  voice,  they  said,  were  like  lo  mine ; 
But  sofien'd  all,  aod  temper d  into  beauty : 
She  had  the  same  lone  thoughts  and  wanderifigs. 
The  quest  of  hidden  knowledge,  and  a  mind 
To  comprehend  the  universe :  nor  these 
Alone,  but  with  them  gentler  powers  than  mine. 
Pity,  and  smiles,  and  tears — which  I  had  not ; 
And  tendemes»— but  that  I  had  for  her ; 
Humility — ond  that  I  never  had. 
Her  faults  were  mine— Her  virtues  were  her  own— 
I  loved  her,  and  destroy 'd  her ! 

wiTca. 

With  thy  hand  ? 
3o 
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FIITH  SPIftlT. 

Dost  thou  dare 
Refuse  to  Ari manes  od  liis  throne 
What  the  whole  earth  accords,  behoKhn(;  not 
The  terror  of  his  glory — Crouch!  I  say. 

MAKFRED. 

Bid  hifii  bow  down  to  that  which  is  above  him, — 
The  ovcrruHng  Infinite — the  Maker 
Who  made  him  not  for  worship — let  him  kneel. 
And  we  will  kneel  together. 

TUX  SPIRITS. 

Crush  the  worm  ! 
Tear  him  in  pieces  I — 

FIRST  DESTINY. 

Hence!  Avaunt!  he 's  mine. 
Prince  of  the  powers  invisible!  this  man 
Is  of  no  common  order,  as  his  port 
And  presence  here  denote:  his  sufferings 
Have  been  of  an  immortal  nature,  like 
Our  own;  his  knowledge,  and  his  powers  aud  will, 
As  far  as  is  compatible  with  clay, 
Which  riogs  the  ethereal  essence,  have  been  such 
As  clay  hath  seldom  borne;  his  aspirations 
Have  been  beyond  the  dwellers  of  the  earth, 
And  tlicy  have  only  taught  him  what  we  know — 
That  knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  science 
Hut  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 
This  is  not  all — the  passions,  attributes 
Of  earth  and  heaven,  from  which  no  power,  nor  being. 
Nor  breath,  from  the  worm  upwards,  is  exempt, 
Have  pierced  his  heart;  and  in  their  consequence 
Made  him  a  thing  which  I,  who  pity  not, 
Yet  pardon  those  who  pity.     He  is  mine. 
And  thine,  it  may  be — be  it  so,  or  not, 
No  other  spirit  in  this  region  hath 
A  ••oul  like  his — or  power  upon  his  soul. 

NLME.SIS. 

What  doth  he  here  then? 

FIRST   DBSTINY. 

Let  him  answer  thai. 

M  KNFREO. 

Ye  know  what  I  have  known;  and  without  power 
I  could  not  be  amongst  ye:  but  there  are 
Powers  deeper  still  beyond — I  cume  in  quest 
Of  such  to  answer  unto  what  I  seek. 

NEMESIS. 

What  wouldst  thou  ? 

M.i>iFREI). 

Thou  canst  not  reply  to  me, 
(«ill  up  the  dead — ray  question  is  for  them. 

NEMESIS. 

Cre.U  Arimanes,  doth  thy  will  avouch 
The  wishes  of  this  mortal? 

AKIMANES. 

Yea 

>KMLSIS 

Whom  wuuldsl  (huu 


rneliaruel  '. 


AsUrte 


MA.NFRKU. 

One  Miihoul  a  lomh— e.il 

.MOIt.MS. 

Sii.idow  '  or  Spirit  ' 
Wjniever  tijou  .ill, 


up 


Which  still  doth  inherit 

The  whole  or  a  part 
(;)f  the  form  of  thy  birth, 

Of  the  mould  of  thy  clay, 
Which  relurn'd  to  the  e.irth, — 

Re-appear  to  the  day! 
Bear  what  lliou  boresl, 

The  heart  und  the  form, 
And  the  aspect  thou  w<irest 
Redeem  from  the  worm. 
Appear! — appear! — appear! 
Who  sent  thee  there  requires  thee  here! 

[The  phantom  o/"  Astartk  rises  and 
itnndi  in  the  midst. 

MA.MFhED. 

(^n  this  be  death?  there  s  bloom  upon  her  cheek! 
Cut  now  I  see  it  i.'s  no  living  hue. 
Rut  a  strange  hectic — like  the  unnatural  red 
Which  Autumn  plants  upon  the  perish'd  leaf. 
It  is  the  same!  Oh  (iod !  that  I  should  dread 
To  look  upon  the  same — .\starle! — No, 
I  cannot  speak  to  her — but  bid  her  speak — 
Forgive  me  or  condemn  me. 

NKMESIS. 

By  ilie  power  which  hath  broken 
The  grave  which  iuthralld  thee, 

Speak  to  liirn  who  hath  spoken, 
Or  tliosc  who  have  calld  thee! 

MA.>FRKD. 

She  is  silent, 
And  in  lliai  silence  I  am  more  th^n  answer  d. 

NEMESIS. 

My  power  extends  no  further.     Prince  of  air ! 
It  rests  with  thee  alone — command  her  voice. 

ARIMANES. 

Spirit!  obey  this  sceptre! 

NEMF.SM. 

Sihnt  still! 
She  is  not  of  our  order,  but  lieloiigs 
To  the  other  powers.     Mortal !  thy  quest  is  vain, 
And  we  are  baflKd  also. 

M  INKREII. 

Ileal  me,  hear  mc — 
Astarle!  iiiy  beloved  I  .speak  to  me: 
I  have  so  murh  einlured — so  much  einlure — 
Look  on  me!   the  jjrave  halh  not  changed  thee  more 
Than  I  am  changed  for  ihee.     Thou  lo\edst  me 
Too  much,  as  I  loved  lliec:   we  were  not  made 
To  torture  thus  eaeh  other,  tiiough  it  were 
The  deadliest  sin  to  love  as  we  have  loved. 
Sav  that  thou  loalhest  me  not  —  th.U  1  do  hear 
I  his  pimishrnent  for  l)Oth — lliat  thou  wilt  be 
(>ne  of  tlie  blessed — and  thu  I  shall  «iie; 
For  hitherto  all  hateful  thing-,  eonspiie 
To  hind  me  in  existmre — m  a  life 
Which  makes  me  shrink  from  immortahiy  — 
.\  future  like  the  p.ist.      I  cannot  rest. 
1  kiu>v\  not  what  1  ask  nor  wliat  1  siek  : 
I  feel  hut  what  thou  ait — ami  what  I  am  . 
.\nd  I  would  he.ir  vet  ouce  before  I  perish 
I  he  voiee  >vliich  was  my  music — Speak  lo  me'. 
I  or  I  h  IV e  calld  on  tin  e  in  the  still  night, 
Startlid  the  slumbering  birds  from  the  liush  d  hough». 
And  wuki-  the  mountain  wolves,  and  made  the  caves 
Acquainted  with  thy  Vviinlv-echoed  name. 
Which  answerd  mc — many  things  answeid  me — 


MANFRED. 


aSy 


Spirits  aod  men — but  tboa  wert  tilent  all. 
Yet  %peak  to  me !  I  have  oatwalch'd  the  stars, 
Aod  gued  o'er  heaTen  io  wo  in  March  of  thee. 
Speai  to  me !  I  have  vander'd  o'er  the  earth 
And  never  fomid  thy  likeneea— Speak  to  me  ! 
I/iok  on  the  fiend*  aroond'--they  feel  for  me: 
1  frar  them  not,  and  feel  for  thee  aJooe — 
Sfx-ak  to  me!  though  it  be  in  wrath  ; — but  say — 
I  rrck  not  what — bat  let  me  hear  thee  once^ 
This  once— ooce  more  ! 

rBAIITOII  or  ASTAKT8. 

Manfred! 

MARniD. 

Say  on,  lay  on— 
I  lite  but  ia  the  aomM^^it  it  thy  voice ! 

PBANTOH. 

Manfred !  to-aaoffTOw  oida  thine  earthly  ills. 
Farewell! 

MAaraao. 
Tet  one  word  more — am  I  foi^ven  ? 

PBANTOM. 

Farewell ! 

MARraio. 
Say,  diall  we  meet  again  7 
raAMTOM. 

Farewell  1 
MAaraao. 
One  word  for  mercy!  say,  thou  lo«e»t  me. 

pha:«tom. 
Manfred  I 

[T%€  Spirit  of  Astasti  disappears. 

MBMBSIS. 

She  '•  gone,  and  will  not  be  recall'd: 
Her  words  will  be  fulfiU'd.    Return  to  the  earth. 

A  f PI  KIT. 

He  is  convnlsed. — This  is  to  be  a  mortal, 
Aod  seek,  the  tliing«  beyond  mortality. 

AnoTBta  sPiaiT. 
Tet,  see,  he  masteretb  himself,  and  makes 
Hi%  torture  tributary  to  his  will. 
Had  he  been  one  of  us,  be  would  have  made 
An  awful  spirit. 

NIMKSIS. 

tTa<ti  thou  further  question 
Of  our  great  sovereign,  or  his  worshipped? 
,  MANraxD. 

Sone. 

NKMBSK. 

Then  for  a  time  fsrewell. 

MAIfTBED. 

We  meet  then !  Where?  On  the  earth? — 
Even  as  thou  wilt :  and  for  the  tjrace  accorded 
1  DOW  depart  a  debtor.     Fare  ye  well  I 

[FxtrMAifpaBD. 
(5ceite  r/oxe«.) 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

ji  Batl  in  f^e  Castie  of  Manfred. 

M  Aura  to  and  II  Ban  ah. 

MAaraao. 
What  is  the  hour  ? 

BaaMAN. 
It  wanu  but  one  till  suotet, 
And  pcomiaes  a  lovely  tvrilight. 


HAHraio. 

Are  all  things  so  disposed  of  in  the  tower 
As  I  directed  ? 

■iaMAa. 

All,  my  lord,  are  ready; 
Here  it  the  key  and  casket. 

HAifraiD. 
It  is  well: 
Thou  mays!  retire.  {Exit  HaiMAR. 

MANrBBD  {alone). 
There  is  a  calm  upon  me— 
Inexplicable  stillness  !  which  till  now 
Did  not  beloDg  to  what  1  knew  of  life. 
If  tliat  1  did  not  know  philosophy 
To  be  of  all  our  iranicics  the  rootliest. 
The  merest  word  that  ever  fool'd  the  ear 
From  out  the  schoolman's  jargon,  1  should  deem 
The  goUlen  secret,  the  sought  «  Kalon,*  found. 
And  fteatrd  in  my  soul.     It  will  not  last. 
But  it  is  well  to  have  known  it,  though  but  once : 
It  hath  enbrged  my  thougliu  with  a  new  sense. 
And  I  within  my  tablets  would  note  down 
That  there  is  such  a  feeling.    Who  is  there? 
Re-tnter  Qbbman. 

HUBMAIV. 

My  l<Ntl,  the  abbot  of  St  Maurice  craves 
To  greet  your  presence. 

Enter  the  Abbot  or  St  Madbigb. 

ABBOT. 

Peace  be  with  Count  Manfred  I 
MANratD. 
Thanks,  holy  father!  welcome  to  these  walls; 
Thy  presence  honours  them,  and  blesseth  those 
Who  dwell  within  them. 

ABBOT. 

Would  it  were  so.  Count! 
But  I  would  fain  confer  with  thee  alone. 

HAaraBo. 
Herman,  retire.     What  would  my  reverend  gne«t  ? 

ABBOT. 

Thus,  without  prelude : — Age  and  seal,  my  office, 
Aod  good  intent,  must  plead  my  privilege  ; 
Our  near,  though  not  acquainted  neighbonrhood, 
May  ako  be  my  herald.    Rumoun  strange, 
And  of  unholy  nature,  are  abroad. 
And  busy  with  thy  name;  a  noble  name 
For  centuries ;  may  he  who  bean  it  now 
Transmit  it  nnimpair  d  ! 

MANPSBD. 

Proceed, — I  listen. 

ABBOT- 

T  U  s.iid  thou  boldest  converse  with  the  things 
Which  are  forbidden  to  the  search  of  man; 
Tlut  with  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes, 
The  many  evil  and  unheavenly  spirits 
Which  walk  the  valley  of  the  shade  of  death, 
Thou  communesL     1  know  that  with  mankind, 
Thy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Excliauge  thy  thoughts,  and  that  thy  soUtode 
Is  as  an  anchorite's,  were  it  but  holy. 

MANraxD. 
And  what  are  they  who  do  avouch  these  things  ? 

ABBOT. 

My  pious  brethren — llie  scared  peasantry- 
Even  thy  own  vasaals — who  do  look  on  thee 
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Wiih  most  uaquiot  eyes.    Thy  life  *s  in  peril. 

Mi.NFKED. 

Take  it. 

ABBOT. 

I  come  to  save,  and  not  dofitroy — 
1  would  not  pry  into  thy  secret  soul; 
But  if  lliesc  lhiii{»s  be  sooth,  tlirre  still  is  lime 
For  penitence  and  pity:   reconcile  thee 
With  the  true  church,  aadtlirou(^;h  the  church  to  Heaven. 

MAUFM-.U. 

I  hear  thee.     This  is  my  reply;  "wlnie'er 
1  may  hive  been,  or  am,  doih  rest  hetween 
Heaven  and  myself. — I  shall  not  cliusc  a  mortal 
To  he  my  mediator.     Have  I  sinn'd 
Against  your  ordinances?  pro\e  and  punish! 

ABDOr. 

My  son !  I  did  not  speak  of  punishment. 
But  penitence  and  pardon- — with  thyself 
The  choice  of  such  rem. tins — and  for  the  last, 
Our  iiistituiions  and  our  stron^j  b<*liif 
Have  i|iven  me  po\»er  to  smooth  the  path  from  sin 
To  higher  hope  and  belter  thoughts;   (he  lirst 
I  leave  lo  ilca%cn — «  Vengeance  i-s  mine  alone  !>' 
So  saith  the  Lord,  and  with  all  humhteness 
His  servant  edioes  back  the  awful  word. 

MiNPREH. 

Old  man!  there  is  no  power  in  holy  men, 

Nor  charm  in  prayrr — nor  purifying  form 

Of  penitence — nor  outward  look — nor  fast — 

Nor  ajjony — nor,  (jrcater  than  all  these. 

The  innate  tortures  of  that  deep  despair 

Which  is  remorsi;  v^iiliuut  the  fear  of  hell. 

But  all  in  all  sufficient  to  itsrlf 

Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven — can  exorcise 

From  out  the  nnbounded  spirit,  the  quick  sense 

Of  its  own  sins,  wronjjs,  sufferance,  and  reven(je 

Upon  itself;  there  is  no  future  pane 

Can  deal  I hiit  justice  on  the  .self-condemn'd 

He  deals  on  his  ovtn  soul. 

ABBOT. 

.Ml  this  IN  well. 
For  this  will  pass  away,  and  be  succeeded 
By  an  auspicious  hope,  wiiich  shall  look  up 
With  calm  assurance  to  that  bles^ctl  place, 
Which  all  >»ho  seek  may  win,  whatever  be 
Their  earthly  errors,  so  they  be  atoned  ; 
A^d  the  coinmenccment  of  atonement  !-> 
The  tense  of  its  ncciNsity. — Say  on — 
And  all  our  church  can  leach  thee  shall  be  lau[;hl ; 
And  all  we  can  ahsnUe  thee  shall  be  paidon'd. 

MANFRED. 

When  Rome's  sixth  Emperor  was  near  his  Ijst, 
The  victim  of  a  self-inllictcd  wound. 
To  shun  the  torments  of  a  public  death 
From  senates  once  his  slaves,  a  certain  soldier. 
With  show  of  loyal  pity,  would  have  staunch'd 
The  (;ushin^  thro.tt  with  his  oflicious  robe; 
The  dyiny  Roman  thrust  him  bark  and  said — 
Some  empire  still  in  his  expiring;  jjlance, 
«  It  is  too  late — is  this  tidcli(y?n 

ABBOT. 

And  what  of  this^ 

MANFRED. 

I  answer  with  the  Roman — 
«( It  is  too  late!** 


ABBOT. 

It  never  can  be  so. 
To  reconcile  thyself  with  thy  own  soul, 
And  thy  own  soul  with  Heaven.    Hast  thou  do  hope? 
r  is  strange — even  those  who  do  despair  above, 
Yet  shape  themselves  some  phantasy  on  earth, 
To  which  frail  twig  they  cling,  like  drowning  men. 

MANFRED. 

.\y — father!     I  have  had  those  earthly  visions 
And  noble  aspirations  in  my  youth. 
To  make  my  own  the  mind  of  other  men, 
The  enlightener  of  nations;  and  to  ri>e 
I  kopM  not  V hither — it  might  be  to  fall; 
But  fall,  even  as  the  mountain-cataract. 
Which  having  leapt  from  its  more  dazzling  height, 
Kven  in  the  foaming  strength  of  its  abyss 
(Which  casts  up  misty  columns  that  become 
Clouds  raining  from  the  re-ascended  skies). 
Lies  low  but  mighty  still. —  But  this  is  past. 
My  thoughts  mistook  themselves. 

ABBOr. 

And  wherefore  »o? 

MANFRED. 

1  could  not  lame  my  nature  down;   for  he 

-Must  serve  >*  ho  fain  would  sway — aud  soothe — audsue- 

.Vnd  watch  all  time — aud  pry  into  all  place — 

And  be  a  living  lir — who  would  become 

A  mighty  thing  amongst  the  mean,  and  such 

The  mass  are  :   1  disdain'd  to  mingle  with 

A  herd,  though  lo  be  leader — aud  of  wolves. 

The  lion  is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

ABROT.- 

And  why  not  live  and  act  with  other  men  ! 

MANFRED. 

Because  my  nature  was  averse  from  life; 
And  yet  not  cruel;  for  I  would  not  make, 
But  lind  a  ilesot.itiou  : — like  the  vind. 
The  red-hot  breath  of  the  most  lone  simoom. 
Which  (l\»r|ls  but  in  the  desert,  and  sweeps  o'er 
The  barren  sands  whicli  bear  no  shrubs  to  blast. 
And  revels  o'er  their  wild  and  and  -waves, 
And  seeketb  not,  so  that  it  is  not  sought, 
But  being  met  is  deadly;   surh  hath  been 
The  course  of  my  existence;  but  there  came 
Thing-*  iu  my  jiatli  which  are  no  more. 

ABBOT. 

Alas! 
I  'gin  to  fear  that  ihou  art  past  all  aid 
From  me  and  from  my  calliug;  yet  so  young, 
I  still  would 

MANFRED. 

L«ok  on  me!  there  is  an  order 
Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
Old  in  their  youth  and  die  ere  middle  age. 
Without  the  violence  of  warlike  d'*atli ; 
Some  perishing  of  pleasure — some  of  study — 
Some  worn  with  toil — some  of  mere  weariness — 
Some  of  disease — and  some  insanity — 
And  some  of  wither  d  or  of  broken  hearts ; 
For  this  last  is  a  malady  which  slays 
.More  than  are  number'd  in  the  lists  of  Fate, 
Taking  all  shapes,  and  bearing  many  names. 
Look  upon  me  !  for  even  of  all  these  things 
Have  I  partaken;  and  of  all  these  things. 
One  were  enough  :   then  wonder  not  that  I 


MANFRED. 


aSg 


Am  «ba(  1  am,  bat  that  I  e««r  wm^ 

Or.  bsTiog  beea.  tl»l  1  am  tlill  on  aartb. 

▲•aoT. 
Yrt. 


SCENE  III. 


Old  man !  I  do  revpect 
lliiiie  ocdor,  and  mrera  thaoe  year»;  I  dean 
Tby  porpoM  piooi,  but  it  is  in  vain  : 
Tbmk  OM  not  cbariiib ;  I  would  spare  tbyiclf, 
Far  more  than  me,  in  sbonnini;  at  this  lima 
All  farther  colloqu^f^-^nd  to— iarewelL 

[Exii  HANrBEB. 
ABBOT. 

This  thoobl  bave  been  a  noble  creaiare:  he 

Hath  all  ilm  energy  which  would  have  made 

A  goodly  frame  of  glorious  elemeoUf 

Had  they  been  wisely  mingled ;  as  it  is. 

It  is  an  awfnl  chaoa— Kghl  and  darkness~> 

And  mind  and  dust — and  passions  and  pure  ibonghti, 

Xii'd  and  contending  without  end  or  order. 

All  dormnat  or  destructive:  he  will  perish. 

And  yet  be  must  not;  I  will  try  oove  more, 

For  such  ni«  woriib  redemption  ;  and  my  duty 

h  to  dare  all  things  for  a  righlcous  end. 

I  'U  foUow  him— but  cautiously,  though  surely. 

[£jKtt  Abbot. 


SCENE  II. 
Anoiktr  CKamhtr. 

MAanio  and  Hbbman. 

■bbman. 
My  lord,  yon  bade  me  wait  on  yon  at  sunset : 
He  nnka  behind  the  mountain. 

WAMrBBD. 

Doth  he  so  7 
I  win  look  on  Inm. 

[MA.irBtD  advanctt  Co  the  Window  of  the  HalL 
Glorious  orb!  the  idol 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 
Of  undUeased  mankind,  the  giant  sons^ 
Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a  sex 
More  beautiful  Ihan  they,  which  did  draw  down 
The  erring  spirits  who  can  ne'er  return — 
Most  glorious  orb !  that  wert  a  worship,  ere 
Tbe  mptery  of  thy  making  was  reveat'd ! 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almi(;lity, 
Which  gladden'd,  on  their  mountain  tops,  the  hearts 
Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  pour  d 
Themselves  in  orisons !    Thou  material  god ! 
And  represenutive  of  the  Unknown— 
Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow !    Thou  clitcf  star ! 
Centre  of  many  surs !  which  mak'st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  temperest  tlie  hues 
And  hcnru  of  aU  who  walk  within  tby  rays! 
Sire  of  the  seasons !  Monarch  of  the  climes. 
And  those  who  dwell  in  tliem !  for  near  or  far, 
Our  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee, 
Even  as  our  outwari  aspects ; — thou  doai  rise. 
And  shine,  and  set  in  glory.  Fare  thee  well  1 
I  ne'er  sbnll  see  thee  more.     As  my  first  glance 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  take 
Mr  latest  look:  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
To  whuHB  the  gifto  of  life  and  warmth  have  been 
Of  a  more  fatal  nature.     Ha  is  gone : 

I  follow.  [Exit  MAaFBBD. 


Tkt  Ifouitlffiiu— Tfce  CaftU  of  Manfrtd  at  mme  dU- 
UncfJ  Terrace  he  fore  a  Tower. —  Time,  Twiliyht 

Hbbman,  Mahcel,  and  other  dependanU  of  MAarBBo. 

BEBMAil. 

T  is  strange  enough;  night  after  qight,  for  years. 
He  hath  pursued  long  vigils  in  this  tower, 
Without  a  witness.     I  have  been  within  it,— 
So  have  we  all  been  oft-times:  but  from  it. 
Or  it<t  contenu,  it  wrre  impouible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute,  of  aught 
His  studies  tend  to.     To  be  sure,  there  is 
One  chamber  where  acne  enter;  I  would  give 
The  fee  of  what  I  have  to  come  these  three  years, 
To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

UkMVKL. 

T  were  dangerous ; 
Content  thyself  with  what  thou  know'st  already. 

bbbmar. 
Ah!  Manuel!  thou  art  elderly  and  wi*e. 
And  couldst  say  much;  tliou  hast  dwelt  within  the  castle— 
How  many  years  is  'i  T 

MARVEL. 

Ere  Count  Manfred's  birth, 
I  served  his  father,  whom  he  nought  resembles. 

BCBMAa. 

There  be  more  sons  in  like  predicament : 
But  wherein  do  they  differ? 

MAlflTEL. 

I  speak  not 
Of  features  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habits : 
Count  Sigismund  wan  proud, — but  gay  and  free, — 
A  warrior  and  a  reveller ;  he  dwelt  not 
With  books  and  solitude,  nor  made  the  night 
A  gloomy  vigil,  but  a  festal  time, 
Merrier  than  day;  he  did  not  walk  the  rocks 
And  forests  like  a  wolf,  nor  turn  aside 
From  men  and  their  delights. 

■bbmah. 

Beshrew  tbe  hour. 
But  those  were  jocund  times!  I  would  thosuch 
Would  visit  the  old  walls  again  ;  they  look 
As  if  they  had  forgotten  them. 

MANUEL. 

These  walls 
Must  change  their  chieftain  first.    Oh!  I  have  seen 
Some  strange  things  in  them,  Herman. 

■BBMAN. 

Gome,  ba  friendly ; 
Relate  me  some,  to  while  away  our  watch  .- 
I  've  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
Which  happen  d  hereabouts,  by  this  same  tower. 

MANUEL. 

That  was  a  night  indeed;  I  do  remember 
T  was  twilight,  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 
Another  evening ;— yon  red  cloud,  which  rests 
On  Ei(;hers  pinnacle,  so  rested  then,— 
So  like  that  it  might  be  the  same :  the  wind 
Was  faint  and  gusty,  and  the  mountain  snows 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  moon ; 
Count  Manfred  was,  as  now,  within  his  tower,— 
How  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  him 
The  sole  companion  of  hia  wanderings 
And  watchings— her,  whom  of  all  earthly  lUngs 
That  lived,  the  only  thing  lie  seem'd  to  lov«. 
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As  he,  indeed,  by  blood  was  bound  to  do. 
The  lady  Astarte,  his — 

Hush  !  vrho  comes  here? 
Enter  Vic  Abbot. 

ABBOT. 

Where  is  your  master  7 

UERMAN. 

Yomh-r,  in  the  tower. 

ABBOT. 

I  must  speak  with  him. 

MANUEL. 

T  is  impossible ; 
Ho  is  most  private,  and  must  not  be  tlms 
Intruded  on. 

ABBOT. 

Upon  myself  I  take 
The  forfeit  of  my  fault,  if  fijult  there  be — 
But  I  mast  see  him. 

aSBMAN. 

Thou  hast  seen  him  once 
This  eve  already. 

ABBOT. 

Herman!  I  command  thee. 
Knock,  and  .ipprise  the  Count  of  my  approach. 

HKRMAX. 

We  dare  not. 

ABBOT. 

Then  it  seems  1  must  be  herald 
Of  my  own  purpose. 

MANUEL. 

Reverend  father,  <top— 
I  pray  you  pause. 

ABBOT. 

Why  so  ? 

MANUEL. 

but  Step  this  way, 
And  I  will  tell  you  further. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE   IV. 

Interior  of  the  Tower. 

Manfred,  alone. 

M\NF-RED. 

The  stars  are  forth,  the  moon  above  the  tops 

Of  the  snow-shinin[;  mouut.iius.  —  Beautiful! 

I  linger  yet  with  Nature,  for  the  night 

Ilatli  been  to  me  a  more  familiar  face 

Tliaii  thai  of  man;  and  in  her  starry  shade 

Of  dim  and  solitary  loveliness. 

I  leiru'd  the  language  of  another  world. 

1  do  rememhor  me,  that  in  my  youth, 

Wlien  f  wa-;  wandoririg, — upon  such  a  night 

I  stood  williiii  the  Coli>r-iun's  v^all, 

Midst  the  cliief  relic*  of  .ilmi(;hiy  Rome  ; 

The  ircfs  wliicli  grew  along  the  broken  arches 

Waved  ilark  in  tlio  bine  midniglit,  and  the  stars 

Shone  ihrongli  tlie  rents  of  ruin  ;  from  afar 

Tlif  walcli-rJog  bayed  bryond  the  Tiber ;  and 

Morr  ne.ir  from  out  the  C:e>ai's  pil.uc  came 

Till-  owls  Iciiig  cry,  -\iu\.  inlerriipwdiy, 

Of  tlist.int  s<>ntiii('ls  the  litfnl  song 

Hi-gini  and  tlied  upon  the  gentle  vind. 

Sitnic  cypresses  beyond  the  time- \korn  breach 

.Vppear'il  to  skirt  the  hori/on,  yvi  ihey  stood 

Williia  a  buw-slif)t  —  win  re  the  Ces.irs  dwelt. 


And  dwell  the  tuneless  birds  of  night,  amidst 

A  grove  which  springs  through  levell'd  battlemenls. 

And  twines  its  roots  with  the  imperial  hearths, 

Ivy  usurps  the  laurel's  place  of  growth; — 

But  the  gladiator's  bloody  circus  stands, 

A  nolile  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection ! 

While  Ca'sar's  cli.mibers,  and  tlie  Augustan  halls, 

Crovel  on  eirlh  in  indistinct  decav. — 

And  tliou  didst  shine,  thou  rolling  moon,  upon 

All  lhi>,  and  cast  a  wide  and  tender  light, 

Wliieh  soften'd  down  the  hoar  austerity 

Of  rugged  desolation,  and  Hll'd  up, 

As  't  were  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries  : 

Leaving  that  beautiful  which  still  was  so. 

And  making  that  which  was  not,  till  the  place 

Became  relijpon,  and  the  heart  ran  o'er 

Willi  silent  worsiii|)  of  the  great  of  old  I 

The  dead,  but  sceptred  so\ereigns,  who  still  rule 

Our  spirits  from  their  urns. — 

'T  was  such  a  niglii ' 
'T  is  strange  that  I  recal  it  at  this  time; 
But  I  ha\e  found  our  thoughts  take  wildest  flight 
Kveu  at  the  moment  when  they  should  array 
ThemseUes  in  pen«-ive  order. 

Enter  the  .\hdot. 

ABBOT. 

My  good  lord  I 
I  crave  a  second  grace  for  this  approacli; 
But  yet  let  not  my  humble  7eal  offend 
By  its  abruptness — all  it  hath  of  ill 
Recoils  on  me  ;  its  gooti  in  the  effect 
May  light  upon  your  head — could  I  say  heart — 
Could  I  touch  thnt,  with  words  or  prayers,  I  should 
Recal  a  noble  spirit  which  hath  wauder'd; 
But  is  not  vet  all  lost. 

MANFRFD. 

Thou  know'st  me  not; 
My  days  are  nnmlierd,  and  my  deeds  recorded  ; 
Retire,  or  t  will  be  d.lng^•r^u^ — Away! 

ABIiuT. 

Thou  dost  not  mean  to  menace  me? 

MKNFHED. 

Not  I ; 
I  simply  tell  thee  peril  is  at  hand, 
And  would  preserve  thee. 

t    ARBOr. 

What  dost  mean? 

M\NFREr). 

Look  there' 
What  dost  thou  see  ? 

ARIIOT. 

Nothing. 

M  IMKLD. 

Look  there,  I  say. 
And  steadfastly; — now  tell  me  what  lliou  seest? 

AnnoT. 
That  whieh  should  shake  uie, — but  1  fear  il  uot — 
I  see  a  dusk  and  awful  ti;j:ire  ri->e 
Like  an  infernal  god  from  out  the  earth; 
His  faee  wnipt  in  a  mantle,  and  his  form 
liubed  as  with  angry  clouds;    he  stands  between 
'rh\>elf  and  me — but  I  do  fear  liim  not. 

MiMREO. 

1  liou  hast  no  cause  —  he  shiti  not  harm  thee — but 
Ilis  -^ighi  may  shock  thine  old  iinil)s  into  palsy 
i  say  to  thee — Retire  ' 


MANFRED. 
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▲IBOT. 

Ami  I  rrpl  j<— 
>'ner— till  I  bttTe  battled  with  thU  fiend. 
Wldt  dotb  be  here? 

Why — ay — what  doth  he  liere  > 
I  did  not  send  for  him, — he  u  unbidden. 

ABBOT. 

Xlas.'.  lo«t  mortal !  what  with  guests  like  these 
Ha<it  thou  to  do?  I  tremble  for  thy  sake. 
Why  doth  be  gaxe  od  thee,  and  thou  od  him! 
lb !  be  unveils  his  aspect ;  on  his  brow 
Tb^  tbuiMler-«can  are  graven;  from  bis  eye 
GLires  forth  the  immortality  of  bell — 
AfaoDt! 

MARrRBO. 

Prononnce — wliat  is  thy  mission  ? 

SPIBIT. 

Come! 

ABBOT. 

What  art  thou,  unknown  being T  answer! — speak! 

SPIBIT. 

The  genius  of  this  mortal. — Come !  't  is  time. 

WANPBED. 

I  am  prepared  for  all  things,  but  deny 

livt  power  which  summons  me.  Who  sent  thee  here? 

SPiaiT. 
Thou  It  know  anon— Come!  come' 

MAHraio. 

I  have  commanded 
Things  (^  an  essence  greater  far  than  tliine, 
And  striven  with  thy  masters.  Get  thee  hence! 

SPiarr. 
Mortal,  thine  hour  is  come — Away!  I  say. 

MAHPBiD. 

f  knew,  and  know  my  hour  is  come,  but  not 
To  render  up  my  soul  to  such  as  thee  : 
.\«ay !  I  '11  die  as  I  have  lived — alone. 

BPIBIT. 

Then  I  must  summon  op  my  brethren. — Ri«e! 

[Other  Spirits  riu  up. 

ABBOT. 

Avaunt!  ye  evil  ones! — Avaunt!  I  say, — 
Ye  have  no  power  where  piety  hath  power, 
And  I  do  charge  ye  in  the  name 

SPIBIT. 

Old  man! 
We  know  ourselves,  our  mission,  and  thine  order; 
Wa<(te  not  thy  holy  words  on  idle  uses, 
It  were  in  vain ;  this  man  is  forfi^ited. 
Once  more  I  summon  him — Away!  away! 

MARFBBD. 

I  do  defy  ye,— though  I  feci  my  soul 

Is  ebbing  from  me,  yet  I  do  defy  ye ; 

Nor  will  I  hence,  while  I  have  earthly  breath 

To  breathe  my  scorn  upon  ye — earthly  strength 

To  wrestle,  though  with  spirits;  what  ye  take 

ShaU  be  la'en  limb  by  limb. 

SPIBIT. 

Reluctant  mortal! 
la  this  the  Biagian  who  would  so  pervade 


The  world  invisible,  and  make  himself 
Almost  our  eqnal? — Can  it  be  that  thou 
Art  thus  in  love  with  hfe !  the  very  life 
Which  made  thee  wretched ! 


MAIirBKD. 

Thou  false  fiend,  thoulie«t! 
Uy  life  is  in  its  last  hour, — that  I  know. 
Nor  would  redeem  a  moment  of  that  hour; 
I  do  not  comh.it  ajainsi  doath,  but  thee 
Aud  thy  surruuiuling  aii^els :  my  past  power 
Was  purchased  by  no  roiiipaci  with  thy  crew, 
But  by  superior  science — penance — daring — 
And  length  of  watchiii|; —  &tren(;th  of  mind — ami  Kkill 
In  knowlcdjje  of  our  fathers — when  the  earth 
Saw  men  and  spirits  wjlkiii(;  side  by  ^de, 
Aud  Qn\c  ye  no  supremacy  :  I  stand 
Upon  my  .strength — I  do  defy— deny — 
Spurn  back,  and  scorn  yc ! — 

SPIBIT. 

But  thy  many  crimes 
Uavc  made  thee 

MAKFBED. 

What  are  they  to  such  as  thee? 
Must  crimes  be  punish'd  but  by  otiicr  crimes. 
And  yrraicr  criminals?— Back  lo  thy  hell! 
Thou  liasl  no  power  upon  mc,  that  I  feel; 
Tliou  nc\cr  shall  povscss  ine,  that  I  know  : 
What  I  have  dune  is  done;  1  ttear  within 
A  torture  which  could  no(liio(;  (;ain  from  thine : 
The  mind  wliich  i«  immortal  makes  itwif 
Requital  for  its  good  or  evil  thoughts — 
Is  its  own  origin  of  ill  and  end — 
And  its  own  place  and  time— its  innate  sense, 
When  stripp'd  of  this  mortality,  derives 
No  colour  from  the  (lectiug  things  without. 
But  is  absorb'd  in  sufferance  or  in  joy, 
ik*m  from  tlic  know  led i;c  of  its  own  desert. 
Thou  didst  not  tempt  me,  and  thou  couldst  not  tempt  me ; 
I  liave  not  Ix^en  thy  dupe,  nor  am  thy  prey — 
But  was  my  own  de&troycr,  and  will  l>e 
My  own  hereafter. — Back,  ye  baftled  tieiids! 
The  liand  of  death  is  on  mc — but  not  yours: 

[  Tht  Demons  disappear. 

ABBOT. 

Ala« !  how  pale  thou  art — thy  lips  arc  white — 
And  thy  breast  heaves — and  in  thy  gasping  throat 
The  accents  rattle.— Give  thy  prayers  to  heaven — 
Pray — albeit  but  in  thought,— but  die  not  I  hut. 

MANraiD. 
T  is  over — my  dull  eyes  can  Hx  thee  not; 
But  all  things  swim  around  me,  and  the  earth 
Heaves  as  it  were  beneath  me.  Fare  thee  well — 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

ABBOT. 

Cold— cold^even  to  the  heart: 
But  yet  one  prayer — abs  !  how  fares  it  with  thee? — 

MAMFBtD. 

Old  man!  't  is  not  so  difficult  to  die. 

[Marfbkd  expires. 

ABBOT. 

He  's  gone — his  soul  hath  ta'en  its  earthless  flight — 
Whither?  I  dread  to  think — but  he  is  gone. 

NOTES. 


Note  I.  Page  a3a,  lines  ta^  and  ia». 
— — — —  tbe  taubow't  ray*  tiill  «rrk 
Tb«  torroBt  wiib  tbe  maay  bae*  of  heavea. 

This  Iris  is  formed  by  the  rays  of  the  sun  over  the 
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lowf^r  pari  of  lUet  Alpine  torrents  :  it  is  exactly  like  a 
minbow,  come  down  lo  pay  a  visit,  and  so  ilosr  tlua 
you  may  vulk  into  it :  this  eFfrct  lasts  till  noon. 

Note  2.  Paj;e  :'!j3,  lines  99  and  100. 

Up  who  from  out  ihoir  roiiDlaiD  Jwcilinj;»  rai«i-il 
Ktutaod  Atilcrot.  ii  Gadara. 

The  pliilosopher  lamblinis.     Tlir  story  of  the  raising 

of   Eros   and  Autcros    may   be   found  in   his   life,    by 

Kunapius.     It  is  wrll  told. 

Note  3.  Payc  234,  lines  92  and  yS. 

«lir  rrpliod 

In  woriU  of  «luliiou«  iiii|.orl,  but  fuhili'd. 

The  story  of  Pausanias,  king  of  Sparta  (who  com- 
in.itult>d  the  Greeks  at  the  battle  of  Platoa,  and  afier- 


^\ards  ptrishcd  for  an  attempt  lo  beiray  the  Lucdi- 
moniins),  and  CK'onice,  is  told  in  Phnar<hs  lif.'  of 
(anion;  and  in  the  Laconics  of  Pausauias  the  Sopliivt, 
in  his  descri|itiou  of  lireece. 

>'o(e  /j.  Page  239,  lines  39  and  4*>- 

iIm-  fiiHDt   M>DS 

(If  ilir  finbracr  of  aD;;«fii. 

»<'Ihat  the  Sons  of  Cod  saw  the  daughters  (»f  nnii, 
that  iluy  verc  fair,»  etc. 

«Thcrr  were  giants  in  the  earth  in  those  days;  and 
also  after  that,  ■when  the  Sons  of  God  came  in  uiuo 
tlie  daughter-,  of  men,  and  they  bare  children  lo  ihein, 
the  same  berame  mighty  men  which  vrero  of  old,  men 
of  renown. » —  Genesis,  ch.  vi,  verses  2  and  4- 


AN  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY. 


PREFACE. 


TuF.  conspiracy  of  the  Doge  Marino  F"aliero  is  one  of 
the  most  remarkable  I'vcnts  in  the  annals  of  the  most 
singular  governmeni,  eiiy,  and  people  of  modern  his- 
tory. Itocrurred  in  the  year  xV^:*,  Every  thing  about 
Venice  i?.,  or  was,  extraordinary — her  aspect  is  like  a 
dream,  and  her  history  is  like  a  romance.  The  story 
of  tliis  Doge  is  to  be  found  in  all  her  Chronicles,  and 
p.irticularly  detailed  in  the  «  Lives  of  the  Doges, »  by 
.Marin  Sanuto,  which  is  given  in  the  Appendix.  It  is 
imply  and  clearly  related,  and  is,  perhups,  moredrania- 
u<  III  itself  ihan  any  >crnes  \Nhirh  eaii  be  founded 
upon  ihr  subject. 

Maniio  rah«ro,ip[tears  lo  ha\i'  been  a  man  of  r.denis 

:iii<l  o|    (om. !»;»>.      I    liiiii    hiin   (omin.iiidc  r   in  « lii<f  of 

llie  land   forces  .it  the  MCjjr  of /..ir.i,  where   he  beat  iln- 

Kill,;  of  Mnii<;aiy  and  hi^  army  «tf  ei|;hly  thousand  men, 

Ikilliii;;  eight  lhons.nid   men,  .\\u\   keeping   the  besieged 

.It  the  s.iin.'  time  in  eli»ek,  .i;i  «'xploit  to  which  I  know 

iiuue  MiiiiKii   in  history,  exrept  tliat  of  Cas.ir  at  Kie^i.i, 

and  of  Priiiee  hiigeiie  at  Uelgi.ide.    He  uas  .ifter\var<i> 

(oinmander  of  the   fleet   in   the  smne    w.ir.     \\c  took 

Capo  dKtrii.   lie  w.is  amba-Nsailor  .«t  (iem*.!  and  Home, 

,it    whith   la^l    he    recei\ed   the  nev  ^  of  lii,s  election  to 

the  dukedom;  lii>  absence  being  a  pro«»f  that  he  souglit 

it  by  no    intrigue.  sin«'e  he  was  apprized  of  his  prede- 

«  es>or's  death  and  his  own  suceession  at  the  same  mo 

meut.      lint   he  appears  to  ha\e  been  of  an  un{;o\ern- 

,ibl«'  temper.     A  '.tory  is  told  by  Sanuto,  of  his  li.i\ing, 

many  years  before,   when    podr^i.i  and  capt.iin  at  Ire- 

\iso,  lioxed  the  e.ns  of  ih,-  bislu»p,  who  wa-  >omewliit 

t.irdv  in   bringing  the    llosi.      |',,,-  \\n^    hoiu -^t    .Sanutr) 

« s.iddles    him  with    a   iui!gin<in...    as   Tliwukiim   did 

S-|tiare;    but    he  does   not   t.  II    us   wliechei    he  w.is  pn- 

iiislied  or  rebiik<d  by  tiie  senate  fm   this  oiilr.ij;e  at  the 

time  of  iix   commission.      Me    se.'iiis,    indeed,   to   ha\e 

been  afterwanis  at  peace  with  llie  ehui.li,  for  we  hiid 

linn  amb.Ksador  at  Uome,  and  invested  wiih   the  lief  of 

Nal  «li  Marino,  in  the  march  of  Tievisn,   and  with  the 

•  iile  of   Count,    by    Loren/o    t-oiint  IJinhop  of  Ceiie<la. 

1  iir   these    f,n  t-.    my    .lutlu.i  iiirs    .ne,    S^anuto,   Vcttoi 


Sandi,  Andrea  Nav.igero,  and  the  account  of  the  siege 
of  /ara,  hrsi  published  by  the  indefatigable  Ahbair 
Morelli,  in  his  MMouiimenti  Venezi.ini  di  \.Tria  lettera- 
tura.M  printed  in  179b,  all  of  which  I  have  looked  o\er 
in  llie  original  language.  The  moderns,  Daru,  Si»mondi, 
and  Laugier,  nearly  agree  with  the  .ancient  chroniclers. 
Sismondi  attributes  the  conspiracy  to  \\\^  jealousy ;  bul 
I  find  this  nowhere  asserted  by  the  n.ational  historians, 
Vettor  S.indi,  indeerl,  says,  that  «  .Mtri  scrissero  cl«e. .. . 
d;«lla  gelosa  suspi/ion  di  esso  Doge  siasi  fatto  fMichel 
.Steno)  slaccar  con  violenA'i,»  etc. ,  etc.;  bul  this  ap- 
pears to  have  been  by  no  means  the  general  opinion, 
nor  is  it  alluded  to  by  Sanuto  or  by  Navagero;  and 
Sandi  hinioclf  adds,  a  momi>nt  after,  that  ««j)er  altre 
\eni7i>ine  meniorie  iraspjri,  ehe  uon  il  solo  desiderio 
di  vendetta  lo  dispoxr  .ill.i  coiigiur.i  ma  anche  la  innala 
abituale  ambi/ioii  sii.i,  per  ciii  .inrleva  a  farsi  priiicipe 
iud<  pcmlenlr.))  'llie  lii-si  motive  a|>p<-.n's  to  have  been 
exiMted  bv  lb'-  gri>s>  .iHirmi  of  die  words  written  l»v 
Miclii  1  Sieiio  c/i  ibe  ihic.il  <  liiir,  and  by  the  light  and 
in.idecjnate  seiilciicc  of  the  rmty  on  the  offender,  who 
was  one  of  their  "tie  eapi.».  The'  allenlions  of  Steno 
himself  .ippear  lo  have  been  directed  towards  one  of 
her  dain-.els,  ;iik1  dot  lo  iho  •<  l>oj;ares^.i>.  her>elf,  again-si 
wiiose  fame  not  the  shj;hti'sl  insiniialion  appears,  wliiU- 
she  is  praisetl  for  liei  beauty,  and  rem.irked  for  licr 
youth.  Neither  do  I  liiid  il  asset  ted  'uidess  the  bint  of 
^andl  be  an  .isseition)  that  the  Doge  was  actu.ited  l»y 
jealousv  of  his  wife;  but  r.iilier  by  respeci  for  her,  .»iid 
for  Ids  ovMi  lioiioiir.  warr.iuled  by  bis  past  services  and 
present  ili|^;iiiiY. 

1  know  not  th.it  the  historical  faiMs  are  alluded  to 
in  r.nglish.  unless  by  Dr  .Moore  in  his  \icw  of  Italy 
His  account  is  false  and  lli|ip.iiit,  full  of  stale  Jcni, 
. I  bout  tdd  men  .iiid  young  v\iv<-s,  .ind  wondering  at  ".o 
(•.real  an  efteet  from  sO  s||j;bl  a  cau'.e.  Mow  so  a<"iile 
.ind  sc\ere  .ui  observer  of  mankind  as  ihe  author  of 
Zeliico  could  wonder  at  this  is  inconceivable,  lie  knew 
that  a  basin  of  w.iier  spilt  on  Mrs  .Masham's  gown  de- 
prive<l  llie  Duke  of  MarUxnongh  of  his  command,  and 
led  to  llie  ii(<;ioiious  pe.ice  <tf  rtieehl  —  ihat  Louis  XIV 
w.is  plnn|;e([  into  the  most  desoj.iiing  w.iis  becaii-.r 
hi-,   ministei    wa-^    m  tiled   .u    hi>.  liniling    fault   with    .i 
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wiadovr^  and  wished  to  0ive  him  mother  occupation — 
that  Helen  loct  Troj— that  Locretia  expellad  the  Tar- 
quins  from  Rome — and  that  Cava  brought  the  Moor^ 
10  Spain — that  an  insulted  husband  led  i^  Gauls  to 
ili4i>ianiy  and  thence  to  Rome — that  a  siogie  vene  of 
^rrderic  li  of  PruMia  on  the  Ahb^  de  Berots,  and  a  jest 
on  Madame  de  Pompadour,  led  to  the  battle  of  Rosback 
—that  tbe  elopement  of  Dearbhorgil  with  MacMnrchad 
conducted  the  English  to  the  slavery  of  Ireland — that  a 
personal  pique  beCweea  Harie  Antoinette  and  the  Duke 
of  Orleans  precipitated  the  first  expubion  of  the  Bonr> 
boat — and,  not  to  multiply  instances,  that  Gommodns, 
Domitian,  and  Caligula  fell  victims,  not  to  their  public 
tvrannT,  but  to  private  vengeance — and  that  an  order 
to  make  Cromvell  disembark  from  the  ship  in  which 
he  wosild  have  sailed  to  America,  destroyed  both  king 
■uxl  commonwealth.  After  these  instances,  on  the  least 
reflection,  it  is  indeed  extraordinary  in  Dr  Moore  to 
«eein  surprised  that  a  man,  used  to  command,  who 
bjd  <<«.rrred  and  swayed  in  the  most  important  offices, 
«hoald  fiercely  resent,  in  a  fierce  age,  an  unpunished 
affront,  the  grossest  that  can  be  offered  to  a  man,  be 
he  prince  or  peasant.  The  age  of  Faliero  is  little  to  the 
purpose,  mless  to  fitivoor  it. 

•  The  jomuf  m»u'»  wrsth  U  likt>  itrsw  on  fire, 
Bmt  HA*  ndkmt  tmal  it  tk»  old  mam'i  ire.* 

\  >  Y«Msg  ■»>■  MMM  f iT«  •■d  MOD  forgv*  affraais. 

I  Oldaf»UtJa«rst  both.- 

Langier^s  reflections  are  more  philosophical : — «  Tale 
fu  il  fine  ignominioso  di  un  uomo,  cbe  la  sua  nasrits, 
J   ta  sua  etib,  il  sno  carattete  doverano  tener  loiitano  <lall(* 
I  pjssioni  prodnttrid  di  grandi  delitti.  I  suoi  ealentt  per 
I  iuago  tempo  eserciuti  ne'  maggiori  iropicghi,  la  sua 
,  capacitii  tperimentata  ne'  govemi  e  nelle  ambasciatc, 
1  gli  avevano  acqnistato  la  stima  e  la  fiducia  de  cittadini, 
I  ed  avevano  unita  i  suffragi  per  oollocarlo  alia  trsu  dellu 
I  repabblica.   Innala|to  ad  un  grado  che  termioava  glo- 
I   ricMamenle  la  sua  vita,  il  riaentimento  di  un'  ingiuria 
I   Xe^^'ier^  insinub  nel  suo  cuore  tal  veneno  die  babtb  u 
corrompere  le  antiche  sue  quality,  e  a  condurlo  al  ter- 
'   mine  de^i  sodlerati ;  serio  esempio,  che  prova  non  es- 
teroi  eta,  in  cut  la  frudenui  umana  sia  sicura^  e  che 
I    nelV  memo  rtstano  $emprt  pauioni  captui  a  disonorar- 
I    Itf,  quando  nott invigili  topra  tt  sUiso.n — Laugiib,  Ita- 
'   Han  trandation^  toI.  iv,  pp.  3o,  3r. 
'       Where  did  Dr  Moore  find  that  Marino  Faliero  begged 
;   his  life?     I  have  searched  the   chroniclers,  and  find 
■    nothing  of  the  kind;  it  is  true  that  he  avowed  all. 
'   He  was  conducted  to  the  place  of  torture,  but  there 
I   is  no  mention  made  of  any  application  for  mercy  011 
I   his  part ;  and  the  very  circumstance  of  their  havitit; 
,   taken  him  to  the  rack  seems  to  argue  any  thing  but 
\   his  having  shown  a  want  of  firmness,  which  woukl 
I   doubtless  have  been  also  mentioned  by  those  minute 
'    historians,  who  by  no  means  favour  him  :  such,  in- 
I   deed,  would  be  contrary  to  his  character  as  a  soldier, 
I   to  the  age  in  which  he  Uved,  and  al  which  h«  died,  as 
it  is  to  the  truth  of  history.     I  know  no  justification 
at  any  distance  of  time  for  calumniating  an  historical 
cbanrler:  surely  truth  belongs  to  the  dead  and  to  the 
unfortunate,  and  they  who  have  died  upon  a  scaffold 
have  generally  had  faults  enough  of  their  own,  with- 
out attributing  to  them  that  which  the  very  incurriD(; 
of  tlie  periU  which  conducted  them  to  their  violent 
death  renders,  of  all  others,  the  roost  improbable.  Tli«' 


black  veil  which  is  painted  over  the  phice  of  Marino 
Faliero  amongst  the  doges,  and  the  Giant's  Staircase, 
where  he  was  crowned,  and  discrowned,  and  decapi- 
tated, struck  forcibly  upon  my  imagination,  as  did  his 
fiery  character  and  strange  story.  I  went  in  1819,  in 
search  of  his  tomb,  more  than  once,  to  the  church  of 
San  Giovanni  e  San  l^olo;  and,  as  I  was  standing  be^ 
fore  the  monument  of  another  family,  a  priest  came 
up  to  me  and  said,  «  I  can  show  you  finer  monuments 
than  tlmt.!!  I  told  him  that  I  was  in  search  of  that  of 
the  Faliero  family,  and  particularly  of  the  Doge  Ma- 
rino's. «0h,»  said  he,  « I  will  show  it  you;*  and,  con- 
ducting me  10  the  outside,  pointed  out  a  sarcophagus 
in  the  wall,  witli  an  illegible  inscription.  He  said  thai 
it  had  been  in  a  convent  adjoining,  but  was  removed 
after  the  French  came,  and  placed  in  iu  present  situa- 
tion; that  he  had  seen  the  tomb  opened  at  its  removal ; 
there  were  still  some  bones  remaining,  but  no  positive 
vestige  of  the  decapitation.  The  equestrian  statue  of 
which  I  have  made  mention  in  the  third  act  as  before 
that  church,  is  not,  however,  of  a  Faliero,  but  of  some 
other  now  obsolete  warrior,  although  of  a  bter  date. 
There  were  two  other  Doges  of  this  fiimily  prior  to 
Marino  :  OrdeUfo,  who  fell  in  battle  at  Zara,  in  1117 
(where  his  descendant  afterwards  conquered  tlie  Uuns), 
and  Vital  Faliero,  who  reigned  in  108s.  The  family, 
originally  from  Fano,  was  of  the  most  illustrious  in 
blood  and  wealth  in  tbe  city  of  once  the  most  wealthy 
and  still  the  most  ancient  families  in  Europe.  The 
length  1  liave  gone  into  on  tliis  subject  will  sliow  the 
interest  I  have  taken  in  it.  Whether  1  have  succeeded 
or  not  in  the  tragedy,  I  have  at  least  transferred  into 
our  language  an  historical  fact  worthy  of  commemo- 
ration. 

It  is  now  four  years  that  I  liave  meditated  this  work, 
and,  before  1  had  sufficiently  examined  the  records,  I 
was  ratlier  disposed  to  have  made  it  turn  on  a  jealousy 
in  Faliero.     Itut  perceiving  no  foundation  fur  this  lu 
historical  truth,  and  aware  tliat  jealousy  is  an  exhausted 
passion  in  the  drama,  1  have  given  it  a  more  historical 
form.    I  was,  besides,  veil  advised  by  the  late  Matthew 
Levris  on  that  point,  in  talking  with  him  of  my  inten- 
tion, at  Venire,  in  1817.     «If  you  make  him  jealous,» 
said  he,  « recollect  tliat  you  have  to  contend  with  es- 
t.iblished  writers,  to  say  nothing  of  Slukspeare,  and  an 
exhausted  subject ; — stick  to  the  old  fiery  Doge's  na- 
tural character,  which  will  bear  you  out,  if  properly 
drawn ;  and  make  your  plot  as  regular  as  you  can.»— 
Sir  William  Drummond    gave   me   nearly   the  same 
counsel.     How  far  I  have  followed  tlicM:  instruct ion«», 
or  whether  they  have  availed  me,  is  not  for  me  to  de- 
cide.    1  have  had  no  view  to  the  stage;  in  its  present 
state  it  is,  perhaps,  not  a  very  exalted  object  of  ambi- 
tion ;  besides,  I  have  been  too  much  behind  the  scenes 
to  have  thought  it  so  at  any  time.     And  I  cannot  con- 
ceive any  man  of  irritable  feehng  putting  himself  at 
the  mercies  of  an  audience : — tlie  sneering  reader,  and 
the  loud  critic,  and  the  tart  review,  are  scattered  ami 
distant  calamities;  but  the  trampling  of  an  intelligent 
or  of  an  ignorant  audience  on  a  production  which,  be 
it  good  or  bad,  has  been  a  mental  labour  to  tlie  writer, 
is  a  palpable  and  immediate  grievance,  heightened  by 
A  man  s  doubt  of  tlieir  competency  to  judge,  and  his 
certainty  of  his  own  imprudence  in  electing  them  his 
judges.     Were  I  capable  of  writing  a  play  which  could 
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be  deemed  st.ige-worUiy,  success  would  give  me  no 
pleasure,  and  failure  {jrent  pain.  It  is  for  this  reason 
that,  even  durinjj  the  time  of  beiny  one  of  the  com- 
mittee of  one  of  the  theatres,  1  never  made  the  atlcmpt, 
and  never  will.*  But  surely  there  i'^  dramatic  power 
somewhere, — ^here  Joanna  iSaillie,  and  Milman,  and 
John  Wilson  exist.  The  »«City  of  the  P|.i(i;ue»  and  the 
«  Fall  of  Jerusalemn  are  full  of  the  best  materiel  for 
tragedy  that  has  been  seen  since  Horace  Walpole,  ex- 
cept passages  of  «  Elhwald>»  and  «De  Montfort.» —  It 
is  the  fashion  to  underrate  Horace  Walpole,  (irstly,  be- 
cause he  was  a  nobleman,  and  secondly,  because  he  was 
a  gentleman;  but,  to  say  nothing  of  the  composition  of 
his  incomparable  « Letters,  *»  and  of  the  wCa'itle  of 
Otranio,»  be  is  the  «  Ultimus  I\omanorum,»  the  author 
of  the  w  Mysterious  >Iother,»  a  tragedy  of  the  highe-^t 
ortlcr,  and  not  a  ptdiug  iovc-play.  He  is  the  father  of  the 
fiiNt  romance,  and  of  the  last  tragedy  in  our  language, 
and  surely  worthy  of  a  higher  place  that  any  living 
writer,  be  be  who  be  may. 

In  speaking  of  the  drama  of  Marino  Faliero,  I  forgot 
to  mention  that  the  desire  of  preserving,  tbongb  still 
too  remote,  a  nearer  approach  to  unity  than  the  irregu- 
larity, which  is  the  reproach  of  the  iiinglisb  theatrical 
compositions,  permits,  has  induced  me  to  represent  tlir 
conspiracy  as  already  formed,  and  the  Doge  acceding 
to  it,  whereas,  in  fact,  it  was  of  his  own  preparation 
and  that  of  Israel  llertuccio.  The  other  characters 
(except  that  of  the  duche>>),  incidents,  and  almost  the 
lime,  which  was  wonderfully  short  for  such  a  design  in 
real  life,  are  strictly  historical,  except  that  all  tbe  con- 
sultations took  place  in  the  palace.  Had  I  followed 
this,  the  unity  would  have  been  better  preserved;  but 
I  wished  to  produce  the  D  )ge  in  the  full  assembly  of 
the  conspirators,  instead  of  monotonously  placing  him 
always  in  dialogue  with  the  same  individuals.  For  tbe 
real  facts,  I  refer  to  the  exiracls  given  in  the  Appendix 
in  Itiiliati,  with  a  translation. 

•  While  I  wn«  in  tlif'  nuli-roinmill*-**  of  Drury  Lanr  Thoatrc,  1 
can  Tourh  for  my  i <illc!i[;o«'s  uml  I  hope  for  myx  If,  iliat  ur-  ilid  our 
l>r»t  TO  l-rin);  1  ack  ilic  li'j;iliiii.il«>  dranui.  I  Irii-il  wlial  I  i«>iil<l  to  jjct 
i  De '^lonlfort  •  r'-vivciJ.  hill  in  T;iin,  niid  (■i|iKiil\  in  vain  in  faxoiir 
of  Sotlirliy"'*  ^  I^ou,-  wtiiih  was  ilioiinht  cm  aciini;  j'l.iy  ;  iind  1  f-n- 
tiiiAVoiin-tl  aUo  to  wake  >lr  liol<-ritl,;f  to  write  o  tra;;«'<ly.  TIkivi*  who 
oro  not  in  tli<"  ■siTrfl  will  !iar<lly  Itlicvf  tbut  tin*  ■  S<^lio«>l  f^r  S  iin- 
4l:il  -  Ih  th«'  play  whii'li  hn.N  l>roii;;tit  It-nil  moufy.  avcr:i,;in  ;  llic  imrii- 
Ikt  of  tinii-»  it  lia«  l>«r'n  n  Ifvl  tinct*  iti  iirfnlir  (ion  ;  *o  ^I.Mia.;i'r 
Dihilin  lutiin-'l  niP.  fKwImt  li  t<iwtnrrt'.|  nin<«- Mamrin  &  =  I'MTiiani." 
I  am  not  aware  ;  so  that  I  may  I"*  irailiir  in;;,  iliroiij;li  i  ;noiaiu'--.  snriic 
e\<-i'llrnl  new  wrilor*  ,  if  no.  I  Im-;;  tlicir  |»ar<ion,  I  lian;  Icrn  .ili'.rni 
from  Kn;;lanil  nc.irly  H>fT«'ar!i,  anil,  till  lu.i  jc.ir,  I  nfvrr  rcnJ  in 
Enj'.li'.li  n<«  spapi-r  »in  ■<■  my 'lf|iariur(',  an-1  am  no\>  onU  awaro  of 
lliratriral  nmiti-rs  itironr;!'  itic  niivliiim  of  ihc  I'arisi.m  Kii,;li-li  <I.i- 
z«'tlf  of  tiaJii^naiii.  and  only  for  iIk-  lait  tswUf  miMitli.%.  Let  m<'  tin  n 
di'iirci'aio  all  olTi-nrf  to  tra.;ii  or  romi*'  wriltT*.  to  wlunn  I  wi.ili  well, 
and  of  wlioiii  1  know  notliiii;.  Tli  ■  Ion;;  i'r)iii(dairilN  of  lir-  ji^iikiI 
italf  of  il)c  drama  ari«<-.  Iiowcvi  r.  from  no  faiili  ol  lli'''  jx  rfuriinn-.. 
I  ran  coiiiii^i'  nriiliini;  !)•  IK  r  ilian  Ki  n>l>li\  t  otil.'-,  and  K'-an,  in  ili<ii 
vcrv  differi'nl  mann«'r*.  or  than  Klli«t(>ii  in  '/Citr/rm  lu'f  ronifdv,  and 
in  *omc  [iart<  (if  tra;;f(ly .  Mii>  <»  Ni-ill.  I  ^^V(•r  >a\v,  liniii;  iiiailc 
and  ki'|i|  u  d)-|fimiiuiiioii  to  :.'•<■  iioiliin-;  wlii<  li  dionM  i|i*i<lf  or  "li-;-  | 
turl>  inv  re'iolln  lion  of  Sidiion*.  M'ldoiii  and  KrmM  ■  w>  n-  (lie 
i./c<j/of  ira.;ic  a<  lion  ;  Ini-^rr  .,i«  an>  thin,;  at  all  rr  >riiil  llii;:  ili.iii,  I 
ev<n  ill  ffr'on  :  fi^r  thi-*  n'a<"n  «»•  »liall  n'wr  s*  c  a,;.iin  t.'inol  inii< 
or  Slatlicili.  Wliiii  K«'ui  id  Manu'd  lor  want  of  di;iuiv,  wi-  .■ilionld  i 
r<-mfml)ir  that  it  ii  a  (;ra.  r  and  not  .m  art.  and  nni  i..  1  >■  a  it  liii'' I  I'V  i 
Nliid>.  In  all  w(-if  »t'rr»5»ii/' «i.  part  ii'-  i<  |  .  ■  f'  i.  tx>ii  lii>.  x>i\  , 
diffi  !•»  I  cliMi;;,  or  ufcm  lo  l«lon;;  lo  Mv  p.irii  iIi.-iiini-I\  .  ».  and  a]  -  i 
pf-ar  truer  to  naturo.  Mill  ol  Kcml'li'  \\>'  may  -a*,  willi  roll  r<  mi'  !•> 
Ill*  avtin;;,  what  ilii' Cardinal  dr'  ll<  1/  >:i  d  <>{  ili  M  uiiiii'*  of  ."Moi.i- 
ro,»'.  •  that  tic  WO',  ihi-  iiiiK  m.'ii  hr  i-mt  -..iw  wlio  iciiiitidrd  liiin  nl 
ihr  licio  »  oi  I'lui.ir  h.- 


DRAMATIS  PERSON.^. 


WEN. 

MARiPfo  Faliero,  Doge  of  Te nice. 
Beriuccio  Faliero,  Nephew  of  tfie  Doge. 
LioNi,  a  J'ntriciau  ami  Senator. 
IlENisTENDF,  Chief  oftltt  CouncH  of  Ten. 
MrcHEL  Strno,  one  of  the  tiiree  Capi  of  the  forty. 
Israel  Bertuccio,  Chief  of  the  Arsenal. 


PfllLIP  CVLENDARO, 

DAgolino, 

liERlUAND, 

Sitjnoroftlte  Night, 

First  Citizen, 
Second  Citizen. 
Third  Citizen. 

ViNCtNZO. 


1 


Conspirators. 


^iS ignore  di  Notte,n  one  of  the 
oncers  belonging  to  tJic 
liepublic. 


PiETiui,  I  Officers  belonging  to  tlte  Ducal  Pnltice. 

Battisia,        ' 

Secretary  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 

Guards,  Conspirators,  Citizens,  Vie  Council  of  Ten,  the 
Ginntfi,  etc.y  etc. 

WOMEN. 
.Angiolina,  fFife  to  the  Doge. 
]\Iarianna,  her  friend, 
female  Attendants,  etc. 


Scene,  Venice — in  the  year  1355. 


MARINO  FALIERO. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

An  Antechamber  in  Vie  Ducal  Palace. 

PiETRO  speaks,  in  entering,  to  Battista. 

piktro. 

Is  not  tbe  messenger  return'd? 

BiniSTA. 

Not  yet ; 
I  have  sent  frequently,  as  you  commanded. 
But  still  the  "^ignory  i>  deep  in  council 
And  long  ilebatc  on  Steno's  accusation. 

PItTRO. 

Too  long— at  least  so  thinks  the  Doge. 

RAIIISFA. 

How  bears  he 
These  moments  of  su^pensr  ' 

PIETRO. 

With  struggling  patience. 
Placed  at  the  ducal  table,  cover  d  ocr 
With  all  th''  apparel  of  the  state;  petitions, 
Divpatches.  jiuigments,  acts,  reprieves,  reports. 
He  vits  a>  rapt  in  duty  :  but  vvlirneer 
He  Ikmps  llie  jarring  «>f  a  disi.nnt  door, 
Or  au[;lit  that  uitiinates  a  cuniing  step. 
Or  niurniuiof  a  \oiie,  liis  (|iiick  eye  \»anders, 
.\n(l  lie  will  start  up  from  his  cli  lir,  then  j)aMse, 
.\inl  seal  himself  ag.iiii,  ami  lix  bi'^  ga/e 
rpoi)  some  eilict;  hut  I  li:ue  o!»srr>ed 
For  the  list  hour  be  li  »s  not  tnriid  a  leaf. 
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■ATTISTA. 

T  ts  said  he  is  much  moved,  aod  donblJcM  'l  vas 
Foul  ftcora  in  Sceno  to  offirad  to  ^rofily. 

PICTKO. 

At.  if  a  poor  man :  Sceno  •  a  patriciaii. 
Young,  galUard,  gay,  and  hau(;bty. 

■ATTISTA. 

Then  yon  chink 
Ue  will  not  be  judged  hardly? 

riKTBO. 

T  were  enongb 
He  be  judged  jnsdy;  bat  'l  is  not  for  ns 
To  auuicipatc  the  sentence  of  the  Forty. 

B  ATTISTA. 

And  here  it  comes. — ^Wbat  news,  Vincenso? 

£ii<er  Vi  If  CBN  so.  • 

TllfCBNXO. 

Tis 
Decided;  bat  as  yet  bis  doom's  unknown: 
I  ^aw  the  pmident  in  act  to  seal 
The  parchment  which  will  bear  the  Forty's  judgment 
L'uto  the  Doge,  and  hasten  to  inform  him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE   li. 

Thi  Ducal  Chamber. 

SIabixo   FAliimo,  Doge;  and  Ids  nepltew^  Bkktlccio 

Faliho. 

BKBTVCCIO  rALIKBO. 

It  cannot  be  bat  Chey  will  do  you  justice. 

1K>GB. 

Ay,  such  as  the  Avogadori  did. 

Who  sent  up  my  appeal  unto  the  Forty 

To  try  hfatt  by  bis  peers,  his  own  tribunal. 

BBBTVCCip  rALIKBO. 

Hi«  peers  will  scarce  protect  him ;  such  an  act 
Wouifl  bring  contempt  00  all  authority. 

DOGS. 

Know  you  not  Venice?  know  you  not  the  Forty? 
But  we  shall  see  anon.  ■ 

Btarvccio  Falieso  (addressing  Vimcesizo,  tften 

enlering). 

How  now— what  tidiugs? 

VtlfCENZO. 

I  am  charged  to  tell  his  hi{;hni*«s  that  the  court 

Has  pass'd  its  resolution,  and  that,  soon 

As  the  due  forms  of  judgment  are  (;one  through, 

The  sentence  will  be  sent  up  to  the  doge : 

In  the  mran  time  the  Forty  doth  salute 

The  prince  of  the  republic,  and  entreat 

His  acceptation  of  their  duty. 

DOGE. 

Y«— 

They  are  wond'rons  dutiful,  and  ever  humble. 
Sentence  is  past,  you  say? 

TinCENZO. 

It  is,  your  highness: 
The  president  was  sealin<;  it,  when  I 
Was  cail'd  in,  that  no  moment  nii(;ht  )>e  lost 
In  forwarding  the  intimation  dur, 
Not  only  to  the  chief  of  the  republic. 
But  the  complainant,  both  in  one  united. 

BRBTrccio  riLIKtO. 
.\re  you  aware,  from  aught  you  have  perceivctl, 
Of  their  decision  ? 


VINCBIfZO. 

No,  my  lord ;  you  know 
The  secret  customs  of  the  courto  in  Venice. 

BEBTDCCIO  rALIBBO. 

True ;  but  there  still  is  something  given  to  guess. 

Which  a  shrewd  gleaner  and  quick  eye  would  catch  at; 

A  whisper,  or  a  murmur,  or  an  air 

More  or  less  solemn  spread  o'er  the  tribunal. 

The  Forty  are  but  men — most  worthy  m«». 

And  wise,  and  just,  and  cautious — this  I  grant — 

And  secret  as  the  grave  to  which  they  doom 

The  guilty;  but  with  all  this,  in  their  aspects— 

At  least  in  some,  the  juniors  of  the  number — 

A  searching  rye,  .tn  eye  like  yours,  Vincenzo, 

Would  read  the  sentence  ere  it  was  pronounced. 

VI!«CC?«ZO. 

My  lord,  I  came  away  upon  the  moment, 
Aiul  had  no  leisure  to  take  note  of  that 
Which  pas&'d  among  the  judges,  even  in  seeming; 
My  sMtion  near  tbc  accused  too,  Michel  Steno, 

Made  me 

DOCB  (abruptly). 
And  how  lookd  he!  deliver  that. 

VINCENZO. 

Calm,  but  not  overcast,  he  stood  resignd 
To  the  decree,  whate'er  it  were; — but  lo! 
It  comes,  for  the  perusal  of  bis  highness. 

Enter  the  Secbbtabt  of  the  forty. 

iBCRETABT. 

The  high  tribunal  of  the  Forty  sends 
Health  and  res|>ect  to  the  Doge  F.iliero, 
Chirf  mn(;istrate  of  Venice,  and  request* 
His  hi(;hnris  to  peruse  and  to  approve 
The  sentence  pass'd  on  Mirhel  Steno,  horn 
P.itrif-i.in,  and  nrr.iign'd  upon  the  charge 
Omtaiiid.  together  with  its  penalty, 
Withm  the  reM:ript  which  I  now  present. 

DOGE. 

Retire,  and  wait  without. — Take  tliou  this  p.iper: 

[fxeufitSKCtBTABT  and  Vincziizo. 

The  misty  letters  vanish  from  my  eyes; 

I  cannot  tia  them. 

Btiruccio  rALirso. 
Patirnre,  my  dear  uncle: 

Why  do  you  tremble  thus? — nay,  doubt  not,  all 

Will  be  as  could  be  wish'd. 

DOCK. 

Say  on. 
BciTUCCio  FALIESO  (reading). 

«  Derreed 
In  council,  vilhout  one  di«»senting  voire. 
That  Michel  Stcno,  by  his  own  confession, 
Citilty  on  the  last  ni(;ht  of  carnival 
Of  lulling  ('raven  on  the  ducal  throne 
The  following  words » 

DOGE. 

Woiildst  thou  repeat  them? 
Would^t  thou  repeat  them— ffcou,  a  Faliero, 
H-irp  on  the  deep  dishonour  of  our  house. 
Dishonour' d  in  its  chief — that  chief  the  prince 
Of  Venice,  first  of  cities?— To  the  sentence. 

BERTDCCIO  rALIERO. 

Forgive  me,  my  goo<l  lord;  I  will  obey — 
'Rends   «<  That  Michel  Sleno  be  deuiu'd  a  month 
In  close  arrest. » 
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Doat:. 
Proceed . 

UKRTUCCIO  FALIKRO. 

My  lord,  "i  is  fiiiislij. 

DOG  E . 

How,  say  you? — (iiiisli'd  !  Do  I  dream? — 'T  is  false — 
Give  me  the  paper — [Snatches  tiie  paper,  and  reads)^ 

M  'T  is  decreed  in  council 
That  Michel  Stciio>« — Nephew,  thine  arm! 

BERTUCCIO    FALl£RO. 

Nay, 
Clieer  up,  be  calm ;  this  transport  is  uncalled  for — 
Let  me  seek  some  a&sistaocc. 

DOGE. 

Stop,  sir — stir  not — 
T  is  past. 

BERTUCCIO  FAI.IEBO. 

I  cannot  but  afjree  with  you 
The  sentence  is  too  sliyhl  for  the  offence; 
It  is  not  honouribic  in  the  Forty 
To  aflix  so  slight  a  p<'ualty  to  that 
Which  vas  a  foul  affront  to  you,  and  even 
To  iIhmti,  as  bein(j  your  subjects:  but  'l  is  not 
Yet  without  remedy;  you  can  appeal 
To  them  once  more,  or  to  the  Avo^jadori, 
Who,  soriu{;  that  true  jusiiie  is  withheld, 
Will  no^^  take  up  the  cause  thry  once  declined. 
And  do  you  right  upon  the  bold  delinquent. 
Think  you  not  ihu*,  good  uncle?  >»liy  do  you  stain! 
So  fixd?  you  heed  me  not: — I  pray  you,  hear  ine  ! 
DOGE  [daskin(j  down  the  ducal  bonnet,  and  offer intj 

to  trample  upon  it,  c.xclainn,  as  he  »s  nith- 

held  by  his  nephew). 
Oh,  that  the  Saracen  were  in  Saint  Mark's! 
Thus  would  I  do  him  homage. 

BKIiTLCCIO  FAr.lERO. 

For  the  sake 

Of  heaven  and  all  its  saints,  my  lonl 

nor.F. 

Away  I 
Oh,  that  the  Genoese  were  in  the  port! 
Oh.  that  the  Huns  whom  I  oerlhrew  at  Zara 
Were  ranged  around  the  palace! 

DKRTUCCIO   FAI.IKRO. 

T  is  not  well 
In  Venice"  Duke  to  say  so. 

DOGE. 

Venice'  Duke! 
Who  now  is  Duke  in  Venice?  let  me  see  him. 
That  he  may  do  me  right. 

BERTlICCro  FALIERO. 

If  you  forget 
Your  office,  and  ils  dignity  ami  duly, 
Kemember  that  of  man,  and  curb  this  passion. 

The  Duke  of  Venice 

DOGE  {intcrrnptinij  him). 

There  is  no  such  thin;;  — 
It  is  a  word — nay,  worse — a  worthless  l»y-i^ord  : 
The  most  despised,  wrongd,  outr  igtd,  helpless  vreU  h, 
Who  begs  his  bread,  if  t  is  refused  by  one, 
M:iy  win  it  from  another  kinder  hfirt; 
Ihil  he  who  is  denied  his  right  by  those 
Whose  ])lac«'  it  is  to  do  no  wrong,  is  poorer 
Than  the  rejected  b«'j;gar — he  s  a  slave — 
And  that  am  I,  and  llioii,  and  all  our  house. 
Kveu  from  this  hour:  the  meauc>,t  arti/an 


Will  point  the  Onger,  and  the  haughty  noble 
May  spit  upon  us:  where  is  our  redresa? 

BERTUCCIO  FALIKRO. 

The  law,  my  prince — 

DOGE  (interrupting  him). 

You  see  what  it  has  donc 
I  ask'd  no  remedy  but  from  the  law — 
I  sought  no  vengeance  but  redress  by  law — 
I  call'd  no  judges  but  those  named  by  law — 
As  sovereign,  1  appealtl  unto  my  subjects, 
The  very  subjects  who  had  ma<le  me  sovereign. 
And  gave  me  thus  a  double  right  to  be  so. 
The  rights  of  place  aud  choice,  of  birth  and  ser\icf. 
Honours  and  y«Mrs,  these  scars,  these  hoary  hairs, 
Ihe  travel,  toil,  the  perils,  the  fatigues, 
The  blooil  and  sweat  of  almost  eighty  years, 
Were  weigh'd  i'  the  balance,  gainst  the  fouhs:  st  ii;j. 
The  grossest  insult,  most  contemptuous  crime 
Of  a  rank,  rash  patrician — aud  found  wanting' 
And  this  is  to  be  borne? 

BERTUCCIO  FALIERO. 

I  say  not  that: 
In  case  your  fresh  appeal  should  be  rejected, 
Wo  will  find  other  means  to  make  all  even. 

DOGF. 

.\ppeal  again!  art  thou  my  brothers  son? 

A  scion  of  the  house  of  Faliero? 

The  nephew  of  a  doge?  and  of  that  blood 

Which  hath  already  given  thre<»  dukes  lo  \'enit  t 

Hut  thou  sav'sl  well — we  must  be  bumble  now. 

BFRTrC»;iO    FALIERO. 

My  princely  unrle!  you  are  too  much  moved 
I  grant  it  Mas  a  gross  offence;  and  grossly 
Left  without  fittiug  punishment;  but  still 
This  fury  doth  exceed  the  provocation, 
<^r  any  i>ri)Vocatioii :  if  we  are  wrongd. 
We  vill  ask  justice;  if  it  b<'  denied, 
We  II  lake  it ;  but  may  do  all  this  in  calmnes^s-  - 
j  Deep  ven{;e,inc('  is  ilu-  daughter  of  di'cp  silence. 
I  have  yet  scarce  a  third  part  of  your  years, 
I  love  our  bouse,  I  honour  you.  iis  chief, 
Ihe  guanlian  of  my  vouth,  aud  its  instructor— 
but  liiough  I  uriderst and  your  grief,  and  enter 
In  part  of  your  disdain,  ii  doth  appal  me 
To  svo  your  anger,  like  our  Adrian  waves, 
Oeiswccp  all  bound'^,  and  foam  itself  to  air. 

j  DOGE. 

I  I  tell  thee — muitl  tell  thee — what  thy  father 
Would  have  required  no  words  lo  comprehend. 
Hast  thou  no  feeling  save  the  external  sense 
Of  torture  from  the  touch?  hasi  thou  no  soul- 
No  pride — no  passion — no  deep  sense  of  houoiu  : 

nEKrCCClO    FVI.IKKO. 

'T  is  the  first  lime  that  honour  has  been  doul»tr<l 
And  were  the  last,  froui  any  other  sceptic 

doc;k. 
You  know  the  full  offence  of  this  born  >illaiu. 
This  creeping,  coward,  rank,  a(  (putted  felon. 
Wiio  threw  his  sling  into  :i  poisonous  iiiicl. 
And  on  the  honour  of — Oh.  God  I  —  my  wife, 
Tiie  nearest,  dearest  part  of  all  men's  honour, 
beft  a  base  slur  lo  pass  from  iiuxuh  to  mouth 
Of  loose  mechanics,  ^iili  all  ci»arse  foul  connueuis. 
And  \illaMous  jests,  and  blas])heinies  ohseene  ; 
\\  bile  sueerinj;  iiohles,  in  nunc  polish  d  guisC, 
Whis|u.-r  il  ihe  tale,  and  smiled  upon  the  he 
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^'hkh  made  me  look  like  them — .1  conrteout  vitlol, 
Padeni — ay,  proud,  it  may  be,  of  disitODonr. 

aiBTuccio  rALIIlO. 
Cot  «till  ii  was  a  fie — ^you  koew  it  fiike, 
ADfi  so  did  all  ma*. 

DOCS. 

Nephew,  ihe  high  Roman 
^■.«i<i  m  Cssar's  wife  mwst  not  even  be  Biupectedi* 
Axui  pat  her  from  him. 

aiBTLCCIO  rALIIBO. 

True — but  in  tlio«e  days 

DOGE. 

^'iiat  is  it  that  a  Roman  would  not  toffer, 
T^ta:  a  Venetian  prince  must  bear  T    Old  Dandolo 
Kt  f  uji«rd  the  diadem  of  all  the  Cesars, 
And  wore  the  ducal  cap  1  trample  on, 
fWrau'te  'C  b  now  degraded. 

BIITI'CCIO  rALIClO. 

T  is  even  to. 
D06E. 
It  IS — it  is  : — I  did  not  risit  on 
Thr  innocent  creature,  thiM  most  irilely  «]ander'd, 
&^atise  she  took  an  old  man  for  her  lord, 
For  that  he  had  been  long  her  hither  s  friend 
And  patron  of  her  houae.  as  if  there  were 
No  love  in  womans  heart  but  Inst  of  youth 
And  beardless  faces; — I  did  not  for  this 
Vi:>it  the  villain's  infamy  on  her, 
But  craTcd  my  country's  justice  on  his  bead, 
The  justice  due  unto  the  humblest  being 
W|u>  hath  a  wife  whose  hith  is  sweet  to  him, 
Who  hath  a  home  whose  hearth  is  dear  to  him, 
Wbo  hath  a  name  whose  honour 's  all  to  him. 
When  these  are  tainted  by  the  accursiog  breath 
Of  calumny  and  scorn. 

aiBTCCCIO  rALIIBO. 

And  what  redress 
U\d  you  expect  as  his  fit  punisliment  ? 

Dooa. 
Hrath  !    Wa  j  1  not  the  sovereign  of  chn  state— 
la&ultefl  on  his  very  throne,  and  made 
A  mockery  to  the  men  who  should  ol>ey  me  ? 
Wai»  1  not  injured  as  a  husband  ?  t»corn'd 
As  man  ?  reviled,  degraded,  as  a  prince  7 
Was  not  offence  like  his  a  complication 
<tf  in«ult  and  of  treason  ?  and  he  lives  ! 
Had  be,  instead  of  on  the  Doge's  throne, 
Sump'd  the  same  brand  upon  a  poaiiant's  stool, 
Ills  blood  had  gilt  the  threshold,  for  the  carle 
tiad  stabb'd  him  on  the  instant. 

BtlTUCCIO  FALtBBO. 

Do  not  doubt  it : 
He  shall  notUve  till  sunset — leave  to  me 
The  means,  and  calm  yourself. 

DOGB. 

Hold,  nephew !  this 
Would  have  sufficed  but  yesterday  :  at  present 
I  have  no  further  wrath  against  this  man. 

BXBTUCCIO  rXLIEBO. 

What  mean  you  7  is  not  the  offence  redoubled 
By  this  most  rank — I  will  not  say — acquittal, 
For  it  is  worse,  beiog  full  acknowledgment 
Of  the  offence,  and  leaving  it  unpunish'd  ? 

DOGB. 

It  is  retkmbltd,  but  not  now  by  him ; 


The  Forty  liath  decreed  a  month's  arrest — 
We  must  obey  the  Forty. 

BBBTUCCIO  FALIBBO. 

Obey  them  ! 
Who  have  forgot  their  duly  to  the  sovereign  I 

00c  B. 
Why,  yes ;— lioy,  you  perceive  it  then  at  last  : 
Whether  as  fellovr-citixen  who  sues 
For  justice,  or  as  sovereign  who  commands  it, 
They  have  defrauded  me  of  both  my  rights 
(For  here  the  sovereign  is  a  citiien) ; 
But,  notwithslandmg,  harm  not  thou  a  hair 
Of  Steno's  head — he  shall  not  wear  it  long. 

BBRTUCCIO   rAtlERO. 

Not  tvrelve  hours  longer,  liad  you  left  to  me 

The  mode  and  means :  if  you  hdd  calmly  heard  me, 

I  never  meant  this  miscreant  should  escape. 

Rut  wish'd  you  to  repress  such  gusts  of  passion, 

That  we  more  surely  might  devise  together 

His  taking  off. 

DOGB. 

No,  nephew,  he  must  live ; 
At  least,  just  now — a  life  so  vile  as  his 
Were  nothing  at  this  hour ;  in  th'  olden  time 
Some  sacrifices  ask'd  a  single  victim  : 
Great  espiations  had  a  hecatomb. 

BBBTUCCIO  FALIBBO. 

Your  wishes  are  my  law ;  and  yet  I  fain 
Would  prove  to  you  bow  near  uBCo  my  heart 
The  honour  of  our  house  must  ever  be. 

DOGE. 

Fear  not ;  you  sluill  have  time  and  place  of  proof : 
But  be  not  thou  too  rash,  as  I  have  been. 
I  am  a<»liamed  of  my  owo  anger  now ; 
I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

BBBTUCCIO   rALlBBO. 

Why,  that  's  my  uncle  ! 
The  leader,  and  the  statesman,  and  the  chief 
Of  commonwealths,  and  sovereign  of  himself ! 
I  wonder'd  to  perceive  you  so  forget 
All  prud^^uce  in  your  fury,  at  these  years. 
Although  the  cause 

DOGB. 

Ay,  think  upon  the  cause — 
Forget  it  not : — when  you  lie  down  to  rest. 
Let  it  be  black  among  your  dreams ;  and  when 
Tlie  mom  returns,  so  let  it  stand  between 
Tlie  sun  and  you,  as  an  ill-omen'd  cloud 
rpou  a  summer-day  uf  festival  : 
So  will  it  stand  to  me; — but  ^peak  not,  stir  not, — 
Leave  all  to  me, — we  shall  have  much  to  do. 
And  you  shall  have  a  part.— But  now  retire, 
T  is  tit  1  were  alone. 

bKKTLXCIO  rALIBBO. 

[Taking  up  and  placing  the  ducal  bonnet  on  the  iallc.) 

Ere  I  depart, 
I  pray  you  to  resume  what  you  have  spurn'd. 
Till  you  can  change  it  haply  for  a  crown. 
And  now  1  take  my  leave,  imploring  you 
la  all  things  to  rely  upon  my  duty 
As  doth  become  your  near  and  faithful  kinsman, 
.Ind  not  less  loyal  citiien  and  subject. 

{Exit  BBBTUCCIO  Falibbo. 

DOGB   (ioluj). 

Adieu,  my  worthy  nephew. — Hollow  bauble ! 

[Taking  up  the  ducal  cap. 
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bc<>el  Willi  all  tlic  thorns  ihal  line  n  crown, 

Wiilioiii  invcsling  llic  insulted  brow 

With  the  ;ill-s\*aying  niajcsly  of  kings  ; 

Tliou  i«ll<',  (;il(lp(l,  and  dcjjraded  toy. 

Let  nu;  resmnp  thee  ns  I  would  a  vizor.         [Puts  it  on. 

How  my  brain  aches  beneath  thee  I  and  my  temples 

Throb  feverish  under  thy  di^honrst  v(i{;ht. 

Canld  I  not  turn  tliee  to  a  diadem  ? 

(loiild  I  not  shatter  the  liriaroan  sceptre 

WliHJi  in  this  hundred-handed  senate  rules, 

Makiii};  the  people  nothin[»,  and  the  prince 

A  pa(;(anl  ?  lu  my  life  I  have  achieved 

Ta>ks  not  less  diflicult — achieved  for  ihem 

Who  llins  repay  me! — Can  I  not  requite  them  ? 

Oh,  for  one  year!  Oh,  but  for  even  a  day 

Of  my  full  vouih,  ^hile  yet  my  body  served 

My  soul,  as  serves  the  generous  steed  iiis  lord  ! 

1  would  have  dash'd  amon{;st  them,  askinj;  few 

In  aid  to  overthrow  these  swoln  patricians; 

Ihit  now  I  must  look  round  for  other  hands 

To  serve  this  hoary  head ;  but  it  shall  plan 

In  such  a  sort  as  will  not  leave  the  task 

Herculean,  thouti;h  as  yet  t  is  but  a  chaos 

Of  darkly-brooilinu  thou{<ht.s:  my  fancy  is 

In  lur  first  work,  more  nearly  to  tlie  liyht 

lloldiui;  the  slcepiu<]  ima(!rs  (»f  thinjjs, 

For  the  MJcclion  of  the  pausing;  judgment. — 

The  troops  are  few  in 

Enter  ViNCENZo. 

VINCENZO. 

There  is  one  without 
Craves  audience  of  your  hi(]liuess. 

DOGE. 

I  'm  unwell — 
1  can  see  no  one,  not  even  a  patrician — 
Let  him  reftT  his  business  to  the  council. 

V1KCEN/.0. 

My  lord,  I  will  deliver  yiuir  reply; 

It  c.MiMot  nuich  import — he  s  a  picbeiiin, 

The  master  of  a  yalley,  I  b<'hcve. 

r>o«;E. 
How  !  did  you  say  the  p?tron  of  a  {jallcy  ■ 
Tint  is — 1  mean — a  servant  of  the  stale  : 
.Admit  him,  lie  may  be  on  public  service. 

[Exit  VlNCEN/,0. 

DOCK  (solus). 
This  patron  may  be  souucUd ;  I  will  try  him. 
I  know  liie  people  to  be  discotitciilcd  ; 
Tluy  have  cau>c,  since  Sapirnza  s  adverse  day, 
Wlieii  Genoa  conquer'd  ;  they  have  fur  tin  r  cause, 
SiiH  e  lluy  are  nothing  in  the  stale,  and  in 
The  lily  worse  tlian  nothing; — mere  m.icliiiios. 
To  serve  the  nobles'  most  p.ilrician  pleasure. 
The  Iroops  have  lonj;  arrears  of  pay,  oft  proniistd. 
And  murmur  deeply — any  hope  of  ih.iiii^e 
Will  draw  them  forward:  (hey  sh.dl  piy  llicmsclvcs 
With  pluniler ; — -but  the  priests — I  iloubl  the  pric-sthooil 
Will  not  be  with  us;  they  have  haled  me 
Since  that  rash  hour,  when,  m.idden'd  with  the  drone, 
I  smou;  the  tardy  bishop  at  Trcviso,  ' 
Oiiiekeiiin{;  his  holy  march     yet.  ne'criheless, 
They  may  be  vkon,  at  le.ist  their  chief  :\l  Rotnc, 
By  st»me  well-timed  concessions:  but,  abo^e 
.Ml  lhiin;s,  i  must  be  speetly  ;  at  my  hour 
Of  tvkili(]ht  little  lii;hl  of  life  remains, 
(^ould  I  free  Venice,  and  aven^je  my  vvroii(;s, 


I  had  lived  too  lonj;,  and  willini;ly  would  sleep 

Next  moment  with  my  sir»?s;  and,  waniinu  this, 

IJetter  that  sixty  of  my  fourscore  years 

Had  been  already  where — how  soon,  I  care  not — 

The  whole  must  be  cxtinuuishd  ;  —  better  that 

Tliev  ne'er  hid  been,  than  drag  me  on  to  be 

The  tiling  these  arch  oppressors  fain  would  make  mc- 

Let  me  consider — of  efticienl  troops 

There  are  three  thousand  jjosted  at 

Enter  Vi.ncenzo  and  Isr.vel  iStRTLCCio. 

VI.NCENZO. 

May  it  plci-e 
Your  highness,  the  same  patron  whom  I  >pakc  of 
Is  here  to  crave  your  patience. 

IiOGE. 

Leave  the  chamber, 
Vincenzo. — 

[/:;".vit  ViNCLN,'. 
Sir,  vou  niav  advance — what  would  ynii' 

ISniEL    BERTLCi:iO. 

ilcdrcss, 

UOGE. 

Of  whom  ? 

ISRVEI.   RLRTUCCIO. 

of  God  anil  of  the  Doge. 

DO(jE. 

.Mas!  my  friend,  yo«i  seek  it  of  the  twain 
of  le.'isi  resj)eei  ami  interest  in  \'cnicc. 
You  uiusl  address  the  cuuucil. 

IsRKEL    BEUnCCIO. 

"T  were  in  vain  ; 
For  he  who  injured  me  is  one  of  them. 

DOGE. 

There  's  blood  upon  thy  fac< — how  (vmc  it  there  ? 

ISRAEL    DtHriCCIO. 

T  is  mine,  and  not  the  first  I  've  shed  for  Venice, 
fiiit  ilie  lirsl  shed  by  a  Venetian  hand: 
A  noble  smote  me. 

Di>GE. 

Dolh  he  li\e? 
ISR  \tL  tiEKi  rcrm. 

Nut  long — 
Hut  for  the  hope  I  had  and  have,  that  you, 
.My  j)rinre,  yourself  a  soldier,  will  redress 
llini,  wiiotn  the  lav^s  of  diseipliiie  and  Venice 
I'ermil  not  to  luotect  himself:  if  not — 
I  say  no  more. 

DOGE. 

But  something  you  would  do — 
Is  it  not  so  ? 

IJRAIX    BtRTirciO. 

I  am  a  man,  my  lord. 

IXHJE. 

Why,  so  is  he  who  srnoie  you. 

Israel  uERirciio. 

He  is  c.did  so  ; 
Nav,  more,  a  noble  ouc — at  least,  in  Venire  ; 
Ihil  since  he  bath  forgotlen  iliat  I  am  one, 
.\iid  ire.its  me  like  a  brute,  llu-  bruie  may  luin  — 
T  Is  said  ihe  vorm  will. 

llOI,lr. 

Say  his  name  anU  lineage  ' 

IshirL    BERUCCIo. 

I'arljaro. 

nOGE. 

What  was  the  cause,  or  the  pretext? 
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ISKAIL   ilBTVCCIO. 

I  am  the  chief  of  the  ineiMl,  employ'd 
At  pffcsem  in  rrpuriof  eertmo  gmllcyt 
hat  rottgUy  osed  by  the  Geooete  \jt%t  yeiir. 
Tim  oMtviag  comes  the  noble  Barbara 
Full  o#  reproof,  becaoae  omr  artiaaot 
Had  left  aome  frivolous  order  of  bis  bonse. 
To  execnie  the  stale's  decree :  I  dared 
To  josii^  ibe  men^he  raised  his  hand ;— 
Behold  my  blood!  the  first  time  it  e'er  flow'd 


DOOM. 

Bare  yon  long  time  served  1 

ISSABI.    IBtTCCCIO. 

So  long  no  to  remember  Zara's  siege. 

And  fi^c  beneath  the  chief  who  beat  the  Rons  there, 

Soaaolime  my  general,  now  the  Doge  Faliero. 

DOOI. 

How  *  arc  we  comrades  I— the  stale's  ducal  robes 
Sit  newly  on  me,  and  you  were  appointed 
Chief  of  the  arsenal  ere  I  cmme  from  Rome ; 
So  that  I  rccogniaed  yoa  not.     Who  placed  yon  ? 

IsaABL    ■IBTUCCIO. 

The  late  Doge;  keeping  still  my  old  command 
As  patron  of  a  galley :  my  new  office 
Was  given  as  the  reward  of  ceruin  scars 
fSo  was  your  predecessor  pleased  to  say) : 
I  little  thought  his  bounty  would  conduct  me 
To  his  successor  aa  a  helpless  plaintiff, 
At  least,  in  soch  a  cause. 

DOCI. 

Are  you  much  hurt ! 

ISBABL    BBITL'CCIO. 

Irreparably  in  my  self-esteem. 

DOGC. 

Speak  ont ;  fear  nothing  :  being  slung  at  heart, 
What  would  you  do  to  be  revcoged  on  this  man  ? 

ISBASL    BEBTCCCIO. 

That  which  I  dare  not  name,  and  yet  will  do. 

DOGB. 

Then  wherefore  came  you  here  T 

ISBABL   BBBTt'CCIO. 

I  come  for  justice, 
Because  my  general  is  Dogp,  and  will  not 
See  his  old  soldier  trampled  on.     Had  any, 
Save  Faliero,  fill'd  the  ducal  throne, 
This  blood  had  been  wash'd  out  in  other  blood. 

DOGC. 

Too  cmne  to  me  for  justice— unto  me! 
The  Doge  of  Venice,  and  f  cannot  give  it ; 
I  cannot  even  obtain  it — 't  was  denied 
To  me  roost  solemnly  an  hour  ago. 

ISBAEL    BBBTUCCiO. 

Ilow  says  your  highness  ? 

DOCK. 

Steno  is  condemn'd 
To  a  month's  confinement. 

UBJkKL   BBBTCCCIO. 

What !  the  same  whtfldared 
To  stain  the  ducal  throne  with  those  foul  words, 
That  have  cried  shame  to  every  ear  in  Venice  T 

DOGB. 

Ay,  doubdess  they  have  echo'd  o'er  the  arsenal. 
Keeping  due  time  with  every  hammer's  dink, 
As  a  good  jest  to  jolly  artisans ; 
Or  making  chorus  to  the  creaking  oar. 


In  the  vile  tnoe  of  every  galley  slave. 
Who,  as  he  sang  the  merry  stave,  exulted 
He  was  not  a  shamed  dotard,  like  the  Doge. 

ISBABL    BBBTL'CCIO. 

It  it  posaibie  ?  a  month's  imprisonment ! 
No  more  for  Steoo? 

DOGB. 

Ton  have  heard  the  offence. 
And  now  yon  know  hb  punishment ;  and  then 
Yon  ask  redress  of  mef  Go  to  the  Forty, 
Who  pass'd  the  sentence  npon  Hichel  Steoo ; 
They  *ll  do  as  much  by  Barbaro,  no  doabc. 

ISBABL    BXBTVCCIO. 

Ah !  dared  I  speak  my  fedings ! 

BOGB. 

Give  them  breath : 
Mine  have  no  farther  outrage  to  endure. 

ISBABL   BBBTUCCIO. 

Then,  in  a  word,  it  rests  but  on  your  word 
To  punish  and  avenge — I  will  not  say 
My  petty  wrong,  for  what  is  a  mere  blow. 
However  vile,  to  such  a  thing  as  I  am  ? — 
But  the  base  insult  done  your  state  and  person. 

aooB. 
Ton  over-rate  my  power,  which  is  a  pageant. 
This  cap  is  not  the  monarch's  crown ;  these  robes 
Might  move  compassion,  like  a  beggar's  rags ; 
Nay,  more,  a  beggars  are  his  ovrn,  and  these 
But  lent  to  the  poor  puppet,  who  must  play 
Its  pan  with  all  its  empire  in  this  ermine. 

ISBABL    BBBTt;CCIO. 

Wonldst  thou  be  king  ? 

DOGB. 

Tes — of  a  happy  people. 

ISBABL    RBRTUCCIO. 

Wouldst  thou  be  sovereign  lord  of  Venice  ? 

DOGB. 

Ay, 

If  that  the  people  shared  that  sovereignty, 
So  that  nor  they  nor  I  were  further  slaves 
To  this  o'ergrown  aristocratic  hydra, 
The  poisonous  heads  of  whose  envenom'd  body 
Have  breathed  a  pesrilence  upon  us  all. 

ISBABL    BBBTUCCIO. 

Yet,  thou  wast  bora  and  still  hast  lived  patrician. 

DOGB. 

In  eril  hour  vras  I  so  born  ;  my  birth 
llaili  made  me  Doge  to  be  insulted  :  but 
1  lived  and  toil'd  a  soldier  and  a  servant 
Of  Venice  and  her  people,  not  the  senate ; 
Their  good  and  roy  own  honour  were  my  guerdon. 
1  have  fought  and  bled ;  commauded,  ay,  and  conquer'd ; 
Have  made  and  marr'd  peace  oft  in  embassies. 
As  it  might  chance  to  be  our  counlry's  'vantage ; 
Have  traversed  land  and  sea  in  consunt  duly. 
Through  almost  sixty  years,  and  still  for  Venice, 
My  fsther's  and  my  birth-place,  whose  dear  spires. 
Rising  at  disunee  o'er  the  blue  Lagoon, 
It  was  reward  enongb  for  me  to  view 
Once  more  :  but  not  for  any  knot  of  men. 
Nor  sect,  nor  foction,  did  I  bleed  or  sweat ! 
But  would  you  know  why  1  have  done  all  this  T 
Ask  of  the  bleeding  pelican  why  she 
Hath  ripp'd  her  bosom?  Had  the  bird  a  voice. 
She  'd  tell  thee  't  was  for  all  her  little  ones. 
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t^RAEl.    BERrrccio. 
And  yet  ilicy  made  tlice  duke 

l>OGK. 

They  matU  mp  so  ; 
f  sou)i;ht  it  not :  the  flattering  fetters  met  me 
Retiiniing  from  my  Roman  embassy, 
And  never  having;  hitherto  refused 
Toil,  charge,  or  duty  for  the  state,  I  did  not. 
At  thc.«?  late  years,  decline  vhal  was  the  higlie<it 
Of  all  in  seeming,  but  of  all  most  base 
In  \rhat  we  have  to  do  and  to  endure  : 
Bear  vilnoss  for  me  thou,  my  injured  subject, 
When  I  can  neither  right  myself  nor  thee. 

ISRAEL    BEfSTUCClO. 

You  shall  do  both,  if  you  possess  the  will. 
And  many  thousands  more  not  less  opprcssd. 
Who  >\ait  but  for  a  signal — will  you  give  it? 

DOftF.. 

You  <;pcak  in  riddles. 

I.SRAEL    BKRTir.ClO. 

Which  shall  soon  be  read. 
At  peril  of  uiy  life,  if  you  disdain  not 
To  IiMul  a  patient  ear. 

DOGR. 

Say  on. 

ISR\r.l.    BKMlHCId. 

Not  thou. 
Nor  I  alone,  are  injured  and  abused, 
Contrmn'd  and  trampled  on,  but  the  whole  people 
Groan  with  the  strong  conception  of  their  wrongs  : 
The  foreign  soldiers  in  the  senate's  pay 
Are  discontented  for  their  long  arrears; 
The  native  mariners  and  civic  troops 
Feel  with  their  friends  ;  for  who  is  he  amongst  them 
Whose  brethren,  parents,  childrcu,  wi\es,  or  .sisrer-i. 
Have  not  parlook  o|)pression,  or  pollution, 
From  the  patricians?  And  the  hoprli'ss  war 
Against  the  (ienorsc,  which  is  still  niaintiind 
With  the  plebeian  blood,  and  treasure  wrung 
From  their  hard  earnings,  has  inllamed  ihcui  fnrihrr: 
Fveu  now — but  I  forget  that,  speaking  thus, 
Perhaps  I  pass  the  sentence  of  my  death  I 

DOGE. 

And,  suffering  wint  thou  hast  done,  fear'^t  ilmu  dnih' 
lie  silent  then,  and  li\e  on,  to  be  beaten 
By  those  for  whom  thou  hast  bled. 

KRAEL    nPRTlCCIO. 

No,  I  will  spc.ik 
At  every  hazard  ;  and  if  Venice'  Doge 
Should  turn  tielator,  be  the  shame  on  him. 
And  sorrow  too  ;  for  he  will  lose  far  more 
Than  I. 

noGF. 
From  me  fear  nothing  ;  out  with  it. 
ISRAEL  Brmucno. 
Know,  then,  that  there  are  met  and  sworn  in  seriet 
A  band  of  brethren,  \aliant  hearts  and  true; 
Men  who  have  proved  all  fortunes,  aud  ba\e  long 
Grie\ed  over  tiiat  of  Venice,  and  have  right 
To  do  so  .  having  served  her  in  all  climes. 
And  having  rescued  her  from  foreign  foes. 
Would  do  the  same  from  those  within  her  walU. 
Tht  y  .IK'  not  numerous,  nor  yet  too  few 
For  ili<  ir  great  purpose  ;  they  have  arms,  and  means. 
And  he  irts,  aud  hopes,  and  faith,  aud  patient  courage. 


UOGE. 

For  what  then  do  they  pause  ? 

ISRAEI'    BERTL'CCIO. 

An  hour  to  strike. 
DOGE  (aside). 
Saint  Mark's  shall  strike  that  hour! 

ISRAEL    BERTUCCIO. 

1  now  have  placed 
My  life,  my  honour,  all  my  earthly  hopes 
Within  thy  power,  but  in  the  lirm  belief 
That  injiu  ies  like  ours,  sprung  from  one  cause. 
Will  };eiurate  one  vengeance  :  should  it  be  so, 
Re  our  chief  now — our  sovereign  hcrrafjer. 

DOGE. 

IIow  many  are  ye  ? 

ISRAEL    DERTtrCCIO. 

I   j]  not  answer  that 
Till  I  am  answer'd. 

nOGK. 

How,  Sir  I  tlo  you  menace ' 

ISRiEL    BERTlCCiO. 

No  ;  I  affirm.     I  have  betrayd  myself; 

But  I  here  s  no  torture  in  the  mystic  welU 

Which  undermine  vour  palace,  nor  in  those 

Not  le^s  ap]i  illing  cells,  ««  thi'  leaden  roofs" 

To  force  a  single  name  from  me  of  others. 

The  IN)Z7i  and  the  Piombi  vere  in  *ain  ; 

They  might  wring  blooti  from  me,  but  treachery  never, 

And  I  would  pasi  the  fearful  w  Bridge  of  Sighs,»» 

Joyous  that  mine  must  be  the  last  that  e'er 

Wouhi  echo  o'er  the  Stygian  wave  vvhich  llows 

between  the  murderers  and  the  murder'd,  washing 

The  prison  and  the  palace  walls  ;  there  are 

Those  who  would  live  to  think  on  't  and  avenge  me. 

DOGF. 

If  such  your  power  and  purpose,  why  come  here 
T«»  sue  for  jusiire,  being  in  the  course 
To  do  yourself  due  right  ? 

r&R\EL    DERTllCIO. 

Because  I  lie  man 
Who  claims  protr  ciiou  from  auliuMitv. 
Showing  his  cunlidciiee  and  Ids  submission 
To  that  aulbority,  can  hardly  be 
Suspecle<l  of  cond)ining  to  destroy  it. 
Had  1  sate  down  too  huad)ly  >»ilh  this  blow, 
A  moody  brow  and  mutter'd  threats  h  id  made  me 
A  inark'tl  man  lo  the  Forty  s  inf|iii^ilion  ; 
But  loud  complaint,  however  angrdy 
It  «-h.ipes  its  ])hra.se,  is  little  to  be  (rjrd. 
And  le-s  di-.tnisted.      But,  besides  all  this. 
I  had  iinotlwr  reason. 

DOGK. 

Wh.ii  was  that? 
isnvKi    nmiircio. 
Some  rumours  that  the  Doge  wax  ^;r(aily  mo>cd 
By  llie  n  ferciice  of  the  Avt>;;arlori 
Of  Mir|i(  I  Sleno's  heiittiice  lo  the  Forty 
Had  reach'd  me.     1  had  served  yon,  lioiiourd  you, 
.\u(l  felt  tliat  you  v»ere  dan|;eroudy  msulicd. 
Being  of  ,111  Older  of  sucli  spirits  as 
Bec|iiiic  tenfold  bolli  jMiod  and  evil  :  't  was 
Mv  wi-.h  to  I  rove  and  urge  you  to  redr<'ss. 
Now  \«iii  kiiov^-  all ;  and  that  I  sjieak  llie  truth, 
My  peril  be  the  proof. 
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PO«l. 

Tou  iuTe  deeply  irraturcd ; 
Bat  all  mast  do  to  who  would  ffreatlj  win  : 
Thu&  ^u- 1  'U  uifwer  yoa— your  •ecnt  •  tmh. 

UKABL  uaruccio. 
And  is  (his  aU ! 

DO«a. 
UnleM  vich  all  enlrutted, 
Wbat  woald  yoa  have  me  aaawer  ? 

MAASL  aaaTDccio. 

I  would  have  you 
Trust  him  who  kavas  hk  life  ui  tnuC  with  you. 

Doai. 
But  I  moftt  koow  your  plan,  your  name«,  and  number^ ; 
The  last  may  ihco  be  doubled,  and  ihe  former 
Matured  and  tlrengthcu'd. 

ISIABI.  aaiTDCCIO. 

We  're  enough  already ; 
Yoa  arc  the  tole  ally  we  covet  now. 

oooi. 
But  bring  me  to  the  knowledge  of  your  chiefs. 

ISA4KL  ■■aruccio. 
That  shall  be  done  upon  your  formal  pledge 
To  keep  the  faith  that  we  will  pledge  to  yuu. 

oooi. 
When?  where? 

ItaASL    ■IBTUCCIO. 

This  night  1 11  bring  to  your  apartmenl 
Two  of  the  principals ;  a  greater  number 
Weiw  huaardoua. 

OOdB. 

Stay,  I  must  think  of  tlu». 
What  if  I  were  to  trust  myself  amongst  you, 
And  leave  the  palace  I 

ISBitL   BIBTUCCIO. 

Yoa  most  come  alonr. 
•oca. 
With  but  my  nephew. 

ISaSKL    BBBTDCCIO. 

Not  were  he  your  too. 

DO«B. 

Wretch !  darest  thou  name  my  son  T  He  died  in  arm«, 

At  Sapiena,  for  this  fiithless  suie. 

Oh .'  that  he  were  alive,  and  I  in  athes! 

Or  that  he  were  alive  ere  I  be  a^hes ! 

I  fthoold  not  need  the  dobious  aid  of  strangers. 

fSBAlL   BBBTI7CC10. 

Kot  one  of  all  those  strangers  whom  thou  donblest. 

But  will  regard  thee  with  a  filial  feeling, 

So  that  thoa  keepst  a  father'n  faith  with  them. 

DOCB. 

The  die  is  cast.     Where  is  the  pbrr  of  meeting  7 

ISBABL   BKBTUCCIO. 

At  midnigfat  I  will  be  alone  and  matk'd 
Where'er  your  highness  pleases  to  direct  me, 
To  wait  your  cooung,  and  conduct  you  where 
You  shall  receive  our  liomage,  and  pronoancr 
Upon  our  project. 

DOGB. 

At  what  hour  arises 
The  moon? 

ISBAKft    BBBTUCCIO. 

Laie ;  but  the  atmosphere  is  ihick  and  clunky , 
T  i«  a  sirocco. 

DOGB 

At  the  niiduit;ht  houf ,  then. 


Near  to  the  church  where  sleep  my  sires :  the  same, 

Twio-nanied  from  the  apostles  John  and  Paul ; 

A  goodola,*  with  one  oar  only,  will 

Lurk  in  the  narrow  channel  which  glides  by. 

De  there. 

IsaSBL    BBBTCCCIO. 

I  will  not  fail. 

BOCI. 

And  now  retire 

ISBABL   BBBTVCCIO. 

In  the  full  hope  your  highness  will  not  falter 
In  your  great  purpose.     Prince,  I  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  ISBABL   Dbbtuccio. 

At  midniglit,  by  the  church  Saints  John  and  Paul, 

Where  sleep  my  noblr  fathers,  1  repair — 

To  what  7  to  hold  a  council  in  the  dark 

With  rommon  ruffians  leagued  to  ruin  states  ! 

And  viitl  not  my  great  sires  leap  from  the  vault. 

Where  lie  two  doges  who  preceded  me, 

And  pluck  me  down  amongst  them  T  Would  they  could! 

For  1  should  rest  in  honour  with  the  honour'd. 

Alas  !  I  must  not  think  of  tliem,  but  those 

Who  have  made  me  thus  unworthy  of  a  name. 

Noble  and  brave  as  aught  of  consular 

On  Roman  marbles  :  hut  I  vrill  redeem  it 

lUck  to  its  antique  lustre  in  onr  annals, 

Uy  sweet  revenge  on  all  tliat  *b  base  in  Venice. 

And  freedom  to  the  rest,  or  leave  it  black 

To  all  the  growing  calumnies  of  time. 

Which  never  spare  the  ^me  of  him  who  fails. 

Hut  try  the  Cx-sar  or  the  Cataline, 

lly  the  true  touchstone  of  desert — success. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

^n  Apartment  in  tiu  Ducal  Palace. 

Amgiolina  {wife  of  ^  Ooye)  and  MsaunNA. 

ANGIOUNA. 

Wh.it  was  the  Doge's  answer? 

MABIANIfA. 

That  he  was   > 
That  moment  soramon'd  to  a  conference  ; 
Hut 't  is  by  this  time  ended.     I  perceived 
Not  long  ago  the  senators  embarking ; 
And  the  last  gondola  may  now  be  seen 
(Gliding  into  the  throng  of  barka  which  stud 
The  glittering  waters. 

SIVOIOLINA. 

Would  he  were  return  d  I 
lie  has  been  much  disqu'ieled  of  late ; 
And  Time,  which  has  not  Umcd  his  fiery  spirit. 
Nor  yet  enfeebled  even  his  mortal  frame. 
Which  seems  to  be  more  nourish'd  by  a  soul 
So  quick  and  restless  that  it  would  consume 
Less  hardy  clay— Time  has  bat  little  power 
On  his  resentments  or  his  griefs.     Unlike 
To  other  spirits  of  his  onler,  wlio, 
fn  the  first  burst  of  passion,  pour  away 
Their  wrath  or  mirrow,  all  things  wear  in  him 
An  aspect  of  eternity  :  his  tiioo^^hts 
{lis  feelings,  passions,  good  or  e\il,  all 
Have  nothing  of  old  age;  and  his  bold  brow 
IJears  but  the  scars  of  mind,  the  thoughU  of  years 
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Noi  their  decrepitude  :  and  he  of  late 
Bas  been  more  agitated  than  bis  wont. 
Would  be  were  come  !  for  I  alone  have  power 
Upon  his  troubled  spirit. 

MARIANiVA. 

It  is  true, 
His  highness  has  of  late  been  greatly  moved 
By  the  affront  of  Steno,  and  vith  cause  ; 
But  the  offender  doubtless  even  now 
Is  doom'd  to  expiate  bis  rash  insult  vrith 
Such  cbnstisemciit  as  will  enforce  respect 
To  female  virtue,  and  to  noble  blood. 

ANGIOLINA. 

T  was  a  gross  insult ;  but  I  heed  it  not. 
For  the  rash  scoruer's  falsehood  in  itself, 
Hut  for  the  effect,  the  deadly  deep  impressiou 
Which  it  has  made  upon  Faliero's  soul, 
The  proud,  the  fiery,  the  austere — austere 
To  all  save  me  :  I  tremble  when  I  think 
To  what  it  may  conduct. 

MARIAN^TA. 

Assuredly 
The  Doge  can  not  su.spect  you  ? 

ANGIOLINA. 

Suspect  me  / 
Why  Sleno  dared  not :  when  be  scrawl'd  his  lie, 
Groveling  by  st(>alth  iu  the  moon's  glimmering  light, 
[lis  own  still  couscicuce  smote  him  for  the  act, 
And  every  shadow  on  the  walls  frowu'd  shame 
Upon  his  coward  calumny. 

MAhlANNA. 

T  were  fit 
He  .should  be  punisird  grievously. 

ANGIOLI.HA. 

Ue  is  so. 

MARIANNA. 

What !  is  the  sentence  past?  is  be  condemu'd  ? 

ANGIOLINA. 

1  know  not  that,  but  be  bas  been  detected. 

MARMNNA. 

And  deem  you  this  enough  for  such  foul  scorn  ^ 

ANGIOLINA. 

I  would  not  be  a  judge  in  my  own  cause, 
Nor  do  I  know  what  srnsr  of  punishment 
.May  reach  the  soul  of  ribalds  such  as  Steno  ; 
Rut  if  his  insults  sink  no  deeper  in 
The  minds  of  the  inquisitors  tlifin  they 
Have  ruffled  mine,  he  will,  for  all  acquittance. 
Be  left  to  his  own  sbamclcssnc<is  or  shame. 

MARIANNA. 

Some  sacrifice  is  due  to  slander'd  virtue. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Why,  what  is  virtue  if  it  needs  a  victim  ? 
Or  if  it  must  depend  upon  men's  words  ? 
The  dying  Roman  said,  «<  t  was  but  a  name .  » 
It  were  indeed  i^  more,  if  human  breath 
(<ould  make  or  mar  it. 

MARIANNA. 

Vet  full  many  a  dame. 
Stainless  and  faithful,  would  feel  all  the  wrQU(; 
Of  such  a  slander;  and  less  rigid  ladies, 
Such  as  abound  in  Venice,  would  be  loud 
.And  all-inexorable  in  their  cry 
For  justice. 

ANGIOLINA. 

riiis  but  proves  it  is  the  n.iuir 


And  not  the  quality  they  prize:  the  first 

Have  found  it  a  liard  task  to  bold  their  honour, 

If  they  require  it  to  be  blazon'd  forth ; 

And  tliose  who  have  not  kept  it  seek  its  seeming. 

As  they  would  look  out  for  an  ornament 

Of  which  they  feel  the  want,  but  not  because 

They  think  it  so ;  they  five  in  others'  thoughts, 

And  would  seem  honest  as  they  must  seem  fair. 

MARIANNA. 

Vou  have  strange  thoughts  for  a  patrician  dame. 

ANGIOLINA. 

And  yet  they  were  my  father's :  with  his  name. 
The  sole  inheritance  he  left. 

MARIANNA. 

Vou  want  none ; 
Wife  to  a  prince,  the  chief  of  the  republic. 

ANGIOLINA. 

I  should  have  sought  none,  though  a  peasant's  bride. 
Hut  feel  not  less  the  love  and  gratitude 
Due  to  my  father,  who  bestow'd  my  h.ind 
Upon  his  early,  tried,  and  trusted  friend, 
The  Count  Val  di  Marino,  now  our  Doge. 

MARIANNA. 

And  with  that  hand  did  he  bestow  your  heart  > 

ANGIOLINA. 

He  did  so,  or  it  had  not  been  bestow'd. 

MARIANNA. 

Yet  this  strange  disproportion  iu  your  years, 
And,  let  me  add,  di>parity  of  tempers, 
Might  make  the  «orl<l  doubt  wliclher  such  an  ilnion 
Could  make  you  widely,  permaneully  happy. 

ANGIOLINA. 

The  wo/ld  will  think  with  worldlings  :  but  my  heart 
lias  still  been  in  my  duties,  which  are  many, 
Hut  never  diPficuU. 

M4RIANNA. 

And  do  you  love  him? 

ANGIOLINA. 

I  love  all  noble  qualities  which  merit 

Love,  and  1  loved  my  father,  \klio  fir'>l  taught  me 

To  single  out  what  \»e  sliould  lo\(>  in  others, 

And  to  subdue  all  tendency  to  lend 

The  best  and  purest  feelings  of  rtur  nature 

To  baser  pavsions.     He  bestnwd  my  hand 

Upon  Faliero :  he  bad  known  him  noble, 

Hrave,  generous,  rich  in  all  the  (jualilies 

Of  soldier,  citizen,  and  friend  ;  in  all 

cSuch  have  I  found  him  as  my  father  said. 

His  faults  arc  (hose  that  dwell  in  the  high  bosoms 

Of  men  who  have  commanded  ;  too  much  pride, 

.\nd  the  deep  pas. ions  fiercely  fo>terd  by 

The  Uses  of  patricians,  and  a  life 

Spent  in  the  storms  of  state  and  war;  and  also 

I'roni  the  quirk  sense  of  honour,  which  becomes 

.\  duty  to  a  certain  sign,  a  \ice 

When  o\crs(raiird,  and  this  I  fear  in  him. 

And  then  he  has  been  rash  from  Ins  youlh  upwards. 

Vet  lemperd  by  redeeming  nobleness; 

In  such  sort,  that  the  wariest  of  republics 

Has  la>ish'd  idl  its  chief  employs  upon  him, 

From  bis  first  fi(;bt  to  bis  last  embassy. 

From  which  on  his  return  thcAlukedom  met  bun 

M\RIAN>\. 

But,  previous  to  tliis  marriage,  bad  your  heart 

Ne'er  lieat  for  any  of  the  noble  y'>utb, 

Such  as  in  \ears  bad  been  more  meet  to  match 
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Brattty  like  yoortl  or  linoe  ha,we  yoa  ne'er  icea 
One,  who,  iff  your  hit  hand  were  still  to  (pve, 
Mifht  now  pretend  Co  Loredano's  daughter? 

akoioliha. 
'd  your  first  quesdoa  when  I  laid 


I 


MAIIAMMA. 

And  theeeeond? 

ANOIOLIflA. 

Needs  no  answer. 

MASIANRA. 

I  pray  yoa  pardon,  if  I  have  offended. 

ARGIOLINA. 

I  frel  no  wrath,  but  some  surprise :  I  knew  not 
That  wedded  bosoms  could  permit  themselves 
To  ponder  upon  what  they  now  might  chuse, 
Or  aught,  save  their  past  choice. 

mabiahma. 

Tis  their  past  choice 
That  far  too  often  makes  them  deem  they  would 
Now  chuse  more  wisely,  could  they  cancel  it 

ANGIOLIIfA. 

It  may  be  so.  I  knew  not  of  such  thoughts. 

HAIIANffA. 

Here  comes  the  Doge— shall  I  redre? 

AROIOLIIIA. 

It  may 
Be  better  yon  should  quit  me ;  be  seems  wrapt 
In  thought. — Bow  pensively  he  takes  his  way! 

[Exit  M  ASIA  UNA. 

Enter  flhe  Docs  «ind  Pirrso. 

Does  (iNMilfl^). 

There  is  a  certain  Philip  Calendaro 
Now  in  the  arsenal,  who  holds  command 
Of  eighty  mra,  and  has  great  influence 
Br^idcs  on  all  the  spirits  of  hi«  comrades ; 
This  man,  I  hear,  is  bold  and  popular, 
Sudden  and  daring,  and  yet  secret :  't  would 
Be  well  that  he  were  won:  I  needs  must  hope 
That  Israel  Bertuccio  has  secured  him, 
But  fain  would  be-~ 

PtSTBO. 

My  lord,  pray  pardon  me 
For  breaking  in  upon  your  meditation; 
The  Senator  Bertuccio,  your  kinsman. 
Charged  me  to  follow  and  inquire  your  pleasure 
To  fix  an  hour  when  he  may  speak  with  you. 

DOOI. 

At  aanset. — Stay  a  moment — let  me  see — 

Say  in  the  second  hour  of  night.  [Exit  Pirrao. 

ANGIOUNA. 

My  lord! 

DOOB. 

My  dearest  child,  forgive  me — ♦by  de'ay 
So  long  approaching  me? — I  saw  you  not. 

AlfOIOLlNA. 

Tou  were  absoih'd  in  thought,  and  be  who  now 
Has  parted  from  you  might  have  words  of  weight 
To  bear  yon  from  the  senate. 

DOOB. 

From  the  senate? 

ANOIOLIIIA. 

I  would  not  intermpt  him  in  his  duty 
And  theirs. 

D06B. 

Tlie  senate's  dniy!  yon  mistake; 
1*  is  we  who  owe  all  service  to  the  senate. 


AKOIOLIRA. 

I  thought  the  Duke  had  held  command  in  Venice. 

DOOB. 

He  shall.— But  let  that  pass. — We  will  be  jocund. 
How  ftires  it  with  you !  have  you  been  abroad  T 
The  day  is  overcast,  but  the  calm  wave 
Favours  the  gondolier's  light  skimming  oar; 
Or  have  you  held  a  levee  of  your  friends? 
Or  has  your  music  made  you  solitary? 
Say — is  there  aught  tluit  you  would  will  within 
The  little  svray  now  left  the  Duke  ?  or  aught 
Of  fitting  splendour,  or  of  honest  pleasure. 
Social  or  lonely,  that  would  glad  your  heart. 
To  compensate  for  many  a  dull  hour,  wasted 
On  an  old  man  oft  moved  with  many  cares? 
Speak,  and  't  is  done. 

ANGIOLIRA. 

You  're  ever  kind  to  me — 
I  have  nothing  to  desire,  or  to  request, 
Except  to  see  you  oftener  and  calmer. 

DOGB. 

Calmer? 

AKOIOLIKA. 

Ay,  calmer,  my  good  lord. — Ah,  why 
Do  you  still  keep  apart,  and  walk  alone. 
And  let  such  strong  emotions  stamp  your  brow. 
As,  not  betraying  their  full  import,  yet 
Disclose  too  much  ? 

ItOGB. 

Diiiclose  too  much !— of  what? 
Wliat  is  there  to  disclose  ? 

ANGtOLIIIA. 

A  heart  so  ill 
At  ease. 

DOOB. 

T  is  nothing,  child. — But  in  the  state 
You  know  what  daily  cares  oppress  all  those 
Who  govern  this  precarious  commonwealth ; 
Now  suffering  from  the  Genoese  without. 
And  malcontents  witliin — 't  is  this  which  makes  me 
More  pensive  and  less  tranquil  than  my  wont. 

ANCIOLIN*. 

Yrt  thi«  existed  long  before,  and  never 

Till  in  these  late  days  did  1  see  you  thus. 

Forgive  me:  there  is  something  at  your  heart 

More  than  the  mere  discharge  of  public  duties, 

Which  long  use  and  a  ulent  like  to  yours 

Have  render  d  light,  nay,  a  nccpMity, 

To  keep  your  mind  from  stagnating.     T  is  not 

In  hoikule  states,  nor  perils,  thus  to  shake  you; 

You,  who  have  stood  all  storms  and  never  snnfc. 

And  climb'd  up  to  the  pinnacle  of  power. 

And  never  fainted  by  the  way,  and  sUnd 

Upon  it,  and  can  look  down  steadily 

Along  the  depth  beoeath,  and  ne'er  feel  dixiy. 

Were  Grnoa's  galleys  riding  in  the  port. 

Were  civil  fury  raging  in  Saint  Mark's, 

You  are  not  to  be  wrought  on,  but  would  fall. 

As  you  have  risen,  with  an  unalter'd  brow : 

Your  feelings  now  are  of  a  different  kind ; 

Something  has  stung  your  pride,  not  patriotism. 

DOOB. 

Pride  I  Angiolina  ?  Alas!  none  is  left  me. 

ANCIOLINA. 

Yes— the  same  sin  that  overthrew  the  angels, 
And  of  all  sins  most  easily  besets 
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Mortals  the  nearest  to  the  angelic  nature : 
The  vile  are  only  vain ;  the  (^reat  are  proud. 

DOGE. 

I  had  the  pride  of  honour,  of  your  honour. 
Deep  at  my  heart — But  let  us  change  the  theme. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Ah  no ! — As  I  have  ever  slxared  your  kindness 
In  all  things  else,  let  me  not  be  shut  out 
From  your  distress :  vere  it  of  public  import, 
Vou  know  I  never  sought,  would  never  seek 
To  vin  a  word  from  you;  but  feeling  now 
Your  grirf  is  private,  it  belongs  to  me 
To  lighten  or  divide  it.  Since  the  day 
When  foolish  Steno's  ribaldry,  detected, 
Unfix'd  your  quiet,  you  are  greatly  changed, 
And  I  would  soothe  you  back  to  what  you  were. 

DOGg. 

To  what  I  was! — Have  you  heard  Steno's  sentence? 

ANGIOLINA. 

No. 

OOGC. 

A  month's  arrest. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Is  it  not  enough? 

DOGB. 

Enough ! — Yes,  for  a  drunken  galley-slave, 
Who,  slung  by  stripes,  may  murmur  at  his  mnster; 
Rut  not  for  a  driibcratc,  false,  cool  villain, 
WIjo  stains  a  lady's  and  a  princes  honour, 
Even  on  the  tlirouc  of  his  authority. 

ANGIOLINA. 

There  seems  to  me  enough  in  the  conviction 
Of  a  patrician  guilty  of  a  falsehood : 
All  other  punishment  were  Hghtunto 
ilis  loss  of  honour. 

DOGE. 

Such  men  have  no  honour  ^ 
They  have  but  their  vile  hves— and  these  are  spared. 

ANGIOLL-^A. 

You  would  not  have  him  die  for  tliis  offence  ? 

DOGS. 

Not  now: — being  still  alive,  Id  have  him  live 
Long  as  he  can ;  he  has  ceased  to  merit  death ; 
Tlie  guilty  sa\cd  hath  danin'd  his  hundred  judges. 
And  he  is  pure,  for  now  his  crime  is  theirs. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Oh!  had  this  false  and  tlippam  libeller 

Shed  his  young  blood  for  his  absurtl  lampoon. 

Ne'er  from  that  moment  could  this  breast  lui>e  known 

A  joyous  hour,  or  dreamless  slumber  more. 

DOGE. 

Docs  not  the  law  of  Heaven  say  blood  for  blood  ? 

And  he  ^ho  taints  kills  more  than  he  who  she<ls  it. 

Is  it  the  pain  of  blows,  or  shame  of  blows, 

That  makes  such  deadly  to  the  sense  of  man  ? 

Do  not  the  Kiws  of  man  say  blood  for  honour? 

And,  I»>ss  than  honour,  for  a  Uttlcsgold? 

Say  not  the  laws  of  nations  blood  for  treason? 

Is  l  nothing  to  lia\e  fill'd  these  veins  with  poison 

For  their  once  healthful  current?  is  it  nothing 

To  have  staind  your  name  and  mine  J  the  noblest  n.imes ' 

Is  l  nothing  to  have  brought  into  contempt 

A  print  (■  before  his  people?  to  have  fail'd 

In  the  rc>|»tTt  accorded  by  mankind 

To  youth  in  woman,  and  old  age  in  man? 

I'o  >irtuc  in  your  sex,  and  dignity 


In  ours? — But  let  them  look  to  it  who  have  saved  him. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Heaven  bids  us  to  forgive  our  enemies. 

DOGK. 

Doth  Heaven  forgive  her  own  7  Is  Satan  saved 
From  wrath  eternal  ? 

ANCrOLINA. 

Do  not  speak  thus  wildly — 
Heaven  will  ahke  forgive  you  and  your  foes. 

nocB. 
Amen !  May  Heaven  forgive  them. 

ANGIOLINA. 

And  will  you? 

DOGE. 

Yes,  i^lien  they  are  in  heaven  I 

ANGIOLINA. 

And  not  till  then  I 

nOGE. 

What  matters  my  forgiveness?  an  old  man's. 

Worn  out,  scorn'd,  spurn'd,  abused;  what  matters  then 

My  pardon  more  than  my  resentment?  both 

Being  weak  and  >»orthless?  I  have  lived  too  long 

But  let  us  change  the  argument. — My  child! 

My  injured  w  ife,  the  child  of  Loredano, 

The  brave,  the  chivalrous,  how  Uttle  deem'd 

Thy  fitlier,  wedding  thee  unto  his  friend. 

That  he  vas  linking  ihee  to  shame  I — Alas  ! 

Shame  m  iihout  sin,  for  thou  art  faultless.   liadst  thou 

But  had  a  different  hu>band,  any  husband 

In  Venice  save  the  Doge,  this  blight,  this  brand. 

This  blasph'^my  had  never  fallen  upon  thee. 

So  yoimg,  so  beautiful,  so  good,  so  piure. 

To  suffer  this,  and  yet  be  unavenged ! 

A.^GIOLINA. 

I  am  too  well  avenged,  for  you  still  love  nie. 
And  trust,  and  honour  me ;  and  all  men  know 
Thai  you  are  just,  audi  am  true:  what  more 
(^ould  I  require,  or  you  command  ? 

DOGK. 

'T  is  ^»cll, 
And  may  be  better;  but  whate'er  betide, 
Be  thou  at  least  kind  to  my  monn)ry. 

ANGIOLI.-NA. 

Why  speak  you  thus? 

DOGE. 

Il  is  no  matter  why  . 
Hut  I  would  still,  whatever  others  think, 
Have  your  respecl  both  now  and  in  my  grave 

ANGIOLINA. 

Why  should  you  doubt  il?  has  it  ever  fail'd ' 

noGi . 
Come  hither,  child ;  I  \%ouI«l  a  word  with  yon. 
Your  father  \*  as  my  friend  ;  unequal  foriune 
yiidc  him  my  debtor  for  some  courtesies, 
Wliirh  bind  the  good  more  lirnily ;  when  oppresi 
With  his  last  maladv,  he  will  d  our  union  : 
It  w  as  not  to  repay  me,  long  repaid 
IWfore  by  his  gn-al  loyalty  in  friendship ; 
His  object  was  to  plaee  yoin-  orphan  beauty 
lu  honourable  safely  from  ihe  perils 
Wliieli  in  tbis>corpion  nesi  of  vice,  assail 
.\  loiuly  and  undowerd  maid.   I  did  nul 
Think  with  him,  but  would  not  oppose  the  thought 
Which  soothed  his  (lealli-b»  d. 

ANGIOLINA. 

I  have  iiol  foi|;o(irn 
riio  Uobl..llts^  wuli  w  bich  you  baile  me  sj.'mIv, 
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IF  BIT  7<MiiBS  heart  held  any  pfgfereucc 
w^iirh  woold  have  made  me  happier ;  nor  yov  oAvr 
Tc  make  my  dowry  equal  to  the  rank 
fn  AUf^hi  in  Venice,  aiid  forc^  all  claim 
Hj  fiber's  last  iajunctioo  f^ve  yoo. 

Boaa. 

Thus, 
T  va«  not  a  foolith  dotard's  vile  caprice, 
Nor  ihf  fake  ed^  of  aged  appetite, 
Whirh  made  me  covetoos  of  girii«h  beauty^ 
in/i  a  Touog  bride ;  for  io  my  fieriest  yoalh 
I  -.v  3y'd  «uch  paMiont;  nor  wa»  this  my  aga, 
Infn-trd  vith  chat  leprosy  of  lost 
W  Itti-h  taints  the  hoariest  yean  of  vicious  men. 
Making  them  ransack  to  the  very  last 
liu-  dregs  of  pleasure  for  their  vaoiftb'd  joy« ; 
Or  buy  in  selfish  narriage  some  young  victim, 
T<>o  }i«>!ple«s  to  refuse  a  state  that 's  honest. 
Too  feeling  not  to  kaov  herself  a  wretch. 
(Jur  wedlock  was  not  of  this  sort ;  you  had 
Frredom  frotn  me  lo  chose,  and  urged  in  answer 
Voor  fathers  choice. 

AHGlOUaA. 

I  did  so  i  I  would  do  so 
In  f»ce  of  earth  and  heaven ;  for  I  have  never 
It4>pented  for  my  sake ;  sometimes  for  yours, 
in  pondering  o'er  your  late  disquietudes. 

MMI. 

I  knew  my  heart  would  naver  treat  you  harshly; 
I  knew  my  days  could  not  disturb  you  long ; 
And  tixen  the  daughter  of  my  earliest  friend, 
HU  worthy  daughter,  free  to  chuse  again 
Wealthier  and  wiser,  in  the  ripest  bloom 
Of  womanhood,  more  skilful  lo  select 
By  parsing  these  probationary  years; 
Iiilif  riling  a  prince's  naaae  and  riches ; 
Sr-corrd,  by  the  short  penance  of  enduring 
An  old  man  for  some  summers,  against  all 
That  law's  chicane  or  envious  kinsmen  might 
Have  urged  against  her  right :  my  best  friend's  child 
Would  chose  more  fitly  in  respect  of  years, 
And  not  leas  truly  io  a  foithfnl  heart. 

AaOIOLIffA. 

My  lord,  I  look'd  bat  to  my  fother's  wishes, 

Hailow'd  by  his  last  words,  and  to  my  heart 

For  doing  all  its  duties,  and  replying 

With  foith  to  him  with  whom  I  was  affianced. 

Ambitious  hopes  ne'er  cross'd  my  dreams ;  and,  should 

The  hour  you  speak  of  come,  it  will  be  seen  so. 

DOGI. 

I  do  believe  you ;  and  I  know  yon  true ; 

For  love,  romantic  love,  which  in  my  youth 

i  knew  to  be  illusion,  and  ne'er  saw 

feasting,  but  often  fotal,  it  had  been 

No  lure  for  me,  in  my  most  passionate  days. 

And  could  not  be  so  now,  did  such  exist. 

Bat  Mich  respect,  and  mildly  paid  regard 

As  a  true  feeling  for  your  welfare,  and 

A  free  compliance  with  ail  honest  wishes ; 

A  kindness  to  your  virtues,  watchfulness 

'Sol  shown,  but  shadowing  o'er  such  little  failings 

As  youth  u  apt  in ;  so  as  not  to  check 

Rashly,  but  win  you  from  them  ere  you  knew 

You  bad  been  won,  but  thought  the  change  your  choice; 

A  pride  not  in  your  beauty,  but  your  conduct. — 

A  trust  in  you — a  patriarchal  love. 


And  not  a  doting  boaiage<— friendship,  fohh^ 
Such  estimation  in  your  eyas  as  tbesa 
Slight  claim,  I  hoped  for. 

Aaoioi>ffiA. 

And  have  evar  had. 


I  think  so.  For  Che  difforence  in  our  years. 
You  knew  it,  chusing  me,  and  chose :  I  trusted 
Not  to  my  qualities,  nor  would  have  fsith 
In  such,  nor  outward  ornaments  of  natura, 
Were  I  still  in  my  five-and-twentieth  apfing: 

I  trusted  to  the  blood  of  Loredano, 
Pure  in  your  veins ;  I  trusted  to  the  soul 

(«od  gave  you — to  the  truths  your  father  taught  you- 
To  your  belief  in  heaven— to  your  mild  rirtues — 
To  your  own  faith  and  honour,  for  my  own. 

ANCIOLINA. 

You  have  done  well — I  thank  yon  for  that  trust. 
Which  I  have  never  for  one  moment  ceased 
To  honour  you  the  more  for. 

DOOI. 

Where  is  honour. 
Innate  and  preeepC-strrngthen'd,  't  is  the  rock 
Of  faith  connubial;  where  it  is  not — where 
Li(;lit  thoughts  are  lurking,  or  the  vanities 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart, 
Or  sensual  throbs  convulse  it,  well  I  know 
T  were  hopeless  for  humanity  to  dream 
Of  honesty  in  such  infected  blood, 
Althou|>h  't  vicre  wed  to  him  it  covets  most : 
An  incnrnution  of  the  poet's  god 
In  all  his  marble-chisell'd  beauty,  or 
The  demi-deity,  Alcides,  in 
His  majr^ty  of  superhuman  manhood, 
Would  not  suffice  to  bind  where  virtue  is  not. 
It  is  consistency  which  forms  and  proves  it : 
Vice  cannot  fix,  and  virtue  cannot  change. 
The  once  fallen  woman  must  forever  fall, 
For  vice  must  have  variety ;  while  virtue 
Skinds  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolls  around 
Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  from  her  aspect. 

AffGIOLIRA. 

And  seeing,  feeling  thus  this  truth  in  others 
(I  pray  you  pardon  me),  but  wherefore  yield  you 
To  the  most  fierce  of  fetal  passions,  and 
Disquiet  your  great  thoughts,  with  restless  hate 
Of  such  a  thing  as  Steno? 

DOGI. 

You  mistake  me. 

I I  is  not  Steno  who  could  move  me  thus ; 
Had  it  been  so,  he  should— but  let  that  pass. 

ANGIOLINA. 

What  is  t  you  feci  so  deeply,  then,  even  now! 

DOGi. 

The  violated  majesty  of  Venice, 

At  once  insulted  in  her  lord  and  laws. 

ANGIOLIFIA. 

Alas !  why  will  yon  thus  consider  it  T 

DOGI. 

I  have  thought  on't  till— but  let  me  lead  you  back 
To  what  I  urged :  all  these  things  being  noted, 
I  wedded  you ;  the  world  then  did  me  justice 
Upon  the  motive,  and  my  conduct  proved 
They  did  me  right,  while  yours  was  all  to  praise : 
You  had  all  freedom— all  respect— all  trust 
From  me  and  mine ;  and,  born  of  those  who  made 
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Princes  at  home,  and  swept  kin^js  from  their  throaes 

The  state;  then  live  to  save  her  still.     A  day. 

On  foreign  shores,  in  all  lhing.s  you  appear  d 

Another  day  like  that  would  be  the  best 

Worthy  to  be  our  first  of  native  dames. 

Reproof  to  tl)em,  and  sole  revenge  for  you. 

ANGIOLINA. 

OOGK. 

To  ^hat  does  this  conduct  ? 

But  one  such  day  occurs  witliia  an  age; 

DOGE. 

My  life  is  little  less  than  one,  and  'tis 

To  thus  much— that 

Enough  for  Fortune  to  have  granted  once, 

A  miscreant's  angry  breath  may  blast  it  all — 

That  which  scarce  one  more  favour'd  ciiizen 

A  villain  whom,  for  his  unbridled  bearing, 

May  win  in  many  states  and  years.     Rut  why 

Even  in  the  midst  of  our  great  festival, 
I  caused  to  be  conducted  forth,  and  taught 
How  to  demean  himself  in  ducal  chambers ; 
A  wretch  like  this  may  leave  upon  the  wall 
The  blighting  venom  of  his  sweltering  heart, 
And  this  shall  spread  itself  in  general  poison ; 
And  woman's  innocence,  man's  honour,  pass 
Into  a  by-word,  and  the  doubly  felon 
(Who  first  insulted  virgin  modesty 
By  a  gross  affront  to  your  attendant  damsels, 
Amidst  the  noblest  of  our  dames  in  public) 
Requite  himself  for  his  most  just  exjuilsion, 
By  blackening  publicly  his  sovereigu's  consort. 
And  be  absolved  by  his  upright  compeers. 

ANGlOLlNt. 

Cut  he  has  been  condemn'd  into  captivity. 

DOGE. 

For  such  as  him  a  dungeon  were  acquittal; 
And  his  brief  term  of  mock-arrest  w  ill  pass 
Within  a  palace.   Rut  I  ve  done  with  him ; 
The  rest  must  be  with  you. 

ANGIOLINA. 

With  me, my  lord? 

DOGE. 

Yes,  Angiolina.  Do  not  marvel ;  I 

Ila\c  let  this  prey  upon  me  till  I  feel 

My  life  cannot  be  long ;  and  fain  would  have  you 

Regard  the  injunctions  you  will  find  within 

This  scroll.     {Giving  her  a  paper) Fear  not ;  they 

are  for  your  advantage; 
Read  them  hereafter,  at  the  fitting  hour. 

ANC.IOLI.NA. 

My  lord,  in  life,  and  after  life,  yon  shall 
Be  honourd  still  by  me ;  but  may  your  days 
I'e  many  yet — and  happier  than  the  present  I 
This  passion  will  give  way,  and  yon  v>\U  be 
Serene,  and  what  you  slionid  be — what  you  were. 

DOGE. 

I  will  be  what  I  should  be,  or  be  notjiing; 

But  ne>cr  more — oh !  never,  never  more, 

OVr  the  few  days  or  hours  which  yet  await 

The  blighted  old  age  of  Faliero,  jjhall 

Sweet  quiet  shed  her  sunset!  Never  more 

Thow  summer  shadows  rising  from  the  past 

Of  a  not  ill-spent  nor  inglorious  life, 

Mello>»ing  the  last  hours  as  the  night  approaches. 

Shall  soothe  me  to  my  moment  of  long  rest. 

I  had  but  little  more  to  ask,  or  hope. 

Save  the  regards  due  to  the  blood  and  sweat, 

And  the  souls  labour  through  which  I  had  toild 

To  make  my  country  hononr'd.     As  her  servant — 

Her  srrvant,  though  her  chief — I  would  have  gone 

Down  to  my  fathers  with  a  name  serene 

And  purr  as  theirs ;  but  this  has  been  denied  me. — 

Would  I  had  died  at  Zara ! 

ANGIOLINA. 

There  you  saved 


Thus  speak  I?  Venice  has  forgot  that  day- 
Then  why  should  I  remember  it? — Farewell, 
Sweet  AngioHna!  I  must  to  my  cabinet; 
There 's  much  for  me  to  do— and  the  hour  hastens. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Remember  what  you  were. 

DOGS. 

It  were  io  vain ; 
Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy, 
While  sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  still. 

ANGIOLINA. 

At  least,  whate'er  may  urge,  let  me  implore 

That  you  will  take  some  little  pause  of  r«rst: 

Your  sleep  for  many  nights  has  been  so  turbid, 

That  it  had  been  relief  lo  have  awaked  you. 

Had  I  not  hoped  that  nature  would  o'erpower 

At  length  the  thoughts  which  shook  your  slumbers  thus. 

An  hour  of  rest  will  give  you  to  your  toils 

With  fitter  thoughts  and  freshen'd  strength. 

nOGE. 

I  cannot — 
I  must  not,  if  1  could ;  for  never  was 
Such  reason  to  be  watchful:  yet  a  few — 
Yet  a  few  days  and  dream-perturbed  nights. 
And  I  shall  slumber  well— but  where?— no  matter. 
Adieu,  my  Angiolina. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Let  me  be 
-Vn  instant — yet  an  instant  your  companion; 
I  cannot  bear  to  leave  you  thus. 

DOGE. 

Come  then. 
My  gentle  child — for(;ive  me;  thou  w«»rt  made 
For  better  fortunes  than  to  sljare  in  niin<', 
Now  darkling  in  their  close  toward  thr  deep  vale 
Where  Death  sits  robed  in  his  all-sweeping  shadow. 
When  I  am  gone — it  may  be  sooner  than 
Even  these  years  warrant,  for  there  is  that  stirring 
Within — above — around,  that  in  this  city 
Will  make  the  remeterirs  populous 
.\s  eCr  they  were  by  pestilence  or  war, — 
When  I  aw  nothing,  let  that  which  1  was 
Be  still,  sometimes,  a  name  on  thy  sweet  lips, 
,\  shadow  in  thy  fancy,  of  a  thing 

Which  would  not  have  thee  mourn  it,  but  remember.— 
Let  us  begone,  my  child — the  time  is  pressing. 

[FxeittiL 

SCENE    IF. 

/4  retired  spot  near  f/ie  Arsenal. 

Israel  Bertuccio  and  Philip  Calendaro. 

CVLENDARO. 

How  sped  you,  Israel,  in  your  late  complaint? 


ishvel  BERruccio. 


Why,  well. 


MARINO  FALIERO. 


aS; 


CALtRDAaO. 

U  *t  poMible?  will  be  be  puotsb'd  I 
isAAKL  ataTocao. 


Ye«. 


GALtMDAaO. 

With  vbat !  »  mulct  or  an  arrest? 

ISIAU.  BtlTUCCIO. 

Wiib  death!— 

CALKRDAaO. 

Now  yoB  rave,  or  most  intend  rev«ige, 
Such  as  I  couiMell'd  you,  irith  your  own  hand. 

UBAEL  BBITOCCIO. 

Tfs ;  aod  for  one  sole  draught  of  hate,  forego 

The  great  redress  we  meditate  for  Veaicc, 

And  change  a  life  of  hope  for  one  of  exile; 

l^eavin^  one  scorpion  rrush'd,  and  thousands  stinging 

My  friend«,  my  ^mily,  my  countrymen! 

No,  Caleodaro ;    these  same  drops  of  blood, 

Sbed  shamefully,  shall  liave  the  whole  of  his 

For  their  requital— hut  not  only  his; 

We  will  not  strike  for  private  wron(;s  alone  .- 

Such  are  for  selfish  passions  and  rash  men. 

But  arc  unworthy  a  tyrannicide. 

CALBiVDAKO. 

Too  have  more  patience  than  I  care  to  boast. 
Had  1  been  present  when  you  bore  this  insulc, 
I  must  have  slain  hina,  or  eapired  myself 
In  the  vain  effort  to  repress  roy  wrath. 

ISBABL  BBBTLCCIO. 

Thank  HeaveB  you  were  not — all  had  else  been  marr'd : 
As  't  is,  oar  cause  looks  prosperous  still. 

CALBMDABO. 

Tou  saw 
The  Doge — what  answer  gave  he? 

ISBABL  BEBTUCCIO. 

That  there  was 
No  ponishment  for  such  as  Barbaro. 

CALBNDABO. 

I  told  you  SO  before,  and  that 't  was  idle 
To  think  of  justice  from  such  hand". 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

At  least. 
It  luird  suspicion,  showin(;  confidence. 
Bad  I  hecn  silent,  not  a  «birro  but 
Had  kepi  me  in  his  eye,  as  meditating 
A  ulent,  soliury,  deep  revenge. 

CALEN04B0. 

But  'wherefore  not  address  you  to  the  Council  7 
The  Doge  is  a  mere  puppet,  who  can  scarce 
Obtain  right  for  himself.     Why  itpeak  to  him  J 

ISBABL  BRftTUCCIO. 

Yob  shall  know  that  herea  f ler. 

CALENDABO. 

Why  not  now? 

ISRAEL  BEBTUCCIO. 

Be  patient  but  till  midnight.     Grt  your  mtutcrs. 
And  bid  your  friends  prepare  their  companies  : — 
Set  all  in  readiness  lo  strike  the  blow. 
Perhaps  in  a  few  hoiir«;  we  have  long  waited 
For  a  fit  time — that  hour  is  ou  the  di.il, 
ft  may  be,  of  to-morrow's  sun :  delay 
B«^ond  may  breed  us  don  hie  danger.     See 
That  all  be  punctual  at  our  place  of  meeting, 
And  arm'd,  excepting  those  of  the  Sixteen, 
Who  will  remain  among  tlie  troops  to  wail 
The  signal. 
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CALBNDABO. 

These  brave  words  have  breathed  new  life 
Into  my  veins;  I  'm  sick  of  these  protracted 
And  hesitating  councils:  day  on  day 
Crawl'd  on,  aod  added  but  another  link 
To  our  long  fetters,  and  some  fresher  wrong 
Inllicted  on  our  brethren  or  ourselves, 
Helping  to  swell  our  tyrants'  bloated  strength. 
Let  us  but  deal  upon  them,  and  I  care  not 
For  the  result,  which  must  be  death  or  freedom  I 
I  'm  weary  to  the  heart  of  finding  neither. 

ISBABL  BEBTUCCIO. 

We  will  be  free  in  Ufe  or  death  !  the  grave 
Is  chaioless.     Uave  you  all  the  musters  ready? 
And  are  the  sixteen  companies  completed 
To  sixty  ? 

CALBRDABO. 

All  save  two,  in  which  there  are 
Twenty-five  wanting  to  make  up  the  number. 

ISBABL  BEBTUCCIO. 

No  matter;  we  can  do  without     Whote  are  they? 

CALBNDABO. 

Bertram's  and  old  Soranio  s,  both  of  whom 
Appear  less  forward  in  the  cause  than  we  are. 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Your  fiery  nature  make^  you  deem  all  those 
Who  are  not  restless,  cold:  but  there  exists 
Oft  in  concentred  spirits  not  less  daring 
Than  in  more  loud  avengers.     Do  not  doubt  tJiem. 

CALBNDABO. 

I  do  not  doubt  the  elder ;  but  in  Bertram 

There  is  a  hesitating  softness,  fatal 

To  enterprise  like  ours:  1  \e  seen  that  man 

Weep  like  an  inf.mt  o'er  the  misery 

Of  otIicrK,  heetllc!>s  of  his  own,  though  greater; 

And,  in  a  recent  qmrrcl,  I  heheltl  him 

Turn  sick  at  sight  of  blood,  although  a  villain  s. 

ISBABL  BKRTUCCiO. 

The  truly  bra\e  are  soft  of  heart  aod  eyes. 

And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  do. 

I  have  known  Bertram  long;  there  doth  not  breathe 

A  soul  more  full  of  honour. 

CALBNDABO. 

It  may  be  so, 

I  apprehend  less  treachery  than  weakness; 
Vet,  as  he  has  no  mistress,  and  uo  wife 
To  work  upon  his  milkioe>s  of  spirit, 
lie  may  go  through  the  ordeal.    It  is  well 
lie  is  an  orphan,  friendless  save  in  us: 
A  woman  or  a  cliild  had  made  him  less 
Than  either  in  resolve. 

UBIEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Such  tics  are  not 
For  those  who  are  called  to  the  high  destinies 
Which  purify  corrupted  conimonwrahhK; 
We  must  forget  all  feelings  save  the  one — 
We  must  resign  all  pa<^sions  save  our  purpose — 
We  must  behold  no  ohject  save  our  country — 
And  only  look  on  death  as  beautiful, 
So  that  the  sacrifice  ascend  to  heaven, 
And  draw  down  freedom  on  her  evermore. 

CALBitDABO. 

But  if  we  fell? 

1SB4EL  BEBTUCCIO. 

They  never  fail  who  die 
In  a  great  cause:  the  block  may  soak  their  gore: 
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Tilcir  heads  may  sodden  in  tho  suq;  their  limbs 

Ue  &trtin[;  (o  city  (jates  and  castle  walls — 

l)ut  still  ihcir  spirit  valks  abroad.     Though  years 

El. ipse,  and  others  share  as  dark  a  doom, 

Tlu-y  but  augment  the  deep  and  swcepiinj  thouQli(«t 

Which  overpower  all  other>i,  and  conduct 

The  world  at  last  to  freedom.     NVhat  were  we, 

If  Hrutus  had  not  lived  7     lie  died  in  (;ivin{; 

Uome  liberty,  but  left  a  deathless  lesson — 

A  n.iiiie  which  is  a  virtue,  and  a  soul 

Whit  h  multiplies  itself  (hrou(;hout  all  time. 

When  wicked  men  wax  mi|',hty,  and  a  state 

Turns  ser\ile:   ho  and  his  hinh  friend  were  sfvlcd 

««  The  last  of  Romans  !»»     Let  us  be  the  lirst 

Of  true  Venetians,  sprung  from  Roman  sires. 

C.VLE.>'tlAR0. 

Our  f.iihers  did  not  fly  from  .Vttila 

Into  these  isles,  where  palaces  have  sprung 

On  banks  redeem'd  from  the  rude  ocean's  oozr. 

To  own  a  thousand  <l<'spots  in  his  place*. 

IJeiter  bow  down  before  the  Ilun,  and  call 

A  T.irtar  lord,  than  these  swoln  silk-worms  mnstr  is  ! 

The  lirst  at  least  was  man,  and  used  his  sword 

A-.  scrpire  i   these  unmanly  creeping  thin«;s 

(]oinm and  our  swords,  and  rule  us  with   i  word 

As  \vitli  a  s])ell. 

ISRAEL   nKRTtCCIO. 

It  sh.ill  be  broken  soon. 
You  say  that  all  thin[;s  are  in  reailincss; 
To  day  I  have  not  been  the  usual  round, 
All']  wliv  thou  knowcst;  but  thy  \ij;ilan(c 
Wiil  bciccr  have  supplied  mv  care:   tlie-e  or-!'  ti 
In  rer(>r>t  council  to  redouble  now 
<  hir  efforts  to  repair  the  galleys,  have 
I. cut  a  fair  colour  to  the  introduction 
Of  many  of  our  cause  into  the  arsenal, 
A-^  new  arldicer^  for  their  equipment. 
Or  fn-sh  recruits  obtairiM  in  IunIc  tf>  man 
The  hoped-for  Meet.  —  Are  .ill  supplied  with  arm-^'' 

CAi  t  >  r>\r.(>. 
All  >^ho  were  deem'd  trnstN\oi  tliv:   there  arc  some 
Whom  it  were  \\ell  to  kcej)  iu  ignoranre 
Till  It  be  time  to  sirike,  and  (hen  supply  them  , 
Wlien  in  the  heat  and  hurry  of  the  hour 
They  have  no  opportunity  Co  pau»e. 
Hut  needs  must  on  with  those  who  \>ill  surround  iheni 

ISUlhL  lUtnTJ'CCIO. 

^  nil  have  said  well.  — Have  you  rem.irk'd  all  sui  h? 

CAl.KMDAIin. 

I   ve  noted  most,  and  causetl  the  other  chiefs 
To  use  like  caution  in  iheir  companies. 
.\s  far  as  I  ha\e  s«'en,  we  are  etutiii'ih 
To  m.ike  ihe  enterprise  secure,  if  t  is 
()om»nence«l  to-morrow;   but  till   I  is  begun, 
Kai  h  hour  is  pregnant  with  a  ihoiis and  perils. 

isn  vKi.  ID-  m  rccio. 
Let  the  Sixteen  meet  at  the  wonted  b«u«r, 
K\c<pi  Soran/o,  Nicojeiio  lllomlo. 
And  Mario  (iinda,  %*ho  wdl  keep  Ihejr  \»ateh 
Wiiliin  the  .iisonal,  and  IkiM  all  iei.lv. 
Kxpecianlof  the  signal  nw*  will  (iv  on. 

C\LK.MiAltO. 

Wr  will  lioi  f.iil. 

IsP.Ar-  L   F.J^  B  I  LCl  lO 

Let  all  the  rest  be  ih>  n 
I  lia\e  a  sti.inj'ci  to  present  to  iln  ni  ; 


C\LL\t»AK0. 

A  stranger!  doth  he  know  the  secret? 

ISRAEI'   BKRTUCCIO. 

Yes. 

CALKNDARO. 

.\nd  ha\e  you  dared  to  peril  your  friends'  li>es 
<  hi  a  rash  contidence  in  one  we  know  not! 

ISRAFr,   RK.RTl  Cl  10. 

I  have  risk'd  no  man  s  life  except  my  own — 
Of  that  be  certain:  he  is  one  who  may 
Make  our  assurance  doubly  sure,  according 
Ilis  aid  .   an«l,  if  reluctant,  he  no  less 
Is  in  our  power:  he  comes  alone  with  me, 
.Vnd  cannot  scape  us;  but  he  will  not  swerve 

CAI.FNDARO. 

I  cannot  judge  of  this  until  I  know  him: 
Is  be  one  of  «)ur  order? 

ISR  VFI.  BKRTUCr.IO. 

Ay,  in  spirit. 
Although  a  ciiild  of  greatness:   he  is  one 
Who  would  become  a  throne,  or  overthrow  one — 
One  who  has  done  great  deeds,  and  seen  great  changes 
.No  tyrant,  ihoiigh  bred  up  to  tvrannv; 
Valiant  in  war,  Ami  s.ige  in  council ;    uoble 
In  nature,  allliouj;h  hangbtv,  quick,  yet  warA* : 
Vet,  for  all  this,  so  full  of  certain  passions, 
That  if  once  siirr'tl  and  b;itlled,  as  he  has  been 
rpon  the  teiideicst  points,  there  is"  no  Fury 
In  Oreei:»n  story,  like  to  that  wliK  ii  \> rings 
Mis  vitals  wilh  her  burning  h:in<is,  till  he 
Oidws  cap.ible  of  all  things  forre\eiige; 

Villi  add  loo,  that  his  mind  is  lilier.il  ; 
lb'  sees  and  fe'els  llie  people  are  oppress'd, 

Villi  shares  their  snrieriiigs.      Take  him  .ill  in  all, 
Wc'm"  need  of  sueh,  and  such  Imm"  need  of  Us. 

<:  V  i.f  \ii\K<>, 

\nd  V  Int  put  wonM  yon  hive  bim   take  with  us? 

IsU  VH.    IlERTUCCIO. 

It  may  jic  tli  il  of  thief. 

i;  M  F\  P  \ho. 

>\  liat  I    .ind  resign 
Your  own  conim.iod  as  le.ulcr? 

IsRVtL  RKimccio. 

L\en  so. 
Mv  object  is  lo  make  v»)ur  cause  end  well. 
And  not  lo  push  myself  to  power.      Kxpi'rieiiee, 
Some  skill,  and  your  o«  n  clir>i(e.  h.id  m.irk'd  mc  out 
To  act  iu  trust  .is  your  comm.inder,  till 
.Some  Worthier  should  appe.ir  :    if  I  h.i>e  found  such 
As  you  your>el\cs  sh.ill  own  more  \Nortliv,  ihiuk  you 
I'liat  I  voiild  liesitite  from  srltishness. 
And.  coMloiis  i.f  bri«'l  ;iiillioritv, 
.Siiki-  our  dee|»  interest  on  my  sin;;lc  thoughts, 
liallier  tli  in  \ield  to  one  :iboNe  me  ill 
.\ll  le.iding  (jiialirii's  r      N.>.  Caiepd.iro. 
Know  your  rnend  belter;   but  v<m  .ill  shall  judge.— 
Aw.iy  !    .iiid  let  lis  nieel    ;it  tlie  h\  il  hour, 
lie  \i;;ilant,  .Hid  all  Nvill  yet  j;o  \m-1I. 

1  VLF.M>  \r.o. 
W(utliy  I'eitucciol    I  ba\e  known  >ou  evi  r 
Tiiisiy  .iiid  liri\e.  with  held  and  lieait  to  pi. in 
\\  Il  It  I  h  i\e  s(i|l  been  |ironipt  to  e\i  .  iile 
I'or  my  own  put  I  si-ek  no  oihi  r  i  linf ; 
NN  hit  llie  r*  s|   w  III  deeiii-  I    know   not     l-iif 
I    III!  with  ^  iif     (s  I  b.i\e  excr  b<  i  n, 
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In  all  our  ondcrukiogs.     Now  farewell, 
Uaiil  t^  ?  hour  of  nidnigbl  sees  us  meet 


[Extunt 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

Scenr,  Ihe  Spuct  between  Hie  Canal  and  the  Church  of 
San  Gitnranni  e  San  Paolo.  An  equestrian  Statue 
be/ore  it — /i  Gondola  lies  in  tlte  Canal  at  some  dis- 
tance. 

Enter  the  D06I  alone,  disguised. 

DOCB   (toluf). 

1  am  before  the  hour,  the  hour  whov  voice. 

Pealing  into  the  arch  of  Dtgtit,  might  strike 

Tbewe  palaces  with  ominous  lottenng, 

AikI  rock  their  marbles  to  the  coni<>r-stone, 

^'  nkiuf;  the  sleepers  from  some  hi<ieous  dream 

of  indi^tioct  but  awful  augury 

(>f  that  which  will  befal  tbem.     Yes,  proud  rity! 

Thoa  must  be  cleansed  of  the  black  blood  which  mak(> 

tbee 
A  laxar-bouse  of  tyranny :  the  task 
Ls  forced  upon  me,  I  have  sought  it  not, 
AdiI  therefore  was  I  punish  d,  seeing  this 
P.itncian  pestilence  spread  on  and  on. 
Until  at  length  it  smote  me  in  my  slnmbent, 
And  I  am  tainted,  and  must  wash  away 
The  pl;igue-spots  in  the  healing  wave.     Tall  fane  I 
Where  sleep  my  fatliers,  wliose  dim  statue«  shadow 
The  floor  which  doth  divide  us  from  the  dead. 
Where  all  the  pregnant  hearts  of  our  bold  bluuJ, 
)Ioulder  d  into  a  mite  of  ashes,  hold 
In  one  shrunk  heap  what  once  made  many  heroes, 
When  what  is  now  a  handful  shook  thu  e  irth — 
Fane  of  the  tutelar  saints  who  guard  oar  hoii^e! 
V;iult  where  two  Doges  re^t — my  sires!  who  diinl 
The  one  of  toil,  the  other  in  the  Held, 
With  a  long  race  of  other  lineal  chiefs 
And  sa{;es,  whose  great  labours,  wounds,  and  slate 
I  have  iubrrited, — let  the  (»ravoB  H^P^t 
Till  all  thine  aisles  be  peopled  with  the  dead, 
Aud  pour  tbem  from  thy  portals  to  (;<ize  on  me ! 
I  call  them  up,  and  them  and  thee  to  witness 
What  it  hath  been  which  put  me  to  this  task  — 
Tlirir  pure  high  blood,  their  blazon-roll  of  (jlorirs. 
Their  mighty  name  dishonour'd  ;ill  in  mc, 
Not  £j  me,  but  by  the  unf^ratcful  nobles 
We  fought  to  make  our  equals,  not  our  lords:  — 
And  chiefly  thon,  Ordclafo  the  brave, 
Who  perish'd  in  the  field  where  I  since  conquered, 
Rattling  at  Zara,  did  the  hecatombs 
Of  thine  and  Venice"  foes,  there  offcr'd  up 
By  thy  descendant,  merit  •«urh  acquittance? 
Spirits  !  smile  down  upon  me,  for  my  cause 
U  yours,  in  all  hfc  now  can  be  of  yours — 
Your  fame,  your  name,  all  min(;led  up  in  mine. 
And  in  the  foture  fortunes  of  our  race  ( 
Let  me  bot  prosper,  and  I  make  tliis  city 
Free  and  immortal,  and  our  house's  name 
Worthier  of  ivhat  you  were,  now  and  hereafter! 

Enter  IsiiAfcL  diituccio. 


I9RAKL  BFRTUCCIO. 


Who  goes  there  I 


DOG  I. 

A  friend  to  Venice. 
isaAXL  axaruccio. 

T  i&  he. 
Welcome,  my  lord,— you  are  before  the  time. 

DOGt. 

I  'm  ready  to  proceed  to  your  assembly. 

ISSAEL  •ISTt'CCIO. 

Have  with  you. — I  am  proud  and  pleased  to  see 
Such  confident  alacrity.     Your  doubts 
Since  oar  last  meeting,  then,  are  all  dispell'd  ? 

DOOK. 

Not  SO — but  1  have  set  my  little  left 
Of  bfe  upon  this  cast:  the  die  was  thrown 
When  I  first  listeo'd  to  your  treason— Surt  not! 
That  IS  the  mord;  1  cannot  shape  my  tongue 
To  <(y liable  black  deeds  into  smooth  names, 
Tliou(;li  I  be  wrought  on  to  commit  tbem.     When 
1  heard  you  tempt  your  sovereign,  and  forbore 
To  have  you  dragg'd  to  prison,  I  became 
Your  {judtiest  accomplice:  now  you  may. 
If  it  so  plcaM  you,  do  as  much  by  me. 

istAEL  aaaTUccio. 
Stran(;e  word&,  my  lord,  and  most  unmerited  ; 
1  am  no  spy,  and  neither  are  we  traitors. 

DOGS. 

If^e! — 'fe.'— no  matter — you  have  eam'd  the  right 

To  Ulk  of  MS.— Out  to  tlie  point. — If  this 

Attempt  succeeds,  and  Venice,  reuder'd  free 

And  (louriKhing,  when  we  are  in  our  graces, 

Conducts  her  (jcnerations  to  our  tombs, 

Aud  makes  her  children  with  their  little  hand^ 

Strew  floaters  o'er  their  dehverers'  ashes,  then 

The  consequence  will  sanctify  tlu'  deed. 

And  we  shall  be  like  the  two  Bruti  in 

The  aniiaU  of  hereafter;  but  if  not, 

If  me  ikliould  fail,  employing  bloody  means 

And  secret  plot,  although  to  a  ("ood  end, 

2S11II  we  are  traitors,  honest  Israel; — thou 

No  less  than  he  who  was  thy  sovereign 

Sii  hours  ago,  and  now  thy  brother  rebel. 

ISaAEL  lERTUCCIO. 

'T  is  not  the  moincul  tc  consider  thus, 
Klse  I  could  answer. — I^rt  us  to  the  meetini;. 
Or  we  may  be  observed  in  lingering  here. 

DOGE. 

We  are  observed,  and  ha%c  been. 

ISRAEL  BLRTUCCIO. 

We  observed ' 
Let  me  discover — and  this  steel — 

DOGE. 

Put  up ; 

Here  are  no  human  witnesses ; — look  there— 
What  see  you? 

ISRAEL   lERTUCCIO. 

Only  a  tall  warrior's  statue 
De«triding  a  proud  steed,  in  the  dim  light 
Of  the  dull  moon. 

DOGE. 

That  warrior  was  the  sire 
Of  my  sire's  fathers,  and  that  statue  was 
Decreed  to  him  by  the  twice  rescued  city:  — 
1  iiiuk  you  ilut  he  looks  down  on  us,  or  no  ? 

ISEAEL  EEETUCCIO. 

My  lord,  ihe&e  are  mere  phantasies;  there  are 
No  eyes  in  marble. 
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DOGE. 

But  there  arc  in  death. 
I  tell  thee,  man,  there  is  a  spirit  in 
Such  things  thai  arts  and  sees,  unseen,  though  felt; 
And,  if  there  J>c  a  spell  to  stir  the  dead, 
'T  is  in  such  deeds  as  we  are  novr  upon. 
Dcem'st  thou  the  souls  of  such  a  race  as  mine 
Can  rest,  when  he,  their  last  dcsce'ml.uit  chief. 
Stands  plotting  on  the  briuk  of  tlicir  pure  graves 
With  stung  plebeians 7 

ISRAEL  BEaruccio. 

It  had  been  as  well 
To  have  ponder'd  this  before, — ere  you  cnibark'd 
In  our  great  enterprise. — Do  you  repent? 

DOGE. 

No — but  I  feel,  and  shall  do  to  the  last. 

I  cannot  quench  a  glorious  life  at  once, 

Nor  dwindle  lo  (he  thing  I  now  must  be, 

And  take  men's  lives  by  steallh,  without  some  pause : 

Yet  doubt  me  noij   it  is  this  very  feeling. 

And  knowing  what  has  wrung  rne  to  bo  thus, 

AVhich  is  your  best  security.      Tliere  's  not 

A  rou.sed  mechanic  in  your  busy  plot 

So  wroug'd  as  I,  so  fallen,  so  loudly  cnll'd 

To  his  redress-   the  very  me.ins  I   m  forced 

IJy  these  fell  tyrants  to  .ulopt  is  such. 

That  I  .ibhor  them  doubly  for  the  d<o»U 

Which  I  must  do  to  pay  them  back  for  theirs. 

ISR\KL  Bir.TUCCIO. 

Let  us  away !— hark  ! the  hour  strikes. 

DOGE. 

On — on — 
It  is  our  knell,  or  that  of  Venice. — On. 

ISRAEL  BERTICCIO. 

Say,  rather,  'i  is  her  freedom's  rising  peal 

Of  triumph. — This  v.iy — we  are  near  the  place. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  If. 
The  House  where  Vie  Conspirators  meet. 

Dagolino,  Doro,  IIertram,  Fedele  Trevisxno,  Calfn- 
DARo,  Anto.nio  dellk  Bende,  etc.,  etc. 

CALENDARO  [cntcrimj). 
Are  all  here? 

DAGOLINO. 

All  with  you;  except  the  three 
On  duty,  and  our  leader  Israel, 
Who  is  expected  momently. 

CALENDARO. 

Where  s  Bertram? 

BERTRAM. 

Here ! 

CALENDARO. 

Have  you  not  been  able  to  complete 
The  number  wanting  in  your  company? 

BERTRAM. 

I  had  mark'd  out  some:  but  I  have  not  dared 
To  trust  them  with  the  secret,  till  assured 
That  they  were  worthy  f.iitli. 

CALENDIKO. 

There  is  no  nee<l 
Of  trusting  to  their  faith  :  u'/io.  save  ourselves 
And  our  more  chosen  comra«los,  is  aw.tre 
Fully  of  our  intent?  they  think  themselves  ^ 
Kngaged  in  secret  to  the  Signory, 


To  punish  some  more  dissolute  young  uobles 

Who  have  defied  the  law  in  their  excesses; 

But  once  drawn  up,  and  t'icir  new  swords  well  tlesh'd 

In  the  rank  hearts  of  the  more  odious  senators, 

They  will  not  hesitate  to  follow  up 

Their  blow  upou  the  others,  when  thpy  sec 

The  example  of  their  chiefs  ;  and  I  f»)r  one 

Will  set  them  such,  that  lliey  for  very  shame 

And  safety  will  uot  pau«ie  till  all  have  pcrish'd. 

BERTRAM. 

How  say  you,  aW. 

CALENDARO. 

Whom  vouldst  thou  spare  ^ 

BERTRAM. 

/  spare  ! 
I  have  no  power  to  spare.     I  only  questiond. 
Thinking  lliat  even  amongst  these  wicked  men 
There  might  be  some,  whose  age  and  qualities 
Might  mark  them  out  for  pity. 

CALENDARO. 

Yes,  surh  pity 
,\s  when  the  viper  hath  been  cut  to  pieces. 
The  separate  fragments  quivering  in  the  &un 
In  the  List  energy  of  venomous  life, 
i  Deserve  and  have.     Why,  I  should  think  as  soon 
Of  pitying  some  particular  faug  which  made 
One  in  the  jaw  of  the  smoIu  serpent,  as 
Of  saving  one  of  these:    tlif-y  form  but  links 
Of  one  long  chain — one  mass,  one  breath,  one  bo«lv  ; 
They  eat.  and  drink,  and  live,  aiul  breed  together, 
Revel  and  lie,  oppress,  and  kill  in  concert, — 
So  let  them  die  as  one ! 

DAGO  LI  NO. 

Should  one  survive. 
He  would  be  dangerous  as  the  whole:  it  is  not 
Their  number,  be  it  tens  or  thousauds,  but 
The  spirit  of  this  aristocracy 
Which  must  be  rooted  out ;  and  If  there  were 
•i  singlr  sliooi  of  the  old  irec  in  life, 
T  would  fasten  in  the  soil  and  spring  again 
To  gloomy  vrrdurc  and  to  bitter  fruit. 
Bertram,  we  must  be  linn! 

CALENDARO. 

Look  to  it  well, 
Bertram:   I  have  an  eye  upon  thee. 

OLUTRAM. 

Who 
Distrusts  me? 

CALEXDIRO. 

Not  I,   for  if  I  did  so. 
Thou  wouldst  not  now  be  there  to  t.ilk  of  trust. 
It  is  tliy  softness,  not  tliy  want  of  faith. 
Which  makes  thre  to  be  doulitcd. 

BbRl  RAM. 

You  should  knov». 
Who  lu-ar  me,  who  and  vh  it  I  am  ;  a  man 
Bousrd  like  yourselves  to  ovj-rthrow  oppression; 
.\  kind  m.in,  I  .im  apt  to  think,  as  some 
<^f  you  have  found  me;  and  it  brave  or  no. 
You,  Calcmlaro,  can  pronounce,  who  've  seen  mc 
Put  to  the  pri^of ;  or,  if  you  should  have  doubts, 
I  11  clear  them  on  your  person. 

CALtNUARO. 

You  are  welcome. 
When  on*  e  our  enterprise  is  i»  er,  which  must  not 
l5e  interrupted  by  a  private  br.iwl. 
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BSBTIAM. 

I  I  am  no  brawler;  bat  can  bear  in3fself 
j  A%  far  among  the  foe  as  any  he 
I  Wbo  bears  me;  else  why  have  I  been  selected 
'  To  be  of  your  chief  comrades?  But  no  less 
I  I  own  my  natural  weakness :  I  have  not 
.  Yet  leam'd  lo  think  of  indiscriminate  mardcr 
I  Wiibouc  some  sense  of  shuddering;  and  the  sight 
,  <  >f  blood  which  spouts  through  hoary  scalps  is  not 
.  To  me  a  tbing  of  triumph,  nor  the  death 
I  <>f  men  sorprised  a  glory.     Well— -too  well 
I  1  know  that  we  must  do  such  things  on  those 
,  Whose  acts  have  raised  np  such  avrnj^ers  :  but 
'  If  there  were  some  of  those  who  could  be  Kaved 
I  From  out  this  sweeping  fate,  for  our  own  sakes 
Aod  for  oar  honour,  to  take  off  some  stain 
Of  mxssacre,  which  else  pollutes  it  wholly, 
.  I  bad  been  giad ;  and  see  no  cause  in  this 
!  For  sneer,  nor  for  suspicion  ! 

:  DAGOLINO. 

Cilm  thee,  Bertram, 
j  For  we  sospect  thee  not ;  and  uke  good  heart. 
'  Ii  i«  the  cause,  and  not  our  will,  which  asks 

Such  actions  from  our  hands :  we  11  wash  away 
'  AU  stains  in  Freedom's  fountain ! 
I       Enter  Ueail  Biaruccio  and  the  Dooi  diayuised. 

I  DAftOLIHO. 

I  Welcome,  Israel ! 

co?r«piiAToas. 
Most  wdcome. — Brave  Bertuccio,  thou  art  late — 
I  Who  is  this  stranger  1 

I  CILENDSaO. 

I  It  is  time  to  uame  him. 

>  Our  comrades  are  even  now  prepared  to  greet  him 
j  In  brotherhood,  as  I  have  made  it  known 
I  That  tboa  wouldst  add  a  brother  to  our  cau«e, 
I  Approved  by  thee,  and  thus  approved  by  all, 
I  Such  U  our  trust  in  all  tbiae  aciions.    Mow 
Let  Innk  unfold  himself. 

ISIAEL  BBETUCCIO. 

Straagtrr,  step  forth  I 
[  The  Doge  discovers  himself. 

CO!fSPiaATOK4. 

To  arms! — we  are  betray'd — it  is  the  Doge  I 
Down  with  them  both !  our  traitorous  captain,  and 
The  tyrant  he  hath  sold  us  to. 

GAUKDABO  (drawing  his  swonf). 

Hold!  hold! 
Who  moves  a  step  against  them  dies.     Hold !  hear 
Berioccio. — What!  are  you  appali'd  to  see 
A  lone,  onguarded,  weaponless  old  man 
Amongst  yoo  T — Israel,  speak !  what  means  this  mystery  7 

ISBABL  BEBTUCCIO. 

Let  them  advanre  and  strike  at  their  own  bosoms, 

rngratefol  suicides!  for  on  our  lives 

Depend  their  own,  their  fortunes,  and  their  hopes? 

DOGE. 

Strike!— If  I  dreaded  death,  a  death  more  fearful 

Than  any  your  rash  weapons  ran  inflirt, 

I  should  not  now  be  here:— Oh,  noble  courage! 

The  eldest-born  of  Fear,  which  makes  you  brave 

Against  this  solitary  hoary  head ! 

See  the  bold  chiefs,  who  would  reform  a  sute 

And  shake  down  senates,  mad  with  wrath  and  dread 

At  sight  of  one  patrician. — Butcher  mc. 


You  can  :  I  care  not. — Israel,  are  these  men 

The  mighty  hearts  you  spoke  of  T  look  upon  them ! 

CALENDABO. 

Faith !  he  halh  shamed  us,  and  deservedly. 
Was  this  your  trust  in  your  true  chief  Bertuccio, 
To  turn  your  swm^s  agamst  him  and  his  guest? 
Sheathe  them,  and  hear  him. 

ISBABL  BEBTUCCIO. 

I  disdain  to  speak. 
They  might  and  must  have  known  a  heart  like  mine 
Incapible  of  treachery ;  and  the  power 
They  gave  me  to  adopt  all  fitting  means 
To  further  their  design  was  ne'er  abused. 
They  might  l>e  certain  that  whoe'er  was  brought 
By  me  into  thi<i  council,  had  been  led 
To  take  his  choice — as  brother,  or  as  victim. 

DOCE. 

And  which  am  I  to  be?  your  actions  leave 
Some  cause  to  doubt  the  freedom  of  the  choice. 

ISIAEL  BBBTt'CCIO. 

My  lord,  we  would  have  perish'd  here  together. 
Had  these  rash  men  proceeded;  but,  behold, 
Thry  are  ashamed  of  that  mad  moment's  impulse. 
And  droop  their  heads ;  believe  me,  they  are  such 
As  I  described  them. — Speak  to  them. 

CA  LEND  ABO. 

Ay,  speak ; 
We  are  all  listening  in  wonder. 

ISRAEL  BEBTUCCtO 

(addressing  the  Conspirators). 

You  are  safe. 
Nay,  more,  almost  triumphant — listen  then. 
And  know  my  words  for  truth. 

DOGE. 

Tou  see  me  here. 
As  one  of  you  hath  said,  an  old,  unarm'd. 
Defenceless  man;  and  yesterday  you  saw  me 
Presiding  in  the  ball  of  ducal  slate. 
Apparent  oovereign  of  our  hundred  isles. 
Robed  in  official  purple,  dealing  out 
The  edicts  of  a  power  which  is  not  mine. 
Nor  yours,  but  of  our  masters — the  patricians. 
Why  I  was  there  you  know,  or  think  you  know; 
Why  I  am  here  he  who  hath  been  most  wrong'd. 
He  who  among  you  hath  been  most  insulted. 
Outraged  and  trodden  on,  until  he  doubt 
If  he  be  worm  or  no,  may  answer  for  me. 
Asking  of  his  own  heart  what  brought  him  here' 
You  know  my  recent  story,  all  men  know  it. 
And  judge  of  it  far  differently  from  those 
Who  sate  in  judgment  to  he.ip  scorn  on  scorn. 
But  spare  me  tho  recital — it  is  here. 
Here  at  my  lieart,  the  oiitr.ige— but  my  words. 
Already  spent  in  unavailing  plaints, 
Would  only  show  my  feebleness  the  more. 
And  I  come  here  to  sirengthen  even  the  strong. 
And  urge  them  on  to  deeds,  and  not  to  war 
With  woman's  weapons:  but  I  need  not  urge  yon. 
Our  private  wrongs  have  sprung  from  public  vices 
In  this— I  cannot  c.iU  it  commonwealth 
Nor  kingdom,  which  halh  neither  prince  nor  people. 
But  all  the  sins  of  the  old  Spartan  state 
Without  its  virtues— temperance  and  valour. 
The  lords  of  I-acederaon  were  true  soldiers, 
But  ours  are  Sybarites,  while  we  are  Helots, 
Of  whom  I  am  the  lowest,  most  enslaved. 
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Altlioii{;|i  (Iresl  out  to  head  a  pn^jonut,  jls 

The  (irrrks  of  yore  made  drunk  their  slaves  to  form 

A  |).nstiiiie  for  their  chihirea.     You  arc  met 

To  ovcrlhro\\  this  monster  of  a  stale, 

This  mockery  of  a  [joverument,  this  spectre, 

"VNIiich  must  be  exorcised  with  hhiod,  ami  then 

We  will  renew  the  tinir,s  of  truth  and  justice. 

Condensin^j  in  a  fair  free  commonweahh 

Not  ra^h  equality,  ])ut  cqtial  rijjhts 

Proportiond  like  the  columns  to  ilic  temple, 

riivin{^j  and  t.ikin^j  strenijlh  reciprocal, 

And  niakinj;  lirm  the  whole  with  ('race  and  heauty, 

So  iliat  no  part  could  be  removed  without 

Infiin{;emeut  of  the  general  symmetry. 

In  operatin{;  this  ^;real  clianye,  I  claim 

To  he  rine  of  you — if  you  trust  in  me ; 

If  noi,  strike  home,  —  my  life  i->  compromised, 

And  I  would  rather  fall  by  freemen's  hands 

Than  live  another  day  to  act  the  tyrant 

As  delegate  of  tyr.inis:  such  I  am  not, 

And  never  have  been — read  it  iu  our  annals. 

I  can  appeal  to  my  past  (jovernmenl 

III  many  lauds  and  cities;   they  can  tell  you 

If  I  \\,rc  an  oppressor,  or  a  man 

Feeling;  and  thinking;  for  my  fellow  men. 

Ilnply  ha<l  1  been  what  the  senate  soujjht, 

A  tlnn;^;  of  robes  and  trinkets,  dizeiid  out 

To  sit  in  st.ate  as  for  a  soverei|;irs  picture; 

A  jtopul  ir  sconqje,  .1  ready  sentence-<i|',iier, 

A  siiikier  ff»r  the  Senate  and  <«  the  Forty, » 

A  sr«'piie  of  all  measures  which  had  not 

The  sanction  of  «  tlie  'Ien,)»  a  council  fawner, 

A  tool,  a  fool,  a  pui)pei, — they  had  neer 

I'osterd  the  wretch  who  stun|;  me.     What  I  Miff,  r 

lias  reaeh'd  me  throu(;h  my  pity  for  thf  people; 

That  many  know,  and  they  who  know  not  yei 

Will  one  day  learn  :  meantime,  I  do  «levote, 

Whaterr  I  he  issue,  mv  Lnt  dav<5  of  life — 

]yiv  |ii'seni  pov.er,  sn<  h  as  it  i>,  not  that 

Of  l)o|;(.-.  but  of  a  111:1  n  who  has  been  great 

JUforr  be  \v;is  degraded  to  a  D<^i;e, 

And  siill  has  iii(h\i<lual  means  and  mind; 

I  -.likr-  my  f.une  (and  1  h.id  f.iniel  —  my  ])iealh 

(The  least  of  all,  for  its  last  hours  are  ni;;h;  — 

My  licart — my  hope — my  soul — upon  this  ca-^i ' 

Sii'di  as  I  am,  I  offer  me  to  you 

And  to  your  chiefs,  acre|)t  me  or  reject  me, 

A  prince  who  f.iin  would  he  a  citi/en 

Or  nothioj;,  and  who  has  left  his  tlirone  to  be  so. 

CALKMlARO. 

\a)hi]  li\e  Falierol — Venice  shall  be  free  I 

COi>M'in  VTORS, 

Lon;]  live  Faliero  I 

ISHAEf-  Rfr.Tl  CCIO. 

Comrades!   did  I  w«ll  ' 
Is  not  this  rnan  a  host  in  sui-h  a  cdusi?  ' 

DOf.E. 

Thi«.  is  no  time  for  eulo|;ie.s,  nor  pl.icc 
For  exult  itioiL      Am  I  one  of  you? 

<  Ar.lMtARO. 

Ay,  and  the  first  amon|;si  us,  as  ihou  ha^t  been 
*H  Veniie — be  our  [;eneral  and  (jjirf. 

Cliii  f '  — r.eneral  !  — I  was  ijeneral  .ti  Z.ua, 

And  <  lin  I  in  Uliodts  aiiil  Cyprn>,  pi  iiuc  in  \  rtn- 1 

I  »amn»t  ^toop ihii  is.  I  am  not  III 


To  lead  a  band  of patriots  :  when  I  by 

Aside  the  dignities  which  1  have  borne, 
T  is  not  to  put  on  others,  but  to  be 
-Mate  to  my  fellows.    Cut  now  to  ilie  point: 
Israel  has  staled  to  me  yotu*  whole  plan — 
'T  is  bold,  but  feasible  if  I  assist  it. 
And  must  be  set  in  motion  instantly. 

CALENOVRO. 

Ken  when  thou  will— is  it  not  '^o,  my  friends' 
I  have  di>po>ed  all  for  a  sudden  blow. 
When  shall  it  be  then  ? 

DOGE. 

At  sunrise. 

BKRrRAM. 

So  soon  ^ 
noGK. 
So  soon! — so  late — each  hour  accumulates 
Peril  on  peril,  and  the  more  so  now 
Since  I  have  mingled  with  you:   know  you  not 
The  (Council,  and  *<  the  ienl»  tin-  spies,  the  eyes 
Of  the  patrician^  dubious  of  their  slaves, 
And  now  moredubionsof  the  prince  they  havem.uloon 
I  tell  you,  you  must  strike,  ami  snddenly, 
Full  to  the  hydra's  heart — its  heads  will  follow. 

C\LF\HARO. 

With  all  my  soul  ami  sword  1  yirld  assent: 
Our  eoinp:tiiie>  are  rc^idy,  sixty  »'.ieh. 
And  all  now  under  arms  by  Israel's  order, 
hach  at  tbrir  different  pi  kc  of  rendezvous, 
And  \i(;ilant,  expectant  (if  some  blow. 
Let  each  repair  for  aeiion  to  his  post! 
And  now,  my  lord,  the  signal? 

UOGE. 

When  you  hear 
The  gre;«t  lull  of  Saint  Mark's,  which  may  not  be 
Sinnk  without  speci:il  order  of  the  Doge 
(Tlw  l.ist  poor  privilege  lluy  leave  their  prince";. 
March  on  Saint  Marks! 

ISRAIX  1!1  Rriccio. 
And  there? 

DOGE. 

Hv  «liffereni  1  ».mi.  - 
r.<t  \«>iir  mar<  h  lie  direetetl.  e\i^ry  si\ty 
Kiitciiij,';  a  «iep:iraie  a\eriue,  and  still 
rpon  I  lie  way  l<t  your  cry  bn  <tf  w.ir 
And  of  ilii-  (Genoese  lleet,  by  ili<-  lirst  dawn 
hl-<<Tnd  bilore  the  ])oi  I ;    form  round  the  pal  Ui", 
Witliin  \Niiose  court  will  be  dr.iwn  <uit  in  arms 
Mv  nrjihew  and  tin;  clients  of  our  hou^e, 
.M  my  jiid  martial;    \*hile  the  bell  t(dls  on, 
Shout  ye  «  Saint  Mark  I  the  foe  is  on  our  water>> '« 

CALKMURv). 

I  see  it  no-.\ — but  on,  mv  uidilc  lord. 

l>oGK. 

Ail  ilie  p.iiririviis  ibxkiii;;  to  the  (^oiiiuil 
\Vbi>  h  til.  y  dare  not  i;  fu-ic,  at  the  dnad  signal 
IV. dill;;  fioin  out  flieir  jtalroii  ^.linl  s  proud  tower\ 
Will  ihi  n  be  gitb'-rd  in  iiiilo  the  harvest. 
And  we  will  ic.ijt  them  with  the  >v\ord  for  sickle. 
If  some  few  should  be  tardy  or  absent  them, 
T  will  be  but  to  br  i.ik<n  faint  and  single, 
Wli.  It  ilii>  majoiKy  an'  put  to  rest. 

C,  '.  LK.M)ARO. 

Would  (li.il  ilie  bom  W'  re  (oin.'"  we  will  n»»t  <roti  b. 

bill   kill 


MARINO  FALIERO. 
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•»TB41f. 

Once  more,  un,  with  yoar  pardon,  I 
Wciilii  now  repeat  the  que«t>oii  wliich  I  Msk'd 
P*  'oiT  Beriuccio  added  to  our  cause 
Tt  14  ^rrat  alJy  who  renden  it  more  tore, 
\ifj  tiicrefore  safer,  and  as  such  admits 
>vm*'  (Iawh  of  mercy  to  a  portioo  of 
•  hir  victims — most  all  perish  in  this  slaughter* 

CALi:«DAao. 

\\\  «ho  eocouDter  me  and  mine,  be  sure, 
TUf  mercy  tiiey  have  »hown,  I  show. 

CO!«SPIl*TOKS. 

All!  all' 
U  ttiis  a  time  to  talk  of  pity!  when 
Ui>e  they  e'er  shown,  or  frit,  or  feign'd  it? 

tSKAEL  aiRTCCCIO. 

Bertram, 
T)ii«  fitse  compassion  is  a  folly,  and 
la)u>tire  to  thy  comrades  and  thy  cause! 
U»i  thou  not  see,  th^t  if  we  sio(;le  out 
S  me  fur  escape,  they  live  but  to  avrnpe 
IiiP  fallen*  and  how  distinguish  now  thr  innocnii 
From  out  the  guilty  ?  all  tlwir  acts  arc  one — 
\  siMt'i#>  emanation  from  our  bmiy, 
To.;»-ihrr  koit  for  our  oppression  !     *T  is 
Murti  th.it  we  let  their  children  live;  I  doubt 
If  .lii  cf  these  even  should  be  set  apart : 
Tlir  hunter  may  reserve  some  sin{;lc  cub 
Frf>m  out  the  ti(;rr's  litter,  but  mho  e'er 
VN  tmM  seek  to  save  the  spoiled  sire  or  dam, 
I  nU-ns  to  perish  by  their  fangs  I     However, 
I  villi  abide  by  Doge  Faliero'»  counsel: 
Ui  him  decide  if  any  should  be  !>a«cd. 

DOCK. 

.Uk  me  not — tempt  me  not  with  such  a  question—* 
iKide  yourselves. 

isBAKL  arnTrccio. 

You  kuow  their  '^rivatc  \iriucs 
F  ir  Ijetter  than  we  can,  to  >«licim  mK  ue 
T.i»  ir  public  vices,  and  most  foul  op;,rfssion, 
iiivr  m^de  tliem  deadly;  if  there  be  auioug^l  them 
<  >ne  who  deserves  to  be  repcal'd,  pronounce. 

DOGE. 

\>f  IlinoS  father  was  my  frinid,  and  Lando 
F<rtj(;lii  by  my  side,  and  Marc  Coruaro  shared 
Mv  (.rnoese  embassy;  I  saved  the  life 
C)f  \>niero — shall  I  save  it  twice? 
Would  that  I  could  save  them  and  Venice  aUo! 
\\\  lUese  men,  or  their  fathers,  were  my  friends 
Till  they  became  my  subjerls;   then  fell  from  ine 
As  faithless  leaves  drop  from  the  oVrhlomn  llomcr, 
.\r.d  left  me  a  lone  bU[;hted  thorny  si.ilk, 
Whirli,  in  its  solitude,  ran  shelter  notliiug; 
So,  as  they  let  me  wither,  let  them  perish! 

CALE'^DASO. 

TUev  cannot  coexist  with  Veuicc'  freedom! 

POKE. 

Ye,  though  yon  know  and  feel  our  mutual  mass 

of  many  wrongs,  even  ye  arc  ignomnt 

Wliat  fatal  poison  to  the  spriugs  of  life, 

lo  human  ties,  and  all  that  s  good  and  dear, 

I.urks  in  the  present  institutes  of  Venice. 

All  these  men  were  my  friends;  I  loved  them,  they 

R<*quited  honourably  my  regards; 

We  served  and  fought,  we  <>milcd  and  wept  in  concert ; 

Wc  revcli'd  or  we  sorrowd  side  by  side; 


We  made  alliances  of  blood  and  marriage; 
>Ve  grew  in  years  and  lionours  fairly,  till 
Tlicir  own  desire,  not  my  ambition,  made 
Them  ehuse  me  for  their  prince,  and  then  forewetl ! 
Fareviell  all  social  memory!  all  thoughts 
In  common!  aud  ^^eet  bonds  which  link  old  friend- 
ships, 
M'hen  the  survivors  of  long  years  and  actions. 
Which  now  belong  to  history,  soothe  the  days 
Which  yet  remain  by  treasuring  each  other, 
And  ne\cr  meet,  but  earh  beholds  the  mirror 
Of  half  a  century  on  liis  brothers  brow. 
And  sees  a  hundred  tNMn|;«,  now  in  earth, 
I  lit  round  them,  vtliispriog  of  the  days  gone  bv. 
And  »cemiiig  not  all  de.id,  as  loug  as  two 
Of  llie  brave,  joyous,  reckleNA,  glorious  band, 
Which  one*  were  one  and  mauy,  still  retain 
A  breath  to  sigh  for  them,  a  tongue  to  speak 
Of  deeds  that  else  were  silent,  save  on  marble-— — 
^)iine!  Oime!— and  must  I  do  this  deed? 

isKAEL  araTt'ccio. 
My  lord,  you  are  much  moved :  it  is  not  now 
That  such  things  must  be  dwelt  upon. 

DOGE. 

Your  patience 
A  moment — I  recede  not :  mark  with  me 
The  gloomy  vices  uf  this  government. 
From  tlie  hour  that  made  me  Doge,  the  Doye  tdey  maj< 

me — 
Farewell  the  past!  I  died  to  all  that  had  been. 
Or  rarlier  they  lo  me:  no  friends,  no  kinduess, 
No  privacy  of  life — all  were  cut  off: 
They  eime  not  ncir  me,  sueh  approach  gave  umhrngo  ; 
Tliey  cotdd  not  love  me,  sueh  w.ts  not  the  law; 
Tiny  tliNvarted  me,  't  was  the  state's  poliry; 
They  li.iftled  ine,'|  was  a  iMtruiaus  duly ; 
I  luy  wroii;;d  ine.  for  su«li  was  to  right  the  state; 
llicy  could  not  ri|;hi  me,  that  would  give  suspicion : 
So  that  I  was  a  slave  to  my  own  «uhjects, 
So  that  I  was  a  foe  to  my  own  friends; 
l*ei;irt  with  spies  forguartls — with  robes  for  power — 
With  pomp  for  freedom — gaolers  for  a  council — 
Inquisitors  for  friends — and  hell  for  life! 
I  had  one  only  fount  of  quiet  h  ft. 
And  thnt  they  poison*d  !     My  pure  household  god« 
Were  shiver'd  on  my  hearth,  and  o'er  their  shrine 
Sate  gnnning  ribaldry  and  sneering  scorn. 

ISEAEL  BRan;crto. 
You  have  been  deeply  wrong  (I,  and  now  shall  be 
Nobly  avenged  before  another  night. 

DOGE. 

I  had  borne  all — it  hurt  me,  but  I  bore  it — 
Till  this  last  running  over  of  the  cup 
Of  bitterness — until  this  last  loiiti  insult. 
Not  only  unredressd,  but  s;inctioiied;  then 
And  thus,  I  cast  all  further  feelin|;.s  from  me — 
The  feelings  which  they  crush d  for  me,  long,  long 
Itofore,  even  in  their  oaih  of  falite  allegiance! 
Lven  in  that  very  hour  and  vow,  they  abjured 
Their  friend,  and  made  a  sovereign,  as  bov>.  make 
IMaythings,  to  do  their  pleasure  uiul  be  broken! 
I  from  that  hour  have  seen  but  senators 
In  dark  suspicious  contlict  with  the  Doge, 
hroo<iiug  with  him  in  mutual  hate  and  fear; 
They  dreading  he  should  snatch  the  tyranny 
From  out  their  gra.sp,  and  he  ahhoning  tyrants. 
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To  me,  then,  these  men  have  uo  private  life, 
Nor  claim  to  ties  ihey  have  cut  off  from  others; 
As  senators  for  arbitrary  arts 
Amrnablc,  I  look  ou  them — as  such 
Let  them  be  dealt  upon. 

CALEMDAEO. 

And  now  to  action  ! 
Hence,  brethren,  to  our  posts,  and  may  this  be 
The  last  night  of  mere  words:  I  'd  fain  be  doin(;! 
Saint  Mark's  great  bell  at  dawn  shall  find  mc  wakeful! 

ISRAEL  BERTL'CCIO. 

Disperse  then  to  your  posts;  be  firm  and  vigilant; 
Think  on  the  wrongs  we  b<'ar,  the  rights  we  claim. 
This  day  and  night  shall  be  the  last  of  perd  ! 
Waicli  for  the  ^ignal,  anil  then  march:  I  go 
To  join  my  band  ;  let  each  be  prompt  to  marshal 
His  separate  charge:  the  Uoge  will  now  returu 
To  the  palace  to  prepare  all  for  the  blow. 
We  part  to  meet  iu  freedom  and  in  glor>'! 

c  ALL  M)  A  no. 
Oogo,  when  1  greet  you  next,  my  homage  to  yen 
SIkiU  be  the  head  of  S(eno  on  this  sword! 

IXHiK. 

No;  let  him  be  reser\cd  unio  the  last. 

Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a  prey, 

Till  noljliT  j;ame  is  fju.ini<ii;   his  olfence 

NV.is  a  mere  ebulliliuii  of  J  he  vice. 

The  general  corruiJiiou  grncr.Ued 

Ry  the  foul  aristocracy;   \w  could  not — 

lie  (Itrcd  not  iu  more  honuurable  davs 

Ila\e  riskd  ill    I  have  merged  all  private  wrath 

Against  him.  in  the  thought  of  our  great  ])urp(i.se. 

A  slave  insults  me — 1  require  his  punisiiment 

From  hi-,  proud  master's  bauds ;   if  he  refuse  it, 

The  offence  grows  his,  and  let  him  auswcr  it. 

CVLEMiARO. 

Yet,  as  llie  immediate  caus«-  of  the  alliance 
Which  coiisecr.itcs  our  undcTtakiii;;  mure, 
I  owe  liirii  such  deep  gi.ili(u«ie,  that  fain 
r  would  repay  him  as  he  m«'rils:  may  I? 

l)ut;i  . 
You  woidd  but  lop  the  hand,  and  I  th«'  head; 
You  Mould  hut  smile  the  scholar,  I  the  ni.i!>tcr; 
You  would  but  puuisji  Siejui,  I  the  seiute. 
I  (aniiot  pauM'  on  individual  hate, 
In  the  aljsorbing,  sweeping,  whole  revenge, 
\Nhiih,  like  ih«-  slicel<-d  lire  from  heaven,  must  bla^l 
^^'i^ho^lt  disiinction,  as  it  fell  of  vore, 
Where  the  Dead  Sea  hath  cpicuch'd  two  cities'  ashes. 

IsRALL  llFRIl"<:CIU. 

Away,  then,  to  y^ur  jxisisl   I  biu  remain 

A  morucnl  to  accompany  llie  Doge 

To  our  l;»tc  pi, ice  of  irii'-t,  to  sre  uo  spies 

lla\e  hccn  upon  llic  sciuil,  and  thence  i  lustcn 

To  where  inv  .illutlcd  hind  is  underarms. 

«. \l  I  \l>AKo. 

Farewell,  then,  until  dawn. 

ISllVtL    BLKriCCIO. 

Surccss  go  with  you ' 

CONSIMU  VIOKS. 

We  will  not  f.iil — a\*.ivl      .My  lord.  f.ir<\vclll 
[The   Cti/f'ptKttori  sulittc   the  Douk    *j/i(/    l>KAt.L   I5i  it- 
ri  ccu),   a}id  retire,  headed   by   Pim.ie  Cvr.txuAho, 
The  Di'UE  and  Israll  IlLun  ccio  remain. 


ISniEL  DF.RTLCCIO. 

Wc  have  ihcm  in  the  toil — it  cannot  fail! 
Now  thou  'rt  indeed  a  sovereign,  and  wilt  make 
A  name  immortal  greater  than  the  greatest. 
Free  citizens  have  struck  at  kings  ere  now; 
Cxsars  have  fallen,  and  even  patrician  bauds 
Have  crush'd  dictators,  as  the  popular  steel 
Has  reach'd  patricians;  but  until  this  hour. 
What  prince  has  plotted  for  his  people's  freedom? 
Or  riskd  a  life  to  liberate  his  subjects  7 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  they  conspire 
.Against  the  people,  to  abuse  their  hands 
To  chains,  but  lai<l  aside  to  carry  >»eapons 
Ag.nnsi  the  fellow  nations,  so  that  yoke 
On  \oke,  and  slavery  and  death  may  whet, 
Sot  ijlnt,  the  never-gorged  Leviathan! 
Now,  my  lord,  to  our  enterprise;  't  is  great, 
.\iid  greater  the  reward  :  why  stand  you  rapt? 
A  moment  back,  and  you  wrre  all  impaiicuce  ! 

nOGK. 

And  is  it  then  decided?  must  they  die? 

ISRAKL  DERTl'CCIO. 

Who? 

DOr.K. 

My  own  friends  by  blood  and  courtesy, 
\\\(\  many  <leeds  and  days — the  senators? 

ISRAEL  DLitrt  (cro. 
You  passed  their  sentence,  and  it  is  a  just  one. 

DOOE. 

Ay,  so  it  seems,  and  so  it  is  to  you; 

You  are  a  patriot,  a  plebeian  (Gracchus — 

The  rebel  s  oracle  —  the  peoples  tribune — 

I  blame  you  not,  you  act  in  your  vocation; 

They  smote  you,  and  oppress'd  you,  and  despised  vou  ; 

So  tlu'v  have  rue  .    hut  you  ne er  s|)ake  with  them; 

You  luver  broke  their  brea«l,  nor  shared  their  s;ilt; 

You  ut;ver  iuul  liu-ir  wine-cup  at  vour  lips; 

Vou  grew  not  n|)  with  them,  nor  laugh  d,  nor  wept, 

-Nor  hrld  a  revel  iu  their  company; 

Ne  er  snulrd  to  see  them  smile,  nor  claim'd  their  Binile 

In  soci.il  intrrcliange  for  yours;  nor  trusted, 

Nnr  wore^  tlicm  in  vour  he.irt  of  hcirts,  aft  I  have. 

rill  sf  h.iirs  of  mine  aic  grey,  .ind  so  are  theirs, 

riie  fKlrrs  (»f  the  rouncil  :   1  remember 

When  all  our  locks  were  like  the  raven's  wing. 

As  vs<'  went  forth  to  i;ikf  our  prey  around 

1  he  isles  wrung  from  the  f.iUe  .M.iliometan : 

And  ca.'i  1  sec  ilu-iii  d  lidded  oei  vnilh  blood? 

Kath  stab  to  them  wid  seem  my  suicide. 

ISR\BL    UfHIICl-IO. 

I^ogil  Dngf^i  this  vacillitiou  is  unv^orthy 

.\  ( liild      if  you  aie  not  iu  scrcnid  childhood, 

(!.ill  l).i(  k  your  him  w  s  to  vour  own  purpose,  nor 

riius  ^li  line  yoiirseU  .nul  uie.      I5v  heavens  !   I  'd  rather 

I  o:e[;o  r-Ncn  now,  or  f.ul  in  our  intent, 

I  li.UI   ^ee  the  III  in   I   Vemi.itr  suhsidc 

Fioiii  hi;;li  resolves  into  vu<  h  ^li.illow  weakness! 

You  li.ivc  s(>iMj  Mood  in  h.itil.',  -"Iieil  it,  lioth 

Your  own  ami  ili.ii  ofoili.  rs;   (in  you  shrink  then 

I'loin  .1  few  (hops  fi(nu  veins  iif  lio.irv  v.impii'es, 

\N  ho  hut  ^^;i\e hack  wli.it  tln^v  have draind from  inilhon* 

Loi^K. 

hear  wiih  nu' I  Step  hy  step,  and  blow  on  blow, 
I  will  divide  with  v<iu;    thuik  not  I  ^vaver; 
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I  Ab  *  no ;  it  is  the  certainty  of  aJl 

I  Which  I  mast  do  doth  nuke  me  tremble  thus. 

i  But  let  these  last  and  liiiferiiig  thooghto  have  way, 

I  To  which  yon  only  and  the  night  are  conscious, 

I  And  both  regardless:  when  the  hour  arrives, 

I  T  \%  mine  to  sound  the  knell,  and  strike  the  blow. 

Which  shall  unpeople  many  palaces, 
I  And  hev  the  highest  genealogic  trees 
I  Uown  to  the  earth,  strew'd  with  their  bleeding  fruit, 
'  And  crush  their  blossoms  into  barrenness. 

This  mill  I— must  I — have  I  sworn  to  do, 
^  >'or  aught  can  turn  me  from  my  destiny : 

But  still  I  quiver  to  behold  what  I 
I  Slust  be,  and  think  what  I  have  been !     Dear  with  me. 

I  IStAEL  BBSTCCCtO. 

,  Redman  your  breast ;  I  feel  no  such  remorse. 
'  I  understand  it  not :  why  should  you  change  ? 
.  You  acted,  and  you  act  on  your  free  will. 

'  DOGt. 

I  Ay,  there  it  is — jrou  feel  not,  nor  do  I, 

I   El>c  I  should  stab  thee  on  the  spot,  to  save 

i  A  thouund  lives,  and,  killing,  do  no  murder : 

J   You^el  not— /o«t  go  to  this  butcher-work 

I   As  if  these  high-born  men  were  steers  for  shsmblrs! 

'   When  aU  is  over,  you  'II  be  free  and  merry, 

I  And  calmly  wash  those  hands  incarnadine; 

I  but  I,  outgoing  thee  and  all  thy  fellows 

1  In  this  surpassing  massjcre,  shall  be, 

,  Shall  see,  and  leel— oh  God!  oh  God!  't  is  true, 

I  And  thou  dost  well  to  answer  that  it  was 

'  «  My  own  free  will  and  act ;»  and  yet  you  err. 

For  I  will  do  this!     Doubt  not— fear  not ;  I 

Will  be  your  most  unmerciful  accomplice! 

And  yet  I  act  no  more  on  my  free  will. 

Nor  my  own  feelings — both  compel  me  back  ; 

But  there  is  hell  within  me  and  around. 

And,  like  the  demon  who  believes  and  trembles. 

Must  I  abhor  and  do.    Away!  Away! 

Get  thee  unto  thy  fellows,  I  will  hie  me 

To  gather  the  retainers  of  our  house. 

Doubt  not.  Saint  Mark's  great  bell  sh.iU  wake  all  Venice, 

Except  her  slaughter'd  senate:  ere  the  sun 

Be  broad  upon  the  Adriatic,  tliere 

Sliall  be  a  voice  of  wecpiog,  which  shall  drown 

The  roar  of  waters  in  the  cry  of  blood ! 

1  am  resolved — come  on. 

isasti.  tiaruccio. 
I  With  all  my  sonl ! 

I   Keep  a  firm  rein  upon  these  bursts  of  passion  ; 

Remember  what  these  men  have  dealt  to  thee. 

And  that  this  sacrifice  will  be  succeeded 

By  ages  of  prosperity  and  freedom 

To  this  UDsbackled  city:  a  true  tyrant 

Would  have  depopulated  empires,  nor 

liavefeltthe  strange  compunction  which  hath  wrung  you 

To  punish  a  few  traitors  to  the  people ! 

Trust  me,  such  were  a  pity  more  misplaced 

Than  the  late  mercy  of  the  state  to  Sirno. 

DOGE. 

Man,  ihou  hast  struck  upon  the  chord  which  jars 
All  nature  from  my  heart.     Hence  to  our  task ! 

[Exeunt 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  r. 

Palazio  of  the  Patrician  Lioai.  Liom  laying  aside 
the  maik  and  cloak  which  the  Fenetian  SohUt  wore 
in  public,  atUnded  by  a  Domestic. 

LIOWI. 

I  will  to  rest,  right  weary  of  this  revel, 
The  gayest  we  have  held  for  many  moons. 
And  yet,  I  know  not  why,  it  cheer'd  me  not : 
There  came  a  heaviness  across  my  heart. 
Which  in  the  lightest  movement  of  the  danee, 
l'hnii(;U  eye  to  eye  and  hand  in  hand  united, 
Even  with  the  lady  of  my  love,  oppress'd  me. 
And  through  my  spirit  chill'd  my  blood,  until 
A  damp  like  death  rose  o'er  my  brow:  I  strove 
To  lau);h  the  thought  away,  but 't  would  not  be ; 
Through  all  the  music  ringing  in  my  ears 
A  knell  was  sounding  as  distinct  and  clear, 
Tliough  low  and  far,  as  e'er  the  Adrian  wave 
Ro<e  o'er  the  city's  murmur  in  the  night, 
Dashing  against  the  outward  Lido's  bulwark { 
So  that  I  left  .the  festival  before 
It  reach'd  iu  senith,  and  will  woo  my  pillow 
For  thoughu  more  tranquil,  or  Ibrgeifulness. 
Antonio,  lake  my  mask  and  cloak,  and  light 
The  lamp  within  my  chamber. 

ANTONIO. 

Yes,  my  lord ; 
Command  you  no  refreshment  T 

LIONI. 

Nought,  save  sleep. 
Which  will  not  be  commanded.     I^t  me  hope  it, 

[Exit  Antonio. 
Though  my  breast  feels  too  anxious.   I  will  try 
Whrilier  the  air  will  calm  my  spirits :  *t  is 
A  (>oodly  ni(jht;  the  cloudy  wind  which  blew 
From  the  Levant  bath  crept  into  its  cave, 
And  the  broad  moon  has  brigliten'd.    Wliat  a  stillness ! 

[Goes  to  an  open  lattice. 
And  what  a  contrast  with  the  scene  J  left, 
Wiiere  the  tall  torches'  glare,  and  silver  Umps' 
More  pallid  gleam  along  the  tapestried  walls. 
Spread  over  the  reluctant  gloom  which  haunts 
Those  vast  and  dimly-latticed  galleries 
A  dazxiing  mass  of  artificial  light. 
Which  show'd  all  things,  but  nothing  as  they  were. 
There  Age,  essaying  to  recal  the  past. 
After  long  striving  for  the  hues  of  youth 
At  the  sad  labour  of  the  toilet,  and 
Full  many  a  glance  at  the  too  fiithful  mirror, 
Prankt  fortli  in  all  the  pride  of  ornament. 
Forgot  itself,  and  trusting  to  the  falsehood 
Of  the  indulgent  beams,  which  show,  yet  bide, 
Believed  itself  forgotten,  and  was  fool'd. 
There  Youth,  which  needed  not,  n<M-  thought  of  such 
Vain  adjuncts,  lavish'd  its  true  bloom,  and  health, 
And  bridal  beauty,  in  the  unwholesome  press 
Of  flnsh'd  and  crowded  wassailers,  and  wasted 
Its  hours  of  rest  in  dreaming  this  was  pleasure. 
And  so  shall  waste  them  till  the  sunrise  streams 
On  sallow  checks  and  sunken  eyes,  which  should  not 
Have  worn  this  aspect  yet  for  many  a  year. 
The  music,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wine-^ 
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Tlie  garlands,  X\\e  rose  tnlours,  ami  tlic  Mov-rrs  — 
The  sparkliog  cyps  and  flashing  ornainrnts— 
The  white  arms  and  the  raven  hair— ihc  braid-i 
And  bracelets;  swan-like  bosoms, and  the  netkl.ire. 
An  India  in  itself,  yet  dazzling  not 
The  eye  like  what  it  circled ;  the  thin  robes 
Floating  like  light  clouds  'twixt  our  gaze  and  heaven; 
The  many-twinkling  feet  so  small  and  sylph-like, 
Suggesting  the  more  secret  symmetry 
Of  the  fair  forms  which  terminate  so  well- 
All  the  delusion  of  the  dizzy  scene, 
lis  false  and  true  ciichantm«^nts— art  and  nature. 
Which  swam  before  my  giddy  eyes,  that  drank 
The  sight  of  beauty  as  the  parchd  pilgrim's 
On  Arab  sands  the  false  mirage,  which  offers 
A  lucid  lake  to  liis  eluded  thirst. 
Are  gone.— Around  me  are  the  stars  and  waters- 
Worlds  mirror 'd  in  the  ocean,  goodlier  sight 
Than  torches  glared  back  by  a  gaudy  glass; 
And  the  great  e«lement,  which  is  to  «;pare 
What  ocean  is  to  earth,  spreads  its  blue  depths, 
Sofiend  with  the  first  breathings  of  the  spring: 
The  high  moon  sails  upon  her  beauteous  way. 
SiTenely  smoothing  o'er  the  lofty  walls 
Of  iliose  tall  piles  and  sea-girt  palaces, 
Whose  porpliyry  pillars,  and  whose  costly  fronts, 
Fraught  with  the  orient  spoil  of  many  marbles. 
Like  altars  ranged  along  the  broa<l  caual. 
Seem  each  a  trophy  of  some  mighty  deed 
Rear'd  up  from  out  the  waters,  scarce  less  stranf.ely 
Than  those  more  massy  and  mysterious  giants 
Of  architecture,  those  Tilanian  fabrics. 
Which  point  in  Egypt's  plains  to  times  that  have 
No  other  record.     All  is  gentle:  nought 
Stirs  rudely  ;  but,  congenial  with  the  night. 
Whatever  walks  is  gliding  like  a  spirit. 
The  tinklings  of  some  vigilant  guitari 
Of  sleepless  lovers  to  a  wakeful  mistress. 
And  cautious  opening  of  the  casement,  showing 
That  he  is  not  unheard;  while  her  young  hand, 
Fair  as  the  moonlight  of  which  it  seems  part, 
So  delicately  white,  it  trembles  in 
The  act  of  opening  the  forbidden  lattice, 
To  let  in  love  through  music,  makes  his  heart 
Thrill  hke  liis  lyre-strings  at  the  sight:  the  dash 
Phosphoric  of  the  oar,  or  rapid  twinkle 
Of  the  far  lights  of  skimming  gondolas, 
And  the  responsive  voices  of  the  choir 
Of  boatmen  answering  back  with  verse  for  \rr<.r; 
Some  dusky  shadow  chequering  theRialto; 
Some  glimmering  palace  roof,  or  tapering  spire, 
Are  all  the  sights  and  sounds  which  here  pervade 
The  ocean-born  and  earth-commanding  city. 
How  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm  ! 
1  thank  thee,  night!  for  thou  hast  chased  away 
Those  horrid  bodements  which,  amidst  the  throng, 
I  could  not  dissipate  ;  and,  with  the  blessing 
Of  thy  benign  and  quiet  influence, 
Now  will  1  to  my  couch,  although  to  rest 
Is  almost  wronging  such  a  night  as  this 

[A  knocking  if  heard  from  witlin\l 
Hark  '  what  is  that?  or  who  at  such  a  moment  ' 

Enter  Antomo. 

ANTOMO. 

My  lord,  a  mm  wiilioul,  on  nr|;enf  business. 
!mplorr->  to  Ix-  .iihiiiltt'd. 


I.IOMI. 

Is  he  a  stranger? 

ANTONIO. 

Ills  face  is  muffled  in  his  cloak,  but  both 
llis  voire  and  gescures  seem  familiar  to  me. 
I  craved  his  n.ime,  but  tliLs  he  secm'd  reluctant 
To  trust,  save  to  yourself;  most  earnestly 
lie  sues  lo  be  permitte«l  to  approach  you. 

MOM. 

T  is  a  strange  hour.  an«l  a  suspicious  bearing' 
And  yet  there  is  slight  peril:  't  is  not  in 
Tiieir  houses  noble  men  are  struck  at;  still, 
.Mihougli  I  know  not  that  I  have  a  foe 
In  Venice,  "t  will  be  wise  to  use  some  caution. 
Admit  him,  and  retire;   lint  call  up  quickly 
Some  of  thy  fellows,  i»lio  may  wait  without. — 
Who  can  this  man  be? 
Exit  AwiyKio,  autl  returnt  witli  BrktrAM  mvfjieil. 

ItKRTRlM. 

My  good  lord  Lioni, 
I  have  no  time  to  lose,  nor  thou — dismiss 
Tliis  uKJiial  hence,  I  woiiM  be  private  with  yon. 

MOM. 

It  seems  the  voice  of  Bertram — go,  Antonio. 

[Exit  AiVTOMro 
Now,  stranger,  what  would  you  at  such  an  hour' 

iiKHTR\M  (tliscovcritiff  fiimirlf). 
A  boon,  my  noble  patron  ;  yon  have  granted 
Many  to  y«)ur  poor  rljent,  Bertram  ;  add 
riuN  one,  and  make  him  hap|)y. 

MOM. 

Thou  hast  known  mr* 
From  boyhood,  ever  ready  to  assist  thee 
In  all  lair  objects  of  advancement,  which 
IJcseem  «»ne  of  thy  station;  I  would  promise 
Kre  thy  request  was  heard,  but  that  the  hour, 
I  by  bearing,  and  this  strang<"  .mu\  hurried  mode 
Of  suing,  gives  nic  to  suspect  this  >isit 
ll.illi  some  mysterious  imjiorl.     But  say  on — 
What  has  occurr'd,  some  rash  and  sudden  broil?  — 
A  cup  too  much,  a  scuffle,  and  a  stab  .' — 
Mere  things  of  every  day ;  so  that  thou  hast  not 
Spilt  noble  blood,  I  guarantee  thy  safety; 
lint  then  tiiou  must  A^itiulraw,  for  angrv'  friends 
And  relatives,  in  the  first  burst  of  vengeance. 
Are  things  in  Venice  deadlier  llian  the  la^-s. 

DEKTHAM. 

.My  lonl,  I  thank  you;  but 

L10>f|. 

Dut  what?  You  have  not 
Piaiscd  a  rash  hand  against  one  of  our  order? 
If  so,  withilraw  and  flv,  and  own  it  not: 
I  woulfl  nut  slay,  but  then  I  must  not  save  thee  ! 
lie  who  has  shed  patrician  blood 

RKRIKAM. 

I  come 
To  save  patririan  blood,  and  not  to  shed  it  I 
And  thiTcunto  I  must  besp«e<iv,  for 
K.ich  Uiintitc  lo>,i  may  lose  a  life;   since  Time 
Has  changed  his  slow  scythe  for  the  two-edged  swoni. 
And  is  about  to  take,  iiiiic.id  of  ^and, 
Tli«'  dust  from  sppiilc  lire->  to  (ill  his  liour-j^;lass '  — 
Co  not  titiui  foith  to-inorro\>  I 

I  loM. 

Wlicrcfore  not  ■ 
\\  li.it  mcaiis  till-,  menace  ' 
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Do  not  Mck  iu  aeaniiif, 
Bat  do  as  I  inploie  thee ;— Mir  not  forcii, 
Wtute  er  be  ftUrring ;  lboii|(h  tfcw  roar  of  cnywdt— 
Tbe  cry  of  vomen,  and  the  »hrieks  of  babes — 
Titr  proana  of  men — the  ciatb  of  arow-^tlie  loaml 
(tf  roUing  dram, shrill  tniin|»,  and  hollow  beil. 
Peal  in  one  wide  alaroin  \ — Go  noc  forth 
I  alii  the  tocsin  '•  silent,  nor  even  then 
Till  I  return ! 

Lioai. 
▲^o,  what  does  this  mean  ? 
aaaTiAM. 
A{;ain,  I  tell  thee,  ask  not ;  hut  by  all 
Tltou  hohleat  dm  on  earth  or  heaven — by  ail 
The  vouls  of  thy  great  fathers,  and  thy  hope 
To  crmnlate  them,  and  to  leave  behind 
[Vscendants  worthy  both  of  them  and  thee — 
IN  ail  thou  hast  of  blest  in  hope  or  memory— 
iiy  all  thou  hast  to  fear  here  or  hereafter— 
Uv  all  the  good  deeds  thou  hast  done  to  me, 
C.fjod  I  would  now  repay  with  greater  good, 
R<>maLo  within — trust  to  thy  household  gods 
Aod  to  my  word  for  safety,  if  thou  dost] 
\%  I  now  counsel— but  if  not,  thou  art  lost ' 

LtONI. 

I  am  indeed  already  lost  in  wonder : 

Surely  thott  rat  est !  what  have  /  to  dread  T 

\^  Ik)  are  my  foesT  or,  if  there  be  such,  why 

Art  tkou  leagued  with  them  ?— tfiou  /  or,  if  so  Icigued, 

Why  eomest  thou  to  tell  me  at  this  hour, 

And  not  before? 

BBSTIAM. 

I  cannot  answer  this. 
Wilt  thou  go  forth  despite  of  this  true  warning ' 

LION  I. 

I  vas  not  bom  to  shrink  from  idle  threats. 
The  cause  of  which  1  know  not :  at  the  hoor 
Of  council,  be  it  soon  or  late,  1  shaU  not 
Ke  found  among  the  absent. 

RiariAM. 

Say  not  so ! 
Once  more,  art  thou  determined  to  go  forth? 

LlONl. 

I  am ;  nor  is  there  anght  which  sluil  impede  me  I 

BtaTRAM. 

Then  Heaven  have  mercy  00  thy  soul !— Farewell ! 

[Going. 

UOMl. 

Stay— there  is  more  in  thu  than  my  own  safety 

Which  makes  me  call  tliec  back ;  we  must  not  part  thus: 

Bertram,  I  have  known  thee  long. 

•BBTSAM. 

From  childhood,  signor, 
Yon  have  be«i  my  protector:  in  the  days 
Of  reckless  infancy,  when  rank  forgets, 
Or,  rather,  is  not  yet  taught  to  remember 
Its  cold  prerogative,  wcplay'd  togellier; 
Our  sports,  our  smiles,  our  tears,  were  mingled  oft ; 
Ny  fether  was  your  father's  client,  I 
His  son's  scarce  less  than  foster-brother;  years 
Saw  ns  together— happy,  heart-full  hours!— 
Oh  God !  the  difference  twixt  those  hours  and  this ! 

UO!fl. 

Bertram,  't  is  thoa  who  hast  forgotten  them. 


aEBTBAK. 

Nor  now,  nor  ever ;  whalsoe  er  batide, 

I  woohl  have  saved  you :  whan  to  manhood'a  gn>wth. 

We  sprung,  and  you,  devotod  to  the  slate. 

As  suits  your  slatioo,  the  more  humble  ilartnm 

Was  left  unto  the  labours  of  the  humble. 

Still  you  forsook  ma  not :  and  if  my  fortunas 

Have  not  been  towering,  't  was  no  fault  of  him 

Who  oft-times  rescued  and  supported  me 

When  struggling  with  the  tides  of  circumsUBee 

Which  bear  away  the  weaker:  noble  btood 

Ne'er  mantled  in  a  nobler  heart  than  thine 

lias  proved  to  me,  the  poor  plebeian  Bertram. 

Would  that  thy  fellow  senators  were  like  ihec ' 

LIOltK 

Why,  wliat  hast  thou  to  say  against  the  senate : 

BBBTBAM. 

Nothing. 

UONI. 

I  know  that  there  arc  angry  spiriu 
And  turbulent  mutterers  of  stifled  iraaton, 
Who  lurk  in  narrow  places,  and  walk  out 
Muffled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night ; 
Disbanded  soldiers,  discontented  ruffians. 
And  desperate  Ubertines  who  brawi  ia  taverns. 
Tfiou  herdest  not  with  such:   i  is  irut,  of  lale 
I  have  lost  sight  of  thee,  but  thou  wert  wont 
To  lead  a  temperate  life,  and  break  thy  bread 
With  honest  mates,  and  bear  a  cheerful  aspect. 
What  hath  come  to  thee?  in  thy  hollow  eye 
And  bueless  cheek,  and  thine  unquiet  motions. 
Sorrow  and  slkame  anl  conscience  seem  at  war 
To  waste  thee. 

aiBTlAH. 

Rather  shame  and  sorrow  hght 
On  the  accursed  tyranny  which  rides 
The  very  air  in  Venice, and  makes  men 
Madden  as  in  the  last  hours  of  the  plague 
Wliich  sweeps  the  soul  delirioualy  from  life ! 

1.10M1. 
Some  villains  have  baen  ttmpcriag  with  thee,  Bcruam ; 
This  is  not  thy  old  language,  nor  own  tlioughts. 
Some  wretch  has  made  thee  drunk  with  disaffection ; 
But  thou  must  not  he  lost  so :  thou  wert  good 
And  kind,  and  art  not  fit  for  such  base  acts 
As  vice  and  villany  would  put  thee  to. 
Confess— confide  in  me— tliou  know'st  my  nature— 
What  is  it  thou  and  thine  are  bouml  to  do, 
Which  should  prevent  thy  friend,  the  only  son 
Of  him  who  was  a  friend  unto  thy  father. 
So  that  our  good-will  is  a  heriuge 
We  should  bequeath  to  our  posterity 
Such  as  ourseUes  received  it,  or  augmsntad ; 
I  say,  what  is  it  thou  must  do,  that  I 
Should  derm  thee  dangerous,  and  keep  the  house 
Like  a  sick  girl  ? 

BBITBAM. 

Nay,  question  me  no  further : 
I  must  be  gone. 

LIOHI. 

And  1  be  murder'd ! — ktiy. 
Was  it  Qoi  thus  thou  said'st,  my  t^colle  Bertram  ' 

BEAT  a  AM. 

Who  talk*  of  murder  ?  what  said  I  of  murder  ?— 
T  is  false !  I  did  not  utter  such  a  word. 
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LIOMl. 

Thou  didst  nol ;  but  from  out  thy  wolfish  eye. 

So  clianyed  from  what  I  knew  it,  there  i;ijix>s  forth 

The  tjl.idintor.     If  my  life  's  ihiiie  object, 

T.ike  il — I  am  unarm'd, — and  then  away! 

I  would  not  hold  my  breath  on  such  a  tenure 

As  the  capricious  mercy  of  such  ihiufj.s 

As  thou  and  those  who  have  set  thee  to  thy  task-work. 

DLRTRAM. 

Sooner  than  spill  thy  blood,  I  peril  mine; 
Sooner  than  harm  a  hair  of  thine,  1  place 
In  jeopardy  a  thousand  heads,  and  some 
As  noble,  nay,  even  nobler  than  thine  own. 

LIOXI. 

Ay,  is  it  even  so?     Excuse  me,  Dertram; 

I  am  not  worthy  to  be  siu(;led  out 

From  such  exalted  hecatombs.   Who  are  they 

That  arc  in  danger,  and  that  make  the  daujjer? 

ISF.RTnAM. 

Venice,  and  all  that  she  inherits,  arc 

Divided  like  a  house  against  itself. 

And  so  will  perish  ere  to-morrow's  twilight  I 

LIOXI. 

3Iore  mysteries,  and  awful  ones!     But  now. 

Or  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  it  may  be,  are 

Upon  the  vcrye  of  ruin;  s()eak  once  out, 

And  thou  art  safe  and  (jlorious;  for  't  is  more 

Glorious  to  save  than  slay,  and  sl.iy  i'  the  dark  too. 

Fie,  Bertram  I  that  was  not  a  craft  for  ihcc! 

How  would  it  look  to  see  upon  a  spear 

The  head  of  him  whose  heart  was  open  to  thee, 

Borne  by  thy  hand  before  the  shudderin;;  ]>eoplc  .' 

And  such  may  be  my  doom;  for  here  I  swear, 

Wliateer  the  peril  or  the  penalty 

Of  thy  denunciation,  I  jto  forth, 

I'uless  thou  dost  detail  the  cause,  ami  show 

The  consequence  of  all  ^hich  led  thee  heix-1 

IIERTRVM. 

Is  there  no  way  to  sa>c  thee?  minutes  fly. 
And  thou  art  lost!   tlwn!  my  sole  benefactor, 
The  only  bein(;  who  was  constant  to  nic 
Through  every  change.    Yet,  make  uic  not  a  traitoi  ! 
Let  me  save  thee — but  spare  my  honour ! 

LIO.MI. 

"NVIure 
Can  lie  the  honour  in  a  league  of  murder? 
And  who  are  traitors  save  unto  the  state? 

BKRTRVM. 

A  league  is  still  a  compact,  and  more  binding 

In  honest  hearts  when  words  must  stand  for  lawi 

And,  in  my  mind,  there  is  no  traitor  like 

lie  Tthose  domestic  treason  plants  the  poniard 

Within  the  bn-ast  which  trusted  to  his  truth. 

MOM. 

And  who  will  strike  tlu>  steel  to  mine? 

DLKIUAM. 

Not  \; 

j    I  could  have  wound  my  soid  ii])  to  all  ti>ing^ 
t    S;ivc  this.      Thon  must  not  dif !  ami  think  how  dear 
Tiiv  life  is,  when  I  risk  so  many  livi's. 
Nay,  more,  the  life  of  lives,  the  liberty 
Of  future  generations,  not  to  be 
riie  assassin  thou  miscall'st  me; — ome,  once  more 
I  do  adjure  thee,  pass  not  o'er  thy  threshold! 

MOM. 

It  is  ui  >ain  —  thi>  moment  I  go  foi  tli 


DKRTnAM. 

Tlun  perish  Venice  rather  than  my  friend  ! 
I  will  disclose — ensnare — betray — destroy — 
Oh,  what  a  villain  1  become  for  thee! 

LIO.M. 

Say  rather,  thy  friend's  saviour  and  the  state's'  — 
Sprak  —  pause  not — all  rewards,  all  yiedges  for 
Tliy  safrly  and  thy  welfare;   wealth  sueh  as 
The  state  aecorils  her  worthiest  servants;  nav, 
Nobility  itself  I  guarantee  th«'e. 
So  that  thou  art  sincere  and  penitent. 

RKHrilAM. 

I  have  thought  again:  it  must  not  be — I  love  llue — 
Thou  knowest  il — that  I  stand  here  is  the  proof. 
Not  least  though  last;   but,  having  done  my  duty 
By  thee,  I  now  must  do  it  bv  my  country! 
Karewell  I — we  meet  no  more  in  life  I — farewell ! 

MUM. 

Whit,  ho!  Antonio — I'edro — to  the  door! 

Sre  that  none  pass — arrest  this  man! 

L'jittT  Amonio,  and  oVier  armed  Domestics,  v.ho  seae 

Bf KIRAM. 

mom  [contintics). 

Take  care 
He  hath  no  harm;   bring  me  my  sword  and  cloak. 
kiul  man  the  gondola  with  four  oars— quick — 

[Exit  Ajito.mo. 
V»'e  will  unto  (liovanui  (lra«lenigo"s, 
And  send  for  Marc  (lornaro: — Fear  not,  Bertram; 
This  needful  violence  is  for  thv  safety, 
No  Irvs  than  for  the  general  weal. 

iiLKrn\M. 

Where  wouldst  thou 
Hear  me  a  prisoner? 

MOM. 

Firstly,  to  «  theTcn;*' 


Next  to  the  Doge. 


HER  I  r.  VM. 
To  the  l)o(;e? 
Mo.M. 


Assuredly, 


Is  he  not  chief  of  the  state? 

tiEKIR  \M. 

iVrhaps  at  sunrise  — 

I.IOM. 

What  niran  you? — but  vvi-  il  know  anon, 

KinrRA.M. 

Art  sure  ' 

MOM. 

Sure  as  all  gentle  means  cm  make;  and  if 
I'liey  fail,  you  know   «»  the  Ten  >•  and  thiir  tribunal, 
•Niid  tii.it  Saint  Mark's  has  dungeons,  and  the  dungeon^ 
A  raik. 

BLIII  R  \M. 

Ap]ilv  to  it  before  ilu-  ilawn 
Now  li.ist*  ning  into  he;(\en.  —  One  more  such  won!. 
And  yon  shall  perish  piecemeal,  Ity  the  death 
Ye  think  to  duuin  to  me. 

^c-cnfer  .\>tomo. 
AMOMO. 

I  he  bark  is  ready. 
My  loril,  an«l  all  prepared. 

MOXI. 

Look  to  the  prisoner 
r.crdani,  I   11  reason  with  tluc  as  we  go 
|o  il)'-  Magnifico's.  s.igi-  C.r.ideingo.  [/  \,nnt 
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SCENE  II. 

The  Ducal  Palace — the  Doge's  Apartment. 

T%e  DocB  and  his  Nephew  BitTVccio  Faliibo. 

DOGI. 

Are  all  the  people  of  our  bouse  in  masrer  ? 

BBtTVCCIO  rALIEBO. 

Tatf  are  array  d,  and  caper  for  the  signal, 
^'itlitn  our  palace  precincts  at  San  Polo.^ 
I  cuaae  for  jour  last  orders. 

OOOB. 

It  bad  been 
A<^  well  had  there  been  time  to  liave  (;ot  together 
From  my  own  fief,  Val  di  Marino,  more 
<.>!  (Mu-  retainers — but  it  is  too  late. 

BEBTL'CCIO  FALIKBO. 

Mctliinks,  my  lord,  't  is  better  aa  it  is; 

A  «.udden  (veiling  of  our  retinue 

H  id  waked  suspicion ;  aad,  though  fierce  and  traitty, 

The  Tarsals  of  that  district  are  loo  rude 

Aivd  quick  io  quarrel  to  have  long  maintain'd 

The  ^>ecret  discipline  we  need  for  such 

A  service,  till  our  foes  are  dealt  upon. 

DOCK. 

True;  but  when  once  the  signal  has  been  given. 

These  are  the  men  for  such  an  enterprise : 

Thfsf  city  slaves  have  all  their  private  bia% 

Tlietr  prejudice  against  or  for  this  noble, 

V>  liich  may  induce  them  to  o'erdo  or  spare 

Wture  mercy  may  be  madness;  the  tierce  peasants, 

Vrfs  of  my  county  of  Val  di  Marino, 

Would  do  the  bidding  of  their  lord  without 

DiMioguiihing  for  love  or  hate  his  foc«; 

Alike  to  them  Marcello  or  Comaro, 

A  Gradenigo  or  a  Foscari ; 

Tliey  arc  not  used  to  start  at  those  vain  name^, 

>or  bow  the  knee  before  a  civic  senate : 

A  chief  in  armour  is  ibeir  suzerain. 

And  not  a  thing  in  rolies. 

BKBTUCCIO  FALIISO. 

We  are  enough; 
And  for  the  dispositions  of  our  clients 
Against  the  senate  I  will  answer. 

DOCK. 

Well, 
The  die  is  thrown ;  but  for  a  warlike  service, 
I^^ine  in  the  field,  commend  me  to  my  peasants; 
Thi>y  made  the  sun  shine  through  the  liost  of  Iiun<t 
VVlicn  sallow  burghers  slunk  back  to  tlieir  tenis. 
And  cower'd  to  hear  their  own  victorious  trumpet. 
If  there  be  small  resistance,  you  will  Knd 
Tlicrse  citiiens  all  lions,  like  their  standard; 
Cut  if  there  's  much  to  do,  you  'II  wish  with  m« 
A  band  of  iron  rustics  at  our  backs. 

BBBTUCCIO  FALIERO. 

Tlius  thinking,  I  must  marvel  you  resolved 
To  strike  the  blow  so  suddenly. 

DOGE. 

Such  blows 
Must  be  struck  suddenly  or  never.  When 
I  had  o'ermaster'd  the  weak  false  remorse 
Which  yeam'd  about  my  heart,  too  fondly  yielding 
A  moment  to  the  feelings  of  old  days, 
1  wa«  most  fain  io  strike;  and,  firstly,  that 
I  might  not  yield  again  to  such  emotions; 
And,  secondly,  becauM:  of  all  these  men. 


Save  Israel  and  Philip  Calendaro, 

I  knew  not  well  the  courage  or  the  foilh : 

To-day  might  find  mongst  them  a  traitor  to  us, 

A«  yesterday  a  thousand  to  the  senate; 

Dul  once  in.  with  their  hilts  hot  ua  their  hands, 

They  must  on  for  their  own  sakes;  one  stroke  struck, 

And  the  mere  instinct  of  the  first'bom  (^in, 

Which  ever  lurks  somewtiere  in  human  hearts. 

Though  circumstance  may  keep  it  in  abeyance, 

Will  urge  the  rest  on  like  to  wolves;  the  sight 

Of  blood  to  crowds  begets  the  thirst  of  more. 

As  the  first  wiue-cup  Irads  to  the  long  revel: 

And  you  will  find  a  harder  task  to  quell 

Than  urge  them  when  they  have  commenced;  but  tiU 

That  moment,  a  mere  voice,  a  straw,  a  shadow, 

Are  capable  of  turning  tliem  aside. — 

How  goes  the  night  1 

BEBTL'CCIO  r«LIBBO. 

Almost  upon  the  dawo. 

DOGE. 

Then  it  is  time  to  strike  upon  the  bell. 
Are  the  men  posted  ? 

BEBTUCCIO  FALIERO. 

By  this  time  they  are ; 
Dut  they  have  orders  not  to  strike,  until 
They  ha%e  command  from  you  through  me  in  person. 

DOGE. 

T  is  well. — Will  the  mom  never  put  to  rest 

These  stars  which  twinkle  yet  o'er  all  the  heavens? 

1  am  settled  and  bound  up,  and  being  so, 

The  very  effort  which  it  co»ii  ine  Io 

Ri'solve  to  cleanse  this  common vtealih  «ith  fire 

Now  leases  my  mind  more  slwitly.  I  lin><*  >»ej>t. 

And  trembled  at  the  ihouf^ht  of  (his  (hr.id  ititly; 

Rut  now  I  have  put  dovtn  all  idle  passion, 

And  look  the  growing  tempest  in  ihe  face. 

As  doth  the  pilot  of  an  admiral  galley  . 

Yet  (v(oulli^t  thou  think  it,  kinsman')  it  hath  bceu 

.\  greater  strii(^gle  to  me,  than  when  nations 

beheld  thi>ir  fate  merged  in  the  approaching  fight. 

Where  I  was  leader  of  a  phalanx,  where 

Thousands  were  sure  to  perish.    Yes,  to  spill 

The  rank  polluted  current  from  the  veins 

Of  a  few  bloated  despots  needed  more 

To  stcrl  me  to  a  purpose  such  as  made 

Timoleuu  immortal,  than  to  face 

The  toils  and  dan(;rrs  of  a  life  of  war. 

BERTl'CCIU  rALIEBO. 

It  gladdens  me  to  see  your  former  vi»dom 
Subdue  the  furies  which  so  wrung  you  ero 
Yuu  were  decided. 

DOGE. 

It  was  ever  thus 
With  me;  tlie  hour  of  agitation  came 
lu  the  first  glimmerings  of  a  purpose,  when 
I\ivsiou  had  too  much  room  to  sway;  but  in 
The  hour  of  action  I  liave  stood  as  calm 
As  were  the  dead  who  lay  around  me  :  this 
They  knew  who  made  me  wlut  I  am,  and  trusted 
To  the  subduing  power  which  I  preserved 
Over  my  mood,  vkhen  its  first  burst  was  spent. 
Rut  thry  were  not  amarc  that  there  arc  things 
Which  make  revenge  a  virtue  by  reflection. 
And  not  an  impulse  of  mere  anger  :  though 
The  laws  sleep,  justice  wakes,  and  injured  souls 
Oft  ilo  a  public  right  with  pri\ate  vrong. 
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And  justify  iJieir  dectis  unto  themselves. — 
Metliiiiks  ilie  day  brcnks — is  it  not  so?  look, 
Thine  eyc>  nrc  clear  vith  youth ;  the  air  puts  on 
A  mornicnj  freshness,  and,  at  least  to  me, 
The  sea  looks  (jreyer  through  the  lattice. 

BXRTUCCIO  rALIERO. 

True, 
The  mora  is  dappling;  in  the  sky. 

UUGK. 

Away,  then! 
See  that  they  strike  without  delay,  and  with 
The  lirj,l  loll  from  St  Blark's,  march  on  the  palace 
With  all  our  house's  strenjjth ;  here  J  will  meet  you. 
The  Sixteen  and  their  companies  will  move 
In  separate  colunin<i  at  the  !>elf-s<')me  moment. 
lie  sure  you  post  yourself  by  the  tjreai  (;ate; 
I  would  not  trust  «The  Tenw  except  to  us. 
The  rest,  the  rabble  of  patricians,  may 
(Hut  the  more  careless  swords  of  those  lcaj;ued  with  us. 
llemrmbcr  that  the  cry  is  still  « Saint  Mark  ! 
The  Genoese  are  come — iiol  to  the  rescue! 
Saint  Mark  anil  liberiyl" — Now — now  to  action! 

lifcATUCCrO  KALItKO. 

Farewell  then,  noble  uncle!  we  will  meet 
In  freedom  and  true  sovereignly,  or  never! 

I  ItObK. 

j    (iCirne  hither,  my  nerlnecio — one  embrice — 
Sj)(<(l,  for  the  day  (jrows  broiidcr.    Send  me  soon 
\  niessen^jer  to  tell  me  how  all  j;<>c> 
When  you  rejoin  our  troops,  and  then  sound — souiul 
The  storm-bell  from  Saint  Mark's! 

[Exit  UkKTUCCio  Falikho. 

DOGK  [solus). 

lie  is  yonc, 
.\nd  on  each  footstep  moves  a  life. — T  is  done. 
Now  the  destroying  anpcl  hovers  o'er 
\  euicc,  and  pauses  ere  he  pours  the  vial, 
Even  as  the  eayle  overlooks  his  prey. 
And  for  a  moment  poised  in  middle  air, 
Suspends  the  motion  of  his  mi|',hty  wings, 
I  lien  swoops  with  his  unerring;  beak.  —  Ihou,  day! 
riiat  slowly  walk  St  the  waters!  njarrli — march  on — 
I  woidil  not  smite  i   the  d.irk,  bnt  rather  see 
Til. It  no  stroke  errs.   And  yrm,  \e  bhic  se.i-wavcs! 
1  h.ive  seen  M»n  dyed  ere  now,  and  deeply  too, 
With  (icuoese,  Saracen,  and  llunnish  gore, 
V.hde  that  of  Venice  llowd  too,  but  victorious. 
Now  thou  must  wear  an  unmix'd  erinison;  no 
Harbaric  blood  can  reconcile  us  now 
Unto  that  horrible  incarnadine, 
liUl  friend  or  foe  will  roll  in  ci\ic  slaughter. 
.\nd  have  I  li\ed  to  fourscore  years  for  this! 
I,  who  was  named  preserver  of  the  city? 
I,  at  whose  name  tlie  million's  caps  were  Unrig 
Inl(t  the  air,  and  cries  from  tens  of  thonsands 
liuse  lip,  imploring  lleasen  to  send  nie  blessings, 
.\nd  fame  aiul  length  of  days — to  see  thii  day? 
but  this  day,  black  within  the  calendar, 
.Shall  be  succeeded  by  a  bright  milleniiinm. 
hoge  Dandoln  survived  lo  ninety  summers, 
To  \anqnisli  empires  and  refiisp  their  cr«»wn  ; 
1  will  resign  a  crown,  and  m.ike  the  state 
Ill-new  its  hvedoin  —  but  cdil  by  wli.it  means' 
'l"lir  noljlf  Olid  must  iiislifv  llieni.    Wli.it 
Are  a  few  drops  of  hnni.in  blood  '  l  i-,  false. 
The  Idood  of  lyiMiiis  is  not  hiin.ia;  thfy. 


bike  to  inearnate  Molochs,  feed  on  ours, 

Until   l  is  lime  to  give  them  to  the  tombs 

Which  they  have  made  so  popidous. — Oh  world* 

Oh  men!  what  are  ye,  and  our  best  designs. 

That  we  must  work  by  crime  to  punish  crime ' 

And  slay  as  if  Death  had  but  this  one  gate. 

When  a  few  years  would  make  the  sword  supeilluou-> ' 

And  I,  upon  the  verge  of  the  unknown  realm, 

Yet  send  so  many  heralds  on  before  me? — 

I  mu»t  not  ponder  this. 

[.-/  pamc 
Hark!  was  there  nut 
A  murmur  as  of  distant  voices,  and 
The  tramp  «»f  feet  in  martial  unison? 
What  phantoms  even  of  sound  our  wishes  raise.* 
It  cannot  be— the  sijnal  hath  not  rung- 
Why  pauses  it?  My  nephew's  messenger 
Should  be  upon  his  way  to  me,  aud  he 
Himself  perhaps  «»ven  now  draws  grating  back 
Upon  its  ponderous  hinge  the  steep  lower  portal, 
Where  swings  the  sullen  huge  oracular  hell, 
Which  never  knells  but  for  a  princely  death, 
Ur  for  a  state  in  peril,  pealing  fortli 
Tremendous  bodcinenis;  let  it  do  its  oflU'c, 
.\nd  be  this  peal  its  awfulest  and  last. 
Sound  till  the  strong  tower  rock!— What,  mIcuI  ^u\[ 
I  would  go  fortli,  but  that  my  post  is  here, 
To  be  the  centre  of  re-union  to 
The  oft  discordant  elements  which  form 
Leagues  of  this  nature,  and  lo  keep  compact 
The  wavering  or  the  weak,  in  ca.se  of  conllict : 
lor  if  they  should  do  balilc,  't  will  be  here. 
Within  the  palace,  that  the  strife  will  thicken: 
Then  here  musl  be  my  station  as  becomes 
The  masler  nuiver. — Hark!  he  comes — he  comes. 
.My  ne|>hew,  brave  Uerluccios  messenger. — 
What  tidings?  Is  he  marching?  Hath  he  sped? — 
Tiny  here! — all  s  lost — yet  will  I  make  an  effort. 
Enter  a  SifiisoR  or  the  NiCiHT,^  wiUi  Gutirdi^  etc 

MO.>OR  OK  rilE   NIGHT. 

I)(»ge,  I  arrest  tli-.e  of  high  treason! 

UOGH. 

Mc! 

Thy  ]^riiice,  of  treason! — Who  are  they  that  <lar..* 
(^lo<ik  their  own  treason  undi  r  such  an  order? 

sio.NoR  or  Till.  .'Niuiii   '\hon'inij  his  ortitrr). 
lUliold  my  order  from  the  assembled  Ten. 

.\iul  where  ar^  they,  and  why  assembled?  no 
Such  coiiiK  ilean  be  lawful,  till  the  prince 
I'reside  lh«  re,  and  thai  duty  s  mine:  on  thine 
I  <liar;;e  thee,  give  me  way,  or  marshal  me 
I'd  the  council  chamber. 

SIliNOr.  OK  THE  NIGHT. 

Duke,  it  may  not  be 
.Nor  are  they  in  the  wonted  Hall  of  Council, 
but  sitting  in  tli"  conveiil  of  baiiit  Saviours 

nor.  K. 
Von  dare  to  disobey  me  thcn^ 

SI(i.M>R  OK  IMF  XICUT. 

I  serve 
The  state,  an<l  needs  must  serve  it  failhfnily 
Mv  warrant  is  the  will  of  ihosi-  who  rule  it. 

iHtr,  K. 
\nd  idl  iliat  warrant  has  my  signature 
I  is  illr^;  d  and,  as  rioie  .ippii'-d. 
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RrbrlB<Mis — Hast  ihoa  weifli'd  well  ihy  life's  vonli, 
TUii  ibus  yo«  dare  *mume  a  lavlrM  fiuietion  ? 

•ICHOB  or  TMK  MOBT. 

'  T  K  001  my  office  to  reply,  b«t  acl— 

'  f  tm  pliccd  here  as  guard  apoo  thy  penoOf 

'  AnJ  oot  as  jiM^e  to  hear  or  to  decide. 

I  DOCK  (ajuie). 

I  T  miKt  i^aia  time— So  that  the  storm-bell  soood, 

.  All  may  be  well  jet.— Kinsman,  speed— spaed— speed! 

'  (tor  fat<>  istrembUng  io  the  balance,  and 

',  Woe  to  Che  ▼anqaikh'd !  be  they  prince  and  people 

'  «>  slaves  and  seoate-r* 

[The  sreat  hell  of  St  Mark's  toUt. 
I  Lo !  it  sounds— it  tolU ! 

'  DOGS  {aloud). 

1  Hirk,  Si^or  of  the  ni(^t !  and  you,  ye  hirelings, 
.  ^Im  wir-ld  your  mercenary  sUves  io  fear, 
I  It  I.  ytHir  knell — Swell  on,  tbon  lu*ty  peal' 

X«v,  knaves,  what  ransom  for  your  lives? 
'  stcKot  or  TIB  Niaar. 

}      '  Confusion ! 

'  *nod  to  your  arms,  and  guard  the  door^-all  *s  lost 
i  r''ilrv«  tliat  fearful  bell  be  silenced  soon. 

Tb-  (.fticerbath  miss'd  his  path  or  purpose, 
,  ( H  met.  some  auforeseeo  and  hideous  obstacle. 
'   \Dw-lmo,  with  thy  company  proceed 
'  Straight  to  tfa«  tower;  the  rest  remain  with  me. 

[Exit  a  part  of  Uu  Guard. 
DOCB. 

'  Wretch !  if  thou  wouldst  have  thy  vile  life,  implore  it ; 

It  1^  not  now  a  lease  of  siity  seconds. 
'  At,  srod  thy  miserable  ruf  tidus  forili  ; 

Tbcy  Dcvcr  shall  return. 

SIOHOB  or  TBB  NI6BT. 

So  let  it  be ! 
;  Tlify  die  then  in  their  duty,  as  will  I. 
,  D06B. 

J  Fool:  the  high  eagle  flies  at  nobler  game 

Tban  diou  and  thy  base  myrmidons,— li^a  on, 
',  So  iJu>u  provokest  not  peril  by  resistance, 
[   And  Iram  (if  souls  sd  much  obscured  can  bear 
I  To  gJiic  upon  the  sunbeams)  lo  be  free. 

SIGNOB  or  TIB  NISHT. 

i   And  leam  thou  to  be  captive- U  hath  ceavd, 
I  [77ie  bell  ceates  to  toll. 

'  The  tfailorous  signal,  which  was  to  have  set 
'  The  bloodhound  mob  on  iheir  patrician  prey- 
I   The  knell  bath  mng,  but  it  is  not  the  senates! 
I  nooE  {after  a  pause). 

I   All's  silent,  and  all  s  lost! 
I  SI6NOB  or  TDK  Nicnr. 

I  Now,  Doge,  denounce  mc 

1   As  rebel  slave  of  a  revolted  council ! 
Ua%e  I  not  done  my  duty? 

DOCB. 

'  Peace,  thou  thing! 

I  Thou  hast  done  a  worthy  dectl,  and  carnd  the  price 

^  Of  blood,  and  they  who  ums  thrc  will  reward  thee. 

■  Bot  thou  wert  sent  to  watch,  and  not  to  pn\tc, 

I  A«  thou  said'st  even  now  :  then  do  thine  ofhcc, 

!  But  let  it  be  in  silence,  as  behoves  theo, 

I  Since,  tliough  thy  prisoner,  1  am  thy  prince. 

SIGMOB  or  TIB  NIGIT. 

'  I  did  not  mean  to  fail  in  the  respect 

I   Due  to  your  rank :  in  this  I  shall  obey  you. 

I 


DOCB  (an'c/tf). 
There  now  is  nodiing  left  me  save  to  die ; 
And  yet  how  near  success!  I  would  have  Imllen, 
And  proudly,  in  the  hour  of  triunqih,  b«t 
To  miss  it  thus ! 

fnCer  other  8i6iou  or  tib  Nig  it  vriA  BCmTVCci* 
Falibbo  prisoner. 

tBCONO  SIGNOa. 

We  took  him  in  the  act 
Of  issuing  from  the  tower,  where,  at  his  order. 
As  delegated  from  the  Doge,  the  signal 
Mad  thus  begun  to  sound. 

riBST  SICROB. 

Are  all  the  passes 

Which  lead  up  to  the  palace  well  secured  ? 

SBCOND  SICNOB. 

They  are — besides,  it  matters  not;  tlie  chiefs 
Are  all  in  chains,  and  some  even  now  on  trial — 
Their  followers  are  dispersed,  and  many  taken. 

BBBTDCCIO  riUBBO. 

Uncle ! 

DOCB. 

It  is  in  vain  to  war  with  Fortune ; 
The  glory  hath  departed  from  our  hoiue. 

BKBTUCCIO  rALlBBO. 

Who  would  luve  deem'd  it? — Ah !  one  moment  sooner! 

DOCB. 

That  moment  would  have  changed  the  face  of  ages; 
r/iii  gives  us  to  eternity.     We  'II  meet  ic 
As  men  whose  triumph  is  not  in  success, 
But  who  can  make  their  own  minds  all  in  all 
Equal  to  every  fortune.     Droop  not,  't  is 
But  a  brief  passage — I  would  go  alone; 
Yet  if  they  scud  us,  as  't  is  like,  together, 
liCt  us  go  worthy  of  our  sires  and  selves. 

BBSTl'CCIO  rALIEBO. 

I  shall  not  shame  you,  uncle. 

riBST  SIGROB. 

Lords,  our  orders 
Are  to  keep  guard  on  both  in  separate  chambers. 
Until  the  council  call  ye  to  your  trial. 

DOGE. 

Our  trial !  will  tliey  keep  their  mockery  up 

Kvcn  to  the  last  ?  but  let  them  deal  upon  us 

As  we  had  dealt  on  them,  but  with  less  pomp. 

T  is  but  a  game  of  mutual  homicides. 

Who  have  cast  lots  for  the  6rst  death,  and  they 

Have  won  with  false  dice.— Who  halh  been  our  Judas' 

riBST  SIGN  OB. 

I  am  not  warranted  to  answer  that. 

BKBTt'CClO  FALIEBO. 

I  '11  answer  for  thee — i  is  a  certain  Bertram, 
Even  now  deposing  to  the  secret  Giunta. 

POGE. 

Bertram,  the  Bcrg.imaskI  With  what  vile  tools 
We  operate  to  slay  or  fiavc!  This  creature, 
Black  with  a  double  treason,  now  will  earn 
Rewards  and  hooours,  and  be  stanipt  in  story 
With  the  gccse  in  the  Capitol,  which  gabbled 
Till  Rome  awoke,  and  had  an  annual  triumph. 
While  Maulius,  who  huri'd  down  the  Gauls,  was  cast 
From  the  Tarpeian. 

riBST  SIC!<IOR. 

He  aspired  to  treason, 
And  sought  to  rule  the  sute. 
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DOGE. 

He  saved  ihe  state. 
And  soufjilt  but  to  reform  vihai  he  re>ived. 
But  this  15  idle — Come,  sirs,  do  your  work. 

FIRST  MGNOR. 

Noble  Rerturcio,  vie  must  now  remove  you 
Into  an  inner  chainlier. 

BERTUCCIO  FALlEnO. 

Farewoll,  uncle  ! 
If  we  shall  meet  ayain  in  life  I  know  not. 
But  they  perliaps  will  let  our  ashes  minjjle. 

DOGE. 

Yes.  and  our  Rpirif;,  which  shall  yet  ^o  forth, 

And  do  what  our  fniil  clay,  tiius  cIo(;j;d,  hath  fiild  in! 

They  cannot  quench  the  memory  of  those 

Who  would  have  hurl'd  them  from  their  ijuilty  thrones, 

And  such  examples  will  find  heirs,  thou(;h  distant. 


ACT  V. 

SCENK  I. 

The.  Hall  of  the  Council  of  Ten  assctnbled  witli  the 
ndditional  Scuntori,  who,  on  tlic  Triali  of  the  Con- 
spirators for  Vie  Trerison  of  y\\nisu  I  Ai.ir.r.o,  comi- 
poicd  ii'hnt  WHS  called  the  Cinnta.  —  Guards,  Offi- 
cers, etc.,  etc. — Isrtvu.  I'.nuJ  LCU»  and  I'mr.ip  Cvlk>- 
T)KKO  as  Prisoners. — UnnTiiAM,  Lioxi,  and  Ifitncsscs, 
eU 

The  Chief  of  the  Ten,  Ben  i  NT  end  E. 

nENiNTENhr. 
There  now  rests,  after  such  conviction  of 
Tlicir  manifold  and  manifest  offciircs. 
But  to  pronounce  on  these  olnhirate  men 
The  sentence  of  the  l.iw  :  a  (jrievous  task 
To  those  who  hear  and  those  who  speak.  Alas-! 
That  it  should  fall  to  me,  and  that  my  days 
Of  office  should  he  stiijmalised  through  all 
The  v«Mrs  of  comin;;  tinir,  a>  heariny  ncord 
To  this  most  foul  and  eoniplic.Urd  treason 
A'Siiiist  a  iusi  and  five  y,\.\\r,  known  to  all 
Th«>  rarth  as  bciu})  llie  (Christian  bulwark  '{jaiust 
The  Saracen  anti  ili«'  srhisinatic  Creek, 
The  savai^e  Hun,  and  not  b  s-.  barbarous  Frank; 
A  citv  which  has  oji'ii'd  Hidias  wraith 
To  Europe;  the  last  Roman  rcfu(;i>  from 
Ocrwlulming  Attila;  the  ocean  s  cjueen  ; 
Proud  (lenoas  prouder  rival !      T  is  to  sap 
The  throne  of  such  a  city,  these  lost  men 
Have  riskd  and  forfeited  their  worthless  lives — 
So  let  them  die  the  death. 

ISRIEL   IJURTUCCIO. 

We  are  prep.ired  ; 
Your  racks  have  done  that  for  us.     Let  us  die. 

UKNi\ri  NnK. 
If  ye  have  that  to  say  which  wouUl  obt;Mn 
AlMternent  of  your  punishment,  the  (iiiinia 
Will  hear  you:  if  you  have  aui;ht  to  confess, 
Now  is  your  time  ;  ])erh.ips  it  may  aNail  ye. 

ISKVU.  BFRrrccio. 
We  stand  to  hear,  and  not  lo  s|»e  ik. 

nKM.MEVDE. 

Your  crimes 
Are  fully  pro>ed  by  your  accomplices. 
And  all  wbuh  cireuinstauie  can  adil  to  aid  them; 
Vel  we  >»ould  heir  from  your  own  lips  emnpleie 


Avowal  of  your  treason  :  on  ihe  verjje 
Of  tJiat  dread  f.ulf  which  none  repass,  the  truth 
Alone  can  profit  you  on  eartli  or  heaven — 
Say,  then,  what  was  your  motive? 

ISRAEL  BERTICCIO. 

Justice! 

UENINTENDE. 

What 
Your  object? 

ISRAEL  nERTL'CCIO. 

Freedom ! 

PLNINTESDE. 

You  are  brief,  sir. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

So  my  life  grov.t    I 
Was  bred  a  soldier,  not  a  senator. 

BE.MNTE>l*E. 

Perhaps  you  think  by  this  blunt  brevity 

To  brave  your  judjjes  to  postpone  the  sentence' 

ISRAEL  iiv.RTrcrn). 
Do  you  be  lirief  as  I  am,  and,  believe  me, 
I  shall  prefer  that  mercy  to  your  pardou. 

r.EMNTENHE. 

Is  this  your  sole  repiv  to  the  tribunal  ? 

isR\FL  nr.r.i  i  i:cio. 
i'lO,  ask  your  racks  what  they  have  wrung  from  n«. 
Or  place  us  llure  a{;ain  ;  we  have  still  some  blood  b  fi. 
And  some  s|i(jlii  sense  of  |)aln  in  tbe>e  wrencli'd  lin>Ii> 
But  this  ye  d.ire  not  do;  for  if  we  «lie  there — 
And  you  ha\e  left  us  little  life  to  spend 
Tpon  vour  eiij;iiies.  porj^ed  witii  pan[;s  already — 
Ye  lose  the  public  spectacle  villi  which 
You  would  appal  your  slaves  to  further  slavery  ' 
('•roans  are  not  words,  nor  a (joiiy  assent. 
Nor  :ifhrinati«)n  truth,  if  nature  s  sense 
Should  overcome  the  soul  into  a  lie. 
Tor  a  short  respite — .Musi  we  bear  or  die? 

r.KMNTEM)E. 

.S.iy,  who  were  your  ;iccoinpliees^ 

ISKAFL   i;tRTi;CCm. 

The  senate ! 

l5tMNTENnr. 

What  <lo  von  mean? 

ISHAFI.  BFRTl  CCIO. 

Ask  «)f  the  suffering  people. 
Whom  your  patrician  crimes  have  driven  lo  crime. 

Bt.MNTEXDE. 

You  know  the  Do(;e? 

isn\EL  nrnrirccio. 

I  sersed  with  him  at  Zara 
In  the  field,  when  you  were  pleadiuj;  here  your  A%a> 
lo  present  fifliee;  we  exposed  our  lives, 
\N  bile  \on  but  ha/.uiled  the  lives  of  others, 
,\like  by  ;ieeus.itiou  or  defence: 
Anil,  for  the  rest,  ;ill  N'enice  knows  her  Doj^e, 
'rin-onj;,b  his  [jr<at  aeiious,  and  the  senate's  itisults' 

I1KM.>  rKNt>E. 

You  h.'iv<'  hell!  coiiferenee  with  liim? 

isrs  VtL   IlKRTLCt.lO. 

I  am  wearv— 

V.\rn  wearier  of  your  qtie«-tions  than  your  tortures 
I  pr.iy  \ou  |).iss  lo  jud{;ment. 

BK.MMF.NnE. 

It  is  cominp. — 
Anii  \ou,  too.  Philip  C.ileiHJ.iro  ,  what 
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IIj«(>  Toulo  »ay  why  you  should  not  be  dooni'd? 

CALSNDAIO. 

T  orver  was  a  mao  of  auiny  words. 

And  now  have  few  left  worth  tlir  utterance. 

BINI<«TKt|DK. 

A  further  applicaiioa  of  you  engiiw 
Xjy  change  your  tone. 

CALKNOAIO. 

Mo«t  true,  it  will  do  m>  : 
A  former  application  did  so :  hut 
h  vUl  not  chauge  my  wonlt,  or  if  it  did 

BBtMrilDI. 

What  then  ? 

CALKMDIBO. 

Will  my  avowal  on  ynn  rark 
Suod  good  in  law? 

■BlIINTEIDB. 

Adcurrdly- 

CALI1P4BO. 

Who*-  ei 
Tlie  culprit  be  ti  bom  I  accu«e  of  trci.son .' 

Without  doubt  he  «ill  be  brou^^ltt  up  lo  tri;il. 

CALfc^UARO. 

And  on  thi^  te%limony  ^ould  Up  prrish* 

So  Tour  confrsftion  be  detail  d  .ind  full, 
iie  will  ftlaod  here  in  peril  of  his  life. 

CALK?IDAttO. 

TbcD  look  well  lo  thy  proud  self,  Prc«>i(leni ! 
Fur  by  the  eternity  which  yawn«  Lcfure  mo. 
I  swear  that  thou,  ^ad  only  thou,  fth.ilt  he 
The  traitor  I  denouuce  upon  that  rark. 
If  I  be  ktretch'd  there  for  the  «>econd  time. 

0!fB   or   THB    CIl'lTA. 

Lord  Pretidenr,  't  were  lM*st  prorcnl  to  jii<I;',ineut; 
There  is  no  more  to  be  dra«u  from  these  men. 

BBXiifm.nuB. 
Unhappy  men  !  prepare  fur  instant  death. 
The  nature  of  your  crime — our  law — and  peril 
Th«>  state  now  stand*  in,  leave  not  an  hoiir'<i  respite. 
Guards!  lead  them  forth,  and  upon  the  hairouy 
Of  the  red  columns,  where,  ou  festal  Thurs«ljy,^ 
The  I>oge  stamU  to  behold  the  rh.i^e  of  buiU, 
Let  them  be  justihed;  and  leave  eKpo<»cd 
Their  wavering  relics  in  the  place  of  jud^^mcnt, 
To  the  full  tiew  of  the  assembled  people ! 
And  lleaven  have  mercy  on  their  souls! 

THB    GIL'aTA. 

Amen! 

ISBARL  BF.RTVCC10. 

Signors,  farewell!  we  shall  not  all  a(^ain 
Meet  in  one  place. 

BENIifTE.'tnE. 

And,  le&t  they  should  essay 
To  stir  up  the  di»tracted  multitude — 
Guards!  let  their  mouths  be  ga(;(;'d,7  even  in  the  act 
Of  execution. — Lead  them  hence ! 

CALEMDABO. 

What!  must  we 
Not  even  say  farewell  to  some  fond  friend. 
Nor  leave  a  last  word  with  our  coufessor? 

BE.flTITBIDB. 

A  prirtt  is  wailing  in  the  antechamber; 

But,  for  your  friends,  such  interviews  would  l>e 

Painful  to  them,  aud  u»cie&!»  all  to  you. 


CALC!10AaO. 

I  knew  that  we  were  cu(;i;'d  in  Ufc;  at  least. 
Ail  those  mho  had  not  heart  to  risk  their  lives 
Tpon  their  opeu  thou(;ht<»;  but  stdl  I  deem'd 
That  in  the  last  fe«  munieiits,  the  same  idle 
Freriluin  of  «|M'ecii  acrorilotl  to  the  dying, 
Would  not  now  be  denied  to  us;  but  since —  — 

lSR4kL  BEBTL'CCIO. 

F^en  let  them  have  thiir  «av,  brave  Caleudoro! 

What  matter  a  few  syllables?  let '«  die 

Witiinui  the  sli|;litest  show  of  favour  from  them. 

So  shall  our  blou<l  more  readily  arise 

To  iieaven  a;;aiiist  them,  and  more  testify 

To  their  atroeiii(>4,  than  eon  Id  a  volume 

i  Spoken  nr  virilten  of  our  dyiii;;  woriU! 

I  riiry  tremble  .it  our  voites — nay,  they  dread 
Our  very  siieure — let  tliein  live  in  fear! 
Leave  dim  unto  their  lhou(;lils,  and  let  us  oow 
Address  our  own  above! — Le.id  on;  we  are  ready. 

CtLSXDABO. 

Israel,  h.xist  tlioii  but  liearkeu'd  unto  me. 

It  had  not  now  bren  thus;   and  von  pale  villain, 

Ihe  rovk.ird  Uertiain,  vivould 

IsRVLL  ■EBTI  C<:iO. 

Peace,  Caiendaro! 
What  brook»  it  now  to  ponder  upon  lhi«  ? 

BERfRAU. 

Alas!  I  fain  you  died  in  peare  with  me: 
I  did  not  seek  this  task ;  't  was  fori'ed  upon  me. 
Say.  you  for|;ive  me,  though  I  never  can 
hctrieve  my  own  forgiveness — frown  not  thu«! 

I^RAiX   BURTUCCIO. 

I  die  and  panloii  thee' 

CtLKNDARo  {tpittint)  nt  him). 

I  die  and  scorn  thee  ! 
[Exeunt  Israel  Blkticcio  and  Philip  (jale^- 
iivRO.  Gunrdiy  etc. 
DE.ii.'viEniii:. 
Now  that  these  criminaU  have  been  disposed  of, 
T  ii  lime  that  we  proceed  lo  pass  our  M^ntenee 
I'pou  the  greatest  traitor  upon  record 
In  any  annals,  the  Doge  Faliero  I 
The  proofs  and  pruce»s  are  eomplete;  the  time 
And  crime  re(|uire  a  quick  procedure.  Sliall 
lie  imw  Im'  call  d  in  to  receive  the  avani ! 

THE  Gir^TA. 

Ay.  ay. 

RL^i^TFUnS. 

Avogadori,  order  that  the  Doge 
Be  bronchi  !>efore  the  council. 

OMR  or  THE  GItJNTA. 

And  the  rest. 
When  shall  they  be  bioughl  up? 

BKISIITBIVOB. 

When  all  the  cliirfx 
Have  been  disposed  of.     Some  have  tied  to  (^hioiia  : 
But  there  are  thousands  in  pursuit  of  ihein, 
And  such  precaution  ta'en  on  terra  firma. 
As  well  as  iu  the  inlands,  that  we  hope 
None  wUl  escape  to  uiler  iu  strange  lands 
llis  lil>elluus  tale  of  treasons  gaiu&t  ihe  senate. 

Enter  the  DoGK  as  Prisoner,  with  Guards^  etc.,  etc. 

BBNINTE.IDB. 

Doge — for  such  still  you  are,  aud  by  the  lav 
I  Must  be  considered,  till  the  hour  «hall  come 
When  you  must  doff  the  ducal  bonnet  from 

Si 
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Thai  head,  vhich  could  not  wear  a  crown  more  noble 

Than  empires  can  confer  in  quiet  honour, 

But  it  must  plot  to  overthrow  your  peers, 

Who  made  you  what  you  are,  and  quench  in  blood 

A  ciiv  s  ylory — we  have  laid  already 

licforc  you  in  your  chamber  at  full  ien(;th, 

By  (he  Avo^jadori,  all  the  proofs 

Which  have  appear'd  a(jainst  you;  and  more  ample 

Necr  rcar'd  their  sanguinjiry  shadows  to 

Confront  a  irailor.     \Vhat  have  you  to  say 

In  your  defence  ? 

DOGE. 

What  shall  I  say  to  ye, 
Since  my  defence  must  be  your  condemnation  ? 
You  arc  at  once  offenders  and  accusers. 
Judges  and  executioners  I — Proceed 
Upon  your  power. 

BEWINTENDK. 

Your  chief  accomplices 
Having  confess'd,  there  is  no  hope  for  you. 

DOGE. 

Aud  who  be  they? 

BENINTENDE. 

In  number  many;  but 
The  first  now  stands  before  you  in  the  court, 
Heriram,  of  Bergamo  :  would  you  question  him? 

DOGE  {looking  at  him  contemptuously). 
No. 

BKKI^rTENDE. 

And  two  others,  Israel  Bcrtuccio, 
And  Phihp  (Jfilcndaro,  have  admitted 
Their  fellowship  in  treason  with  the  Doge! 

DOGE. 

And  where  are  they? 

BENINTE^fDB. 

Gone  to  their  place,  and  now 
Answering  to  Heaven  for  what  they  did  on  earth. 

DOGE. 

Ah!  the  plebeian  Brutus,  is  he  gone? 
Aud  the  quick  Cassius  of  the  arsenal? — 
How  did  they  meet  their  doom? 

BENINT£NDE. 

Think  of  your  own; 
It  is  approaching.     You  decline  to  plead,  then  ? 

DOGE. 

f  cannot  plead  to  my  inferiors,  nor 

Can  recognise  your  legal  power  to  try  me  : 

Show  me  the  law  I 

BENINTCrrDE. 

On  great  emergencies. 
The  law  must  be  remodell'd  or  amended  : 
Our  faihers  had  not  (ix'd  the  punishment 
Of  such  a  crime,  as  on  the  old  Roman  tables 
The  s<'Ulcncc  against  parricide  was  left 
In  pure  forgclfuhipss  ;  they  could  not  reudtr 
That  penal,  which  had  neither  name  nor  thought 
In  their  great  bosoms :  who  would  have  foreseen 
Tlial  nature  could  be  filed  lo  such  a  crime 
As  sons  gainst  sires,  and  princes  'gainst  their  realms  ? 
Your  sin  hath  made  us  make  a  law  which  will 
Become  a  precedent  'gamsi  such  haught  traitors, 
As  would  with  treason  mount  to  tyranny; 
Not  even  contented  with  a  sceptre,  till 
They  can  convert  it  to  a  two-edged  sword. 
W.is  not  the  place  of  Doge  sufficient  for  ye? 
What 's  nobler  than  the  signory  of  Venice? 


doi:b. 
The  signory  of  Venice !     You  belray'd  me — 
VoH — you,  who  sit  there,  traitors  as  yc  are ! 
From  my  equality  with  you  in  birth, 
And  my  superiority  in  action. 
You  drew  me  from  my  honourable  toils 
lu  distant  lands — on  Mood — in  field — in  cities — 
Von  suigled  me  out  like  a  victim  to 
Stand  crown'd,  but  bound  and  helpless,  at  the  altar 
Where  you  alone  could  minister.     I  knew  not — 
I  sought  not — wish'd  not — dream'd  not  the  election. 
Which  rcach'd  me  first  at  Rome,  and  I  obeyd; 
Rut  found  on  mv  arrival,  that  besides 
The  jealous  vigilance  which  alw.iys  led  vou 
To  mock  and  mar  your  sovereign's  best  iutenU, 
You  had,  even  in  the  interregnum  of 
-My  journey  to  the  cnpiin!,  curiail'd 
And  mutilated  the  few  privileges 
Yet  left  the  duke:  all  this  I  bore,  and  would 
Have  borne,  until  my  very  hearth  was  staiu'd 
By  the  pollution  of  your  ribaldry, 
And  he,  the  ribald,  whom  I  sec  amongst  you — 

Fit  judge  in  such  tribunal ! 

BE.NINTENDE  {interrupting  him). 

31ichcl  Steno 
Is  here  in  virtue  of  his  office,  as 
One  of  the  Forty.  «  The  Ten>»  having  craved 
A  Giunta  of  patricians  from  the  senate 
To  aid  our  judgment  in  a  trial  arduous 
And  novel  as  the  present,  he  was  set 
Free  from  the  penalty  pronounced  upon  him. 
Because  (he  Doge,  who  should  protect  the  law, 
Seeking  lo  abrogate  all  law,  can  claim 
No  punishmeut  of  others  by  the  statutes 
Which  he  himself  denies  and  violates! 

DOGE. 

His  plnishmemt!  I  rather  see  him  tliere, 

Where  he  now  sits,  to  glut  him  with  my  death, 

Than  in  the  mockery  of  castigalion. 

Which  your  foul,  outward,  juggling  show  of  justice 

Decreed  as,-.entence  !     Base  as  was  his  crime, 

T  was  purity  compared  with  your  protection. 

BENINTENDE. 

And  can  it  be,  that  the  great  Doge  of  Venice, 
With  three  parts  of  a  century  of  years 
And  honours  on  his  head,  could  thus  allow 
His  fury,  like  an  angry  boy's,  to  master 
All  feeling,  wisdom,  faith,  and  fear,  on  6ucli 
A  provocation  as  a  young  man's  petulance? 

DOGE. 

A  <park  creates  the  (lame;  't  is  the  last  drop 
Which  makes  the  cup  run  o'er,  and  mine  was  full 
Already:  you  oppress'd  the  prince  and  people; 
I  would  have  freed  both,  and  have  fail'd  in  both: 
The  price  of  such  success  would  have  been  glory, 
Vengeance,  and  victor^',  and  such  a  name 
As  would  have  made  Venetian  history 
Rival  to  tliat  of  Greece  and  Syracuse 
When  ihty  were  freed  and  ilourish'd  ages  after. 
And  mine  to  Gelon  and  to  Thrasybulus: 
F.iiling,  I  know  the  penalty  of  failure 
Is  present  infamy  and  death — the  future 
Will  judge,  when  Venice  is  no  more,  or  free; 
Till  tiien,  the  (ruth  is  in  abeyance.     Pause  not; 
I  would  have  shown  no  mercy,  and  I  seek  none  • 
My  life  was  staked  upon  a  mighty  hazard, 
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And  being  lost,  uke  vbat  I  voald  have  Uken! 
I  voold  baTe  Mood  alone  amidst  your  tomb* : 
>ow  you  may  flock  rouod  mine,  aod  trampla  on  it. 
As  yo«&  have  done  npon  my  heart  while  IWing . 

■SHIRTIRDI. 

Too  do  ooofna  then,  and  admit  Ibe  justice 
Of  oor  tiibonalt 


I 


I 


I 


I 


I 


ALL. 


Doai. 
I  confess  to  have  fnil'd ; 
Fortone  ia  female ;  from  my  youth  her  favours 
Were  not  'withheld :  tlie  f  jult  was  mine  to  hope 
Her  former  smiles  a^ain  at  this  lale  hour. 

aiMIRTtNOK. 

Yoa  do  not  then  in  aogbt  arraign  onr  equity? 

aoGi. 
5oble  Venetians !  stir  me  not  with  questions, 
{  am  resign'd  to  the  worst ;  but  in  me  siiU 
Have  sooaetbing  of  the  blood  of  brighter  days. 
And  am  not  over-patienL    Pray  you,  spare  me 
Kartber  interrogation,  which  boots  nothing 
except  io  turn  a  trial  to  debate. 
1  »ball  bat  answer  that  which  will  offend  you. 
And  please  yoar  enrmi«*-~a  host  already. 
'T  ts  Iroe,  these  sullen  walls  should  yield  no  echo  $ 
Bttf  walls  bave  ears — nay,  more,  they  have  tongues ; 

and  if 
There  were  no  other  way  for  imth  to  o'erlcap  them. 
You  who  condemn  me,  yon  who  fear  and  slay  me. 
Yet  conld  not  bear  in  silence  to  your  graves 
What  yon  would  hear  from  me  of  good  or  evil ; 
The  secret  were  too  mighty  for  your  souls : 
Then  let  it  sleep  in  mine*  unless  you  court 
A  danger  which  would  double  that  you  escape. 
Sach  my  defence  would  be,  had  I  full  scope 
To  make  it  famous ;  for  true  ivor^i  are  tkingt. 
And  dying  men's  are  things  which  long  outlive, 
And  oftentimes  avenge  them  :  bury  mine, 
If  ye  would  fmia  survive  me.  Take  this  counsel, 
Aod  though  too  oft  ye  made  me  live  in  wrath, 
(.et  mc  die  calmly ;  you  may  grant  me  this ;— 
I  deny  nothing— <lefnid  nothing — noiliiog 
1  ask  of  yon,  but  silence  for  myself, 
Aod  sentence  from  the  court '. 

•KNIRTBRDK. 

This  full  admission 
Spares  na  the  harsh  necessity  of  ordering 
Tiie  torture  lo  elicit  the  whole  truth. 

OOOB. 

The  tortnre !  yon  haire  put  me  there  already 

Daily  since  I  was  Doge ;  but  if  you  will 

Add  the  corporeal  rack,  you  may :  these  limba 

Will  yield  with  age  to  crushing  iron ;  but 

There 's  that  within  my  heart  shall  strain  your  cnginca. 

Jfaeer  an  OrricBa. 

orricBi. 
Noble  Venetians !  Ducliess  Faliero 
Requesu  admission  to  tlte  Giuota's  prekencei 

acNiirrsNDB. 
Say,  conscript  Cilhers, "  shall  she  he  admitted  f 

ORB  or  TBB  OIURTA. 

She  may  have  revelations  of  importance 
Cnto  the  state*  to  ju»ttfy  compliance 
With  her  request. 

BBHINTBNDB. 

U  this  the  general  will  T 


It 


IK>OB. 

Ob,  admirable  laws  of  Venice ! 
Which  would  admit  the  wife,  in  the  full  hope 
That  she  might  testify  against  the  husband. 
What  glory  to  the  chaste  Venetian  dames ! 
But  such  blasphemers  gainst  all  honour  as 
Sit  here  do  well  to  act  in  their  vocation. 
Now,  villain  Steno  !  if  this  woman  &il, 
I  *11  pardon  thee  thy  lie,  and  thy  escape. 

Tfce  DixiBSS  enters. 

aiRIRTBRDB. 

Lady!  this  just  tribunal  has  resolved. 

Though  the  request  be  fttran(;c,  to  grant  it,  and, 

Wlulever  be  its  purport,  to  accord 

A  patient  hearing  with  the  due  respect 

Which  fits  your  ancestry,  your  rank,  and  virtues  : 

But  you  turn  pale— ho !  there,  look  |o  the  lady ! 

Place  a  cliair  instantly. 

ARGIOLIRA. 

A  moment's  faintness — 
'T  is  past,  I  pray  yon  pardon  me,  I  sit  not 
In  presence  of  my  prince,  and  of  my  husband. 
While  he  is  on  his  feet. 

aSRIRTBRDB. 

Your  pleasnre,  lady  7 

AMaiOURA. 

Strange  mmoun,  bnt  most  true,  if  all  I  hcnr 
Aod  see  be  sooth,  have  reach'd  me,  and  I  come 
To  know  the  worst ;  even  at  the  worst ;  forgive 
The  abruptness  of  my  entrance  and  my  bearing. 

Ts  it 1  cannot  speak — I  cannot  shape 

The  question — but  you  answer  it  ere  spoken. 
With  eyes  averted,  aod  with  gloomy  brows: 
Oh  God !  this  is  the  silence  of  the  grave ! 

BERIRTBRDB    {aJUr  A  p«Me). 

Spare  us,  and  spare  thyself  the  repetition 
Of  oor  most  awful,  but  inesorable 
Duty  to  Heaven  and  man ! 

AROtOLINA. 

Yet  speak ;  I  cannot — 
I  cannot — no— even  now  believe  these  thingi ; 
Is  he  condemn'd  t 

BBRtRTBRDB. 

Alas! 

AROIOLtRA. 

And  was  he  guilty  T 

BBRtRTBRDB. 

Lady !  the  natural  distraction  of 

Thy  thoughu  at  such  a  moment  makM  the  question 

Merit  forgiveness ;  else  a  doubt  like  this 

Against  a  just  and  paramount  tribunal 

Were  deep  offence.     But  question  even  the  Doge ; 

And  if  he  can  deny  the  proofs,  believe  him 

Guiltless  as  thy  own  bou>m. 

ANGIOLIRA. 

Is  it  SO  I 

My  lord — my  sovereign— my  poor  Other's  friend*> 
The  mighty  in  the  field,  tlie  sage  in  council; 
Unsay  the  words  of  this  man  ! — Tliou  art  silent  I 

BBRtRTBRDB. 

fie  hath  already  own'd  to  his  own  guilt. 
Nor,  as  thou  seest,  doth  he  deny  it  now. 
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ANGIOLINA, 

Ay,  but  lu»  must  not  die  !  Spare  his  fi-w  y<>nrs, 
NYlucli  grief  and  shame  >»ill  soon  ciil  tlowa  to  days  I 
One  day  of  haftled  crime  nins.t  not  efface 
Near  sixteen  lustres  crowded  with  hnive  act?.. 

BENlNTKNDl!. 

His  doom  must  be  fuIHII'd  without  remission 
Of  time  or  penalty — 't  is  a  decree. 

ANGIOLINA. 

He  hath  been  {juilly,  but  there  may  be  mercy. 

BF.MNTEMDE. 

Not  in  this  case  with  justice. 

AISGIOLINA. 

.Alas!  si^Mioi, 
He  who  is  only  just  is  cruel ;  who 
I'pon  the  earth  would  live,  were  all  judged  justly  ? 

DF.N-INTF.NftE. 

Hi>  punishment  is  safety  to  the  slate. 

ANGtOI,I"y\. 

He  was  a  subject,  and  hath  served  the  stale  ; 
He  was  your  peneral,  and  hath  saved  ihe  slate  , 
He  is  your  sovcrcit;n,  and  haih  ruled  the  slate. 

ONK    OF    THE    COUNCIL. 

He  i>  a  traitor,  and  betray'd  the  stale?. 

AVGIOLINV. 

And,  but  for  him,  tli.Tfr  now  had  been  no  state 
To  save  or  to  destroy  ;  ami  you  who  sit 
There  to  pronounce  tiie  death  of  your  deliverer. 
Had  now  been  uroiinio^T  j,t  a  I!i|osl(  ni  oar, 
Or  di{;{jin{j  in  the  Hunni<.h  mines  in  fetters ' 

ONE    OF    TIIK    COUNCIL. 

No,  lady,  there  are  others  vkho  would  die 
Rather  than  breathe  in  .slavery  ! 

ANGIOLIN  V. 

If  there  are  so 
Within  these  walls,  thou  art  not  of  liie  number  . 
The  truly  brave  are  generous  to  (lie  fallen  I — 
Is  there  no  hope  ? 

BEMNTEXDK. 

l>ady,  it  cannot  be. 
ANGiOLivv  [turniufj  to  tin:  Doge). 
Then  die,  Fahero !  since  it  must  be  so  ; 
Ihit  with  the  spirit  of  my  fatlicr's  friend. 
Ihou  hast  be<'u  {{uilty  of  a  (;reat  offfMiee, 
Half-cancelld  by  the  harsluu'ss  of  ilu  se  meu. 
I  would  have  sued  to  them — have  pray  <1  to  tlicni — 
Have  beggd  as  faniisli'd  meudicauis  lor  br.ad — 
Have  wept  as  they  Mill  cry  unto  their  (iod 
For  mercv,  an<l  !)e  auswerd  as  they  answer — 
Had  it  been  fitting  for  thy  name  or  nnne, 
And  if  the  cruelly  in  their  cold  eyes 
Had  not  annouuied  the  liearlless  wrath  within. 
Then,  as  a  jirince,  address  thee  to  iliy  <loom  ! 

DOGE. 

1  have  lived  too  long  not  to  know  how  to  die  ! 

'!  by  suin[;  to  these  men  were  but  the  bleatin|; 

of  the  lamb  to  the  butcher,  or  the  cry 

(^f  seamen  to  the  sur^;*- :  I  would  not  tak<* 

.\  liff  eternal,  prauted  at  llie  bauds 

nf  wn-lches,  from  vhose  monstrous  villatiit  . 

I  sought  to  free  the  gri):inim^j  nations  ! 
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\  Mord  wiiii  ilie«',  and  with  tins  noble  ladv. 
Whom  I  have  {;rie\ou>K  i>f^i  mini       Woid  I 


Sorrow,  or  shame,  or  penance  on  my  part, 
Could  cancel  the  inexorable  past ! 
lint  since  that  cannot  be,  as  Christians  let  us 
Say  farewell,  and  in  peace  :  with  full  contrition 
I  crave,  not  pardon,  but  compassion  from  you. 
And  give,  however  weak,  my  prayers  for  both. 

ANGIOl.IN*. 

Sage  neuintende,  now  chief  judge  of  Venice, 
I  speak  to  thee  in  answer  to  yon  signor. 
Inform  the  ribald  Steno,  that  his  words 
Ne'er  weigh'd  in  mind  with  Loredauo's  daughter 
Further  than  to  create  a  monunt's  pity 
For  such  as  he  is  :  Mould  that  others  had 
Despised  him  as  I  pity    I  prefer 
My  lionoin-  to  a  thousand  lives,  could  such 
ISe  multiplied  in  mine,  but  would  not  have 
A  single  life  of  others  lost  for  that 
^^'hich  nothing  human  can  impugn — the  sense 
Of  virtue,  looking  uot  to  what  is  called 
.\  good  name  for  reward,  but  to  itself. 
To  me  the  scorner's  Mords  were  as  the  wind 
Fnto  the  rock  :  but  as  there  are — alas! 
Spirits  more  sensitive,  on  which  such  things 
f.ight  as  the  whirlwind  on  the  waters;  souls 
To  whom  dishonour's  shadow  is  a  substance 
More  terrible  than  death  here  and  hereafter; 
31en  whose  vice  is  to  start  at  vice's  scoffing, 
And  who,  though  proof  against  all  blandishmeDts 
Of  pleasiuc,  and  .ill  piiigs  of  pain,  are  feeble 
When  the  proud  name  on  wliielj  they  pinnacled 
Their  hopes  is  breathed  on,  jealous  as  the  eagle 
Of  lier  bigii  aiery;  let  what  we  now 
P.ehold,  and  feel,  and  suffer,  be  a  lesson 
To  wreubes  hoM'  they  tamper  in  their  sj)lecn 
With  beings  •>f  a  higher  order.     Injects 
l!a\e  maile  the  lion  mad  ere  now  ;  a  sinft 
F  the  heel  o  erthrew  the  bravest  of  the  brave ; 
A  wife's  dishonour  was  the  bane  of  Irov ; 
A  wife's  dislioiKuir  luikiiigd  l\nme  for  ever; 
An  injured  litisliand  brought  the  Cauls  to  Clusiuni, 
And  tUciiee  to  Ilotne,  whii-h  pcrishd  for  a  time  ; 
An  o|»s.  rne  ge-«ture  cost  (^aii;;ula 
His  life,  vlkilc  earth  vet  bore  bis  cruelties; 
.\  virgin's  wrong  ni.ule  Spain  a  Moori%!»  province; 
And  Steno's  lie,  courli'd  in  two  worthless  lines. 
Hath  dnimated  Venice,  [Uit  in  p«ril 
A  senate  wliic  h  hath  stood  ci;;!!!  huoflred  years, 
Discrovntl  a  piiner,  cut  ofl  lus  erownlcss  hcajl, 
And  forged  new  fillers  for  a  groauiiii;  peoj>le  ! 
bet  the  |toor  v^  retch,  lik(   to  i!if  f  onriL<an 
Who  lircd  PerseiioU>.,  be  jiroud  of  tliis, 
If  it  so  please  liiiii — *t  were  a  pride  ill  for  him' 
Hut  let  liiin  not  insult  tht^  last  h-mrs  of 
Him,  who,  wli.itt'er  In  now  is,  kvm  a  hero, 
!»y  the  inlrnsi<»n  of  his  vety  prayer-. ; 
Noiliing  of  good  r.\[\  eotjic  from  smh  a  source, 
Nor  would  we  an;;lit  with  him,  nor  now,  uor  e\er 
NVe  le.tve  Iiim  to  himself,  that  lowest  depth 
of  buniiu  b.ivene>s.      Pardon  is  for  men, 
And  in'i  lor  rejiiileK — we  b.i\e  none  for  Steno. 
And  no  re-eiitnii  111  ;  lhin';s  like  him  must  ■>ling. 
And  bi;;!ur  beiiigs  snff«  r;    I  is  the  cliailer 
of  life.     Tin  man  who  dies  bv  the  adtlei's  fang 
.M.iv  have  tin-  <  i.iw  ler  i  rilsli'd.  but  feels  no  anger  . 
r  w.«s  ilie  voinis  n.iliire,  and  some  men  .\,c  wi.>rni- 
In  -^onl,  nioK^  ilian  the  |i\in;;  things  of  IouiIk 
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DOGB  (Co  BISIIltTtJfDE). 

S-jnoT,  complete  that  tvhirh  you  derm  yoar  duty. 

Bl:^IVTBNDe. 

P.  fore  -we  can  proceed  upon  that  duty, 

We  vonid  request  the  prtnceft«  to  withdraw: 

r  vill  move  ber  loo  much  to  be  witness  to  it. 

ANGIOLINi. 

I  know  it  will,  and  yet  I  must  endure  it; 

h  r  t  i«  a  part  of  mine — I  will  not  quit, 

F.sc-<pf  by  force,  my  hu^bandV  si<le.  —  Proceed! 

>  ly,  fear  not  eitlirr  shriek,  or  sif^h,  or  imrl 

f  ii'juglj  my  heart  burst,  it  shall  he  silent. — Speak! 

I  lu^e  that  within  which  shall  o'ermasier  all. 

>!:»rioo  Faltero,  Dope  of  Venice, 

L'luni  of  Val  di  Marino,  Senator, 

Au<i  s(*me  tinie  General  of  the  Fleet  and  Army, 

NoMe  Venetian,  many  times  and  oft 

Fjitru<«ied  by  the  slate  with  hitjii  employments, 

K»ea  to  the  hi(;hrsl,  listen  to  the  srnlence. 

(■•D^irt  by  many  witiies^rs  and  proofs, 

A. id  by  thine  own  confession,  of  the  guilt 

"I"  fearhery  and  treason,  yet  unheard  of 

Intil  this  trial — the  decree  is  death. 

''liy  gooiU  arc  fonHsc.ite  unto  the  stale. 

Thy  name  is  ra/ed  from  out  her  records,  save 

I'foo  a  public  day  of  thank^giTinf; 

F<>r  UiK  our  most  roirarulons  deliverance, 

When  tbou  art  noted  in  oor  calend.irs 

Wiih  earthquakes,  peslilence,  and  forri{jn  foc<. 

And  the  preat  enemy  of  man,  as  subjrct 

<.'f  prateful  masses  for  Heaven's  prare  in  snatching 

'hir  lives  and  country  from  thy  wirkrdncw. 

The  place  wherein  asDoj;r  thou  «houliht  be  painted, 

With  thine  illustrious  prcilccr^sori.  is 

To  be  left  vacant,  with  a  dealh-blnck  veil 

i  lung  over  the^  dim  words  en{;raved  bcucalh, — 

p  Tbi*  pl.ice  is  of  Marino  Faliero, 

Decapitated  for  his  crimes. »• 

DOCK. 

trhfit  crimes? 
Were  it  not  better  to  record  the  facts, 
So  llial  the  conlcmplalor  nii|;lit  ;ii>prc)ve, 
Or  at  the  least  learn  whence  the  crimes  arose? 
When  the  beholder  knows  :i  Dojji*  con^pirrd, 
l>et  him  be  told  tlie  cause — it  is  your  history. 

BBNI^VTRVriE. 

Time  must  reply  to  that;  our  sons  will  judge 

1  heir  fothers'judjmeot,  which  T  now  prouounce.      ^ 

As  Doge,  clad  in  the  ducal  robes  nnd  cap, 

Thou  slialt  be  led  hence  to  the  (ii<int's  Staircase, 

Where  thou  and  all  our  princes  are  invested ; 

And  there,  the  ducal  crown  hrin{;  first  resumed 

Tpon  the  spot  where  it  w.is  first  a«isnmed, 

Thy  head  shall  be  struck  off;  and  llca\cu  liavc  mercy 

rpon  thy  soul ! 

DOGE. 

Is  this  the  Giunta's  sentence? 

BCNIHTENDB. 

It  is. 

DOCB. 

I  can  endure  it.— And  the  time  I 

BEMMTi:>r>K. 

Must  be  immediate. — Make  thy  ))cace  with  God; 
Within  an  hour  thou  mu»t  Lc  in  his  prchcnce. 

POtiF. 

1  am  already;  and  my  blood  will  rt««* 


To  Heaven  before  the  souls  of  those  who  shed  it. — 
\re  all  my  lands  conhscated! 

BBNINTE'XnB. 

They  are: 
And  goods,  and  jewels,  and  all  kind  of  treasure. 
Except  two  thousand  ducats — these  dispose  of. 

HOGB. 

That's  harsh — 1  would  have  fain  reserved  the  lands 

Near  to  Tre\i*o,  v»hicli  I  hold  by  investment 

From  Lawrence,  the  (lount-bishop  of  Ccneda, 

In  fief  perpetual  to  mys<lf  and  hrirs, 

To  portion  them  'Ic.ning  my  city  spoil, 

>Iy  p.il.ice  and  my  treasures,  to  your  forfeit) 

Cctween  my  consort  and  my  kinsmen. 

BKM.'VTEMIE. 

These 
Lie  unfler  the  state's  ban,  their  chief,  thy  nephew, 
In  peiil  of  his  ovin  life;  but  the  couucil 
f*OHtp<iue5k  his  trial  for  the  present.  If 
Tliou  >sillst  a  state  unto  thy  vidou'd  princess. 
Fear  not,  for  we  will  do  her  justice. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Signers, 
I  share  not  in  your  spoil !  From  henceforth,  know 
I  am  devoted  unto  Cod  alone, 
And  take  my  refuge  in  the  cloister. 

DOGE. 

Come! 
The  hour  may  he  a  hard  one,  but't  will  end. 
Have  I  aught  el>e  to  undergo  save  death? 

BEniNTK^nB. 

You  have  nought  to  do  except  confess  and  die 
The  priest  is  rolled,  the  scimitar  is  bare, 
And  both  await  without. — Kuf,  al>ove  all, 
Think  not  to  speak  unto  tlie  people;  they 
Are  now  by  thousandiii  SNvarming  at  the  gates. 
But  these  an*  elo-ed:  the  Ten,  the  Avogidori, 
Tl'.e  (;iiinta.  and  tlie  chief  men  of  the  Forty, 
.\lone  will  be  beholders  of  thy  doom. 
And  they  are  ready  to  attend  the  Doge. 

DOGt. 

The  Hoge ! 

bimihtendb. 

Yes,  Doge,  thou  hast  lived  and  thou  shall  die 
-\  sovereign ;  till  the  moment  which  precedes 
The  separation  of  that  hcid  and  trunk, 
That  ducal  crown  and  head  shall  be  united. 
Thou  hast  forgot  thy  dignity  in  deigning 
To  plot  with  petty  traitors;  not  so  we, 
Who  in  the  very  punishment  acknowletlge 
T!ie  prince.  Thy  vile  accomplices  have  died 
The  dog's  death,  and  the  wolfs;  but  thou  shaltfall. 
As  falls  the  lion  by  the  hunters,  girt 
IW  thns«'  who  feel  a  proud  compassion  for  lliee. 
And  mourn  even  the  inevitable  death 
I»ro\oked  by  thy  wild  wrath  and  regal  fierceness. 
Now  we  remit  ihce  to  thy  preparation: 
l^'l  it  be  brief,  anti  we  ourselves  will  be 
Tliv  guides  unto  ihe  place  where  first  we  were 
I'liited  to  thee  as  thy  subjects,  and 
Thy  sen.ile;  and  must  now  be  parted  from  thee 
\s  such  for  ever  on  the  self-same  spot. — 
tlii.irds!  form  the  Doges  escort  to  his  chamber. 

[Exeunt. 


I 


278 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


SCENE  II. 

The  Doges  Apartment. 

Tlie  Doge  as  prisoner^  and  the  Duchess  attending  him. 

DOGE. 

Now  that  the  priest  is  gone,  'l  vfcrc  useless  all 

To  linjjer  out  the  miserable  minutes; 

But  one  pang  more,  the  panj;  of  parting;  from  thee, 

And  T  -will  leave  the  few  last  (jraius  of  sand, 

Which  yet  remain  of  the  acrordrd  hour, 

Still  falling; — I  have  done  with  Time. 

AMGIOLINA. 

Alas! 
And  I  have  been  the  cause,  the  unconscious  cause; 
And  for  this  funeral  marriage,  this  black  union, 
Whicli  thou,  compliant  ^ith  my  father's  wish, 
Didst  promise  at  his  death,  thou  hast  seal'd  thine  o^nn. 

DOGE. 

Not  so :  there  was  that  in  my  spirit  ever 
Which  shaped  out  for  itself  some  great  reverse; 
The  marvel  is,  it  canje  not  until  now — 
And  yet  it  Mas  foretold  me. 

AMGIOLINA. 

How  foretold  you? 
noGE. 
Long  years  ago — so  long,  they  are  a  doubt 
In  memory,  and  yet  they  live  in  annals : 
When  I  was  in  my  youth,  and  served  the  senate 
And  signory  as  podesta  and  captain 
Of  the  town  of  Treviso,  on  a  day 
Of  festival,  the  sluggish  bishop  who 
Con\ey'd  the  Host  aroused  my  rash  young  anger, 
Ry  strange  delay,  and  arrogant  reply 
To  my  reproof;  I  raised  my  hand  and  smote  him, 
Until  he  reel'd  beneath  his  holy  burthen; 
And,  as  he  rose  from  earth  ai;ain,  he  raised 
His  tremulous  hands  in  pious  wrath  towards  Heaven. 
Thence  pointing  to  the  Host,  which  had  fallen  from  biin, 
lie  turn'd  to  me,  and  s;ii(l,  ^The  hour  will  come 
When  he  thou  hast  o'erlhrown  shall  overthrow  thee: 
The  glory  shall  depart  from  out  thy  house, 
I  lie  wisdom  shall  be  shaken  from  thy  soul, 
And  in  thy  best  maturity  of  mind, 
A  madness  of  the  heart  siiall  se»zc  upon  thee; 
Passiun  shall  tear  thee  when  all  passions  cease 
In  other  men,  or  mellow  into  virtues  ; 
And  majesty,  which  decks  all  other  heads. 
Shall  crown  to  leave  thee  headless;  honours  shall 
iUit  prove  to  thee  the  heralds  of  deslructiou, 
And  hoary  hairs  of  shame,  and  both  of  death, 
Rut  not  such  death  as  fits  an  aged  man.» 
Thus  saying,  he  passd  on. — That  hour  is  come. 

ANGIOLINA. 

And  with  this  warning  rould&t  thou  not  have  striven 

To  avert  the  fatal  moment,  and  atone 

r»v  penitence  for  that  which  thou  hadsi  done! 

DOGE. 

I  own  the  words  went  to  my  heart,  so  much 

Thai  I  rcmcniljer'il  them  amid  the  maze 

Of  life,  as  if  they  forni'd  a  spectral  voice. 

Which  shook  me  in  a  supernatural  dream; 

And  1  repented  ;  butt  was  not  for  me 

Tit  pull  in  resolution:  what  must  he 

I  could  not  change,  and  wouM  not  fear.  Nay.  more, 

Thou  canst  not  have  forgot  what  all  remember, 

riial  on  my  day  of  landing  here  as  l>o(;e. 


On  my  return  from  Rome,  a  mist  of  such 

Unwonted  density  went  on  before 

Tlic  bucenlaur,  like  the  columual  cloud 

Which  usher'd  Israel  out  of  Egypt,  till 

The  pilot  was  misled,  and  discmbark'd  us 

Heiwcen  the  pillars  of  Saint  Mark's,  where  *t  is 

The  custom  of  the  state  to  put  to  death 

Its  criminals,  instead  of  touching  at 

The  Hiva  della  Taglia,  as  the  wont  is, — 

So  that  all  Venice  shudder'd  at  the  omen. 

ANG10LINA. 
Ah!  little  boots  it  now  to  recollect 
Such  things. 

OOGB. 

And  yet  I  fmd  a  comfort  in 
The  thoup,ht  that  these  things  are  the  work  of  Fate; 
For  I  would  rather  yield  to  gods  than  men, 
Or  cling  to  any  creenl  of  destiny, 
Uather  than  deem  these  mortals,  most  of  whom 
I  know  to  be  as  worthless  as  the  dust. 
And  weak  as  worthless,  more  than  instruments 
Of  an  oer-ruling  power  :  they  in  themselves 
Were  all  incapable — they  could  not  be 
Mctors  of  him  who  oft  liad  conquer'd  for  tbetn ! 

ANGIOLINA. 

Kmploy  the  minutes  left  in  aspirations 

Of  a  more  healin,<{  nature,  and  in  peace 

Even  with  these  wretches  take  thy  tlight  to  heaven. 

DOGE. 

I  am  at  peace:  the  peace  of  certainty 

That  a  sure  hour  will  come,  vkhen  their  sons*  sonfi. 

And  this  proud  city,  and  these  azure  waters. 

And  all  which  makes  them  eminent  and  bright. 

Shall  be  a  desolation  and  a  curse, 

A  hissing  and  a  scoff  unto  the  nations, 

.\  Carthage,  and  a  Tyre,  an  Oceau-lUibci! 

ANGI0LIN4. 

Speak  not  thus  now  :  the  surge  of  passion  still 
Sweeps  o'er  thee  to  the  last ;  thou  dost  deceive 
Thyself  and  canst  not  injure  them — be  calmer. 

DOGE. 

I  stand  within  eternity,  an<l  sec 

Into  eternitv,  and  I  behold — 

Ay,  palpable  as  I  see  thy  sweet  face 

Vov  tlie  l.ist  lime — the  days  which  I  denounce 

Tnto  all  time  against  these  wave-girl  wails. 

And  they  who  are  iudwellers. 

GUARD  {coming  forward). 

Doye  of  Venice, 
The  Ten  arc  in  attendance  on  your  highness. 

DOGE. 

Then  farewell,  Anglolina! — one  embrace — 

l"oi[',ive  the  old  man  who  hath  been  to  thee 

A  fond  but  fatal  husbaurl  :  lo\e  my  memory. 

I  Monid  not  ask  so  much  for  nie  Milt  living, 

l!iU  thou  eansi  .jn'l|;e  of  me  more  kindly  now, 

Scfiniy  mv  e\il  feelinijs  arc  at  rest. 

Ilesides,  of  all  ilie  fruit  of  these  long  years, 

(ilory,  .111(1  winlili,  and  power,  and  fame,  and  name, 

VVliiili  ijeiier.iliy  leaM-  sorue  llowers  to  bloom 

l',\cii  ««'er  the  j;rave,  I  have  nculiing  left,  not  even 

A  liitle  lti\e,  it  frietuhhip,  or  esteem. 

No,  not  eni»n{;ii  10  t  xiraci  an  epitaph 

rioni  osieiii;i lions  kinsmen;  in  one  hour 

I  li.ive  uprooU'tl  all  my  former  iifo. 

And  ontliveil  f\ery  ihing,  fcoepl  ihy  heail. 
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The  pare,  the  food,  ibe  gentle,  whicb  will  oft 

With  unimpaired  bat  not  a  ciamoront  gri«f 

SiiU  k^ep— >— Thott  tnm'si  to  |>ale^Alaft !  tlie  Mills, 

^he  hach  no  breath,  no  pulte!  Guards !  lend  yo«r  aid — 

I  cammi  leave  ber  tbna,  and  yet 't  b  better, 

^ce  «very  lifeless  moment  spares  a  pang. 

When  she  shakes  off  this  temporary  death, 

I  fthall  be  with  the  Eternal — Call  ber  women— 

Oae  look ! — bow  cold  ber  hand!  as  cold  as  mine 

Shall  be  ere  she  rpco«effs.-»Gently  tend  ber, 

And  take  my  last  thanks. — I  am  ready  now. 

[The  AttendmmU  «/ AnciOLtn a  enCrr  and  tmr- 
ramnd  their  mittreut  who  has  faiiUed.— 
I  ExatuU  At  Docs,  Gmard$,  ete.,  e<c. 

I  SCENE  III. 

'  Tie  Comwt  of  the  Ducal  Palace:  the  outer  gate*  are 
that  against  the  people. — 7%e  Dooi  enters  in  hit 
ducal  robet^  in  procession  with  the  Council  of  Ten 
and  other  tairieians,  attended  by  the  Guards^  till 
Aejr  arrive  at  Ae  top  of  Ae  «  Giant's  Staircases 
{where  the  Doget  took  Ae  oaths) ;  the  Executioner  is 
stationed  Aert  wiA  his  smord.  On  arriving,  a  Chief 
of  tka  Ten  takes  off  the  ducal  cap  from  Ae  Doge's 


BOGI. 

So,  DOW  the  Doge  i«  nothing,  and  at  last 

I  am  again  Marino  Faliero : 

T  is  well  to  be  so,  though  but  for  a  moment. 

Here  was  I  crown'd,  and  here,  bear  wimess.  Heaven ! 

With  bow  much  more  contentment  I  resign 

TlMt  shining  mockery,  the  ducal  bauble, 

Than  I  received  the  ^tal  ornament. 

ONE  or  TIB  TBIC. 

Thon  tremblest,  Faliero ! 

BOGB« 

T  is  with  age,  then.  9 

•BirilfTBlfDB. 

Faliero !  bast  thoa  aught  further  to  commend. 
Compatible  with  justice,  to  the  senate  7 

OOCB. 

I  wonld  commend  my  nephew  to  tlieir  mercy. 
My  consort  to  their  justice;  for  methinks 
My  death,  and  such  a  death,  might  settle  all 
Beiw^n  the  stale  and  me. 

aBHIMTBNOB. 

They  shall  be  cared  for ; 
Even  notwithstanding  thine  unheard-of  crime. 

D068. 

Unheard-of!  ay,  there's  not  a  history 
Bat  shows  a  thousand  crown'd  conspiraton 
Jgainst  the  people ;  but  to  set  them  free 
One  sovereign  only  died,  and  one  is  dying. 

BBMINTBIfDB. 

And  who  are  they  who  fell  in  such  a  cause  ? 

DOOI. 

The  King  of  Sparta,  and  the  Doge  of  Venice— 
Agis  and  Faliero ! 

BBNIHTBNDB. 

Bast  thou  more 


Tontierorlodo? 


OOCB. 

May  I  speak? 

BBllIirrBilDB. 


Thouniayst; 


But  recollect  the  people  are  withoot, 
Beyond  the  compass  of  the  human  voice. 

IKWB. 

I  speak  to  Time  and  to  Eternity, 

Of  which  I  grow  a  portion,  not  to  man. 

Ye  elements !  in  which  to  be  resolved 

I  hasten,  let  my  voice  be  as  a  spirit 

Upon  you !  Ye  blue  waves !  which  bore  my  baoner. 

Ye  winds !  which  flutler'd  o'er  as  if  you  loved  it. 

And  fiU'd  my  swelling  sails  as  they  were  wafted 

To  many  a  triumph !  Thou,  my  native  earth. 

Which  I  have  bled  for,  and  thou  forei^  earth, 

Which  drank  this  willing  blood  from  many  a  wound! 

Ye  stones,  in  whicb  my  gore  will  not  sink,  but 

Reek  up  to  heaTcn !  Ye  skies,  which  will  receiTe  it ! 

Thou  sun !  whicb  sliinrst  on  tiiese  thinjjs,  and  Thou ! 

Who  kindlest  and  who  qnenchest  suns ! — Attest 

I  am  not  innocent — but  are  these  gniUlcss? 

I  perish,  but  not  unavenged ;  far  ages 

Float  up  from  the  abyss  of  time  to  be, 

And  sliow  these  eyes,  before  they  close,  the  doom 

Of  this  proud  city,  and  I  leave  my  curse 

On  her  and  hers  for  ever ! Yes,  the  hours 

Are  silently  engeudering  of  the  day. 

When  she  who  built  gainst  Attila  a  bulwark. 

Shall  yield,  and  bioodlessly  and  basely  yield 

Onto  a  bastard  Attila,  without 

Shedding  so  much  blood  in  her  last  defence 

As  these  old  veins,  oft  drain'd  in  shielding  ber, 

Shall  pour  in  sacrifice. — She  shall  be  bought 

And  sold,  and  be  an  appanage  to  those 

Who  sliall  despise  her! — She  shall  stoop  to  be 

A  prorince  for  an  empire,  petty  town 

In  lieu  of  capital,  with  slaves  for  senates. 

Beggars  for  nobles,  panders  for  a  people !  *• 

Then,  when  the  Hebrew  's  in  thy  palaces,** 

The  Hun  in  thy  high  place»,  and  the  Greek 

Walks  o'er  thy  marl,  and  smiles  on  it  for  his! 

When  thy  patricians  beg  their  bitter  bread 

In  narrow  streets,  and  in  their  shameful  need 

Make  their  nobility  a  plea  for  pity ! 

Then,  when  the  few  who  still  retain  a  wreck 

Of  their  great  fathers'  heritage  shall  fawn 

Round  a  barbarian  Vice  of  Kings  Vice>gerent, 

Even  in  the  palace  where  they  sway'd  as  sovereigns, 

Even  in  the  palace  where  they  slew  their  sovereign. 

Proud  of  some  name  they  have  disgraced,  or  sprang 

From  an  adulteress  boastful  of  her  guilt 

With  some  large  gondolier  or  foreign  soldier, 

Shall  bear  about  their  bastardy  in  triumph 

To  the  third  spurious  generation; — when 

Thy  sons  are  in  the  lowest  scale  of  being. 

Slaves  turn'd  o'er  to  the  vanquish'd  by  the  victors, 

Despised  by  cowards  for  greater  cowardiae, 

And  scorn'd  even  by  the  vicious  for  such  vices 

As  in  the  monstrous  grasp  of  their  conception 

Defy  all  codes  to  image  or  to  name  them ; 

Then,  when  of  Cyprus,  now  thy  subject  kingdom, 

Ail  thine  inheritance  shall  be  her  shame 

Entaird  on  thy  less  virtuous  daughters,  grown 

A  wider  proverb  for  worse  prostitution ; — 

When  ail  the  ills  of  conquer'd  states  shall  cling  thee, 

Vice  without  splendour,  sin  vrithout  relief 

Even  from  the  gloss  of  love  to  smooth  it  o'er, 

But  in  its  stead  coarse  lusts  of  habitude. 

Prurient  yet  passionless,  cokl  studied  lewdness. 
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hrprnvin^;  n.iturr's  frailty  to  an  art ; — 

When  ihc^o  aiul  nunc  7vp  licavy  on  ther,  yaUen 

Smiles  witliocit  mirtli,  and  pastimes  without  pleasure, 

Youth  without  honour,  a{;c  without  re<pocl, 

Meanness  and  weakness, aud  a  sense  of  woe 

Gainst  wliich  thou  wilt  not  strive,  and  dare<;t  not  murmur 

Have  made  thee  last  and  worst  of  peopled  deserts ; 

Then,  in  the  last  (jisp  of  thine  a^ony, 

Amidst  thv  manv  murders,  tliiuk  of  mine  ! 

Thou  den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of  prinees!  " 

(lehenna  of  the  waters!  thou  sea  Sodom  ! 

Thus  I  devote  thee  to  the  infernal  (jods  ! 

Tliccaud  thy  serpent  seed  I 

[Here  tUe  DouK  turns,  and  addrcssa  the  Exe- 
cutioner. 

Slave,  do  thine  office ; 
Strike  as  I  struck  the  foe  I  Strike  as  I  wouhl 
Ila\  c  struck  tlio^c  tyrants !   Strike  deep  as  my  curse  I 
Strike — an«l  hut  on<e I 

[The  Doge  throws  himself  upon  liii  kiier%, 
and  as  Vie  Executioner  raises  his  sword 
the  scene  cloics. 

SCENE  IV. 

TIic  rirttta  and  Pimietta  of  Saint  Mark's — TUe  Pen- 
/>U'  in  crowds  grttliered  round  the  grated  gates  of  the 
Ducal  Palace,  whicli  are  shut. 

Kinsr  CITIZEN. 

I  have  i;ain'd  the  ijatc,  and  can  discern  the  Ten, 
Uobcd  in  their  ijowus  of  slate,  ranged  round  the  Vo^e. 

SfcCO.NO  CITI/KN. 

I  caimot  reach  thee  with  mine  utmoKt  effort. 
How  is  it  J  let  us  hear  at  least,  since  sight 
Is  thus  prohibited  unlo  the  people, 
Except  the  occupiers  of  those  bars. 

riKsr  cniZKN. 
One  has  approach'd  the  Do{je,  and  now  they  strip 
The  ducal  honml  from  his  head — anil  now 
He  raises  his  keen  eve^  lo  heaven.  1  sre 
Tlieui  {^luier,  and  his  lips  move — Iludi  I  hu>h  I  No, 
'T  was  but  a  niurnuu' — Curse  upou  liie  distance! 
His  words  arc  iuarticulal»%  but  the  \oice 
Swills  uj>  like  mutter'd  thunder;  would  we  could 
iJut  {jather  a  >ole  >eutcuce  ! 

SKCO.ND  CITIZEN. 

Hush  !  we  perhaps  may  catch  the  sound. 

FIRST  CITIZEN. 

Tis  vain. 
I  cannot  hear  him. — How  his  hoarv  hair 
Streams  on  the  wind  like  foam  upon  the  wave  ! 
Now  —  now —  he  kneels — and  now  they  form  a  circb; 
Kound  him,  and  all  is  hidden — but  1  see 

The  liftid  sword  in  air Ah  '.  hark  I  it  falls  I 

[The  people  murmur. 

TUir.O  CITIZEN. 

Then  they  have  murder'd  him  who  would  have  freed  us. 

KOLllTH   CITIZEN. 

He  was  a  kind  man  to  the  eommoiib  ever. 

KIFTU  CniZF.N. 

>\  isely  they  did  to  keep  their  portals  band. 
Would  we  had  known  the  work  ihey  were  preparing; 
En-  we  were  summon d  here  ;  we  would  have  broui;lii 
Weapons,  and  forced  them  ! 

SIXTH  CITIZFN. 

Are  vuu  sure  he's  dead  ? 


FIRST  CITIZEW. 

I  ••aw  the  svvord  fall — Lo  I  w  hat  have  wc  lnTe ! 
[Later  ou  the  Ualcony  of  tiic  Palace  which  fronts  Saint 
Mark's  Plate  a  CintF  of  lui.  Ten    '"*  uitli  «  IdooJv 
sword.     lie  ivtioes  it  thrice  before  Vie  People,  atnl 
e.ulaims, 
«  Jusiice  haih  dealt  upon  the  mij;hly  Traitor !» 

[  J'he  gates  are  opened:  the  populace  rush  in  tou?rtr«/» 
the  ««  Giant's  Staircase, »  where  the  e.iecution  hns 
taken  place.      The  foremost  of  them  exclainis  to 
those  behind. 
The  {jory  head  rolls  down  the  «  Giant's  Siepsl» 

[  The  curtain  fall.*. 


NOTES. 

Note  1.   V:\i]c  2fiS,  line  .'»;). 
I  i»ni(>t">  ilic  Linh  l»i,Nli'»|»  nt  Tn'*i..o. 
An  historical  fact.     See  .Marin  Sauulos  Lives  of  ili 
Doges. 

Note  ?.   P.«['e  7.')r,  litje  bij. 

\  ;,omlol;i.  will)  one  oar  only. 

A  [;ond(da  is  not  like  a  common  boat,  but  is  as  cavils 

rowed  wiih  one  oar  as  with  two  (lhon[^;h  of  course  not 

so  sw iflly),  and  olim  i-;  >o  fniiii  moli\cs  of  privacy,  ai.«l 

(since  the  decav  oi  \  ciuce;  of  ecouomv. 

Note  ?t.  Vaj;.'  ?0o,  lines  65  and  6H. 

Tlu%  iliiiiU  ih-in-rlic« 
Enj;a;:«'d  in  Mirel  to  ilu-  i>ii;nory. 

An  historical  fact. 

Nolo  '|.  P.»{;e  269,  line  8. 
\\  iiliin  our  [laliif  j<r.  riiii  u  ul  San  I\.lf», 
The  Doijes  private  family  jialace. 

N<»te  .').   I'a^je  '.'70,  line  io'». 

•  Si;;nnroF  llif  Nijjlil."' 

M  I  Si  ;nori  di   Notu»   held  .111  important  chaq^e  lu 
the  old  Ilepul)lic. 

Note  (),   rajje  27;^,  line  ]5. 
1  I  ..I.. I  'f  liiir-'i.iy. 

"  Citnrdi  (7n7>vo, 11  <'f'<t  or  ;jrcasy  Thursday. «  which 
I  cannot  lilcially  tran^lale  in  tin-  text,  wa-.  the  day. 

Note  7.  P'li^ie  273,  line  .17. 

(•u.trtU!  l(-i  iJD'ir  iiuiiitlio  1  «<  (ja;;;;  il,  i-^cn  in  ihra.":. 

Hi>torical  fact,     Se<'  Samito,  in  the  Appcudix  to  tl.i- 
tr.i[;cdy. 

Note  y.    Pafye  '.'';'>,  line  .^r). 

Siiy,  con>rri|it  faih<TS,  »IhiII  ^b'•  Ik*  admit u-dT 

The  Veiicti.m  senate  took  the  same  title  as  the  Uc- 
man,  of  « (Conscript  Fathers. >» 

Note  ().  Paj;e  o.'(),  line  ?yf>. 

T  is  «\iih  u;;«',  ihcn. 

This  w.is  ihe  actnid  n['lv  of  ll.ulli,  niairc  of  Pari.v,  10 
.1  I'Vcui  hman  who  made  him  (he  s^iine  reproach  on  lu^ 
\\:\y  to  <-.\rcntion,  in  the  «.n  Jie^t  [lart  of  their  revulutiMn 
I  hnd  in  rc.idiii{;  over  ,  since  the  coinpli  tiou  «>f  ilu^ 
tr.i{;ruy},  f«»r  tlie  lirsl  lime  tl»c>.c  six  years,  «  V<-ui  •' 
Presrr\ed,»  a  similar  rcpiv  on  a  different  occasion  li\ 
Hciiaull,  ;ind  other  coiucidrnces  arisin^j  from  ihc  sa'.»- 
jicl.  I  U'l  tl  harvdy  remind  the  {'.cnllest  rea<ier,  th  i 
such  toincideihcs  inust  be  accidental,  from  llie  \*i^ 
fatiliiy  of  their  dctn  lion  by  icfercnce  lo  so  j  opiJai   ; 
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pby  <m  the  tisyt  and  in  tlw  dowt  u  Otvay'i  tkef- 

Note  10.  Pafe  179,  line  99. 
■■Igm  fcr  MbiM,  p«a4aff»  fer  a  p«>pl«. 
ShooM  the  drmcetie  pictuie  Mem  harsh,  let  the 
reader  look  to  the  historical,  of  the  period  prophesied, 
or  rather  of  the  few  yean  preceding  chat  period.  Vol- 
taire calenhted  their  «  nostra  beneBaerile  Mcretrici,*  at 
iweHe  thoosand  of  regulars,  without  ioclnding  volun- 
teers and  local  militia,  on  what  authority  I  know  not ; 
but  it  ia  perhapa  the  only  part  of  the  population  not 
decreoaed.  Yenice  onoe  cooiained  two  hundred  thou- 
sand iBliabitanls ;  there  are  now  about  nioety  thoo- 
iaad,  and  raisa ! !  Few  individuab  can  conceive,  and 
DMBc  could  describe,  the  actual  state  into  which  the 
more  than  infernal  tyramy  of  Austria  has  plunged  this 
unhappy  city. 

Note  1 1.  Page  179,  line  100. 

Tb«a«  whaa  ik»  Ibbmr  '•  la  iky  pala«M. 

The  chief  palaces  on  the  Brenta  now  belong  to  the 
iems;  who  in  the  earlier  limes  of  the  Republic  were 
only  allowed  to  inhabit  Mcstri,  and  not  to  enter  the 
city  of  Venice.  The  whole  commerce  is  in  the  hands 
of  the  Jews  and  Greeks,  and  the  lluns  form  the  gar- 
nson. 

Hote  IS.  Page  a8o,  line  10. 
ThM  4m  of  draakaids  with  «W  Mood  of  prla^*! 

Of  the  first  fifty  Dogrs,  jCve  abdicated—jCve  were 
banished  with  their  eyes  put  out— /ve  were  H4ssacssi> 
— ^and  nine  deposed;  so  that  nineteen  out  of  fifty  lost 
the  throne  by  violence,  besides  two  who  fell  in  battle  : 
this  occurred  long  previous  to  the  reign  of  Marino 
Faliero.  One  of  his  more  immediate  predecessors,  An- 
drea Dandolo,  died  of  vexation.  Marino  Faliero  him- 
self periahad  aa  related.  Amongst  hiH  successors,  Fo»- 
eari,  after  seeing  his  son  repeatedly  tortured  and  ha- 
nUhed,  was  deposed,  and  died  of  breaking  a  blood- 
vessel, on  hearing  the  beU  of  Saipi  Mark's  toll  for  the 
election  of  his  successor.  Morosioi  was  impeached  for 
the  lose  of  Candia;  but  this  was  previous  to  his  duke- 
dom, during  which  he  conquered  the  Morea,  and  was 
styled  the  Pdoponoesian.  Faliero  might  truly  say, 
Thoa  4e«  of  draakaids  wiik  th»  lilood  of  priam ! 

(Hote  i3.  Page  a  So,  line  68. 
ChJofof  dMT«a. 
<t  Un  Capo  de*  Diecia  are  the  words  of  Sanuto's 
Chronicle. 
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I. 

MOOCUV. 
MARINO  FALIERO,  DOGE  XLIX. 
«  Fo  detto  da  quarantnno  Elettori,  il  quale  era  Ca- 
valiere  e  conte  di  Valdemarino  in  Triviginna,  ed  era 
rieco,  e  si  trovava  ambasciadore  a  Roma.  E  a  d)  9,  di 
Settemhre,  dopo  sepolto  il  suopredccessore,  fu  chiamato 
il  gran  Consiglio,  c  fu  preso  di  fare  il  Doge  giusu  il  so- 
lilo.  E  fnrono  fatti  i  cinque  Correttori,  Ser  Bemanlo 
Gittstiniani  Procnratore,  Ser  Paolo  Loredano,  Ser  Fiiippo 
Aurio,  Ser  Pietro  Trivisano,  e  Ser  Tommaso  Viadro. 
I  qnali  a  dl  10,  mifero  queste  corrciioni  alia  promo- 
none  del  Doge :  che  i  Consiglieri  non  odano  gli  Oratori 


e  Nunii  de'  Signori,  senm  i  Capi  de'  quarania,  ne  pos- 
sano  rispondere  ad  alenno,  se  non  saranno  quattro  Con- 
siglieri e  due  Capi  de*  (.Hiaranta.  £  die  osservino  la 
forma  del  suo  Capiiolare.  E  che  Messer  lo  Doge  si 
metia  nella  miglior  parte,  qnando  i  giodici  tra  loro  non 
fossero  d'acconlo.  E  ch'  egli  non  poasa  far  vendere  i 
suol  imprestiti,  salvo  con  legiitima  causa,  c  col  voter  di 
cinque  Consigiieri,  di  due  Capi  de*  Quaranta,  e  deile  due 
parti  del  Consiglio  de*  Pregati.  iUmt  che  in  luogo  di  trc 
mila  pelli  di  Conigli,  che  debbon  dare  i  Zaratini  per  re- 
galia al  Doge,  non  trovandosi  lante  pelli,  gli  diano  Du- 
cati  otiaou  I'anno.  E  poi  a  di  11,  detto,  misero  etimm 
altre  corretioni,  die  se  il  Doge,  che  sara  eletto,  fosse 
fuori  di  Venesia,  i  aavj  possano  provvederc  del  »uo  ri- 
tomo.  E  quando  fosse  il  Do|;e  amnsalato,  sta  Vimlnge 
uno  de*  Con«iglieri,  do  essere  elctio  tra  loro.  K  die  il 
detto  sia  nominato  Viceluogotenente  di  Messer  lo  Da|;r, 
quando  i  giudici  fnranno  i  suoi  alti.  E  note,  perdi^  fn 
fatto  Doge  uno,  ch'era  assente,  rhe  fu  Vicedogr  Ser  Ma- 
rino Badoero  pin  vecdiio  de'  Consiglieri.  item^  rhe  il 
(;ovemo  del  Durato  sia  commesso  a'  Consiglieri,  e  a' 
Capi  de'  Quarania,  quando  vu-herik  il  Durato,  finrh^ 
sarii  eletto  I'  altro  Doge.  E  votk  a  dt  11  di  Setlembre 
fu  create  il  prefeto  Marino  Faliero  Doge.  E  fu  preso, 
che  il  govemo  del  Ducato  sia  oommesao  a'  Consiglieri 
e  a'  Capi  de*  Quarania.  I  qiiaii  stiaoo  in  Palano  di 
continue,  fine  che  verra  il  Doge.  Sicdi^  di  rontinuo 
stiano  in  Palano  due  Consiglieri  e  uo  Capo  dc'  l^hia- 
ranla.  E  subito  furono  spedite  letlere  al  detto  Doge, 
il  quale  era  a  Roma  Oratore  al  Legato  di  Papa  In- 
noremo  VI,  ch'  era  in  Avignonc.  Fu  preso  ud  gran 
Consiglio  d'cleggere  dodici  amba<w*iadori  incootro  a 
Marino  Faliero  Doge,  il  quale  veniva  da  Roma.  E  giunto 
a  Qiioggia,  il  Podeftta  mandb  Taddco  Giiistiniani  sua 
figliuolo  inconiro,  con  quindici  Canianioli.  E  poi  ve- 
nuto  a  S.  Clemente  nel  Ducinloro,  venne  un  gran  caligo, 
ndeo  die  il  Buciotoro  non  si  pot^  levarc.  Laonde  il 
Doge  CO*  gentiiuomini  ndle  piotte  vennero  di  lungo  in 
qnesu  Terra  a'  5  dY)ttobre  del  1 354.  ^  dovendo  smon- 
tare  alia  riva  della  Paglia  per  lo  caligo  andarono  ad 
ismonure  alia  riva  della  Piaua  in  mcno  alle  due  co- 
lonne  dove  si  fiii  la  Giusliiia,  che  fu  un  malitsimo  angu- 
rio.  E  a'  6,  la  mattiiM  venue  alia  Chiesa  di  San  Marro 
alia  laudasione  di  quello.  Era  in  questo  tempo  Cancrl- 
lier  Grande  Messer  Benintende.  I  quarantuno  Elettori 
furono,  Ser  Giovanni  Cootariqi,  Ser'  Andrea  Giustiniani, 
Ser  Miciirle  Morosini,  Ser  Simone  Dandolo,  Ser  IHetni 
Lando,  Ser  Marino  Gradenigo,  Ser  Marco  Dolfino,  Ser 
Nicolo  Faliero,  Ser  Giovanni  Quiriiii,  Ser  Lopenro  S^w 
ranto,  Ser  Marco  llembo,  Sere  Stefano  Bdegno,  Ser  Fran- 
cesco liOredano,  Ser  Marino  Venicro,  Ser  Giovanni  Mo- 
cenigo,  Ser  Andrea  Barbaro,  Ser  Lorenso  Barbarigo,  Ser 
Bettino  da  Molino,  Ser  Andrea  Arisxo  Procurators,  Ser 
Marro  Cd»i,  Ser  Paolo  Dooato,  Ser  Berlncci  Grimani, 
Ser  l*ietro  Sccno,  Ser  Luca  Duodo,  Ser'  Andrea  Pisani, 
Ser  Francesco  Caravello,  Ser  Jacopo  Trivisano,  Sere 
Sdiiavo  ■  Marcello,  Ser  Maffeo  Aimo,  Ser  Marco  Ca- 
peilo,  Ser  Panrraiio  Giorgio,  Ser  Giovanni  t>'o«rArini, 
Ser  Tommaso  Viadro,  Sere  Sdtiava  Polani,  Ser  Marrn 
Polo,  Ser  Marino  Sngredo,  Serr  Stcfnno  Mariani,  Ser 
Francesco  Soriano.  Ser  Orio  Pasqualigo,  Ser  Andrea 
Griiti,  Ser  Buono  da  Mosto. 

«  TratUito  di  Messer  Mnrino  Faliero  Do^e,  freflo  dn 
una  Cronica  tmticn.  Essendo  venuto  il  Giovetii  della 
Caccia,  fu  fatta  giu<ta  il  sniito  la  Caceia.     E  a'  <]ta«f 
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i«'ni|>i  4l(»]io  fjici  la  (iji'cin  s'aiid.ivu  iii  Piilar/o  tlci  Do[;e 
III  iitr.i  (li  (|ti(>lle  sale,  c  con  doriiic  fnrcvasi  una  fes^lic- 
<  iiiola,  dovi-  si  l)alla>.i  fino  alia  prima  campana,  e  ve- 
iiiNa  una  cola/ione  ;  la  quale  spcsa  faceva  Mrsscr  lo 
l)0(jr,  quaiidu  v'  em  la  I)o|;arcssa.  K  post'ia  lutti  aiida- 
vaijo  a  ra<»;i^;iia.  Sopra  la  cjual  ft'sla,  pare,  die  Scr  IMi- 
i\u\t:  Sn'iio,  molto  {jiovaiic  e  povcro  {jcMtiliiomo,  ma 
ardito  ('  astuto,  il  quale  era  iunainurato  in  certa  donzella 
dtlla  l)<n;ar«*ssa,  csMMido  sul  Solajo  apprr%so  Ic  donno, 
farosM'  nri'  atto  non  c-on\ctiieu(o,  adco  die  il  Dope  eo- 
iiiaiidt)  ill'  o  foss<»  butiato  giu  <bl  Solajo.  E  oosi  qucyli 
>-rndlrri  del  Doge  lo  spiiKero  gjii  t\\  quf.j  Solajo.  Lioiide 
.1  S<'r  MIeliele  par>e,  die  fossegli  stata  fatlu  troppo 
gr.iude  ignoiiiinia.  K  non  considerando  altrainente  il 
line,  ma  sopra  qiiella  pa-^sione  foraila  la  fcsta,  e  andaii 
tiilli  via,  qiiella  nolle  egli  ando,  c  sulla  cadrega,  <love 
Mtleva  il  iJoge  nella  Sala  dell*  I'dieii/a  (perclie  allora  i 
hogi  non  teuevano  panno  di  sela  sopra  la  cadrega,  ma 
Milevano  in  una  ca<liega  di  legiio)  scrisse  aleune  parole 
di>onesle  del  Doge  e  della  I>o>;are^sa,  cioi' :  Marin  Fa- 
liiro  iliiUii  bella  nuujlic:  Altri  la  qoile^  ed  etjliUi  mnn- 
tivuc.  V.  la  iniiiina  fnruno  vedule  lali  parole  scrille. 
E  parve  una  brulta  eovi.  K  per  la  Signoria  fu  coin- 
iiie&sa  la  eo«.a  agli  Awogadori  del  Comunc  con  grando 
cFlieaeia.  I  qiiali  Awogadori  subito  dit-dero  laglia  gruudc 
per  venire  in  cliiaro  della  vcriia  di  cbi  avca  scrilto  tal 
l«-Uera.  K  Uindcm  si  M'ppe,  die  Midide  Steno  aveale 
serine  K  fu  per  li  Oiiarauta  preso  dirileuerlo:  c  ri- 
ieniito  eonfe«is«»,  die  in  quella  passione  d'  e<isere  stato 
spinio  giu  dal  Solajo,  pre-ieniela  sua  amantc,  egli  aveale 
scrille.  Onde  poi  fu  placilaio  nel  dello  Con:>iglio,  r 
parve  ai  (^oiisiglio  si  per  rispelto  all'  eta,  come  per  la 
caldezz;!  d'amore,  di  condannarlo  a  compiere  due  mesi 
in  prigione  serralo,  e  poi  ch'  e  fosse  bandito  di  Venezia 
<•  dal  dislreiio  per  un"  anno.  Per  la  qual  condeunagione 
tanio  piecola  il  Doge  ne  preso  gran<le  sdegno,  paren- 
dogli  die  non  fosse  stata  fatta  quella  estiinazione  della 
con.1,  die  rieereava  la  sua  diguila  tiel  Dueato.  K  diceva, 
di'  egliiio  doveano  averlo  falio  appiccare  per  la  gola,  o 
saltern  bandirlo  in  perpetuo  <la  Venezia.  E  |^K'rdie 
(quando  di-e  suee«<lerr  m\  effrlto  «'•  iiecessario  die  \i 
eoiicorra  laeangione  a  fare  tal*  effelto)  eradeslinato,  die 
a  Messrr  Marino  Doge  fosse  tagliaia  la  testa,  percio  oc- 
eorse,  die  entrata  la  ^^i^resima  il  giorno  dopo  die  fu 
( ondannaio  il  deii<»  Ser  Midiele  Steno,  un  gi'niiliiomo 
d.i  C^i  Rirbaro,  di  naiura  collerico,  aiidas<e  all'  Arseiiale, 
4oniauda<i\e  eerie  cose  ni  Padroni,  ed  era  alia  presenza 
de*  Siguori  lAmmir  iglio  <leir  Arscnale.  II  quale  intr>sa 
la  donianda,  i\'isst\  die  non  si  poteva  fare.  Ouel  geii- 
tiluomo  veiine  a  parole  coll"  .Ammiraglio,  e  <liedegli  un 
piigno  sii  iin'oediio.  E  perdie  avea  un  anello  in  dito, 
e<dr  anello  gli  ruppi*  la  pelle,  e  fece  sanguc.  E  lAinmira- 
glio  co>i  baltiito  e  iiisanguinato  ando  al  Doge  a  lainen- 
t.if'xi,  a<Ti<H'die  il  Dogi"  f.iees>e  fare  gran  puni/ioiie  eon- 
tra  il  detto  da  Cn  Uarliaro  :  II  Doge  «lissc;  Che  vuoivht' 
lifafcial  Gnardn  Ic  ifjuoinitno\f'patX)lvs(rittc  di  iitc.c 
il  nindochv  stato  pniiito  tjuel  rihaldo  di  Michclc  Steno, 
the  It'  n  ri\\t'.  E  quale  stima  hanno  i  Qiiarantn  fatto 
dflla  persona  nostra?  Eaoiide  rAiniiiir.iglio  gli  «lissr: 
Mewtv  lo  Doqe,  iC  voi  volcte  farvi  SiijnorCy  «;  fare  ta- 
tjhare  tutti qunti  hecthi  tfcntihiouiini a  pczzi,  mi  husla 
laniiui},  dandomi  vniajnto,  di  f'arxu  Siqnore  di  iineiia 
I'ertii.  E  aihnu  voi  potretc  i:nstitjore  tntti  costoro.  Iii- 
leso  ipiesto,  il  Doge  tlisse,  Cuiiif  w  pno  fate  una  simile 
itna?  K  rosi  entraioiio  in  ragiuiiaiiiriKo. 

«<  II  Do|;e  (ii.i.iilo  a  t'lii.iiiiarc  Ser  ll«'riiucio  I-'alioro  suo 


nipote,    il  quale  stava  con  liti  in  PaLiz/o,   e  eniraruuo 
in  questa  maediina/ione.    Ne  si  partirono  di  li,  elie  inaii- 
darono  per  Filippo  Calendaro, noiiio  lu.iritliino  e  di  gran 
seguito,  e  per  Ucrlueeio  Israello,  iugegnerc  e  uonio  a>iu- 
lissiino.     E  coiisigliatiNi  iiisicnie  dicde  ordiue  di  dii<i- 
mare  aleuni  altri.     E  eosi  per  aleuni  giorut  la  ncttte  »i 
ridiicevauo  iiisieme  in  Palazzo  in  casa  del  Doge.  E  diia- 
iiiaroiio   a   parte   a    parte  altri,    videlicet   Nicolo    Fa- 
giiiolo,   (jiovauni  da  Corfu,   Stefano  Fugi.ino,    Niccubi 
d.illc  iSende,  Niceolo  Uioiido,   e  Siefaiio  Trivi:>ano.     K 
ordino  di  fare  sedici  o  diciassetle  Capi  in  diversi  luoglii 
della  Terra,  iquali  avcssero  cadaun  di  lore  quar.ini'uo- 
iniiii  provvigionati,  preparati,  non  diccndo  a' dctli  siioi 
quarania  qudio,  die  \olesM-ro  fare.     Bla  die  il  giorno 
stabiliio  si  moMrasse  di  far  quistione  tra  loro  in  diver^i 
luogbi,  accioedie  il  Doge  faeessc  souarc  a  Sau  Marco  Ic 
eanipane,   le  quali  non  si  povsouo  suonare,    s  cgli  nol 
eomanda.     E  al  suouo   delle  eampane  que^ti   seiliei   o 
tlieiassette  co*  suoi  uomini  venissero  a  San  Bfarco  alle 
strade,  die  hutlano  in  Piazza.     E  cosl  i  nobili  c  priuiarj 
citladini,  che  venissero  iu  Piaz/a,  per  sapere  del  romore 
eio  cirera,   li  tagliassero  a  pc//i.     E  seguito  questo,  che 
fosse  cliiainato  per  Siguorc  Mcsser  Marino  Falicro  I>oge. 
E  fermate  le  eose  tra  loro,  stabilito  fu,  die  qucslo  do- 
vess'  essere  a'   i5  d'Aprile  del  i35I)  in  giorno  di  Mereo- 
ledi.     La  quale  macebina/ioiie  trailala  fu  tra  loro  Laulo 
segrelamente,  die  inai  ne  j)ure  se  ne  sospetlb,  non  cbe 
sc  ne  sapesse  eos'  aleuna.     Ma  il  Signor  Itldio,  die  ha 
seinpre  ajutato  quesla  gloriosissinia  cilia,  c  die  jkt  le 
s;uitimonic  e  giuslizic  sue  mai  non  I'lia  abbauduuata. 
ispiro  a  un  Beltramo  Bergainaseo,    il  quale  fu  nies.sO 
(Japo  di  quarant'  ucniini  per  uno  de'  delti  cougiurati 
(il  quale  intese  qualclie  parola,  sicclie  eoinpre><?  Tcffeto, 
die  doveva  snceedere,  o  il  qnal  era  di  casa  di  Ser  Nic- 
eolo Lioui  di  Santo  Stefano)  di  andarc  a  di  * '  *  *  d'Aprile 
a  ca.sa  del  detto  Ser  Niceolo  Lioni.     E  gli  dlsse  ogni 
eosa  deir  ordin  daio.     II  quale  intese  le  cose,  rimase 
come    inorto;    e    iutesc    molte    parlicolarita,    il   detto 
neltraiiio  il  prego  die  lo  tencssc  scgreto,  c  glielo  disse. 
aecioeche  il  dello  Ser  Niceolo  non  si  partissc  di  casa  a  ih 
I .'»,  aceioedu"  egli  non  fosse  mono.  Ed  egli  volrndo  par- 
tiisi,  il  ftce  riteiiere  a  suoi  di  casa,  e  serrarlo  in  una  ra- 
mer.i.     E<1  esso  ando  a  casa  di  M.  Giovanni  Cradeiiigo 
Nasoue,  il  quale  fu  poi   Doge,  die  stava  anch'  egli  a 
Santo  Strfano;   e  disvgli  la  eosa.      La  quale  parea- 
dogli,  coin  era,  duna  grandissima  importanza,   tutii  e 
due  andarono  a  casa  di  Ser  Marco  Coruaro,  che  »Uva 
a  San  Fdiee.     E  dettogli  il  tullo,  tutti  e  trc  delibera- 
rono  di  venire  a  casa  del  detto  Si-r  Niceolo  Lioni,  n\ 
esaminare  il  detto  iVllramo.     E  qiicUo  e.saminato,  in- 
tese \r  cose,  il  ft'cero  stare  serralo.  E  andarono  tutti  e  in- 
a  San  Salvatore  in  s:u  rislia,  e  luandorono  i  loro  fainigli 
.1   diiainare  i  (^onsiglieri;    gli  Awogadori,    i  dpi  de 
Dieci,  (?  (jiu-'  d«l  Coiisiglio.      E  ri<lolli  insieme  di-isero 
loro  le  COM',    I  qiiali  rim.isero  morii.    E  deliberarono  di 
iiiaiiilare  pel   dello   ndlramo,  r   faltolo  venin?  cauta- 
meiiie,  eil  esaiiiitialolo,  e  vrrilicate  Ic  cose,  anrorrh*'  ne 
"scinissero  gr.in  passione,  pure  pensarouo  la  prov*isione. 
[•'.   iii,indar«ui(»   pe'   (^ipi   de'  (^)naranta,    pe'    Signori  di 
iioltr,  pe  C:q>i  d<''  S'siieri,  e  pe  (anqne  della  Pace.     E 
ordiuato,  di    eglino  co"   loro  uomini   trovassero  degh 
■d(ri   buoiii  iionilni,  e  niandassero  a  casa  dc*  r^ipi  de' 
coiigiuraii,  tit  iuprn  mettessero  loro  le  mani  addosso. 
E  l<dMio  i  drill  le  Macslreri*'  ilill'  Arsenalc,  hccick-c  he  t 
]>roN>isioiiali  de"  i-ongiiirali  non  potes^ero  offendi-rh. 
I.  si   riduvM'ro  in  Pala/zo  verso  la  sera.     Dove  ridoiti 
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hem  wmre  k  pone  ddh  oorte  dd  Pahoo.     E 

ordiaare  al  campanara,  cbe  noo  lonaxM  ie 
E  coal  fa  Meguito,  e  iDe»c  le  mani  addotio 
■oouaaci  di  iopra,  furono  qui  condoiti  al 
E  vedendo  il  Coniiglio  de'  Dieci,  die  il  Doge 
eospiraaooe,  prcaeto  di  ele^eere  veoti  d« 
primaij  dcUa  Terra,  di  giuou  al  deiio  CoMiglit  a  con- 
!»i^liarr,  noa  perb  cbe  poteaicro  mettere  palloiu. 

■  1  Cootiglieri  fwooo  qaaali ;  Ser  Gioranni  MocrDi|p, 
del  Seatiero  di  Son  Marco;  Ser  AlmorJ»  Veniero  da  Sooia 
Mariaa,  del  SctCiero  di  Cattello;  Ser  Tommaao  Viadro, 
del  Sestiero  di  Caoeregio ;  Ser  GioTanni  Sanudo,  del 
Scsiiem  di  Santa  Croco;  Ser  Pietro  Triviano,  del  Se- 
fcuero  di  San  FmiIo,  Ser  Pantaliooe  Barbo  il  Graode,  del 
Seftticro  d*f>Modoro.  Gli  Afvogadori  del  Comune  fu- 
rono Ser  Zofredo  Moroani,  e  Ser  Orio  Pa«qualigo,  e 
qaesti  aon  balloitaroao.  Que'  del  Coosiglio  de'  Dicri ; 
furooo :  Ser  Gtoranni  Narcello,  Ser  Tommav)  Sanudo, 
e  Ser  Micbeleito  Dolfino,  Capt  del  detCo  CoosiBJio  de' 
Dwci ;  Ser  Loca  da  Legge,  •  Ser  Pietro  da  Motto,  Inqui- 
fltori  dd  decio  Consi^io:  Ser  Marco  Polaoi,  Ser  Marino 
Venaero,  Ser  Lando  Lombardo,  Ser  NicoJetto  Trivi^no 
da  Saul'  Angictla  Questi  eleuero  Ira  loro  una  Giunta, 
neUa  nolta  ridotci  quaii  lal  romper  del  giomo,  di  venti 
Dobili  di  Veneiia  de'  migliori«  de'  piu  tavj,  r  de'  piik  an- 
licfai,  per  coosollara,  noo  pero  che  mettesaero  pallot- 
tola.  E  non  vi  vollero  alcnno  da  Ca  Falicro.  E  cac- 
riarooo  finori  del  Condglio  N iccoljk  Faliero,  e  no'  aliro 
!$iccoUft  Fabero  da  San  Tomnuuo,  per  e««ere  drlla  ca- 
ata  del  Doge.  E  qnetta  provigione  di  cbiamare  i  venti 
delta  Gimta  fn  inolto  commeodala  per  tutta  la  Terra. 
Qoesli  furono  i  venti  delta  Giunta,  Ser  Marco  Giusii- 
niani,  Procnratore,  Ser'  Andrea  Eriixo,  Procuratore,  Ser 
Liooordo  Ginstiniani^  Procnralore,  Ser*  Andrea  Conta- 
rini,  Ser  Simone  Dandolo,  Ser  Niccol^  Voipe,  Ser  Gio- 
▼amii  Loredaao,  Ser  Marco  Diedo,  Ser  Giovaani  Gra- 
denigo,  Ser*  Andrea  Comaro,  Cavalirre,  Ser  Marco  So- 
ranxo,  Ser  Rinieri  da  Moato,  Ser  (!axano  Marrello,  Srr 
Marino  Moroaino,  Sere  Stefano  Uelpgoo,  Ser  Niccokt 
Laoot,  Ser  Filippo  Orio,  Ser  Marco  Tririwiio,  Ser  Ja- 
copo  Bragadioo,  Ser  Gtoiranni  Fowcarini.  E  cliiamati 
qoccti  ?emi  net  ContigUo  de'  Dieci,  fu  oiaodalo  per 
Mever  Marino  Faliero  Doge,  il  quale  andava  pel  Pa- 
lano  eon  gian  gente,  gentiluomini,  e  altra  buona  geate, 
die  noa  aapcano  ancora  come  il  faito  utava.  In  que»io 
tempo  fn  coodotio,  preao,  e  legato,  Bertuccio  laraello, 
una  de*  Capi  del  traitato  per  que'  di  Sania  Croce,  e  an- 
cora fo  preao  Zandlo  del  Brio,  Micoletto  di  Rota,  e 
N ieolello  Alberto,  il  Guardiaga,  e  altri  uomini  da  marp, 
e  A'  alire  coodizioni  I  quali  furooo  e«amtnnti,  e  trovata 
la  Teril^  dd  rradimeolo.  A  di  i6  d'Aprilr  fn  aenten- 
rialo  pd  delto  Conaiglio  de'  Dieci,  rhe  Filippo  Calan- 
dario,  e  Bettncd  Isradlo  fmwero  appiccati  alle  colonne 
rocae  dd  balconate  del  Palaxao,  nelle  quali  tu  a  vederr 
il  Doge  la  feata  della  Cacria.  F.  cotki  furono  appiccati 
con  fpraagbe  in  bocca.  E  nd  giomo  segueote'  queati 
furono eondannati,  NiccoU»  Zurcuolo,  Nicoletto  Blondo, 
Micoletio  Doro,  Marco  Geuda,  Jacomcllo  Dagolioo,  Ni- 
colelto  Fedele  figliuolo  di  Filippo  Calendaro,  Marco  To> 
rello,  detto  Isradlo,  Stefano  Trivisaoo,  cambiatore  di 
Santa  Margberiu,  Antonio  dalle  Bende.  Furooo  tntti 
pred  a  Cbioggia,  cbe  fnggivano,  e  dipoi  in  diveni  giomi 
a  due  a  due,  ed  a  uno  a  uno,  per  tentenia  fatta  ocl  dctto 
GoDsiglio  de'  Dieci,  furono  appiccati  per  la  gola  allc  co- 
lonne, continuandodallr  ro<Mc  del  Pallauo,  stcgucndo  fin 
▼erao  il  Conale.     E  altri  prcsi  furono  lasctati,  prrche 


aeniirono  il  fatto,  ma  non  vi  furooo  tal  che  fu  dato  loro 
ad  inieiidere  per  que«ti  capi,  che  veniiMfro  coll'  arme, 
pcrprenderealcuoi  malfetiori  in  «cr^'i(fio  della  Signona, 
D^  altro  upeano.  Fu  cncora  lilirnito  Nicolrtto  Alberto, 
il  Guanliaga,  e  Dartolommeo  Ciriuola,  e  »uo  figliuolo, 
e  moiti  altri,  che  non  crano  in  colpa. 

E  a  di  1 6  d'Aprile,  giomo  di  Ven^rdi,  fn  tentenriato 
del  detto  Con«i(;Iio  de'  Dtrri,  di  tagliare  la  te*ui  a  Mes- 
$er  Marino  Falicro  Dogp  sul  pa  to  dclla  kcala  di  pietra, 
dore  i  Dogi  giuraoo  il  primo  •Migramento,  quando  mou- 
tano  prima  in  Palano.  E  coii  6cmto  il  IHilauo,  la 
matlina  tcijucote  a  ora  di  trna,  fu  tagliala  b  ie*la  al 
delto  Doge  ad)  17  d'  Aprile.  E  prima  la  bcrreita  fu 
lolta  di  i«ta  al  drtio  Dogp,  avanti  die  vroUsp  giii  dalla 
scala.  E  compiula  la  giusii/ia,  parr  die  un  (Iijmi  dr' 
Dieci  aiidavse  allc  Coloooc  del  Palauo  iopm  la  Piarza, 
e  UKKtraMc  la  «pada  inunguiaata  a  tuui,  diccndo :  K 
tUUafatUk  la  gran  giusUtia  del  Traditore.  E  aperta  la 
porta,  tuiti  rnirarooo  dentro  con  gran  furia  a  Tcdcre  il 
Doge,  ch'  era  atato  giuntiriato.  E'  da  «apere,  die  a  fnn 
la  detia  giuAtiiia  non  fu  Ser  Gier aoni  Sanudo  il  Gonti- 
gliere,  percli^  era  andato  a  ca«a  per  difetto  drlla  persona, 
fticch^  furono  quattordid  aoli,  che  ballotiarouo,  cio^ 
cinque  Con«tiglim,  e  nove  del  Gonsuglio  de'  Died.  E  fu 
prrso,  che  tutti  i  beni  del  Doge  foMoro  confiscati  ud 
Comune,  e  co«l  degli  altri  traditori.  E  fu  concedulo 
al  delto  Doge  pel  detto  Conaiglio  de'  Dieci,  ch'  egli  po- 
teiae  ordinare  del  suo  per  dncali  due  mila.  Ancora  fu 
preao,  cbe  tutti  i  Conkiglieri,  e  Avvogadori  del  Comune, 
que'  dd  Contiglio  dr'  Ihrri,  e  della  Giunta,  rh'  crano 
•tati  a  fare  la  detta  seotenxa  del  Doge,  e  d'altri,  avcMcro 
liceiua  di  portar'  arme  di  di  e  di  uotte  in  Veiictia  e  da 
Grado  fino  a  Gavanere,  ch'  h  KOtto  il  Dogato,  con  due 
fanti  in  vita  loro,  stando  i  fenti  con  easi  in  com  al  tuo 
pane  e  al  tuo  vmo.  E  cfai  non  a«r«M*  fanti,  potrme  dar 
tal  licenta  a'  Mioi  figliuoli  onrero  fraielli,  due  pero  e  non 
piik.  Eiiandio  fu  data  licenui  dell*  arme  a  quattro  Noiaj 
della  Canceileria,  rio^  della  Corte  Maggiore,  che  furono 
a  prendere  le  dcposizioni  e  inquisiiioni,  in  perprtuo  a 
loro  soli,  i  quali  furono  Amadio,  Nieolctto  di  Lorcno, 
StcffaneUo,  e  Pietro  de'  Compostelli,  Scrivaai  de'  Si- 
gnori  di  uotte.  Ed  CMcndo  ilati  impiccati  i  traditori,  e 
tagliata  la  tetta  al  Doge,  rimase  la  Trrra  in  gran  ripo«o 
c  quiete.  E  come  in  una  cronica  ho  trovato,  fu  por- 
tato  il  corpo  dd  Doge  in  una  barca  con  otto  doppieri 
a  aeppdire  nella  sua  area  a  San  Giovanni  r  Paolo,  la 
quale  al  prenente  ^  in  quell'  andito  per  meyin  I.1  (Jliic- 
Kuola  di  Santa  Maria  della  Pace,  fatta  fare  )>d  Vr^covo 
Gabriello  di  Bergamo,  e  un  caitsonc  di  pirtni  con  que«tc 
leltere :  Hie  jaeet  Dominms  kfttrinut  Faleiro  Dttx.  E 
nel  gran  Con«iglio  non  gli  e  «talo  fat  to  alcun  brirvc,  ma 
il  luogo  vacuo  con  lettere,  che  di<*ono  cohi  :  Ific  e^  locnt 
Harini  Faiefro,  decapitati  pro  crvmnibu*.  E  pore,  che 
la  9ua  cata  fos^  data  alia  Chie«a  di  Sunt'  Apontolo,  la 
qual  era  quella  grande  kuI  ponte.  Tamen  vcdo  il  con- 
trario  che  k  pure  di  C^  Faliero,  o  che  i  Falirri  la  ricu- 
pera«iero  con  danari  dalla  Chiesa.  Ne  voglio  restar  di 
scrivere  alcuni,  die  volevano,  che  fontie  me^^o  nel  suo 
breve,  cio^ :  Jf artnui  Faletro  Dux.  Temerilas  me  cep iL 
Pctnat  fKi,  decapitntus  pre  criminilmt.  Altri  vi  frcrro 
un  diHtico  a«sat  dcgno  al  auo  mcrito,  il  quale  c  qucnto, 
da  ce^ncre  po«ito  su  la  sua  «epoltiini : 


•  Dau  VrDPtaai  jaret  hie,  pairUiu  qui  prndrrr  leniaBi, 


:iH/ 
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<f  Nun  voi'lio  restar  iJi  scrivcre  qurlio  clic  ho  Ictto  in 
una  cronica,  ciot,  die  Marino  Faliero  trovandosi  Po- 
dcsih.  e  Capilano  a  Treviso,  e  <Iovendosi  fare  una  pro- 
icssiomr,  il  voscovo  stetle  troppo  a  far  venire  il  Corpo 
ill  Crisio.  li  dcllo  Falioro  en»  di  lanla  .sup«>rbia  e  ar- 
ro[;an7^,  die  dicdc  un  buffccto  al  prefato  Vesicovo,  per 
ino<|o  cli"  q'.li  qiunsi  caddc  in  terra.  Vcrit  fu  pcrmcsso, 
die  il  Falioro  pordeiic  rintelletto,  c  face  la  mala  inortc, 

coiuc  ho  srriuo  di  sopni.» 

•         •••••• 

Ct'onicit  tli  Saniito — MuratoriS.  S.  Rcrum  llalicarum 
-vol.  xxii.  628—639. 
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MCXXLIV. 
MAHINO  FALIKIU),  DOGE  XLIX. 

On  the  dcvcnlh  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our 
L<ird  ilVi/j,  Marino  Faliero  was  eleclt?«i  and  chosen  to  l>e 
the  Duke  of  the  Commonwealth  of  Venice,  lie  was 
Otnut  of  Valdeniarino,  in  the  Marches  of  Treviso,  and 
a  Kni^tit  and  a  wealthy  man  to  hool.  As  soon  a.s  the 
election  was  completed,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Great 
Council,  that  :i  d<Tputntion  of  twelve  should  be  dis- 
patched to  Marino  Faliero,  the  Duke,  who  was  then  on 
his  way  from  Uomc;  for,  when  he  was  chosen,  he  was 
.imhassador  at  the  court  of  the  Holy  Father,  al  Rome, 
-the  Holy  Father  himself  held  his  court  at  Avijjnon. 
When  Messer  Marino  Faliero  the  Duke  was  about  to 
land  in  this  city,  on  the  fifth  day  of  October,  i354,  a 
thick  haze  came  on,  and  darkened  the  air;  and  he  was 
enforced  to  laud  on  the  place  of  Saint  Mark,  between 
the  t>»o  columns  on  the  spot  where  evil  doers  are  put 
to  di.'ath ;  and  nil  thou^jht  that  this  was  the  worst  of 
tokens. — Nor  must  I  for{;et  to  write  that  which  I  have 
read  in  a  chronicle. — When  Messer  Marino  Faliero  was 
piMlemiu  and  Ckiptain  of  Treviso,  the  bishop  delayed 
comini;  i"  y>''ti\t  the  holy  Kicrament,  on  a  day  when  a 
procession  was  to  take  place.  Now  the  siiid  Marino  Fa- 
liero was  so  very  proud  and  wrathful  that  he  buffeted 
(lie  bishop,  and  almost  struck  him  tu  the  ground.  And 
therefore.  Heaven  allowed  Marino  Faliero  to  (jo  out  of 
his  rij;ht  senses,  in  order  thai  he  miyht  briny  himself  to 
.ui  evil  death. 

When  this  Duke  had  held  the  dukedom  durint;  nine 
months  and  six  day<,  he  bcinj;  wicked  and  ambitious, 
i.ou(;hl  to  make  himself  lord  of  Venice,  in  the  manner 
which  I  have  re.id  in  an  ancient  chronicle.  When  the 
Thursday  arrived  upon  which  llii>y  were  wont  to  liunl 
ilio  bull,  the  ImiII  hum  tiM>k  place  as  usual;  and  accord- 
ing; to  the  us;i(;e  itf  those  limes,  after  llu*  bid!  hunt  hail 
ended,  they  all  prtneeded  nnio  the  j)iilaee  of  ilic  Duke, 
and  assembled  tt»[;eihcr  in  one  of  his  halls;  and  they 
di-^liorted  iheniMlvrs  wiih  the  women.  And  until  the 
iii^i  bell  tidied  iliey  daitrrd,  and  then  a  banquet  was 
siM\«'<|  up.  My  Lord  the  Duke  paid  the  expenses  there- 
of, priivitled  he  b.id  .1  Duchess,  and  lilri  ihe  banquet 
til)  y  all  reluiiied  In  llieir  homes. 

Now  to  this  r«-.i<.l  ihere  came  a  certain  Ser  Michele 
S(en»»,  a  [',enlh"nian  of  poor  est.iie  and  very  younj;,  l»nl 
ei.dly  and  darini;,  ami  who  loved  one  of  the  damsels  of 
the  Duchess.  Ser  Michele  sIoihI  amou(|sl  the  women 
n|ion  the  sol.ijo;  and  he  lieli.ived  indiscreetly,  so  that 
ni^  l.oiil  the  Dnke  oi'tleied  th.it  lie  should  be  kiiked  oH 
•  Ik  sohjo;  .iiid  the  CMjnires  of  the  Dnke  lliiiii;  him 
Mown  lioni  the   ul.ijo  aceoidini;!^       Si  Mit  lu  le  ilion-lii 


that  such  an  affront  was  beyond  all  I>earin(;;  and  when 
the  feast  wa.s  over,  and  all  other  persons  had  left  the 
palace,  he,  continuing  heated  with  anger,  went  to  the 
iiall  of  audience,  and  wrote  certain  unM^emly  words  re- 
lating to  the  Duke  and  the  Duchess,  upon  the  chair  in 
which  the  Duke  was  used  to  sit;  for  in  lln)sc  days  the 
Duke  did  not  cover  his  chair  with  clotli  of  sendal,  but 
he  sat  in  a  chair  of  wood.  Ser  Michele  wrote  thereon : 
—wMarin  Falter,  the  husband  of  the  fair  wife;  otiiers 
kiss  her,  but  he  keeps  hcr.n  In  the  morning  the  words 
were  seen,  and  the  matter  was  considered  to  be  very 
scandalous;  and  the  Senate  commandetl  the  Avvogadori 
of  the  Commonwealth  to  proceed  therein  with  tl»e 
greatest  diligence.  A  largess<;  of  great  amount  was  Im- 
mediately proffered  by  the  Avvogadori  in  order  to  dU- 
cover  who  had  written  these  words.  And  at  length  it 
was  known  that  Michele  Steno  had  written  them.  It 
was  resolvetl  in  the  Council  of  Forty  that  he  sliould  be 
arrested ;  and  lie  then  confused,  that  in  a  fit  of  vexa- 
tion and  spite,  occasioned  by  his  being  thrust  off  the 
solajo  in  the  presence  of  his  mistress,  he  had  written 
ihc  words.  Therefore  the  Council  debated  thereon. 
And  the  Council  took  his  youth  into  coasideration,  aoJ 
that  he  was  a  lover,  and  therefore  they  adjudged  tliat 
he  should  be  kept  in  close  continement  duriuf;  two 
months,  and  that  afterwards  he  should  be  banished  from 
V'enice  and  the  slate  during  one  year.  In  consequence 
of  this  merciful  sentence  the  Duke  became  exceedingly 
wroth,  it  appearing  to  him  that  the  Council  had  n«>t 
acted  in  such  a  manner  as  was  required  by  the  respect 
due  to  his  ducal  dignity;  and  he  said  that  tliey  ought 
to  have  condemned  Ser  Michele  to  be  hanged  by  the 
neck,  or  at  least  to  be  banished  for  life. 

Now  it  was  fated  that  my  Lord  Duke  Marino  was  to 
have  his  head  cut  off.  And  as  it  is  necessary  when  any 
effect  is  lo  be  brought  about,  that  the  cause  of  such  ef- 
fect mast  liappen,  it  therefore  came  to  pass,  that  on  the 
very  day  after  sentence  had  been  pronounced  on  Ser 
Michele  Steno,  being  the  tirst  day  of  Lent,  a  gentleman 
of  the  house  of  Ikirbaro,  a  choleric  gentleman,  went 
lo  the  ar«ii-nal  and  required  certain  things  of  the  mas- 
ters of  the  gnlleys.  This  he  did  in  the  presence  of  the 
admiral  of  the  arsenal,  aud  he,  hearing  the  request, 
answered, — «  No,  itcannot  be  done.» — High  words  arose 
between  the  gentleman  and  the  admiral,  and  the  geo- 
iteman  struck  him  with  his  tistjusi  above  the  eye;  and 
as  he  happened  to  have  a  rinjj  on  his  linger,  the  ring 
cut  the  admiral  and  drew  blood.  The  admiral,  all 
bruised  and  bloody,  mn  str:ii|;hl  to  the  Duke  to  com- 
plain, and  with  the  intent  of  praying  him  to  iiiMirt 
some  heavy  punishment  upon  the  gentleman  of  Cii  Hir- 
baro. — «  Whal  wouldst  tliou  liave  me  do  for  thee!" 
answered  the  Duke;  — «  think  upon  the  shameful  pbe 
wliieli  hath  been  written  concerning  me  ;  and  think  on 
the  manner  in  which  they  have  punished  that  ribald 
Michele  Steno,  who  wrote  il ;  and  see  how  the  C«>uuv-il 
of  Forty  respect  our  person. » — Fpon  this  the  admiral 
auswen-d, — "My  Lord  Duke,  if  you  would  wish  tu  in.ike 
yourself  a  prince,  and  to  cut  all  those  cuckoUlly  |;«*ntk 
men  to  pieces,  I  have  the  heart,  if  you  do  but  help  me- 
loniaki'  you  prince  of  all  this  state;  aud  then  you  may 
punish  them  all.» — Hearing  this,  the  Duke  said, — «How 
can  su<  h  a  matter  be  brou{',lit  about  ?» — and  so  thr> 
tlisfonrsed  iheieon. 

The  Duke  e.dled  for  his  nephew,  Ser  Hcriiiccio  F.ihcio, 
who  hved  Willi  him  in  the  [talace,  aud  they  coinuiuiu-d 


I 


MAIIINO  PALIERO. 


a85 


•boot  ibk  plot.  Aad,  viibonc  kavia^  the  pbee,  they 
Mat  far  Philip  Calcndaro,  •  teaoiaB  of  great  repute, 
and  far  Bertaccio  hfvcllo,  who  wae  exceedingly  wily  tnd 
cnnewif,  TheB«  taUog  eoamel  aaongit  themielTeif 
Uiry  agreed  to  call  io  tome  other* ;  and  to  for  eeveral 
Dtgfats  sacccari?cly,  they  met  with  the  Duke  at  home  In 
hU  palace.  And  the  fellowiag  men  were  called  in  «ngly ; 
to  wit  ,• — Miccolo  Faginolo,  Giovanni  da  Gorfa,  Stefiino 
Fagiano,  Kiccolo  dalle  Bende,  If  iecolo  Bioodo,  and  8te- 
hno  Trivimao.— It  wae  ooaeerted  that  tixteen  or  leveo- 
tem  leadofs  should  be  sutiooed  in  varioat  paru  of  the 
dly,  each  beiaf  at  the  head  of  forty  men,  armed  and  pre- 
pared ;  bat  the  followers  were  not  to  know  their  desti> 
oauoB.  On  the  appointed  day  they  were  to  BMke  af- 
frays ajBoagat  themselves  here  and  there,  in  order  that 
the  Daka  aaight  haire  a  pretence  for  tolling  the  belb  of 
San  Mareo;  these  hella  are  never  rang  hat  by  the  order 
oftheDake.  And  at  the  sonnd  of  the  bells,  these  mb- 
lecaor  acTCBleea,  with  their  followers,  were  to  come  to 
Saa  Mann,  throagh  the  sireeu  which  open  upon  the 
Pvixsa.  And  whea  the  noble  and  leading  ciiisens  should 
come  ioio  the  Piaaa,to  know  the  cause  of  the  riot,  then 
the  LOBspirators  were  to  cut  them  in  pieces ;  and  this 
work  being  finished,  my  Lord  Marino  Faliero  the  Duke 
vas  to  be  proclaimed  the  Lord  of  Venice.  Thiogs  haviog 
b«en  tbaa  aettled,  they  agreed  to  fulfil  their  intent  on 
Wednesday,  the  fifteenth  day  of  April,  in  the  year  1 355. 
So  covertly  did  they  plot,  that  no  one  ever  dreamt  of 
their  snadainalions. 

Bat  the  Lord,  who  hath  always  helped  this  most 
gJorioaa  city,  and  who,  loving  its  righteouiineM  and 
boltaess,  hath  never  forsaken  it,  inspired  one  Deltraroo 
Brrgamasco  to  be  the  cause  of  bringiog  the  plot  to  light 
in  the  following  manner.  This  Beltramo,  who  belonged 
to  Ser  Riocolo  Leoni,  of  Santo Btefono,  had  heard  a  irord 
or  two  of  what  was  to  take  place  ;  and  so,  in  the  before- 
mentioned  month  of  April,  be  went  to  the  house  of  the 
aforesaid  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  and  told  him  all  the  parti- 
culars of  the  ploL  Ser  N  iecolo,  when  he  heard  all 
these  thinga,  was  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with  affright. 
lie  heard  all  the  particulars,  and  BeUramo  prayrd  hiro 
to  keep  it  all  secret;  and  if  he  told  Ser  Niccolo,  it  was 
in  order  that  Ser  Niccolo  might  stop  at  home  on  the 
fifteenth  of  April,  and  thus  save  his  Ufe.  Beilramo  was 
going,  but  Ser  Niocolo  ordered  his  servants  to  lay  liandjt 
upon  him  and  lock  him  up.  Ser  Niccolo  then  went  to 
the  house  of  Messer  Giovanni  Gradenigo  Nasoni,  who 
afterwards  became  Duke,  and  who  also  lived  at  Santo 
Stefano,  and  told  him  all.  The  matter  seemed  to  him 
to  he  of  the  very  greatest  importance,  as  indeed  it  was ; 
and  they  two  went  to  the  house  of  Ser  Marco  Comaro, 
who  lived  at  San  Felice;  and,  bavini;  spoken  with  him, 
tbey  all  three  then  determined  to  go  back  to  tlie  house 
of  Ser  Nica>lo  Lioni,  to  examine  the  said  Beilramo ;  and 
ha%ing  questioned  him,  and  heard  all  that  he  had  to 
say,  they  left  him  in  confinement.  And  then  they  all 
three  went  into  the  sacristy  of  San  Salvatore,  and  sent 
their  men  to  summon  the  Councillors,  the  Avvogadori, 
the  Capi  de*  Dicci,  and  those  of  the  Great  Counril. 

When  all  were  assembled,  the  whole  story  was  told 
to  them.  They  were  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with 
affright.  They  determined  to  send  for  Beilramo.  He 
was  brought  in  before  them.  They  examined  him,  and 
aiscertained  that  the  matter  was  true;  and,  although 
they  were  exceedingly  troubled,  yet  they  dclermined 


upon  their  measures.  Aad  they  seat  for  the  Capi  dtr 
Quaranta,  the  Signori  di  Notte,  the  Capi  de'  Sestieri,  and 
the  Qnqne  della  Pace;  and  they  were  ordered  to  asso- 
ciate to  their  asen  other  good  men  and  true,  who  were 
to  proceed  to  the  houses  of  the  rtogteaders  of  the  con- 
spiracy and  secure  them.  And  they  secured  the  fore- 
men eiJF  the  arsenal,  in  order  that  the  conspintors  might 
not  do  mischief.  Towards  nightfoU  tliey  assembled  in 
the  palace.  When  they  were  assembled  in  the  palace, 
they  caused  the  gates  of  the  quadrangle  of  the  palace 
to  be  shnt.  And  they  sent  to  the  keeper  of  the  hello 
tower,  and  forbade  the  tolling  of  tbe  bells.  All  this 
was  carried  into  effect.  The  before  mentioned  conspi- 
rators were  secured,  and  they  were  brought  to  tlie  pa- 
lace ;  and  as  the  Council  of  Ten  saw  thai  the  Duke  was 
in  the  plot,  they  resolved  that  twenty  of  the  leading 
men  of  the  state  should  be  associated  to  them,  for  the 
purpose  of  consnlution  and  deUbention,  hut  that  they 
should  not  be  allowed  to  ballot. 

Tlie  coirasellori  were  the  following :  Ser  Giovaimi 
Mocenigo,  of  the  Sesliero  of  San  Marco;  Ser  Almoro 
Venieroda  Santa  Marina,  of  tbe  Sesliero  of  Castdlo; 
Ser  Tommaso  Viadro,  of  the  Sesliero  of  Caneregio ;  Ser 
Giovanni  Sanndo,  of  the  Sesliero  of  Santa  Croce;  Ser 
Pietro  Trivisano,  of  the  Sestiero  of  San  l^olo;  Ser  Pan- 
talione  Barbo  il  Grande,  of  the  Sestiero  of  Ossodnra. 
The  Avvogadori  of  the  Commonwealth  were  Zofredo 
Morosini,  and  Ser  Orio  Pasqnaligo;  and  these  did  not 
ballot.  Those  of  the  Council  of  Ten  were  Ser  Giovanni 
Marcello,  Ser  Tommaso  Sanndo,  and  Ser  Michelette 
Dolfino,  the  heads  of  the  aforesaid  Council  of  Ten.  Ser 
Luca  da  Legge,  and  Ser  Pietro  da  Nosto,  inquisitors  of 
the  aforesaid  Council.  And  Ser  Marco  Polani,  Ser  Ma- 
rino Veniero,  Srr  Lando  Lombardo,  and  Ser  Nicoletio 
Trivisano,  of  Sant'  Angelo. 

Late  in  the  night,  just  before  the  dawnmg,  they 
chose  a  junto  of  twenty  noblemen  of  Venice  from 
amongst  the  wisest  and  the  worthiest  and  the  oldest. 
They  were  to  give  counsel,  but  not  to  ballot.  And  they 
wouM  not  admit  any  one  of  Ck  FaUero.  Aad  If  iccok> 
FaUero,  and  another  Nirrolo  Faliero,  of  San  Tommaso, 
were  expelled  from  the  Council,  because  they  bdoaged 
to  the  fomily  of  tlie  Doge.  And  thb  resolution  of 
creating  the  jnnu  of  twenty  was  much  praised  through- 
out the  state.  The  following  were  tbe  members  of  the 
junu  of  twenty  :— Ser  Marco  Giustioiani,  Procuralore, 
Ser'  Andrea  Erixxo,  Procuralore,  Ser  Lionardo  Giusti- 
oiani,  Procuralore,  Ser'  Andrea  Contarini,  Sere  Simone 
Dandolo,  Ser  Niccolo  Volpe,  Ser  Giovanni  Loredano,  Ser 
Marco  Diedo,  Ser  Giovanni  Gradenigo,  Ser  Andrea  Cor- 
naro,  Cavaliere,  Ser  Marco  Soranio,Ser  Rinieri  da  Mosto^ 
Ser  Gaxano  Marccllo,  Ser  Mariuo  Morosini,  Ser  Slefano 
Delegno,  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  Ser  Filippo  Orio,  Ser  Marco 
Trivisano,  Ser  Jacopo  Bragadino,  Ser  Giovanni  Foscarini. 

These  twenty  were  accordingly  called  in  to  the 
Council  of  Ten;  and  they  sent  for  my  Lord  Marino 
Faliero  the  Duke;  and  my  Lord  Marino  was  then  con- 
sorting in  the  palace  with  people  of  grral  estate,  gen- 
tlemen, and  other  good  men,  none  of  whom  knew  yet 
how  tlie  fact  stood. 

At  the  same  lime  Bertuccio  Israello,  who,  as  one  of 
the  ringleaders,  was  to  head  the  conspirators  in  Sanu 
Croce,  was  arrested  and  bound,  and  brought  before  ihe 
Council  Zanello  del  Brio,  Nicoletio  di  Rosa,  Nicolelto 
Alberto,  and  the  Gnardiaga,  were  also  taken  together. 
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with  several  scaincn,  uiul  people  of  various  ranks. 
These  \rcre  exaniincil,  and  the  truth  of  tlie  plot  was 
asccrlainctl. 

On  the  .sixteenth  of  April,  jmlj^mcnl  was  given  in  the 
Council  of  Ten,  that  Filippo  Calendaro  and  Bertuccio 
Israellu  .should  be  han(;tHJ  upon  the  red  pillars  of  the 
balcony-  of  the  palace,  from  which  the  Duke  is  wont  to 
look  at  tlic  bull-hunt :  and  they  were  hanged  with  gags 
in  their  mouths. 

The  next  day  the  following  were  condemned  : — Nic- 
colo  Zuccuolo,  Nicolcito  Ulondo,  Nicoletto  Doro,  Marco 
Giuda,  Jacomello  Dagolino,  Nicoletto  Fidele,  the  !»on  of 
Filippo  Calendaro,  Marco  ToreJlo,  called  Israello,  Ste- 
fano  Trivisano,  the  money-changer  of  Santa  Margherita, 
and  Antonio  dalle  Uendc.  These  were  all  taken  at 
Chiozza,  for  they  were  endeavouring  to  escape.  After- 
wards, by  virtue  of  the  sentence  which  was  passctl  upon 
them  in  the  Council  of  Ten.  they  were  hange<l  on  suc- 
cessive days,  some  singly  and  some  in  couples,  upon  the 
columns  of  the  palace,  beginning  from  th6  red  columns, 
and  so  going  onwards  towards  the  canal.  And  other 
prisoners  were  discharged,  because,  although  they  had 
been  involved  in  the  conspiracy,  yet  they  had  not  as- 
sisted in  it :  for  they  were  given  to  understand  by  some 
of  the  heads  of  the  plot,  that  they  were  to  come  tirmed 
and  prepared  for  the  service  of  the  state,  and  in  order 
to  .secure  certain  criminals,  and  they  knew  nothing  else. 
Nicoletto  Alberto,  the  Cuardiaga,  and  Ikirtolommeo  Ci- 
riuoU  and  his  son,  and  several  others,  who  were  not 
guilty,  were  discharged. 

On  Friday,  the  sixteenth  day  of  April,  judgment  was 
also  given,  in  the  aforesaid  Council  of  Ten,  that  my 
Lord  Marino  Falicr*i,  the  Duke,  should  ha\e  his  head 
cut  off,  and  that  the  execution  should  be  done  on  the 
landing-place  of  the  stone  staircase,  where  the  Dukes 
take  their  oath  when  they  first  enter  the  palace.  On 
the  following  day,  the  .seventeenth  of  April,  the  doors 
of  the  palace  being  shut,  the  Duke  had  his  head  cut  off, 
about  the  hour  of  noon.  And  the  cap  of  estate  was 
taken  from  the  Duke  s  head  before  he  came  down  stairs. 
When  the  execution  was  over,  it  is  said  that  one  of  the 
Council  of  T«'n  went  to  the  columns  of  the  palace  over 
against  the  pl.ice  of  St  Mark,  and  that  he  showed  the 
bloody  sword  unto  the  people,  cryin|;  out  with  a  loud 
voi»e — «The  terrible  doom  hath  fallen  upon  the  trai- 
tor!n — and  the  doors  were  openwl,  and  the  people  all 
rushe<I  in,  to  see  the  corpse  of  the  Duke  who  had  been 
beheaded. 

It  must  be  known,  that  Scr  Giovanni  Sauudo,  the 
councillor,  was  not  pr<H,ent  when  the  aforesaid  sentence 
was  pronounced;  because  he  was  unwell  and  remained 
at  home.  So  that  only  fourteen  balloted;  that  is  to 
say,  five  councillors,  and  nine  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 
And  it  was  adjudged,  that  all  the  lands  and  chatteU  of 
the  Duke,  as  well  a«,  of  the  oilier  traitors,  should  be 
forfeited  to  the  state.  An»l,  as  a  gr.ice  to  the  Duke,  it 
was  resolved  in  ilur  Council  of  Ten.  that  he  should  be 
allowed  to  dispose  of  two  thousand  ducat',  out  of  his 
own  property.  And  it  was  resolve<l,  thai  alt  the  coun- 
cillors and  all  the  Avvogailori  of  the  comuionwealtli, 
those  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  an<I  the  nienibers  of  tli«> 
jnnta  who  had  assisted  in  pas,sing  sentence  on  the  Duke 
and  the  iitlier  traitors,  should  have  the  privilege  of  car- 
rying arms  both  by  <lay  and  by  night  in  Venice,  and 
from  Grado  to  Cav.i/iTc,  And  they  were  aUo  to  be 
allov\ed  two  footmen  carrying  arms,  llio  aforc-viiil  foot- 


III. 

«Al  giovane  Doge  Andrea  Dandolo  sueccdette  un 
veechio.  il  f|uale  tardi  si  pose  a  I  timone  dclla  repubblica, 
ma  sempre  prima  di  quel,  die  f.icea  d'  uopo  a  lui,  ed 
alia  patria  :  egli  e  Marino  Faliero  personnaggio  a  mc 
noto  per  antica  dimestichezza.  Falsa  era  I'  opinionc  in- 
torno  a  lui,  giacche  egli  si  mostro  foruilo  piii  di  coraggio 
che  di  scnno.  Non  pago  della  prima  digniui,  eatrb  cou 
sinislro  piede  ncl  pubbiico  Palazzo  :  imperciocche 
<|uesto  Doge  dei  Veneti,  niagistrato  sacro  in  tutti  i  s»»- 
coli,  che  dagli  antichi  fu  sempre  vencralo  qnal  nume  in 
quella  cilia,  I'  altri  jeri  fu  decollalo  nel  vestibolo  dell' 
islesso  Palazzo.  Discorrerei  fin  dal  principio  le  cause 
di  un  lale  evento,  se  cost  vario,  ed  ambiguo  noD  ne 
fosse  il  grido.  Nessuno  pero  lo  scusa,  tulti  afferm.iiio, 
rhe  e(;li  nbbia  voluto  cangiar  qualchc  eos.i  nell  ordiue 
dclla  repiiliblica  a  lui  tramandalo  dai  magj'.iori.  Che 
desidcrava  e[;li  di  pin!  lo  son  davviso,  die  egli  abbi.i 
otienulo  do,  the  non  si  concede! te  a  iiessun  altro  : 
nientre  adempiva  gli  ufHcj  di  legalo  presso  il  Pontelire, 
e  sullc  rive  drl  Uodano  irallava  la  pace,  che  io  prima 
di  lui  avcvo  iitdarno  tentato  di  conchiuderc,  gli  fii  con- 
ferito  r  onore  del  Dnralo,  che  no  chietleva,  ne  s'  asjn-t- 
tava.  Tornato  in  palri.i,  penso  a  qntllo,  cui  uevsuno 
non  pose  niente  |;iaiTim.ii,  c  soFfri  qnetio  che  a  niuno 
accjde  niai  ili  soffrirc  :  giacdio  in  quel  luogo  cclcbcr- 


men  living  and  boarding  with  ihcm  in  their  own  hous/'v. 
And  he  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen  might  transfer 
the  privilege  to  his  sons  or  his  brothers;  but  only  ti» 
two.  Permission  of  carrying  arms  was  also  granted  tt» 
the  four  Notaries  of  the  (Chancery,  that  i.<  to  say,  uf  the 
Supreme  Court,  who  took  the  deposition^ ;  and  they 
were  Amedio,  Nicoletto  di  Loriuo,  Stcffanello,  and 
Pietro  dc  Compo&telli,  the  secretaries  of  the  Signori  di 
Notte. 

After  the  traitors  had  been  hanged,  and  the  Duke  had 
had  his  head  cut  off,  the  state  remained  in  great  tran- 
quillity and  peace.  And,  as  I  liave  read  in  a  chronicle, 
the  corpse  of  the  Duke  was  remov(>d  in  a  barge,  with 
eight  torches,  to  his  tomb  in  the  church  of  San  Giovan-  ' 
ni  c  Paolo,  where  it  was  buried.  The  tomb  is  now  in  ' 
that  aisle  in  the  middle  of  the  little  church  of  Santa  • 
Maria  della  Pace,  which  was  built  by  Gishop  Gabriel  of  ' 
Bergamo.  It  is  a  coffin  of  stone,  with  these  words  en- 
graved thereon  :  «<  Heic  jacet  Dominus  Marinus  Falettv 
Dux.» — And  they  did  not  paint  his  portrait  in  the  hall 
of  the  Great  Coiuicil :  —  Rut  in  the  place  where  it  ought 
to  have  been,  you  sec  these  words : — «  Uic  est  loctti 
Marini  Falctro  decnpiiati  pro  criminibusv> — and  it  i^ 
thought  that  his  hou.se  was  granted  lo  the  church  of 
Sam'  Apostolo;  it  was  that  great  one  near  the  bridge. 
Yet  this  could  not  be  the  case,  or  else  the  family  bought 
it  back  from  the  church;  for  it  still  belongs  lo  Ca  Fa- 
liero. I  must  not  refrain  from  noting,  that  some  w-islie<l 
to  write  the  following  words  in  the  place  where  bin 
portrait  ought  to  have  been^  as  aforesaid  : — a  Marinut 
Faletro  Dux,  temeritns  me  cepil,  pa:nas  lui,  decnpitntus 
pro  criminibus. » — Others,  aUo,  iudi  ted  a  couplet,  worthy 
of  being  inscribed  upon  his  tomb. 

k  Dut  Vpiif  lum  jaiTi  liir,  palriam  qui  proderf  tcotaBt, 
Scfplra.  ileciit,  rentum,  |t«rdidii.  alque  irapul.i 

[  I  am  uhli.'^i'd  for  ikU  CKfllrnt  Iranklaiion  of  the  old  rbrooicir  lo 
Mr  F.  ( i>h<-ii,  to  whom  tli''  rcad«T  will  Mod  bimtcif  iadobird  for  a  Tpr- 
<i(iii  ihui  I  (oiilJ  not  in\>cir,  llioii)>h  aflor  Dinny  jfari'  iDion-iMir**' 
n  iih  liali.in,  havf  (;Mcn  >iy  any  inrani  %o  purely  and  to  faiibfully  ] 
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nmo,  e  cltiarUMiBo,  e  belli»iino  iofra  tmii  qoclli,  cbe 
to  Ti«li,  ow  A  attoi  anleDaii  avcvauo  ricrvuii  graiMiisvimi 
ofloh  in  mmo  aJlc  pompe  Irionfali,  iti  cifli  fn  trasci- 
aiu>  m  modo  senrile,  e  »pof{liaio  delle  ins^goe  dueali, 
ptnlctle  U  testa,  e  maccliio  coi  proprio  MOgue  le  tofjlic 
<iei  ieapH>,r  alrio  del  Paiano,  e  le  scale  marmorae  rto- 
*wie  cpcsac  ▼olCe  illusui  o  dalle  M>leooi  fe*tiviiii,  o  dalle 
c^tiii  cpoglM.  Ho  aotato  U  luogo,  ora  nolo  il  tempo : 
r  1  aaao  del  NaUlc  di  Ch&u>  i35S,  fu  il  gioroo  18  d*  A- 
pnle.  St  alto  e  il  grido  spano,  ehe  «e  alcuno  esaminem 
h  diadfiioM^  e  le  coatnmaaae  di  qiaella  citia,  e  qoaoto 
muumento  di  co«e  veoga  minacciato  dalia  mortt  di  on 
lol  uoAo  (quaotiuMiiM  molii  aliri«  come  narrano,  et- 
ooxio  eooaplici^  o  tiibiroao  1'  iaceiM  tupplicio,  o  lo 
afcpfttano)  u  accorgera,  die  onlla  di  piu  grande  a??eoiie 
aj  noctri  tempi  oell'  Italia.  Tu  fone  qui  atleodi  il  mio 
piMkzio;  aaaolvo  il  popolo,  te  credere  alia  fama,  benclii^ 
abbia  potato  e  ca«iigare  piu  miuaieole,  e  con  maggior 
(laknaa  ireadicare  il  mo  dolore:  ma  bob  coci  facil- 
lucnte,  ai  modera  nil'  ira  giutta  iotieme,  e  graode  in 
DO  ounaeroao  popolo  principalmenie,  nei  qiuile  il  pre- 
•-ipiio«o,  ed  instabile  volgo  aguia  gli  »timoli  dell'  ira- 
eoodia  coa  rapidi,  e  iconaigliaii  clamori.  Compatisco, 
e  nHI'  iscewo  tempo  mi  adiro  eon  quell'  infclice  uomo, 
li  quale  adomo  di  un'  insoliio  onore,  nou  to  clie  com 
M  «ol<rf«e  negli  cacremi  aoni  della  sua  vita  :  la  ca la- 
in iu  Ji  lui  diTicoe  tempre  piu  grave,  percbi  dalla  ten- 
irnzA  contra  di  etao  promulgala  apparir^,  che  egli  fu 
00a  solo  mitero,  ma  insano,  e  demeote,  ^  che  con  vane 
arti  H  oftttrpb  per  taoti  annj  una  fiilta  fama  di  tapienia. 
Ammontsco  i  Dogi,  i  qtiali  gli  succederanno,  die  quMto 
r  un  e«empio  posto  iooansi  ai  loro  occhi,  quale  specrliio 
ort  quale  Tcggano  di  eacere  non  Signori*  ma  Duci,  ami 
unnaieno  Duci,  ma  onorati  servi  dcUa  Repnbblica. 
Tu  ftia  aano ;  e  giaccbi  fluttuano  le  publiccbe  ro«e, 
>foniamoci  di  govemar  modeftliMimamente  i  privali 
Doatri  affari.a 

Ltvati.     Fiufgi  di  Pttrarca,  vol.  iv.  p.  3a3. 

The  above  Italian  tranalation  from  the  Latin  epiMlet 
of  Petrarch  provea— 

Asily.  That  Marino  Faliero  vrai  a  personal  friend  of 
Pefrarcb'i:  «aatieadimeftichezBa,*  old  intimacy,  it  the 
phra<e  of  the  poet. 

idly.  That  Petrareh  thought  that  he  had  move  cou- 
rage ibaa  cooductt  «  piu  di  cam^gio  che  di  senno.* 

idly.  That  there  was  some  jealousy  on  the  part  of 
Petrarch;  for  he  aays  that  Marino  Faliero  was  treating 
of  the  peace  vhich  he  himself  had  «  vainly  attempted 
to  cooehide.* 

4thly,  That  the  honour  of  the  dukedom  was  conferred 
upon  hiro,  which  he  neither  sought  nor  expected,  ■  die 
nr  chicdeva  n^'  aspettava,*  and  which  had  never  heco 
granted  to  any  other  in  like  circumstances,  « cio  che 
non  si  conoedetle  a  nestun  altro;w  proof  of  the  high 
esteem  in  which  ha  must  have  been  held. 

Sthly,  Thai  he  kmd  a  reputation  for  wisdom,  only 
forfeited  by  the  hut  enterprise  of  his  life,  «si  surpo 
per  taoli  anni  una  falsa  fdma  di  sapicnsa.K — «Ue  bad 
usurped  for  so  many  years  a  f^lse  fame  of  wisdom;* 
rather  a  difficult  Usk,  I  should  think.  People  are  ge- 
nerally found  out  before  eighty  years  of  age,  at  Icaat  in 
a  republie. 

From  these  and  the  other  historical  nole«  which  I 
have  collected,  it  may  be  inferred  that  Marino  Fxlicro 
possesvd  many  of  tlie  qualities,  but  not  the  success  of 


a  hero:  and  that  his  passions  were  too  violent.  The 
paltry  and  ignorant  account  of  Dr  Moore  falls  10  the 
(pvnad.  Petrarch  says,  « that  there  luid  been  no 
greater  event  in  his  limes*  (our  times  literally),  «  noairi 
tempi,*  in  Italy,  lie  also  differs  from  the  historian  in 
uyiog  that  Faliero  was  «  on  the  banks  of  the  ilAonc,* 
instead  of  at  Rome,  when  elected ;  the  other  accounts 
say,  that  the  deputation  of  the  Venetian  senate  met 
him  at  Ravenna.  How  this  may  have  been,  il  it  not 
for  me  to  decide,  and  n  of  no  great  importance.  Had 
the  man  succeeded,  be  would  have  changed  the  face  of 
Venice,  and  perhaps  of  luly.  At  it  it,  what  are  lliey 
both? 


IV. 

Extmit  de  Vomvraye — Hittoire  de  U  Re/mblitiue  de 
FeniMe^  pnr  P.  DarUf  de  tAeademie  fran^aise, 
torn.  V.  liv.  uxv.  p.  9S,  etc.  ^ition  de  Paris, 
MDCOCXIX. 

«  A  CBS  aitaque*  si  fr^uentes  que  le  gouvemement 
diri|;eail  cootre  le  dcrge.  aces  luttes  Publics  eotre  Ics 
liiFfrrents  corps  consilium,  k  ces  enlri*prises  de  la  masse 
de  la  noblesse  contre  les  deposiiaires  du  pouvoir,  k 
toutes  ces  propositions  d'innovation  qui  se  lerminaieni 
ioujours  par  des coups  d'etat;  il  faut  ajonler  nne  antra 
cause,  non  moins  propre  k  propagcr  la  m^pris  des  aa* 
ciennes  doctrines,  c'elnit  Fexcii  de  la  cor  i  lyltow. 

«  Cetle  liberty  de  m«eurs  qu'on  avail  long-tempa  van> 
tie  comme  le  charme  principal  de  la  societc  de  Venise 
etait  devenue  un  d^rdre  scand^leux ;  le  lien  du  manage 
('tail  moins  sacr^  dans  ce  pays  catholique  que  dans  ceux 
oik  les  lois  civiles  et  religieuses  permettent  de  le  dis- 
soudre.  Faute  de  pouvoir  rompre  le  contrat,  on  scip- 
posait  qu'il  n'avitit  jamais  existi^;  et  les  moyens  de  nul- 
lite,  allegues  avec  impudenr  par  les  ^poux,  ^taient 
admis  avec  la  m^me  facility  par  des  magistrals  et  par 
des  pr^lres  egalcment  corromput.  Get  divorces  colore 
d'un  antra  nom  devinrent  si  fr^uenit,qae  I'acte  le  plut 
important  de  la  soci^t^  civile  te  troava  de  la  competence 
d'nn  tribunal  d'exoeption,  et  qne  ce  fnl  k  la  police  de 
reprimer  le  leandala.  Le  conseii  det  dix  ofdoona,  en 
1 78a,  que  toute  femme  qui  intenterait  unc  demande  en 
diMoIution  de  mariage  serai t  obligee  d'ea  attendre  la 
jugrmeni  dans  un  convent  qne  le  tribunal  designerait>. 
Bientdt  apr^s  il  ^voqua  devani  lui  loutct  let  causes  de 
cetie  natura*.  Get  empietement  sur  la  jnridiciioo 
ecdcsiastique  ayant  occasion^  des  r^la  ma  lions  de  la 
part  de  la  cour  de  Rome,  le  conseii  se  r^rva  le  droit 
de  d^bouter  les  ^ux  de  lenr  demande  ,  et  coascntit  k 
U  renvoyer  devant  I'officialit^,  loutet  l«t  foit  qail  ne 
Taurait  pas  rejet^'. 

«  U  y  cut  nn  moment  oik  sant  douia  la  renveraemcat 
des  fortunet,  la  perle  det  jennet  gent,  let  discordet  do* 
mestiquea,  d^termin^rent  la  gouvemement  k  s'^rter 
det  maximea  qu'il  setail  fiiites  tnr  la  libert^  de  monirt 
qu'il  permetuit  k  ses  sujets:  on  chasta  de  Veniae  toutet 
let  courtitanet.  Mais  lenr  absence  ne  suflltait  pas  ponr 
ramener  aux  bonnes  roepurs  touta  nne  population  ^lev^ 
dans  la  plus  honteuse  Ucence.  Le  di^rdre  p^eira 
dans  rinierieur  det  ^millet,  dant  les  cloitret ;  et  Ton  te 


•  CwmpowiMia*  d*  M.  ftMIck,  i*arf4  4'm1Mrm 
pA  W  da  24  •ott  i7Sa. 

*  IbM.  D^pActed*  3i  sotl. 

I  Ibid.  IMp^cked*  3  tepicaibr*  17SS. 
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crul  oblige  derappeler,d'indcmDiscrmcme<,  desfemmcs 
qui  surprcnaienc  quelquefois  d'importanis  secrets,  et 
qu'on  pouvait  employer  atilement  k  ruincr  des  homines 
que  ieur  fortuoe  aurait  pu  rendre  dangercux.  Depuis, 
la  licence  est  toujours  allee  croissant ;  et  I'on  a  vu  non 
seulement  des  m^res  trafiquer  de  la  vir(pnite  de  leurs 
fillcs,  mais  la  vendre  par  un  conirat  dont  Tauthenticit^ 
etait  garanlie  par  la  signature  d'un  officier  public,  et 
I'exccution  mise  sous  la  protection  des  lois.' 

«  Les  parloirs  des  convents  ou  etaient  rcnferm^es  les 
filles  nobles,  les  maisons  des  courtisanes,  quoique  la 
police  y  entretint  soigneusement  un  grand  nombre  de 
surveillans,  Etaient  les  seuls  points  de  reunion  de  la  so- 
ciete  de  Yenisc,  et  dans  ces  deux  endroits  si  divers  on 
cLiit  cgalement  libre.  La  musique,  les  collations,  la 
galanterie,  n'etaicnt  pas  plus  interdites  dans  les  parloirs 
que  dans  les  casins.  II  y  avait  un  grand  nombre  de 
ra.sins  destines  aux  reunions  publiques,  ou  le  jeu  ^tait 
la  principale  occupation  de  la  societe.  Getait  un  sin- 
gulier  spectacle  de  voir  autour  d'une  table  des  personues 
des  deux  sexes  en  masque,  et  de  graves  personnages  en 
robe  de  magistrature,  implorant  le  hasard,  passant  des 
angoisses  du  dcsespoir  aux  illusioas  de  Tcsporancc,  et 
cela  sans  profercr  une  parole. 

«  Les  riches  avaient  des  casins  particulicrs,  mais  ils 
y  vivaient  avec  mystere;  leurs  femmes  delaissees  trou- 
vaient  un  dddomraagement  dans  la  liberte  dont  elles 
jouissaieut  :  la  corruption  des  moeurs  les  avait  privces 
de  tout  Ieur  empire;  on  vient  dc  parcourir  toute  riiis- 
toire  de  Venise,  et  on  nc  les  a  pas  vucs  une  seule  fois 
exercer  la  raoindre  influence.» 

V. 

Extract  from  the  History  of  tlie  Republic  of  Fenice,  by 
P.  Daru,  Member  of  the  French  Academy^  vol.  v. 
b.  XXXV.  p.  95,  etc.     Paris  Edit.  1819. 

mTo  these  attacks,  so  frequently  pointed  by  the 
government  against  the  clergy,  —  to  the  continual 
struggles  betMrccii  the  different  constituted  bodies, — to 
those  enterprises  carried  on  by  the  mass  of  the  nobles 
against  the  depositaries  of  power,  to  all  those  projccis 
of  innovation,  which  always  ended  by  a  stroke  of  state 
policy, — we  must  add  a  cause  not  less  fitted  to  spread 
contempt  for  ancient  doctrines;  t/iis  was  the  excess  of 
corruption. 

tfThat  freedom  of  manners  which  had  been  long 
boasted  of  as  the  principal  charm  of  Venetian  society, 
had  degenerated  iuto  scandalous  licentiousness  ;  the  tic 
of  marriage  was  less  sacred  in  that  Catholic  country, 
than  among  those  nations  where  the  laws  and  religion 
admit  of  its  being  dissolved.  Because  they  could  not 
break  the  contract,  they  feigned  that  it  had  not  existed; 
and  the  ground  of  nullity,  immodestly  alleged  by  the 
married  pair,  was  admitted  with  equal  facility  by  priests 
and  magistrates,  alike  corrupt.  These  divorces,  veiled 
under  another  name,  became  so  frequent,  that  the  most 
important  act  of  civil  society  was  discovered  to  be  ame- 
nable to  a  tribunal  of  exceptions ;  and  to  restrain  the 
open  scandal  of  such  proceedings  became  the  office  of 
the  police,     hi  178?.  the  Council  of  Ten  decreed,  that 

'  Le  •l<Vr«n  (j<- rappel  |r>t  (l>^«i{^nah  fiOu<i  I(>  iiom  <!»•  nomre  Ixneme- 
rite  mrrftriii.  On  l^ur  n»Ki;;ria  «n  fond*  ct  <lr»  toaifiont  a|t(i«'l«V»  t'<iie 
ritniit,itnf,  li  oil  vieul  Id  ii<^noniiiiitlii>n  iiijiiri(<u»t^  dc  t 'arampdnf . 

*  Mayt-r,  Dc^criffiion  lU  Ytnitc,  tuiu.  ii,  «l  M.  Ar<-|icn|ioli7.,  Tnl>leau 
de  Fltalie,  mm,  i,  clia|>.  a. 


every  woman  who  should  sue  for  a  dissolution  of  her 
marriage  should  be  compelled  to  await  the  decision  of 
the  judges  in  some  convent,  to  be  named  by  the  court.' 
Soon  afterwards  the  same  council  summoned  all  cau.ses 
of  that  nature  before  itself.'  This  infringement  ou 
ecclesiastical  jurisdiction  having  occasioned  some  re- 
monstrance from  Rome,  the  council  retained  only  the 
right  of  rejecting  the  petition  of  the  married  persons, 
and  consented  to  refer  such  causes  to  the  Holy  Office 
as  it  should  not  previously  have  rejectcd.3 

u  There  was  a  moment  in  which,  doubtless,  the  de- 
struction of  private  fortunes,  the  ruin  of  youth,  the  do- 
mestic discord  occasioned  by  these  abuses,  determined 
tlie  government  to  depart  from  its  established  maxima 
concerning  the  freedom  of  manners  allowed  the  subject. 
All  the  courtezans  were  banished  from  Venice,  bui  tbeir 
absence  was  not  enough  to  reclaim  and  bring  back 
good  morals  to  a  whole  people  brought  up  in  the  most 
scandalous  licentiousness.  Depravity  reached  tlie  very 
bosoms  of  private  families,  and  even  into  the  cloister; 
and  they  found  themselves  obliged  to  recal,  and  evm 
to  indemnify  4  women,  who  sometimes  gained  po*se<- 
sion  of  important  secrets,  and  who  might  be  usefully 
employed  in  the  ruin  of  men  whose  fortunes  mijjlit 
have  rendered  them  dangerous.  Since  that  time  licen- 
tiousness has  gone  on  increasing;  and  we  have  seen  mo- 
thers, not  only  selling  the  innocence  of  their  daughters, 
but  selling  it  by  a  contract,  authenticated  by  the  sig- 
nature of  a  pubHc  officer,  and  the  performance  of 
which  was  secured  by  the  protection  of  the  law»6.5 

«The  parlours  of  the  convents  of  noble  ladies,  xa\ 
the  houses  of  the  courtesans,  though  the  police  carefidlv 
kept  up  a  number  of  .spies  about  them,  were  the  only 
assemblies  for  society  in  Venice ;  and  in  these  two  placts, 
so  different  from  each  other,  there  was  equal  freedom. 
Music,  collations,  gallantry,  were  not  more  forbidden  in 
the  parlours  than  at  the  casinos.  There  were  a  Dumt>er 
of  casinos  for  the  purpose  of  public  assemblies,  wher.' 
gaming  was  the  principal  pursuit  of  the  company.  It 
was  a  strange  sight  to  see  persons  of  either  sex,  masked, 
or  grave  personages  in  their  magisterial  robes,  round  a 
table,  invoking  chance,  and  giving  way  at  one  instint 
to  the  agonies  of  despair,  at  the  next  to  the  illusions  o( 
hope,  and  that  without  uttering  a  single  word. 

««The  rich  had  private  casino.s,  but  they  lived  incxiq- 
nito  in  ihem;  and  the  wives  whom  they  abandoof'd 
found  compensation  in  the  liberty  they  eiijoye<l.  Tft-? 
corruption  of  morals  had  deprived  them  of  their  em- 
pire. Wc  have  just  reviewed  the  whole  history  of  \t- 
nice,  and  we  have  not  once  seen  them  exerci'*^  tb" 
slightest  influence. » 

From  the  present  decay  and  degeneracy  of  Venice 
under  the  barbarians,  there  are  some  honourable  imi)- 
vidual  exceptions.  There  is  Pasqualigo,  the  last.  adI 
alas  I  poithtanous  son  of  the  marriage  of  the  Doges  wuij 
the  Adriatic,  who  fought  his  frigate  with  far  prc.uri 
gallantry  than  any  of  his  French  coadjutors  in  the  m- 

'  <.'urrf»jMin<li'nc»!of  Mr  Schliik,  Frenrli  rhor^**  iraffair"**.  TVt 
pairh  of  3{l)i  \u;;iist,  1783. 

*  ll>i<l.  IU'.«pji<  h.   'lisj  Au,;u8l. 

*  Ibid.  l>t's>|>QU'li,  3d  S«r|iH-inlKT.  i^R.'*. 

*  Tlif!  d«»ti-c»'  for  ilifir  r»'«all  dc.<i(;nal«-«  ihcm  nt  moitre  *<■«<«*»--• 
mrr^tnci.  A  fund  iind  fouic  houuvs  cjilled  Ca>r  rumpuue'  wtr-  t« 
«ii;n<Hl  10  iht-m  ;  hence  ilir  opi^trubrious  app<dlulionof  r'«*m«ty<a«/ 

'  MnyfT,  Deunpiiott  of  Xtntce,  vol.  W,  nnd  M.  Arrhenl»oli/,  l»»c?»' 
oj  Itnlij,  >ol.  i.  (iirt|>.  J. 
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uKiTAblc  action  off  Lis«a.  I  came  home  in  the  «qiiadron 
villi  the  prise*  in  1811,  and  recollect  to  liave  beard  Sir 
'VliiiiaaB  Hooe,  and  the  other  officers  eii{;aged  in  thut 
f;M>rioiu  conflict,  speak  in  ihebichest  terms  of  PaAqo^- 
ij^o's  brhavioor.  There  U  the  Abbate  Morelli.  Tlirrr 
b  Al«iae  f^aerini,  who,  afirr  a  loiij;  aud  hononrablr 
diploma  tic  career,  finds  some  cousol.<t  ion  for  the  wroojjs 
of  hi«  country  in  tlie  pursuits  of  Hlcrature,  wilh  hi** 
oeptiew,  Vittor  Benzon,  the  son  of  the  celebrated  beauty, 
Ibr  heroine  of  «  La  Ihondiiia  in  Gondolrita.M  There  aie 
the  patrician  poet  Morosini,  and  ihe  port  Lamberti,  the 
juihor  of  Ihe  •■  BioodiiiJ,»  etc.  oiid  many  oilier  r^ttiina- 
bli*  productions  ;  aud,  not  least  in  nn  bit|:lisiiiiian's  e\ti- 
mauon,  iladam  Michelli,  Ihe  traDslator  of  Sh.ik«p<'arr. 
There  are  the  young  Itandolo,  and  the  iin|>ro«\i«Miiori 
(^rrer,  and  Giuiieppe  Albriui,  the  accoin|)lislic4i  son  of 
an  accomplish^'d  mother.  Tlicie  i^  A(;licili,  himI,  were 
(bene  uothiDg  else,  there  is  the  immortjliiy  of  (lano^j. 
Cicugnara,  Mustoxiihi,  Bucali,  etc.,  etc.  1  do  not  reck- 
on, becaosc  the  one  is  a  Greek,  and  the  others  merv 
born  at  least  a  hundred  miie^  off,  «hi<-h,  fhruii('lioiit  I 
lulv.  couslitutes,  if  not  a^vrei^ner,  ««<  Uatta  stranger  ! 
furettiere),  I 

vr. 

ExtTmit  de  touvrage — Histoire  Ittteroire  d ttnlif,  pur 
P.  L.  Oinguene.  torn,  ii,  chjp.  x&ivi,  p.  i^\.  £<.litioii 
de  Paris,  MDCCCXIX. 

«  II  T  a  nne  prediction  fort  sinp.ulicre  sur  Venise .  *  Si 
tu  oe  changes  fMU,'  dit-elle  a  cette  republique  ahierr,  *  la 
liberie,  quidejj  s'enfuit,  ne  comptera  pas  un  siecle  aprn 
la  miUtcma  annee.' 

m  En  faicant  remonter  I'epoque  de  la  Itberte  Vt'tii- 

rienne  jnsqu'a  I'etahlissement  du  gouveruemcut  sous  le- 

quel  la  repuhlique  a  fleuri,  on  irouvera  que  1  election 

du  premier  Doge  dale  de  697,  et  si  Ton  y  ajoute  nn  Hiccle 

a  pre*  mi  lie,  c'est-a-dire  onte  cents  an«,  on  trout  era 

encore  que  le  sens  de  la  prediction  est  litteralement 

celni-ci :  *Ta  liberie  ne  comptera  pas  jus<|u  a  I  an  I7(r.' 

Rappelei-Tons  mainlenant  que  Veuise  a   cr%v-  d'ttrc 

hbre  en  I'uu  cinq  de  la  Republique   fninrai«ie,  ou   en 

1 7<)6;  Tous  verrez  qn'il  n'y  eut  jamais  de  prt^dM-tiou  plus 

prt'ci«e  et  plus  ponctuellenient  suivie  de  Icffct.     Yoit« 

ooiercz  done  comme  ires  remarquables  res  trois  «er» 

de  1  Alamanoi,adresse»  a  Venise,  que  persoiiiie  pourtnnc 

n'a  reoiarques: 

'S«  a«o  t»mf,i  f<ca«irr,  fan  mtoI  tolo 
?foB  conlera  koprs  'i  raiilrtimu  anno 
Taa  libpria,  (Imi  va  ru|;i;(  n«iua  ruin. 

Bien  des  propbeties  ont  pa>si.'  pour  tellf^s,  ct  bien  des 
(;ena  ont  etc  appcl^s  pruphetes  a  nu  illcur  marche.n 


*  Thy  liberty  will  not  last  till  1 797.'  Recollect  that  Venice 
ceased  10  be  free  in  the  year  1796,  the  fifth  year  of  the 
French  republic ;  and  you  will  perceive  tliat  there  never 
was  prediction  more  pointed,  or  more  exactly  followed 
by  the  e*ent.  You  will,  therefore,  note  as  very  remark, 
able  the  three  lines  of  Alamanni,  addressed  to  Venice 
mhich,  however,  no  one  lias  pointed  out: 

•  S*  BOB  f%n(fi  |«#>ii«ier,  fan  irool  tolo 
IVoa  t-ainifTj  »u|>ra  'I  Diill«>4lnoaBno 
Tm  librria,  tbr  ta  fii«;{<po«Jo  ■  10I0.' 

Mnnv  prophecies  lia\e  pa<i<ied  for  such,  and  many  men 
have  been  rall«^  prophets  for  much  less.* 

If  ih«-  IVn'.r*  i.iYkf.WiT  t«t>Bi  rrmarla;  Ir  Umtk  lo  lb«>  ahore,  nade 
)>y  Aldmaani  l««o  huD  JrfW  and  arvcniT  v^Jn  «.•>•>.  i 


VII. 
Extract  from  the  Literary  History  of  Italy,  ky  P.  L. 

Guinyuenef  vol.  is,  p.  1.^4.     I^aris  Kdit.  1819. 

•  Tbiik  b  one  very  singular  prophecy  concerning 
Yenicc :  *  If  ihon  dost  not  change,'  it  says  10  that  proud 
republic,  *  thy  liberty,  which  is  already  on  the  wing,  will 
not  reckon  a  century  more  than  the  thousandth  year.' 

«  If  we  carry  hack  the  epocha  of  Veneiian  freedom  to 
the  estahliahmaot  of  the  government  imder  which  the 
republic  flourished,  we  shall  find  that  tlie  dale  of  the 
election  ol  the  first  Doge  i»  697  ;  and  if  we  add  one  cen- 
tury to  a  tboiuand,  tliat  i^,  eleven  hundred  years,  we 
vUall  find  the  sense  of  the  prediclion  lo  In*  lilerally  this . 


Tbk  author  of  «  Sketches  Destcriptive  of  Italy,*  etc. 
one  of  ilir  hinidred  lours  latelv  published,  is  extremely 
ansiouv  to  disrjaiin  a  possible  charge  of  plagiarism 
from  Mdhilrle  lliroldw  aud  «  Brppo.»  He  adds,  that 
«>tiil  W*,%  could  this  prciumed  coincidence  arise  from 
•■my  con%er<».iiioii,M  a%  he  had  repeatedly  declined  a  is 
introduction  to  me  while  in  Italy. 

Who  this  person  may  be  1  know  not,  but  he  must 
base  liern  deceived  by  all  or  any  of  those  who  «  repeat- 
edly offered  10  introduce «  him,  as  I  have  invariably 
refused  to  receive  any  Knglish  with  whom  I  was  not 
pretiouftly  acquainted,  even  when  they  had  letters  from 
Enf^lnml.  If  the  whole  assertion  is  not  an  invention,  1 
request  this  person  not  lo  sit  down  with  the  notion  that 
he  coi'LD  have  been  introduced,  since  there  has  been 
nothing  I  ha«e  so  carefully  avoided  as  any  kind  of  in- 
tercourse wilh  his  countrymen,  excepting  the  very  few 
who  were  a  considerable  time  resident  in  Venice,  or 
had  been  of  my  previous  acquaintance.  Whoever  made 
him  any  su<*h  offer  was  possessed  of  impudence  equal 
to  that  uf  making  siich  an  assertion  without  having  had 
it.  The  fact  i«,  that  I  bold  in  utter  abhorrence  any 
contact  vkiih  the  travelling  English,  as  my  friend  the 
tAtn^nl  (leiirral  Iloppner,  and  the  Countess  Renzoni  (in 
»b(i^e!iouse  the  Gon^ersazione  mostly  frequented  by 
ilieni  i^  hVld  ,  could  amply  testify,  were  it  worth  while. 
I  was  pcrs<n*uted  by  these  tourists  even  to  my  riding- 
(ground  at  Lido,  and  reduced  to  the  m<isi  disa(;reeable 
cinMiits  to  avoid  them.  At  Madame  Rentoni's  I  repeat- 
edly refused  to  be  introdure<l  to  them  ; — of  a  thousand 
suili  pre»«Mitaiioiu  prcs^i^il  upon  me,  I  accepted  two, 
and  both  were  to  lri*h  women. 

1  should  hardly  have  descended  lo  speak  of  such 
trifles  publicly,  if  the  impudence  of  this  Msketchem  had 
not  forced  me  lo  a  refutation  of  a  disingenuous  and 
gratuitousiy  imperimcnt  asseriiou; — so  lueaot  to  be,  for 
what  could  It  import  to  the  reader  to  be  told  tliat  the 
author  whad  repeatedly  declined  an  introduction,*  even 
had  it  been  true,  which,  for  the  reasons  I  ha\e  above 
given,  is  scarcely  pu!»siblc  1  Except  Lords  Lansdown, 
Jersey,  and  Lauderdale;  Messrs  Scoli,  Hammond,  Sir 
Humphry  Davy,  the  Ute  M.  Lewis,  W.  Raukes,  Mr  Ilopp- 
ner, Thomas  Moore,  Lord  Kinnaird,  his  brother,  Mr 
Joy,  and  Mr  Hobhouse,  I  do  not  recollect  to  have  ex- 
changed a  word  wilh  another  Englishman  since  I  left 
their  country;  and  almost  all  these  1  had  known  before. 
The  others — and  God  knows  there  were  some  hundreds 
— who  bored  me  wilh  letters  or  visits,  1  refused  to  have 
any  communication  with,  aud  shall  he  proud  and  hap- 
py when  that  «ish  becomes  mnliial. 

.^7 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


AN  HISTORfCAL  TRAGEDY. 


PREFACE. 


In  publishing  the  Tragedies  of  Sardanapalm,  and  of 
The  Two  Foscari,  I  have  only  lo  repeat  that  they  -were 
not  composed  with  the  moat  remote  view  to  the  stage. 

On  the  attempt  made  by  the  managers  in  a  former 
instance,  the  public  opinion  has  been  already  expressed. 

With  regard  to  my  ovrn  private  feelings,  as  it  seems 
that  they  are  to  stand  for  nothing,  I  shall  say  nothing. 

For  the  historical  foundation  of  the  compositions  in 
question,  the  reader  is  referred  to  the  Notes. 

The  author  has  in  one  instance  attempted  to  pre- 
serve, and  in  the  other  to  approach  the  «  unities  ;>»  con- 
ceiving that,  vith  any  very  distant  departure  from  them, 
there  may  be  poetry,  but  can  be  no  drama,  lie  is  aware 
of  the  unpopularity  of  this  notion  in  present  English 
literature;  but  it  is  not  a  system  of  his  own,  being 
merely  an  opinion  which,  not  very  long  ago,  was  the 
law  of  literature  throughout  the  world,  and  is  still 
so  in  the  more  civilised  parts  of  it.  But  «  Nous  avons 
change  tout  cela,»  and  are  reaping  the  advantages  of 
the  change.  The  writer  is  far  from  conceiving  that  any 
thing  he  can  adduce  by  personal  precept  or  example 
can  at  all  approach  his  regular,  or  even  irregular  pre- 
decessors: he  is  merely  giving  a  reason  why  he  preferred 
the  more  regular  formation  of  a  structure,  however 
feeble,  to  an  entire  abandonment  of  all  rules  what- 
soever. Where  he  has  failed,  the  failure  is  in  the  ar- 
chitect,— and  not  in  the  art. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

In  this  tragedy  it  has  been  my  intcniion  lo  follow  the 
account  of  Diodorus  Siculus  ;  reducing  it,  however,  to 
such  dramatic  regularity  as  1  best  could,  and  trying  to 
approach  the  unities.  I  therefore  suppose  the  rebellion 
to  explode  and  succeed  in  one  day  by  a  sudden  conspi- 
racy, instead  of  the  long  war  of  the  history. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 

MEN. 
Sardanapalus,  Kitif)  of  Sineveh  and  .hsyria,  etc. 
Akbace>,  the  Mede  w)u>  aspiretl  U*  the  Throne. 
Uelesks,  a  Chaldean  and  Soothsayer. 
Salkmenks,  the  King's  BrutJier-in-laiv. 
Altada,  an  Aisyrian  Officer  of  Vie  Palace. 
Pania. 

ZaMF.9. 

Sfkru. 

Balex. 

WOMEN. 

Z^Ri-^A,  Vte  Queen. 

Myr«ba,  an  Ionian  female  Slave,  and  the  favourite  of 

Sardajjapalus. 
fFomen  row»/>osin</  theUarem  o/S*nn\NAr\ns,GN/Tr</4, 
y4ltendanti,  Chaldean  I'rieits.  Medei.  etc.,etc. 

Scone— a  Hall  in  the  Uoyal  Palace  of  Nineveh. 


SARDANAPALUS. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  T. 
j4  Hall  in  the  Palace. 

SALEMENES  (solus). 

He  hath  wrong'd  his  queen,  but  still  he  is  her  lord; 

He  hath  wrong'd  my  sister,  still  he  is  my  brother  ; 

He  hath  wrong'd  his  people,  still  he  is  their  sovereign, 

And  I  must  be  his  friend  as  well  as  subjccf : 

He  must  not  perifJi  thus.     I  will  not  see 

The  blood  of  Nimrod  and  Semiramis 

Sink  in  the  earth,  and  thirteen  hundred  years 

Of  empire  ending  like  a  shepherd's  tale  : 

He  must  be  roused.     In  his  effeminate  heart 

There  is  a  careless  courage,  which  corruption 

lias  not  all  quench'd,  and  latent  energies, 

fteprest  by  circumstance,  but  not  destroy'd — 

Stecp'd,  but  not  drown'd,  in  deep  voluptuousness. 

If  born  a  peasant,  he  had  been  a  man 

To  have  reach'd  an  empire  ;  to  an  empire  I>om, 

He  will  bequeath  none;  nothing  but  a  name. 

Which  his  sons  will  not  prize  in  heritage: 

Yet,  not  all  lost,  even  yet  he  may  redeem 

His  sloth  and  shame,  by  only  being  that 

Which  he  should  be,  as  easily  as  the  thing 

He  should  not  be  and  is.     Were  it  less  toil 

To  svt  ay  his  nations  than  consume  his  life? 

To  head  nn  army  than  to  rule  a  harem  7 

He  sweats  in  palling  pleasures,  dulls  his  soul. 

And  saps  his  goodly  strength,  in  toils  which  yield  not 

Health  like  the  chase,  nor  glory  like  the  war  : 

He  must  be  roused.     Abs  !  there  is  no  sound 

[&'oMn//  of  soft  music  heard  from  %uithin. 
To  rouse  him,  short  of  ihunJvr.     Hark  !  the  Jute 
The  lyre,  the  timbrel;  the  lascivious  tinklings 
Of  lulling  instruments,  the  softening  voices 
Of  women,  and  of  beings  less  than  women, 
Must  chime  in  to  the  echo  of  Iur  revel; 
While  the  great  king  of  all  we  know  of  earth 
Lolls  crown'<l  v»ith  roses,  and  his  diadem 
Lies  negligently  by,  to  he.  caught  up 
Ry  the  first  manly  liand  which  dares  to  snatch  it. 
Lo,  where  they  come  !  already  i  perceive 
The  recking  odours  of  the  perfumed  trains, 
And  see  the  bright  gems  of  the  glittering  girls, 
Who  are  his  comrades  and  his  council,  Hash 
Along  the  gallery,  and  amidst  the  damsels. 
As  femininely  garb'd,  and  scarce  less  female, 
The  grandson  of  Semiramis,  the  man-queen. — 
He  comes  !     Shall  I  await  him  7  yes,  and  front  him, 
And  toll  him  vthat  all  good  men  tell  each  other. 
Speaking  of  him  and  his.     They  come,  the  slaves. 
Led  by  the  monarch  subject  to  his  slaves. 


8ARDANAPALUS. 


29' 


SCENE  n. 

Enter  SAHUNArAboa,  tfjfemimmttfy  dr9$t§df  kU  M§md 
crvmned  wUk  flom^rt,  mmd  kU  Moke  nefUfemfy/Um- 
itig,  nitendetl  k/  a  TVaw  rf  WemuH  and  ymmg 
Slowct. 

Let  the  pttvUioo  over  Ibt  Eapbraiat 

Be  garlanded,  and  lit,  and  fuliith'd  forth 

For  an  especial  banqoM ;  ai  the  hxmt 

Of  midnighc  ve  viU  Mf  there ;  lee  noofbC  «anlM(f, 

And  bid  the  galley  be  prcparad.    There  it 

A  coaling  brrew  vhich  crispe  the  hroad  dear  river; 

We  will  embark  anon.    Fair  njmplH,  vho  deign 

To  share  the  soft  hours  of  Sardanapalus, 

We  'U  meet  again  in  that  the  sveetett  hour, 

When  we  shall  gather  like  the  auri  abore  nt, 

And  you  will  Conn  a  heaven  as  bright  as  theifs. 

Till  then,  let  each  be  mistress  of  her  time; 

And  thon,  my  own  Ionian,  Myrrha,  chase. 

Wilt  thou  along  with  them  or  ase? 

MTiaaA. 

Mylofd 

SAaOARAPALDS. 

My  lord!  my  life,  why  answerest  thou  so  coldly! 

It  is  the  curse  of  kinp  to  be  so  answered. 

Rale  ihy  own  hours,  thou  rulest  mine — say,  wouldsc  thou 

Accompany  our  guests,  or  charm  away 

The  moments  from  mcT 

MTllHA. 

The  king's  choice  is  mine. 

SAaDAKAPALUS. 

I  pray  thee  say  not  so:  my  chiefest  joy 

Is  to  contribute  to  thine  every  wish. 

I  do  not  dare  to  breathe  my  own  desire. 

Lest  it  should  clash  with  thine ;  for  thoa  art  still 

Too  prompt  to  sacrifice  thy  thoughts  for  others. 

MTaaHA. 
I  would  remain :  I  have  no  happiness 
Save  in  beholding  thine;  yet 

SAIOAAAPA1.US. 

Yet!  what  TIT  I 
Thy  own  sweet  will  shall  be  the  only  barrier 
Which  ever  rises  betwixt  thee  and  me. 

MTtaBA. 

I  think  the  present  is  the  wonted  hour 
Of  conocf  I ;  it  were  better  I  retire. 

SAi.aiiKi«Bs  {comes  forward^  and  says). 
The  Ionian  slave  says  well;  let  her  retire. 

SABDARAPALDS. 

Who  answers?  How  now,  brother? 

SALSMKRU. 

The  queen's  brother. 
And  your  most  ftiithful  vassal,  royal  lord. 

SAEDARAPALUS  {addressing  his  train). 
As  I  have  said,  let  all  dispose  their  hours 
Till  midnight,  when  again  we  pray  your  presence. 

[The  court  retiring. 
(To  MniHA,  who  is  going.) 
Mynha!  I  thought  Hiou  wouldst  remain. 

MTIIIA. 

Great  king, 
Then  didst  not  sty  so. 

SASnARAPALDS. 

But  ifcoM  lookedst  it; 
I  know  each  glance  of  those  Ionic  eyes. 
Which  said  ihoa  wouldst  not  leave  me. 


tfra! 

•AfcntMBIi 

His  anuorfi  brofher,  miniMi  of  haial 
How  darest  thou  name  use  and  not  blMh! 

sAanARAPALoa. 

Hot 

Thon  hast  no  more  eyes  thm  heart  to  oiakahcr crimson 
Like  to  the  dying  day  on  Gancasua, 
Where  sunset  tints  the  snow  with  rosy  shadoivs. 
And  then  reproach  her  wiffc  thine  own  cold  blindness. 
Which  wUl  not  see  it.    What !  in  tears,  my  Myrrha  ? 

SALIVKRIt. 

Let  them  (low  on;  she  weeps  for  more  than  one. 
And  is  herself  the  cause  of  bitterer  tears. 

SAiOARAPALOS. 

Cursed  be  he  who  caused  those  tears  to  flow! 

SALBIURIS. 

Corse  not  thyself^miUions  do  that  already. 

SABDAKAPAI.US. 

Thon  dost  forget  thee:  make  me  noC 
I  am  a  monarch. 

SALBMaaia. 
WonU  thon  conldst! 
MTaanA. 


I  pray,  and  thon  too,  prince,  permit  my  absence. 

SAlOAaAPALnS. 

Since  it  must  be  so,  and  this  ehnri  has  cheek'd 

Thy  gentle  spirit,  go;  hut  recoUeec 

That  we  mnst  forthwith  meet :  I  had  lalber  lose 

An  empiie  than  thy  presence.  [SxU  UrmuA. 

SALBVBRIi. 

It  may  be, 
Thon  wilt  lose  both,  and  both  for  ever. 

SABDAHAPALUS. 

Brother, 
I  can  at  least  command  myself,  who  listen 
To  language  such  as  this;  yet  nrge  MO  nnt 
Beyond  my  easy  natnre. 

SALRMIRBt. 

Tis  beyond 
That  easy,  fsr  too  easy,  idle  nature. 
Which  I  would  urge  thee.   Oh  that  I  could  fonsc  thee ! 
Though 't  were  against  myself. 

SABOARAPALOS. 

By  the  god  Baal! 
The  man  would  make  flae  tyrent. 

SALBMBRBS. 

So  then  art 
Think'st  thou  there  is  no  tymony  but  that 
Of  blood  and  chains?    The  despotism  of  viee<— 
The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  lnznry~ 
The  oegligence->the  apathy— the  evils 
Of  sensual  sloth— produce  ten  thousand  tyrants. 
Whose  delegated  crnelty  surpasses 
The  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master. 
However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 
The  false  and  fond  examples  of  thy  lusto 
Corrupt  no  less  than  they  oppress,  and  mp 
In  the  same  moment  all  thy  pageant  power. 
And  those  who  should  sustain  it ;  so  that  whither 
A  foreign  foe  invade,  or  dvil  broil 
Distract  within,  both  will  alike  prove  Cstal: 
The  first  thy  subjecu  have  no  heart  to  conquer; 
The  last  they  rather  would  assist  than  vanquish. 
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Of  ail  things  human;  hear,  «  Snrdanapalus 

The  kinu,  and  son  of  Anacyndaraxes, 

fn  one  day  buill  Anchialits  and  Tarsun. 

Eat,  drink,  and  love;  the  rest 's  not  worth  a  fillip.»' 

SALBMBNBS. 

A  worthy  moral,  and  a  wise  inscription, 
For  a  king  to  put  up  before  his  subjects! 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Oh,  thou  woiildst  have  me  doubtless  set  up  edicts — 
«Obey  the  kiii(j — contribute  to  his  treasure — 
Recruit  his  phalanx — spill  your  blood  at  bidding- 
Fall  down  and  worship,  or  get  up  and  toil.n 
Or  thus — M  Snrdanapalus  on  this  spot 
Slew  fifty  thousand  of  his  enemies. 
These  are  their  sepulchres,  and  this  his  trophy. » 
I  leave  such  things  to  conquerors;  enough 
For  me,  if  I  can  make  my  subjects  feel 
The  weight  of  human  misery  less,  and  glide 
Ungroaning  to  the  tomb;  I  take  no  licence 
Which  I  deny  to  them.     We  all  are  men. 

SALBMKNES. 

Thy  sires  have  been  revered  as  gods— — 

SARDANAPALUS. 

lu  dust 
And  death,  where  they  are  neither  gods  nor  men. 
Talk  uol  of  such  to  me  I   the  worms  are  gods; 
At  least  they  banqueted  upon  your  gods, 
And  died  for  Jack  of  farther  nutriment. 
Those  gods  -were  merely  men;  look  to  their  issue : 
I  feci  a  thousand  mortal  things  altouC  me, 
Hut  nothing  godlike,  unless  it  may  be 
The  thing  Mhicli  you  condemn,  a  disposition 
To  love  and  to  be  merciful,  to  pardon 
The  follies  of  ray  species,  and  (that  'a  human) 
To  be  indulgent  to  my  own. 

SALSMENES. 

Alas! 
The  doom  of  Nineveh  is  seal'd.— Woe— woe 
To  the  unri valid  city! 

SARDAIVAPALUS. 

What  dust  dread? 

SILEMENES. 

Thou  art  guarded  by  thy  foes;  in  a  few  hours 
The  tempest  may  break  out  which  overwhelms  thee 
And  thine  and  mine;  and  in  another  day 
What  IS  shall  be  the  past  of  Belus'  race. 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

What  must  we  dread? 

SALEMEMES. 

Ambitious  treachery, 
Which  has  environ'd  Ihee  ^vith  snares;  but  yet 
There  is  resource;  empower  me  with  thy  signet 
To  qiirll  the  machinations,  and  I  lay 
The  heads  of  thy  chief  foes  before  thy  feet. 

SiROArfAPALl'S. 

The  heads — how  many? 

SALEMF.NKS. 

3Iust  I  stay  to  number 
When  even  ihine  own  's  in  peril?  Let  me  go ; 
(live  me  thy  signet — trust  me  with  the  rcsL 

S»RDAN\P.VI.rs. 

I  will  trust  no  man  with  unlimited  lives. 
When  we  take  those  from  others,  we  nor  know 
What  we  have  taken,  nor  the  thing  we  give. 

StI.EME\ES. 

Wouldst  thou  not  tak<;  tlM-ir  li\cs  who  seek  for  thine? 


lARDANAPALUS. 

That 's  a  hard  question. — But  I  answer,  Yes. 
Cannot  the  thing  be  done  without?     Who  are  they 
Whom  thou  suspcciest? — Let  them  be  arrestwi. 

SALEMENES. 

I  would  thoa  wouldst  not  ask  me;  the  next  moment 
Will  send  my  answer  through  thy  babbling  Iroop 
Of  paiamours,  and  thence  fly  o'er  the  palace, 
Even  to  the  city,  and  so  baffle  all. — 
Trust  me. 

SARDANAPALI'S. 

Thou  knowest  I  have  done  so  ever; 
Take  thou  the  signet.  [Gives  the  Sitjnet. 

8ALEMENRS. 

I  have  one  more  request. — 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Name  it. 

SA1.EMENK9. 

That  thou  this  night  forbear  the  banquet 
In  the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates. 

SiRDANAPAI.L'S. 

Forbear  the  banquet!     Not  for  all  the  plotters 
That  ever  shook  a  kingdom  !     Let  them  come. 
And  do  their  worst:  I  shall  not  blench  for  them  ; 
Nor  rise  the  sooner;  nor  forbear  the  goblet; 
Nor  crown  me  with  a  single  rose  tiie  less; 
Nor  lose  one  joyous  hour. — 1  fear  them  not. 

SALEM  EN ES. 

But  thou  wouldst  arm  thee,  wouldst  thoa  not,  if  need- 
ful? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Perhaps.    I  have  the  goodliest  armour,  and 

A  sword  of  such  a  temper;  and  a  bow 

And  javelin,  which  might  furnish  Nimrod  forth; 

A  Hi  tie  heavy,  but  yet  not  unwieldy. 

And  now  I  think  on  't,  't  is  long  since  I  \e  used  them, 

Even  in  the  chase.     Hast  ever  seen  tbem,  brother? 

SALEMENKS. 

Is  this  a  time  for  such  fantastic  trifling?  — 
If  need  be,  will  thou  wear  them' 

SARUANAPAI.L'S. 

Will  Inot?— 
Oh !  if  it  must  be  so,  and  these  rash  slaves 
Wdl  not  be  ruli'd  with  l«»ss,  I  "Jl  use  the  sword 
I'ill  they  shall  wish  it  lurn'd  into  a  distaff. 

SALRMtCNES. 

They  say,  thy  sceptre  's  turn  d  to  that  already. 

SARhANAPALlS. 

That 's  false!  but  lei  them  say  so:  the  old  Greeks, 

Of  whom  our  captives  often  sing,  related 

The  same  of  their  chief  hero,  Hercules, 

BecauM!  he  loved  a  Lydian  queen:   thou  seest. 

The  popnUue  of  all  the  nations  seiie 

Each  calumny  tht-y  can  to  sink  their  sovereigns. 

SALEME^TES. 

They  did  not  speak  thus  of  thy  fathers. 

SARDANAPALI  S. 

No; 
They  dared  not.    They  were  kept  to  toil  and  combat. 
And  never  rliangrd  their  chains  but  for  their  armour: 
Now  they  liavo  peace  and  pastime,  and  the  licence 
To  revel  and  to  rail ;   it  irks  me  not. 
I  would  not  give  the  smile  of  one  fair  girl 
For  all  the  popular  breath  that  e'er  divided 
A  name  from  nothing.     What!  are  the  rank  tongues 
Of  this  vile  herd,  grown  insolent  with  feeding, 
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8ABDAAAPALUS. 


agS 


Thai  I  ftkoald  pnw  their  noigf  praite,  or  ilresU 
I  Their  nouome  clamour? 

ft4Ullt«U. 

t  You  have  said  they  *re  meo ; 

'  As  sach  their  beartt  are  soBieihing. 

I  SAaOAMArALOT. 

So  my  dogs'  aw  i 
I  And  better,  as  more  ftuihful : — but,  proceed ; 


I 
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Thoa  haat  my  iignat:    iioce  they  an  tamwlluow, 

Lk  them  be  tempered;  yet  not  roughly,  till 

»cnuij  ailorce  if.     I  hate  all  paio. 

Given  or  received ;  we  have  eoough  within  us. 

The  meanest  vattal  at  the  lolliett  monarch, 

5ot  to  add  lo  each  olher'a  aaiural  burthen 

OF  mortal  miccry,  bat  rather  lewen, 

By  mild  reciprocal  alleviation. 

The  fatal  pcaaltic*  impotcd  on  lift; 

But  thk  ibey  know  not,  or  they  vill  not  know. 

I  have,  by  Baal!'  done  ail  I  could  to  soothe  them : 

I  made  no  wart,  I  added  no  new  imposts, 

I  taierfered  not  with  their  civic  lives, 

I  let  ibem  paet  their  days  as  best  mif  ht  wit  tbam. 

Fatting  ny  own  as  suited  me. 

SALwaais. 

Thou  stopp'st 
Short  of  tba  duties  of  a  kiag;  and  therefore 
They  say  thou  art  unfit  to  be  a  monarch. 

tAtDAaArALirs. 
They  lie. — Unhappily,  I  am  unfit 
To  be  aught  save  a  monarch ;  else  for  me, 
The  meanest  Made  might  be  the  king  instead. 

lALKUtNlS. 

There  it  one  Mede,  at  least,  who  seeks  to  be  so. 

SAtOAKAPALUS. 

What  mean'st  thou?— 'i  is  thy  secret;  tliou  desiresi 
Few  qucstioiM,  and  I  'm  not  of  curious  nature. 
Take  the  fit  steps,  and  since  nere&siiy 
Requires,  I  sanction  and  support  thee.    Ne'er 
Wa«  man  who  more  desired  to  rule  in  peace 
The  peaceful  only ;  if  lliey  rouse  me,  better 
They  'd  coiQttred  up  stem  Nimrod  from  his  ashes, 
«  Ttie  mighty  huntar.*    1  will  turn  these  reaiou 
To  one  wide  desert  chase  of  brutes,  who  wert. 
But  would  no  more,  by  their  owu  choice,  be  human. 
fFhat  they  have  found  me,  they  belie;  ti»at  which 
They  yet  may  find  me — shall  defy  their  wish 
To  speak  it  worse ;  and  let  them  thank  themselves. 

SALKMKRIt. 

Then  tbon  at  last  canst  feel  I 

SAtOANAPALDS. 

Feel !  who  feels  not 
Ingratitnde? 

•ALmilfU. 

I  will  not  pause  to  answer 
With  words,  but  deeds.    Keep  thou  awake  that  energy 
Which  sleepe  at  times,  bnt  is  not  dead  within  tbee, 
And  thou  mayst  yet  be  glorious  in  thy  reign. 
As  powtrlsl  in  thy  realm.    Farewell ! 

[Exit  SALlMKRtS. 

nsai>AaArALin  (aolms). 

Farawtll! 
He  *s  gone;  and  on  his  finger  bears  my  signet, 
W^Ucb  is  10  bim  a  scepttw.    He  is  stem 
As  I  am  heedless;  and  the  slaves  deserve 
To  feel  a  matter.    What  may  be  the  danger, 
I  know  not :— be  bath  SmumI  it,  let  him  qnell  it. 


Must  I  consume  my  lifit-^tbis  little  life— 
In  guarding  agtinst  all  may  make  it  lest! 
It  is  not  worth  so  muck !    It  were  to  die 
Before  my  hour,  lo  live  in  dread  of  death. 
Tracing  wvolt,  auspecting  all  about  me. 
Because  they  're  near ;  and  all  who  are 
Becanse  tbey  're  far.    Bnt  if  it  sbonld  be  so— 
if  they  should  sweep  me  off  from  earth  and  empire, 
Why,  what  is  earth  or  empire  of  the  earth  t 
I  've  loved,  and  lived,  and  multiplied  my  iaaage; 
To  die  is  no  leas  natural  than  those— 
Acuof  ihischiy!    T  ia  true  I  have  not  abed 
Blood,  as  I  might  have  done,  in  oeeans,  liN 
My  name  became  the  synonyme  of  death— 
A  terror  and  a  trophy.    Bui  for  this 
I  feel  no  penitence;  my  life  is  love: 
If  I  must  shed  blood,  h  shaU  be  by  fofce. 
Till  now  no  drop  from  an  Assyrian  vein 
Hath  flow'd  for  me,  nor  hath  the  smallest  coin 
Of  Nineveh's  vast  treasures  e'er  been  lavish'd 
On  objects  which  coold  cost  her  sons  a  tear: 
if  then  they  hate  me,  *t  is  because  I  hate  not; 
if  they  rebel,  it  ia  becanse  I  oppress  not. 
Oh,  men!  ye  must  be  ruled  with  scythes,  not  sceptres. 
And  mowed  down  like  grass,  else  all  we  reap 
Is  rank  abundance,  and  a  rotten  harveat 
Of  discontenta  infecting  the  fair  aoil. 
Making  a  desert  of  fertility. — 
I  'II  think  no  more.— Within  there,  bo! 
Enter  en  ArriaoANT. 

SABDAaArALnS. 

Slave,  tell 
The  Ionian  Hyrrfaa  we  would  crave  her  preseure. 

ATTaaDAirr. 
King,  she  ia  here. 

MvaaBA  enters. 
SAaoAMArALus  {apart  to  jitlendant). 
Away! 
{Addretdug  MvaaaA.)     Beautiful  being ! 
Thou  dott  almost  anticipate  my  heart; 
It  throbb'd  for  thee,  and  here  thou  comeat;  let  me 
Deem  that  some  unknown  influence,  some  sweet  orarle. 
Communicates  between  us,  though  unseen, 
in  absence,  and  attracu  us  to  each  other. 

MTttBA. 

There  doth. 


SAaOAaArALITS. 

I  know  there  doth ;  but  not  its  name; 


What  U  it? 


MTaaBA. 
In  my  native  land  a  god. 
And  in  my  heart  a  feeling  like  a  god's. 
Exalted:  yet  I  own  'I  is  only  mortal. 
For  what  I  feel  is  hwmble,  and  yet  happy— 

That  is,  it  would  be  happy;  but 

[MraaSA  ^misei. 
taiaAnArALUt. 

There  comet 
For  ever  aomethang  between  m  and  what 
We  deem  our  happinem :  let  me  remove 
The  barrier  which  that  hesitating  accent 
Proclaims  to  thine,  and  mine  is  seai'd. 

MTaaBA. 

My  lord  !— 

SAaOABArALITS. 

My  lord — my  ki«g  ■  tire    sovereign !  thus  it  is — 
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v>ith  sevcrdi  scanicu,  and  people  of  various  ranks. 
These  were  examinc<l,  and  the  truth  of  the  plot  was 
as<?eriained. 

On  the  sixteenth  of  April,  jud^;inent  was  (pven  in  the 
Council  of  Ten,  that  Filippo  Calendaro  and  Bertuccio 
Israeilu  .should  bo  han^jed  upon  the  red  pillars  of  the 
balcony- of  the  palace,  from  which  the  Duke  is  wont  to 
look  at  the  bull-hunt :  and  they  were  han(;ed  with  (pigfi 
in  their  mouths. 

The  next  day  the  following  were  condemned  : — Nic- 
colo  /uccuolo,  Nicoletto  Blondo,  Nicoletto  Doro,  Marco 
Giuda,  Jacomello  Dagolino,  Nicoletto  Fidele,  the  son  of 
Filippo  Calendaro,  Marco  Torcllo,  called  Isracllo,  Ste- 
fano  Trivisano,  the  money-changer  of  i^anta  Margherita, 
and  Antonio  dalle  Sonde.  These  were  all  taken  at 
Chiozza,  for  they  were  cndeaTouring  to  escape.  After- 
wards, by  virtue  of  the  sentence  which  was  passed  upon 
them  in  the  Council  of  Ten,  they  were  hanged  on  suc- 
ccwive  days,  some  singly  and  some  in  couples,  upon  the 
columns  of  the  palace,  beginning  from  th6  red  columns, 
and  so  going  onwards  towards  the  canal.  And  other 
prisoners  were  discharged,  because,  although  they  had 
been  involved  in  the  conspiracy,  yet  they  had  not  as- 
sisted in  it :  for  they  were  given  to  understand  by  some 
of  the  heads  of  the  plot,  that  they  were  to  come  armed 
and  prepared  for  the  service  of  the  stale,  and  in  order 
to  secure  certain  criminals,  and  they  knew  nothing  else. 
Nicoletto  Alberto,  the  Guardiaga,  and  Uartolommeo  Ci- 
riuola  and  his  son,  and  several  others,  who  were  not 
guilty,  were  discharged. 

On  Friday,  the  sixteenth  day  of  April,  judgment  was 
also  given,  in  the  aforesaid  Council  of  Ten,  that  my 
lx)rd  Marino  Falierw,  the  Duke,  should  have  his  head 
cut  off,  and  that  the  execution  should  be  done  on  the 
landing-place  of  the  stone  staircase,  where  the  Dukes 
take  their  oath  when  ihey  first  enter  the  palace.  On 
the  following  day,  the  seventeenth  of  April,  the  doors 
of  the  palace  being  shut,  the  Duke  had  his  head  cut  off, 
about  the  hour  of  noon.  And  the  cap  of  estate  was 
taken  from  the  Duke's  head  before  he  came  down  stairs. 
When  the  execution  was  over,  it  is  said  that  one  of  the 
Council  of  Ten  went  to  the  columns  of  the  palace  over 
against  the  place  of  St  Mark,  and  that  he  showed  the 
bloody  sword  unto  the  people,  crying  out  with  a  loud 
voice — «  The  terrible  doom  hath  fallen  upon  the  trai- 
tor!» — and  the  doors  were  opened,  and  the  people  all 
rushed  in,  to  see  the  corpse  of  the  Duke  who  had  been 
beheaded. 

It  must  be  known,  that  Scr  Giovanni  Sanudo,  the 
councillor,  was  not  present  when  the  aforesaid  sentence 
was  pronounced ;  because  he  was  unwell  and  remained 
at  home.  So  that  only  fourteen  balloted;  that  is  to 
say,  five  councillors,  and  nine  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 
And  it  was  adjudged,  that  all  the  lands  and  chattrls  of 
the  Duke,  as  well  as  of  the  other  traitors,  should  he 
forfeited  to  the  slate.  And,  as  a  grace  to  the  Duke,  it 
was  n.solved  in  the  Council  of  Ten,  that  he  should  be 
allo>*ed  to  dispose  of  two  thousand  ducats  out  of  his 
own  property.  And  it  was  resolved,  that  all  the  coun- 
cillors and  all  the  Avvogadori  of  the  commouwcallh, 
those  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  and  the  members  of  thf 
junta  who  had  as'.istcd  in  pa<^sing  sentence  on  the  Duke 
and  the  other  traitors,  should  have  the  privilege  of  car- 
rying arms  both  by  day  and  by  night  in  Venice,  and 
from  Grado  to  Cavarr-re.  And  they  were  also  to  Ix- 
allowed  i\*o  footmen  carrying  arms,  ihc  afortsiiid  foot- 


men living  and  boarding  with  them  in  their  own  Iious<^n. 
And  he  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen  might  trausfcr 
the  privilege  to  his  sons  or  his  brothers;  but  only  to 
two.  Permission  of  carrying  arms  was  also  granted  to 
the  four  Notaries  of  the  Chancery,  that  is  to  say,  of  the 
Supreme  Court,  who  took  the  depositions;  and  they 
were  Amedio,  Nicoletto  di  Lorino,  Stcffauello,  and 
Pietro  de  Compostelli,  the  secretaries  of  the  Signori  di 
Nottc. 

After  the  traitors  had  been  hanged,  and  the  Duke  had 
had  his  head  cut  off,  the  state  remained  in  great  tran- 
quillity and  peace.  And,  as  I  have  read  in  a  chronicle, 
the  coqise  of  the  Duke  was  removed  in  a  barge,  with 
eight  torches,  to  his  tomb  in  the  church  of  San  Giovan- 
ni e  Paolo,  where  it  was  buried.  The  tomb  is  now  in 
that  aisle  in  the  middle  of  the  little  church  of  Santa 
Maria  della  Pace,  which  i»as  built  by  Bishop  Gabriel  of 
Bergamo.  It  is  a  coflin  of  stone,  with  these  words  en- 
graved thereon  :  a  Ucicjacct  Dominus  Marinus  Faletro 
Dux.n — And  they  did  not  paint  his  portrait  in  the  hall 
of  the  Great  Council :  —  But  in  the  place  where  it  ought 
to  have  been,  you  see  these  words : — «« Uic  est  locus 
Marini  Faletro  decnpitati  pro  criminibusv — and  il  is 
thought  that  his  house  was  granted  to  the  church  of 
Sant'  Apostolo;  it  was  that  great  one  near  the  bridge. 
Yet  this  could  not  be  the  case,  or  else  the  family  bought 
it  back  from  the  church;  for  it  still  belongs  to  Ca  Fa- 
liero.  I  must  not  refrain  from  noting,  that  some  wisheil 
to  write  the  following  words  in  the  place  where  bis 
portrait  ought  to  have  been,  as  aforesaid: — «  Jfartniis 
Faletro  Dux,  temeritas  me  cepit,  pcenas  /mi,  decapitatus 
procriminibus.n — Others,  also.inditcd  a  couplet,  worthy 
of  being  inscribed  upon  his  tomb. 

k  Dut  VciK'dim  ja<^t  hie.  |»«iriam  qui  prodcre  teatana, 
Sccplru,  docut,  ceasuni,  perdidii,  aiquc  caput. ■ 

[  I  am  ohlii',t<d  for  Ihit  c>\rpllcDl  tranilation  of  the  old  rhitMiicIe  to 
Mr  F.Coben,  lowborn  thcrcadprwill  liod  liimirlf  iodebied  fur  a  ver- 
sion ibat  1  coiilil  tint  inytflf,  ibou|>h  oftcr  dihii)'  y«>or»'  iDlerritiur«4* 
with  Italian,  baro  (jtveii  Ity  any  means  so  purely  and  so  faithfully.] 

III. 

«Al  giovane  Doge  Andrea  Daudolo  sueccdette  un 
vecrhio,  il  quale  tardi  si  pose  al  timone  della  repubblica, 
ma  sempre  prima  di  quel,  che  facea  d*  uopo  a  lui,  ed 
alia  patria :  cgli  e  Alarino  Faliero  personnaggio  a  mc 
noto  per  antica  dimestichczza.  Falsa  era  1'  opinione  in- 
torno  a  lui,  giacche  egli  si  mostro  fornilo  piu  di  coraggio 
che  di  senno.  Non  pago  della  prima  digniia,  entro  cou 
sinistro  picdc  ncl  pubblico  Palazzo  :  imperciocciie 
questo  Doge  dci  Vencti,  magistrato  sacro  in  tutti  i  se- 
coli,  die  dagli  antichi  fu  sempre  veneralo  qtial  nume  in 
quella  citta,  1'  allri  jeri  fu  decollalo  nel  vestibolo  dell' 
istesso  Palazzo.  Discorrerci  fin  dal  principle  le  cause 
di  un  lale  cveiito,  se  cost  vario,  ed  ambiguo  oon  ne 
fosse  il  griclo.  Nessiino  pero  lo  scusa,  tutti  affermano, 
cite  e^jli  abbia  \oluio  cangiar  qualche  cos;i  ncU'  ordine 
della  repubblica  a  lui  tramandato  dai  magj^iori.  Che 
dcsiderava  egli  di  pin?  lo  son  d'avviso,  che  egli  abbia 
ottenuio  cio,  che  non  si  eoncedette  a  nessun  altro  : 
men  Ire  a(lenipi>a  gh  ufficj  di  legato  presso  il  Pontefi<e, 
e  sullc  ri>e  dtl  Uodano  tratta\a  la  pace,  che  io  prima 
di  lui  avevo  iiidarno  tenlato  di  conchiutierc,  gli  fit  con- 
ferito  r  ouore  del  Diicato,  che  ue  chiedeva,  ne  s'  aspe^i- 
lava.  Tornato  in  patria,  pciis«>  a  qu<-llo,  cui  nessuiio 
non  pose  nienle  giammai,  e  soffri  quello  die  a  niuuo 
accade  nuii  di  soffrirc  :  gi.icdn*  in  qurl  luogo  ccUbor- 
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ttkoogbi 
•peaks  ot  Gncce,  it  woaads  ia«. 

SASDAHAPALUt. 

Well,  then,  how  voaldAt  tboa  $ave  me,  m  thoo  saidcl  ? 

MTKISA. 

Bf  teaciiaof  thee  to  feve  thytelf ,  and  not 
Thyself  alone,  bat  these  vast  realms,  from  all 
The  rafe  of  the  vont  war— the  war  of  brethren. 

SAlDAHAPALUlu 

Why,  child,  1  loathe  all  war,  and  warriors ; 
I  live  in  peace  and  pleasvre :  what  can  man 

DOUMMVT 

■TtaaA. 
Alas !  my  lord,  with  eommon  men 
There  needs  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
The  substance  of  sweet  peace ;  and  for  a  king, 
T  i«  sometimes  better  to  be  fear'd  than  loved. 

SAIDARArALDS. 

And  I  hnve  never  son^t  but  foe  the  last. 

MraaiA. 
And  DOW  art  neither. 

lAinAIIArALDS. 

Does  thorn  say  so,  Myrrba  ? 

wraanA. 
I  speak  of  ciric  popolar  love,  lel^love. 
Which  means  that  men  are  kept  in  awe  and  law, 
Tet  not  oppress'd'^at  least  they  must  not  think  so  ; 
Or  if  they  think  ao,  deem  it  necessary 
To  ward  off  worse  oppression,  their  own  passions. 
A  king  of  feasli,  and  flowers,  and  wine,  and  revel. 
And  love,  and  mirth,  was  never  king  of  glory. 

•AaOAHAPALDS. 

Glory!  what '•  that? 

imaiA. 
Ask  of  the  gods  thy  fathers. 

SAaOAHArALCS. 

They  cannoC  answer;  when  the  priesu  speak  for  them, 
T  is  for  some  small  addition  to  the  temple. 

MTRBHA. 

Look  to  the  annals  of  thine  empire's  founders. 

SAaOAHArALUS. 

They  are  so  blotted  o'er  with  blood,  I  cannot. 

But  what  woulda  have!  the  empire  hm$  hten  founded, 

I  cannot  go  on  multiplying  empires. 

MTiaaA. 
Preserve  thine  own* 

SAtDARAPALOS. 

At  least  I  will  enjoy  if. 
Come,  Myrrba,  let  us  on  to  the  Euphrates; 
The  hour  invites,  the  galley  is  prepared. 
And  the  pavilion,  deck'd  fbr  our  return. 
In  fit  adornment  fbr  the  evening  banquet. 
Shall  blaie  with  beauty  and  with  light,  until 
It  seems  unto  the  stars  which  are  above  us 
Itself  an  opposite  star;  and  we  will  sit 

Grown'd  with  fresh  flowers  like 

MvaaMA. 

YietiBBs. 

SAaDAKAPALDS. 

No,  like  sovereigns, 
The  shepherd  kings  of  patriarchal  times. 


Who  knew  no  brighter  gems  than  summer  wreaths. 
And  none  but  tearless  triumphs.    Let  ua  on. 

£nlcr  Pania. 

PAlflA. 

May  the  king  live  for  everl 

aAaftAHAPALDS. 

Not  an  hour 
Longer  than  he  can  love.     How  my  sonl  hate« 
This  language,  which  makes  Ufe  itself  a  lie. 
Flattering  dust  with  eternity.     Well,  Pania  • 
Be  brief. 

PAKU. 

I  am  charged  by  Solemenes  to 
Briterate  his  prayer  onto  ihc  king. 
That  for  this  day,  at  least,  be  will  not  quit 
The  palace :  when  the  general  returns. 
He  will  adduce  such  reasons  as  will  warrant 
His  daring,  and  perhaps  obtain  Che  pardon 
Of  his  presumption. 

lAaOAMAPALtm. 

What!  am  I  then  coop'd? 
Already  captive?  can  I  not  even  breathe 
The  breath  of  heaven  T    Tell  prince  Salemcnes, 
Were  all  Assyria  raging  round  the  waUs 
In  mutinous  myriads,  I  would  still  go  forth. 

PARIA. 

I  must  obey,  and  yet— — 


Oh,  monarch,  listen. — 
How  many  a  day  and  moon  thou  hast  reclined 
Within  these  paiace  walls  in  silken  dalliance. 
And  never  shown  thee  to  thy  people's  longing ; 
Leaving. thy  subjects*  eyes  ungratificd, 
The  satraps  uncontroll'd,  the  gods  nnworsbipp'd. 
And  all  things  in  the  anarchy  of  sloth ; 
Till  all,  save  evil,  slumber'd  through  the  realm ! 
And  wilt  thou  not  now  tarry  for  a  day, 
A  day  which  may  redeem  thee?  Wilt  thou  not 
Yield  to  the  few  stiU  faithful  a  few  homn. 
For  them,  for  thee,  for  thy  past  fothers'  race, 
And  for  thy  sons'  mberitanoe? 

PAMIA. 

Tistrue! 
From  the  deep  urgency  with  which  the  prince 
Dispatch'd  me  to  your  ncred  presence,  I 
Must  dare  to  add  my  feeble  voice  to  that 
Which  now  has  spoken. 

SASDAUAPAtCS. 

No,  it  must  not  be. 
MTaaiA. 
For  the  sake  of  thy  realm? 

SAaOAMAPALVS. 

Away! 

PANIA. 

For  that 
Of  all  thy  foitbfnl  subjects,  who  will  rally 
Bound  thee  and  thine  ? 

•AaOANAPALUS. 

These  are  mere  phantasies; 
There  is  no  peril :— 't  is  a  sullen  scheme 
Of  Salemenea,  to  approve  bis  seal. 
And  show  himself  more  necessary  to  us. 

irraanA. 
By  all  that 's  good  and  glorious,  uke  this  eoutnrl. 
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SARDAHAFAI.rS. 

ittisincss  to-morrow. 

MYHRHA. 

Ay,  or  death  to-nit;lit. 

S4RDANii>\LUS. 

Why,  let  it  come,  llicii,  uncxpccCcdly, 
Miilstjoy  and  gciuloncss,  and  m'.rth  and  lovr; 
So  let  me  fall  hkc  the  pUick'd  rose!  — fir  Lcttn 
Thus  than  be  wither'd. 

MYRRIIA. 

Then  thou  wilt  not  yieUI. 
Even  for  the  sake  of  all  that  ever  stirr'il 
A  monarch  into  action,  to  forego 
A  trilling  revel? 

SARDAMAPALU:t. 

No. 

MYRRIIA. 

Then  yield  for  mine: 
loi  my  sake! 

SARdANAPlI'US. 

Thine,  my  Myrrlia^ 

MYHRUA. 

T  is  the  first 
Boon  which  I  e'er  ask'd  Assyria's  king. 

SARDANAPALl'^. 

That 's  true;  and,  werl  my  kingdom,  must  be  granted. 
Well,  for  thy  sake,  I  yield  me.     l\inia,  hence! 
Thou  hciirst  me. 

PAMA. 

And  obey.  [t'-v-jf  Pvnu. 

SARUANAPALUS. 

I  marvel  at  thee. 
What  Is  thy  motive,  Myrrha,  thu.s  to  urige  me? 

MVRRUA. 

Thy  safety;  and  the  certainty  that  nought 
Could  urge  the  prince,  thy  kinsman,  to  require 
Thus  much  from  thee,  but  some  impending  danger. 

SARHANAPAM'S. 

And  if  I  do  not  dread  it,  why  shouldst  thou  ? 

MYRRIIA. 

Uceaiise  Uiou  dost  not  fear,  I  fear  for  thee. 

SVRUAN  VP1LU3. 

To-morrow  thou  wilt  smile  at  these  vain  fiincies. 

MYHRUA. 

If  the  worst  come,  F  shall  be  \*hcrc  none  M«'ip. 
And  ih.J»  is  better  than  the  power  to  smile. 
And  thou? 

SIRDAKAPALUS. 

f  shall  be  king,  as  heretofore. 

MYRRHA. 

Where? 

S%RDANAPALL'S. 

With  Ba.il,  Nimrod,  and  Semiramis, 
Sole  in  .Vssyria,  or  with  them  elsewhere. 
Fate  matle  me  what  I  am — may  make  me  nodiinf; — 
Hut  cither  tSiat  or  nothing  must  I  be  . 
I  will  not  live  degradi'd. 

MYRRHA. 

HatUt  thou  felt 
Thus  alw.Tys,  none  would  cvrr  dare  degr.nle  ihr". 

SARDAMAPALI  H. 

.\ud  who  \^'i\\  do  so  now  ? 

MYRRHA. 

Dost  thou  suspect  none ' 

S.VRDANAPALLS. 

Suspect! — that  *s  a  spy'g  office.   Oh!  we  lose 


Ten  thousand  precious  momenls  in  \ain  words, 

And  \niner  fears.   Within  there! — Ye  slaves,  dock 

The  hall  of  Nimrod  for  the  «»veiHng  revel : 

If  I  must  make  a  prison  of  our  palace, 

.\t  least  we  11  wear  our  fetters  jocundly  . 

If  the  EiipJMMtes  be  forbid  us,  and 

The  summer  dvteliing  on  its  beauteous  border, 

Here  we  are  still  unmcnaced.     Ho!  witliiii  there! 

\Exit  SAnOANAPALUv 
MYRRHA   («0/u5). 

Why  do  I  love  this  man?  My  country's  daughters 

love  noiu'  but  her(»es.      Hut  I  have  no  country! 

riie  slave  hath  lost  all,  save  her  bonds.  I  love  him; 

And  tliat  "s  the  heaviest  link  of  the  long  chain — 

To  love  whom  we  esteem  not.      Be  it  so  : 

1  lie  hour  is  comin{;  Allien  he  'II  need  all  love, 

.\nd  find  none.     To  fall  from  him  now  Mere  baser 

I  ban  to  have  stablid  liiin  on  his  throne  Vihen  highrst 

W'oiilil  ha\e  been  noble  in  mv  coniifrv's  creed  : 

I  Nsa«»  not  made  for  either.     Could  I  sivc  him, 

1  should  not  lo\e  fiim  better,  but  myself; 

•And  I  have  need  of  the  last,  for  I  have  fallen 

In  my  own  thoughts,  by  loving  this  soft  stranger : 

.Viul  vet  ineihinks  I  love  him  more,  perceiving 

Thai  he  is  h.ited  of  his  own  barbarians, 

The  natural  foes  of  all  the  blood  of  Creeee. 

(Jould  1  but  wake  a  single  thought  like  those 

Whicli  even  the  Phrygians  felt,  when  battling  long 

Twixtllion  and  the  sci,  within  his  heart. 

He  wonid  tread  ilown  th«*  barbarous  crowds. and  triumph 

He  loves  me,  and  I  love  him;  the  slave  loves 

Her  master,  and  would  free  him  from  his  vices. 

If  not,  I  have  a  means  of  freedom  slill ; 

And  if  1  cannot  teach  him  how  to  reign. 

May  show  him  how  alone  a  king  can  leave 

liis  throne.  1  niusl  not  lose  him  from  my  sight. 

[F\r.. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

77je  Portal  of  the  same  Hall  of  the  Palace. 

BEl.bSKS  (solui). 
The  sun  goes  do\>n;  meihinks  he  sets  more  slowly, 
Taking  his  last  look  of  .Assyria's  empire. 
Mow  red  he  glan*s  amongsi  those  deepening  clouds, 
l.ike  the  Idood  he  predicts!     If  not  in  vain, 
Tjjou  sun  that  sinkcst,  and  ye  <.tars  which  rise, 
I  have  ontwalchd  ye;  reading  ray  by  n»y 
The  edicts  •)f  your  orbs,  which  make  Time  tremble 
Tor  vkhat  he  brings  the  nalicuis:   t  is  the  furthest 
Hour  of  .Vssvria's  years.     And  yet  how  calm! 
An  carili(]naki'  shouhl  announce  so  great  a  fall— 
\  summers  sun  discloses  it.     Yon  di-ik, 
To  the  s,lar-rcad  (^h;il(lean,  bears  upon 
lis  everlasting  ]i;ige  the  en<l  of  vshal 
Seem  d  everlasling;  but  oh  1  thou  true  sun! 
The  burning  oi  ule  of  .ill  that  live, 
.\s  ffMiulaiii  of  .dl  lite,  and  symbol  of 
liini  wlio  bcslows  if,  %\lierilore  dosl  tliou  limit 
Thv  lore  unto  c.ilaniilv?  Whv  not 
T'llold  the  rise  of  days  more  worthy  tlnne 
•Ml  glorion-.  biirsi  from  ocean!  whv  not  dirt 
A  beam  of  hojie  athwart  the  futures  years. 


SARDANAPALUS. 


a9<> 


I 


As  of  wraih  to  il«  days !     Hoar  me !  oh !  hear  ae .' 

I  am  thy  vonbipper,  thy  priest,  thy  •ervaiM^ 

I  have  faied  on  thee  at  ihy  rue  aad  fall, 

And  bowd  my  head  beoeaib  thy  mid-day  beam*. 

When  my  eye  dared  not  meet  thee.     I  have  waich  J 

For  tbee,  anid  after  ihcc,  and  pray'd  to  ihce. 

And  sacriBced  to  tbee,  and  read,  and  fesr'd  thee. 

And  aak'd  of  thee,  and  tbou  ha«t  antirer  d — Lot 

f>nly  to  thus  much  :  while  1  speak,  he  6uika<^ 

k  ^one— and  leaves  his  beauty,  not  his  knowledgr. 

To  the  delighted  west,  which  revcis  in 

Its  hues  of  dying  glory.     Yet  what  is 

I><>ath,  so  it  he  but  glorious?  T  is  a  sunset: 

And  roonaJs  nuy  be  happy  to  resemble 

The  gods  but  in  decay. 

filter  AiSACu,  ky  «n  ifiM«r  door. 

ABBACSS. 

Beieses,  why 
S*»  wrapt  in  thy  devotions  ?  Dost  thou  stand 
Gazing  to  trace  thy  diiuippeariag  god 
Into  «ome  realm  of  uodiMrover' d  day  ? 
Our  bastnesc  is  with  niglit — 't  is  come. 

BE1.ESBS. 

But  not 
Gone. 

ABB  ACES. 

Let  it  roll  on— we  are  ready. 

BELESES. 

Yes. 
Would  it  were  over ! 

ABBACBS. 

Does  the  prophet  doubt. 
To  whom  the  very  stars  shine  victory  ? 

BKLBSBS. 

I  do  not  donbt  of  victory — but  the  victor. 

AB  BACKS. 

Well,  let  thy  science  settle  that.     Meantime, 
I  have  prepared  as  many  glittering  spears 
Ai  vriJl  out-sparkle  our  allies — your  planets. 
There  is  no  more  to  thwart  us.     The  she-king, 
That  less  than  woman,  is  even  now  upon 
The  waters  with  his  female  mates.    The  order 
h  issued  for  the  feast  in  the  pavilion. 
The  first  cup  which  he  drains  will  be  the  last 
f^uaf  rd  by  the  line  of  Nimrod. 

BBLBSKS. 

'T  was  a  brave  one. 

AKBACBS. 

And  is  a  weak  one — 't  is  worn  out— 'We  11  mend  it. 

BELBSBS. 

Art  sure  of  that  ? 

ABBACES. 

Its  founder  was  a  hunter — 
I  am  a  soldier — what  is  there  to  frar? 

BELKSBS. 

The  soldier. 

ABBACES. 

And  the  priest,  it  may  he ;  but 
if  yon  thought  thu«,  or  think,  why  not  retain 
Your  king  of  concubines  I  why  stir  me  up  ? 
Why  spur  me  to  thi«i  enterprise  2  your  own 
No  less  tlian  mine  1 

RELESES. 

I^ok  to  the  skv  ! 


ABBACBS. 

I  look. 

BBtESBS. 

What  seest  tliou  ? 

ABBACE9. 

A  fair  summer's  twilight,  and 
The  gathering  of  the  stare. 

BELESES. 

And  raidst  ihem  mark 
Yon  earliest,  and  the  brightpst,  which  so  quivrrii, 
As  it  would  quit  its  place  in  the  blue  etlier. 

ABBACES. 

Well ! 

BBLBBBf. 

T  is  thy  natal  ruler—thy  birth  planet. 
ABBACB9  {tanehiny  ki$  se«6fc«rJ). 
My  sUr  is  in  this  scabbard  :  when  it  shines. 
It  shall  out-dazzle  cornet*.     Let  u«  think 
Of  what  is  to  lie  done  to  justify 
Thy  planets  and  their  portents.     When  we  coiiqu<  r, 
I  hey  shall  have  temples— ay,  and  priests— and  thou 
.Shalt  be  the  pontiff  of— what  gods  thou  wilt ; 
For  I  observe  tliat  they  are  ever  just, 
And  own  the  bravest  for  the  most  drvout. 

BELESES. 

Ay,  and  the  roost  devout  for  brave— thou  hast  uoi 
Seen  me  turn  back  from  battle. 

ABBACES. 

No  i  I  own  thee 
As  firm  in  fight  as  Babylonia's  captain, 
\%  skilful  in  Chaldcas  worship;  now, 
Will  it  but  plea&e  thee  to  forget  the  priest, 
And  be  the  warrior  T 

BBLBSBS. 

Why  not  both? 

ARBACBS. 

The  better; 
And  yet  it  almost  shames  me,  we  shall  have 
.So  liiile  to  effect.    This  woman's  warfare 
Drgrades  the  very  conqueror.     To  have  pluck  d 
A  bold  and  bloody  despot  from  bis  throoe. 
And  grappM  with  him,  clashing  steel  with  steel. 
That  were  heroic  or  to  win  or  fall ; 
Dut  to  upraise  my  sword  against  this  silkworm. 
And  hear  him  whine,  it  may  be 

BBLBSBS. 

Do  BOC  deem  it : 
He  has  that  in  him  which  may  make  yon  strifle  yet ; 
And,  were  he  all  yoo  think,  his  tpurds  are  hardy. 
And  headed  by  the  eool,  stem  Salemanes. 

ABBACBt. 

They  'II  not  resist. 

BBLBtlB. 

Why  not  1  tliey  are  soMierB. 

ABBACBt. 

True, 
And  thrrrfore  need  a  soldier  to  eommand  them. 

BKLBSBS. 

That  Salcmenes  is^ 

ABBACES. 

Bat  not  tiaeir  king. 
Rr<;ide4,  he  hates  the  effeminate  thing  that  governs. 
For  the  queen's  sake,  his  sister.     Mark  you  not, 
lie  keeps  aloof  from  ail  tlw  revels  ? 

nSLSSBS. 

but 
Not  from  the  conocil— llicrc  he  is  ever  constant. 
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ACDACES. 

And  ever  ihwnrted;  wlial  ikould  you  h.ivc  more 
To  inako  a  rrbcl  oiil  of  7     A  fool  rei^'iiini;, 
His  blood  dishonour'd,  and  himself  disduin'd  : 
Why,  il  is  his  revenge  we  -work  for. 

SELESES. 

Could 
lie  but  be  brou;;ht  to  think  so  :  this  I  doubt  of. 

ARBACKS. 

What  if  we  sound  him  ? 

DEI.BSES. 

Yes — if  the  time  served. 
Enter  Ualka. 

DALEA. 

Satraps !  ihc  kin{;  commands  your  presence  at 
The  feast  to-night. 

BKLESES. 

To  hear  is  to  obey, 
lu  the  pavilion? 

BALEA. 

No  ;  here  in  the  palace. 

ABBACES. 

How  !  in  the  palace?  it  was  not  thus  order'd. 

BALEA. 

It  is  so  order'd  now. 

ABBACES. 

And  why  ? 

BALAA. 


May  I  retire  T 


I  know  not. 


ABBACES. 

Stay. 

SELESES  {to  ABBACES  aiide). 

Hush  !  let  him  go  his  way. 
{Alternately  to  Balea.) 
Ye!«,  Balea,  thank  the  monarch,  kiss  the  hem 
Of  his  imperial  robe,  and  say,  his  slaves 
Will  take  the  crumbs  he  deigns  to  scatter  from 
His  royal  table  at  the  hour — was  't  midnight ? 

BALEA. 

It  wa5 ;  the  place,  the  Hall  of  Nimrod.     Lords^ 

I  liumble  me  before  you  and  depart.  [£a;i(  Balea. 

ABBACES. 

I  like  not  this  same  sudden  cliange  of  place; 

There  is  some  mystery:  wherefore  should  he  change  \V. 

BELESES. 

Doth  he  not  clwinge  a  thousand  times  a-day? 

Sloih  is  of  all  things  the  most  fanciful — 

And  moveft  mere  parasangs  in  its  intents 

Than  generals  in  their  marches,  when  they  «icck 

To  leave  their  foe  at  fault. — Why  dost  thou  muse  ? 

ABBACES. 

He  loved  that  gay  pavilion — it  was  ever 
His  summer  dotage. 

SELESES. 

And  he  loved  his  queen — 
And  thrice  a  thousand  harlotry  besides — 
.And  he  has  loved  all  things  by  turns,  except 
Wisdom  and  glory. 

ABBACFS. 

Still— I  like  it  not. 
If  he  ha<;  changed— why  so  must  we  I  the  attack 
Wore  easy  in  tlie  isolated  bower, 
Re«;ct  wiih  drowsy  guard*  and  drunken  courtiers  ,- 
Cut  in  the  Hall  of  Nimrod 

BELESES. 

Is  it  so  ' 


.Mediought  the  haughty  soldier  feard  to  mount 
A  throne  too  easily!  does  it  disapjMini  thee 
To  find  there  is  a  slipperier  step  or  two 
Than  what  was  counted  on  ? 

ABBACES. 

W^hen  the  hour  comes. 
Thou  shah  perceive  how  far  I  fear  or  no. 
Thou  hast  seen  my  life  at  stake — and  gaily  play'd  for 
Hut  here  is  more  upon  the  die — a  kingdom. 

BELESES. 

I  have  foretold  already — thou  wilt  win  il : 
Then  on,  and  prosper. 

ABBACES. 

Now,  were  I  a  soothsayer, 
I  would  have  boded  so  much  to  myself. 
But  be  the  stars  obey'd — I  cannot  quarrel 
With  them,  nor  their  interpreter.     Who  's  here  ' 

Enter  Salemenes. 

SVLEMB.IES. 

Satraps ' 

BELESES. 

My  prince ! 

SALEMENES. 

Well  met — I  sought  ye  both, 
But  elsewhere  than  the  palace. 

ABBACES. 

W^herefore  so  ? 

SALEMENES. 

'T  is  not  the  hour. 

ABBACES. 

The  hour— what  hour? 

SALEMBNES. 

Of  midnight. 

BELESES. 

Midnight,  my  lord  ! 

SALEMENES. 

What,  are  you  not  invited  ? 

BELESES. 

Oh  !  yes — we  had  forgotten. 

SALEMENES. 

Is  it  usual 
Thus  to  forget  a  sovereign's  invitation  ? 

ABBACES. 

Why — we  but  now  received  it. 

SALEMENES. 

Then  why  here  "* 

ABBACES. 

On  duty. 

SVLEMENES. 

On  what  duty? 

BELESES. 

On  the  state's. 
We  have  the  privilege  lo  approach  the  presence, 
But  found  the  monarch  absent. 

SALEMENES. 

And  I  too 
Am  upon  duty. 

ABBACES. 

May  we  crave  its  purport  ? 

SVLEMENES. 

To  arrest  two  traitor*;.  Guards!  within  there  ! 

Enter  Guardi. 
SiLEMENES  [lontinuinij). 

Satr.ips. 
Your  swords. 


SARDANAPALUS. 
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■KLiwi  {deUverinf  Ait). 

My  lord,  behold  my  tciniur. 

AMMkCU  {4rmmimf  his  tmord). 
Take  ■un«. 

•ALUiiiiis  (MfvanctR5). 
1  wilL 

AIBACIS. 

Bat  in  your  heart  the  hUde 

The  hat  qnils  not  this  hand. 

SALUfKMU  (drawing). 

Bow !  dost  thoo  brave  me  ] 
T  is  wcO^ihtt  Mvet  a  trial  and  false  mercy. 
Soldiers,  hew  dawn  the  rebel ! 

aUACBS. 

Soldiers !  Ay— 
'  Jlom€  jrtm  dan  not 

SALUllflS. 

Alone !  fboltsb  slave— 
What  is  there  in  thee  that  a  prince  should  thrink  from 
Of  open  force  7  We  dread  thy  treason,  not 
Tby  stresfth :  thy  tooth  is  nought  without  its  Tenom— 
The  serpent's,  not  the  lion's.  Cut  him  down. 

•lUSis  (interposing). 
Arbaces  !  are  yon  mad  ?  Have  I  not  render'd 
My  sword  I  Than  tmtt,  Uke  ne,  our  soTereign's  justice. 

AaBACtS. 

No— I  will  sooner  traat  the  stara  thou  pralett  of, 

And  thia  slight  arm,  and  die  a  king  at  least 

Of  my  own  brath  and  body— so  fiir  that 

None  eke  shall  chain  them. 

•Auumiis  (Co  ffte  Guardi). 

You  hear  him.  and  aie. 
Take  him  not— kHL 

[2^  Gmmrda  oMack  Aaaacas,  wko  defend*  kirn- 

«r</««llaflitf/  and  dexterously  tiU  they  waver. 

tALmiMU. 

Is  it  eren  so  ;  and  must 
I  do  the  hangman's  offiee  ?  RecreanU !  sea 
How  yoB  ahould  hH  a  traitor. 

[SA1.SM11VBS  attacks  AaaAcis. 
MMtr  Sabdamapalus  and  Train, 

•AmOAflAPALUS. 

Hold  your  baoda— 
Upon  your  Utea,  I  my.    What,  deaf  or  drunken) 
My  sword !  oh  fooi,  I  wear  no  sword !  here,  fellow, 
Give  me  thy  weapon.  [To  a  Guard. 

[SAaDAffArALDS  Matches  a  sword  from  one  of  the 
soldiers,  and  makes  between  the  eombatants-- 
they  separate, 

SAaOAMArALDS. 

In  my  very  palace  ! 
What  hinders  mm  from  clearing  you  in  twain, 
Andaciooa  brawlers  ? 

aaLisis. 

SUre,  your  justice. 

SALtiuiiaa. 

Or— 
Tour  weaknen. 

lABOAaArALos  (rattt'n^  ifce  sworit). 

HowT 

SALniiais. 

Strike !  so  the  blow  's  repeated 

Upon  yon  trailor^— whom  you  spare  a  moment, 

1  tmac,  for  torture— I  'm  content. 

•AaaAKAPALDS. 

What-him  f 
Who  dares  assail  Arbaee^  I 


SAi.aiuuiis. 

I! 

SAaOAJIArALOS. 

Indeed! 
Prince,  yon  forgef  yourself.    Upon  what  warram? 

SALiMaais  (showing  the  ngnet). 
Thine. 

ASBACB  (con/iwtd). 
The  king's! 

SAaiMBMBS. 

Tes !  and  let  the  king  eonlirm  ic 

SABDAMAPALIIS. 

I  parted  noc  from  this  for  such  a  purpose. 

SALBMBMBS. 

Tou  parted  with  it  for  your  safety— I 
Employ'd  it  for  the  be«c     Pronounce  in  person. 
Here  I  am  but  your  slave— a  moment  past 
I  was  your  representative* 

SABOAUAPALDS. 

Thanshaaihe 
Tour  swords. 

[Abbacbs  and  SAamuiBS  return  their  twords  to  Ae 
seahhards, 

BALBMBMBS. 

Mine  s  sheathed  ;  I  pray  you  sheathe  nolyoun; 
T  is  the  sole  scapcie  left  you  now  with  safety. 

SAaDABAPALDS. 

A  heavy  one ;  the  hill,  too,  huru  my  hand. 

( To  a  Guard.)  Here,  fellow,  take  thy  weapon  back.  Well, 

sirs. 
What  doth  this  mean  ? 

BBLBSBS. 

The  prince  must  answer  ihaL 

SALBMBXBS. 

Truth  upon  my  part,  treason  upon  theirs. 

BABDAMAPALUS. 

Treason— Arbaces !  treachery  and  Beleses ! 
That  were  an  union  I  will  not  believe. 

BBLBSBS. 

Where  is  the  proof  I 

SALBMBHBS. 

1 11  answer  that,  if  once 
The  king  demands  your  fellow  traitor's  sword. 

ABBACBS    (to  SALBMBMBS). 

A  sword  which  hath  been  drawn  as  oft  as  thine 
Against  hia  foes. 

SALBMBHBS. 

And  now  against  his  brother, 
And  in  an  hour  or  so  against  himself. 

SABDANAPALDS» 

Tliat  is  not  possiUe :  ha  dared  not ;  no— 
No — rilnot  haarof  sueh  things.  These  vain  bickerings 
Are  iipawn'd  in  courts  by  base  intrigues  and  baaar 
Hirelings,  who  live  by  lies  on  good  men  s  lives. 
Ton  must  have  been  deceived,  my  brother. 

SALBMBMBS. 

First 
l^t  him  deliver  up  his  weapon,  and 
Proclaim  himself  your  snh^t  by  that  daiy, 
And  I  will  answer  all. 

BABOAaAPALDS. 

Why,  if  1  thought  so— 
But  no,  it  cannot  be;  the  Mede  Arbaces— 
The  trusty,  rough,  true  soldier— the  beat  captain 

Of  all  who  discipline  our  nations No, 

I  '11  not  insult  him  thus,  to  bid  him  render 
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The  scimitar  to  me  he  never  yielded 

Unto  our  enemies.     Chief,  keep  your  weapon. 

SALEMENES  {delivering  back  t)ie  signet). 
Monarch,  take  back  your  signet. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

No,  retain  it ; 
But  use  it  with  more  moderation. 

SALBMENES. 

Sire, 
I  used  it  for  your  Iionour,  and  restore  it 
Because  I  cannot  keep  it  with  my  own. 
Bestow  it  on  .4rbaccs. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

So  I  bhould : 
ife  never  ask'd  it. 

SALEMENES. 

Doubt  not,  he  will  have  it 
Without  that  hollow  semblance  of  respect. 

BELESES. 

I  know  not  what  hath  prejudiced  the  prince 

So  strcnjjly  gainst  two  subjects,  than  whom  none 

Have  been  more  zealous  for  Assyria's  weal. 

SALEMENES. 

Peace,  factious  priest  and  faithless  soldier  I  thou 
Unitest  in  thy  own  person  the  worst  vices 
Of  the  most  dangerous  orders  of  mankind. 
Keep  thy  smooth  words  and  juggling  homiliis 
For  those  who  know  thee  not.     Thy  fellows  sin 
Is,  at  the  least,  a  bold  one,  and  not  temper'd 
By  the  tricks  taught  thee  in  Chalilea. 

lSELESr-.S. 

Hear  him. 
My  liege — the  son  of  Bel  us  I  he  blasphemes 
The  worship  of  the  land  which  bows  the  knee 
Before  your  fathers. 

SAaOA.IAPALUS. 

Oh  !  for  that  I  pray  you 
Let  him  have  absolution.     I  dispense  with 
The  worship  of  dead  men  ;  feeling  that  I 
Am  mortal,  and  believing  that  the  race 
From  whence  I  sprung  are — what  I  see  them — ashes. 

BELESES. 

King!  do  not  deem  so  :  they  are  with  the  stars. 
And 

SARDANAPALUS. 

You  shall  join  them  there  ere  they  will  rise. 
If  you  preach  farther. — Why,  tliis  is  rank  treason. 

SALEMENES. 

My  lord  ! 

SARDANAPALtJS. 

To  school  me  in  the  worship  of 
Assyria's  idols  !     Let  him  be  released — 
Give  him  his  sword. 

SALEMENES. 

My  lord,  and  king,  and  brotlicr. 
1  pray  ye,  pause. 

SARDiNAPALL'S. 

Yes,  and  be  sermonised, 
And  dinn'd,  and  deafen'd  with  dead  men  and  Baal, 
And  all  Clia Idea's  starry  mvstrries. 

BELETtPS. 

Monarch  !  respect  them. 

S  .ROANAPALUS. 

Oh  !  for  that— I  love  iheni ; 
I  love  to  wat(  li  llipm  in  the  deep  blue  vault. 
And  to  compare  them  with  my  Myrrha's  eyes  . 


I  love  to  see  their  rays  redoubled  iu 

The  tremulous  silver  of  Euphrates  wave, 

As  the  light  breeze  of  midnight  crisps  the  broad 

And  rolling  water,  sighing  through  the  sedges 

Which  fringe  his  banks  :  but  whether  tlu-y  may  !>•• 

Gods,  as  some  say,  or  the  abodes  of  gods, 

As  others  hold,  or  simply  lamps  of  night, 

Worlds  or  the  lights  of  worlds,  I  know  nor  care  not ; 

There  's  something  sweet  in  my  uncertainly 

1  would  not  change  for  your  Chaldean  lore  ; 

Besides,  1  know  of  these  all  clay  can  know 

Of  aught  above  it  or  below  it — nothing. 

f  see  their  brilliancy  and  feel  their  beauty — 

When  they  shine  on  my  grave,  I  shall  know  neither. 

nEl.ESE>. 

For  neither,  sire,  say  better. 

SAROANAPALIS. 

I  will  wait. 
If  it  so  please  you,  pontiff,  for  that  knowledge. 
Iu  the  mean  time  receive  your  sword,  and  know 
That  I  prefer  your  service  militant 
Unto  your  ministry — not  loving  either. 

svt.EMEKES  (aside). 
His  lusts  have  made  him  mad.    Then  must  I  sa\e  him 
Spile  of  himself. 

SVIlOANl  PALL'S. 

Please  you  to  hear  me,  Satraps  ! 
And  chiedy  thou,  ray  priest,  because  I  doubt  the<* 
More  than  the  soldier,  and  would  doubt  thee  all 
Wert  thou  not  half  a  warrior  :  let  us  part 
In  peace — I  11  not  say  pardon — which  must  be 
Karn'd  by  the  guilty ;  this  I  11  not  pronounce  ye. 
.Vlthough  upon  this  breath  of  mine  depends 
Your  own  ;  and,  deadlier  for  ye,  on  my  fears. 
But  fear  not — for  that  I  am  soft,  not  fearful — 
And  so  live  on.     Were  I  the  thing  some  think  ine. 
Your  heads  Mould  now  be  dripping  the  last  drops 
Of  their  attainted  gore  from  the  high  gates 
Uf  this  our  palace  into  the  dry  duvf, 
Their  only  portion  of  the  coveted  kingdom 
They  would  be  crown'd  to  reign  o'er — let  that  pa>s. 
As  I  have  said,  I  will  not  deem  ye  gniltv. 
Nor  doom  ye  guiltless.     Albeit,  better  men 
Than  ye  or  I  stand  ready  to  arraign  you  ; 
And  should  I  leave  your  fate  to  sterner  judge*. 
And  proofs  of  all  kinds,  1  might  s;tcriGce 
Two  men,  who,  whatsoe'er  they  now  are,  were 
Once  honest.    Ye  are  free,  sirs. 

ABBACM. 

Sire,  this  clemency 

BELESES  {interrupting  him). 
Is  worthy  of  yourself ;  and,  although  inuoccnt, 
We  thank 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Priest !  keep  your  thanksgivings  for  Bclu> . 
His  offspring  needs  none. 

UrLt.sES. 

But,  being  innocent — 

SARDANAPALUS. 

He  silent — Guilt  is  loud.     Tf  ye  are  loyal, 

Ye  are  injured  men,  and  should  be  sad,  not  gr  iteful 

BELESES. 

So  we  should  be,  Avere  justice  always  done 
r.y  earthly  power  omnipotent ;  l>ut  innocence 
Must  oft  receive  her  right  as  a  uicre  favour. 


SARDANAPALU8. 
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]  SABOAMA^ALVS. 

'   That 's  a  good  lenience  for  a  konily, 

■   Though  not  for  this  occasion.  Prilbee  kfWp  il 

I   To  plead  thy  sovereign  »  cause  before  his  people. 

I  BKLXftia. 

'   1  trust  Ihete  is  no  caoae. 

tAlOAlVAPALDS. 

I  No  cause,  perhaps ; 

Bui  niany  causers:— if  ye  meet  with  such 
lu  the  exercise  of  your  inquisitive  fudCtioo 
On  earth ,  or  should  you  read  of  it  in  heave* 
'    In  some  mysterious  twinkle  of  the  surs, 
;   Which  are  your  chronicles,  1  pray  you  note, 
That  there  are  worse  things  betwiii  earth aad  heaven 
Than  him  who  rulelh  many  and  slay*  none; 
And,  baling  uol  himself,  yet  loves  his  fellows 
'   Kuough  to  spare  even  those  who  would  not  spare  him, 
!    V  ere  I  bey  once  nusters— but  that 's  doublfiil.  Satraps  I 
'   Your  swords  and  persons  are  at  liberty 
I  To  u«  them  as  ye  will— but  from  this  hour 
]  I  liave  no  call  for  either.    Salemenes ! 
I   Follow  me. 

[£xeMRt  Sasdanafaldi,  Salbmbivss,  and  t/ic 
7raan,  eCr.,  Umvituf  Aibaces  and  Bblucs. 

I  AlBACfiS. 

Belews! 

BELBSES. 

Now ,  wbst  Ihiok  you  ? 

ABBACSS. 

That  we  are  loaL 

BBLBSKS. 

That  we  have  won  the  kingdom. 

ABBA  CBS. 

What !  thus  suspected— with  the  sword  sinng  o'er  u< 
Cut  by  a  single  hair,  and  that  still  wavering 
To  be  blown  down  by  his  imperious  breath. 
Which  spared  iis->wby,  I  know  not. 

BBLBSKS. 

Seek  BOC  why ; 
But  let  us  profit  by  the  interval. 
The  hour  is  siiU  our  own^our  power  the  same — 
The  night  the  same  we  destined.  Ha  hath  changed 
Nothing,  except  our  ignorance  of  all 
Suspicion  into  such  a  certainty 
A%  must  make  madness  of  delay. 

ABBACBS. 

And  yet— — 

BILBSBS. 

What,  doubting  stiil  I 

ABBACBS. 

Ue  spared  our  lives — nay,  more, 
Saved  them  from  Salemenes. 

BBLBSBS. 

And  how  long 
Will  he  so  spare!  till  the  first  drunken  minute. 

ABBACBS. 

Or  sober,  ratfier.  Tet  he  did  it  nobly ; 
Cave  royally  wliat  w«  had  forfeited 
l^sely 

BBLBSBS. 

Say,  bravely. 

ABBACES. 

Somewhat  of  both,  perhaps. 
But  it  has  touch'd  mc,  and,  whale er  bftido, 
I  will  no  further  on. 


BBLBSBS. 

And  kwe  the  world  1 

AlBACBt. 

Lose  any  thing,  except  my  own  estaam. 

BBLBSBS. 

I  blush  that  we  should  owe  our  lives  to  such  * 
A  king  of  distaffs! 

ABBACBS. 

But  no  less  we  owe  them ; 
And  1  shotild  blush  far  more  to  uke  the  granter's ! 

BBLBSBS. 

Thou  mayst  codMC  whate  er  thou  wilt ;  the  sUrs 
Have  written  otherwise. 

ABBACBS. 

Tliough  they  came  down. 
And  marsliall'd  me  the  way  in  all  their  brightness, 
1  would  not  follow. 

BBLBSBS. 

This  is  weakness — worse 
Than  a  scared  beldam's  dreaming  of  the  dead. 
And  waking  in  the  dark. — Go  lo — go  to. 

ABBACBS. 

Methought  he  look'd  like  Nimrod  as  he  spoke, 
Even  as  the  proud  imperial  statue  stands 
Looking  the  monarch  of  the  kings  around  it; 
And  sways,  while  they  but  ornament,  the  lample. 

BBLBSBS. 

I  told  yon  that  you  had  too  much  despised  him , 
And  that  there  was  some  royalty  within  him. 
What  tlien?  he  ia  the  nobler  foe. 

ABBACBS. 

But  we 
Tlie  meaner: — Wotild  he  had  not  spared  us ! 

BBLBSBS. 

8o— 
Wouldst  thou  be  sacrificed  thus  readily  T 

ABBACES. 

No— but  it  had  been  better  to  have  died 
rhan  live  ungrateful. 

BBLBSBS. 

Oh,  the  souls  of  some  men ! 
Thou  wouldst  digest  what  some  call  treason,  and 
Fools  treachery— and,  behold,  upon  the  ssidden, 
llrcause,  for  something  or  for  nothing,  this 
Rash  reveller  step<i.  ostentatiously, 
'Twist  thee  and  Salemenes,  thou  art  turn'd 
Into — what  shflll  I  say? — Sardan.ipalus! 
I  know  no  name  more  ignomiaious. 

ABBACES. 

But 

An  hour  ago,  who  dared  to  term  me  such 
Mad  lirld  his  life  but  lightly— as  it  is, 
I  must  forgive  you,  even  as  he  forgave  us : 
Semiramis  herself  would  not  ha%e  done  it. 

BBLBSBS. 

No— the  queen  liked  no  sliarers  of  the  kingdom, 
Not  even  a  husband. 

ABBACBS. 

I  must  serve  him  truly 

*  SELESES. 

And  humbly? 

ABBACBS. 

No,  str,  proudly — being  honest. 
I  shall  be  nearer  thrones  than  you  to  hraven; 
And  if  notquiie  so  haughty,  yet  more  lofty. 
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You  may  do  your  own  deeming— you  have  codes, 
And  mysteries,  and  corollaries  of 
Right  and  vrong,  which  I  lack  for  my  direction, 
And  must  pursue  but  what  a  plain  heart  teaches. 
And  now  you  know  me. 

SSr.ESES. 

Have  you  finish'd? 

ARBACES. 

Yes— 
With  you. 

BBLRSES. 

And  would,  perhaps,  betray  as  well 
As  quit  me! 

ARBACES. 

Thai 's  a  sacerdotal  thought, 
And  not  a  soldier's. 

BELESES. 

Be  it  what  you  will — 
Truce  with  these  wranglings,  and  but  hear  mr. 

ARBACES. 


No- 


There  is  more  peril  in  your  subtle  spirit 
Than  in  a  phalanx. 

BELESES. 

If  it  must  be  so — 
I  11  on  alone. 

ARBACES. 

Alone ! 

BELESES. 

Thrones  hold  but  one. 

ARBACES. 

But  this  is  All'd. 

BELRSES. 

With  worse  than  vacancy— 
A  despised  monarch.     Look  to  it,  Arbaces  : 
I  have  still  aided,  cherish'd,  loved,  and  urged  you; 
Was  willing  even  to  serve  you,  in  the  hope 
To  serve  and  save  Assyria.     Heaven  itself 
Secm'd  to  consent,  and  all  events  were  friendly. 
Even  to  the  last,  till  that  your  spirit  shrunk 
Into  a  shallow  softness;  but  now,  rather 
Thau  see  ray  country  languish,  I  «ill  be 
Her  saviour  or  the  victim  of  her  tyrant. 
Of  one  or  both,  for  sometimes  both  an*  one  : 
And  if  1  win,  Arbaces  is  my  servant. 

ARBACES. 

I'our  servant ! 

BELESES. 

Why  qol?  better  than  be  slave, 
The  pardon  d  slave  of  she  Sardauapalu<«. 

Enter  Pania. 

PANIA. 

My  lords,  I  bear  an  order  from  the  king 

ARDACtS. 

It  is  obcy"d  ere  spoken. 

BLLKSES. 

Notwithstanding, 
Let 's  hear  it. 

PANIA. 

Forthwith,  on  this  very  night. 
Repair  to  your  respective  satrapies 
Of  Babylon  and  Media. 

BFLESES. 

With  our  troops ! 


PANIA. 

My  order  is  unto  the  satraps  and 
Their  household  train. 

ARBACES. 

But 

BELESES. 


Say,  we  depart. 


It  must  be  obey'd  ; 


PANIA. 

My  order  is  to  see  you 
Depart,  and  not  to  bear  your  answer. 

BELESES  [aside). 

Ay! 
Well,  sir,  we  will  accompany  you  hence. 

PANIA. 

I  will  retire  to  marshal  forth  the  guard 

Of  honour  which  befits  your  rank,  and  wait 

Your  leisure,  so  that  it  the  hour  exceeds  not. 

[£A:f  Pania 

BELESES. 

Now  then  obey ! 

ARBACES. 

Doubtless. 

BELESES. 

Yes,  to  the  g.iles 
That  grate  ihe  palace,  which  is  now  our  prison: 
No  further. 

ARBACES. 

Thou  hast  harp'd  the  truth  indeed! 
The  realm  itself,  in  all  its  wide  extension, 
Yawns  dungeons  at  each  step  for  thee  and  me. 

BELESES. 

Craves! 

ARBACES. 

If  I  thought  so,  this  good  sword  should  dig 
One  more  than  mine. 

BRLESF.S. 

It  shall  have  work  enough  : 
Let  me  hope  better  thau  thou  aiigiircst : 
Al  prest'iii  let  us  hence  as  best  we  may. 
Tliou  dost  agree  with  me  in  understanding 
This  order  as  a  sentence  ? 

ARBACES. 

Wljy,  what  other 
Interpretation  should  it  bear?  it  is 
The  \cry  policy  of  orient  monarchs — 
Pardon  and  poison — favours  and  a  sword — 
A  ilislant  voy.ige,  and  an  eternal  sleep. 
Ilow  many  satraps  in  his  father's  lime — 
For  he  I  own  is,  or  at  least  was,  bloodles^s — 

BELESES. 

Btiitut/^  not,  can  not  be  so  now. 

ARBACES. 

I  doubt  it. 
How  many  satraps  have  I  seen  set  sent  out 
In  hi-,  vires  day  for  mi|;hty  vic«»-rov.ilties, 
Wluisf  lombs  :in?  on  their  p.ith  I  I  know  not  how, 
!'»nl  they  all  sieken'd  by  the  way,  it  was 
i>n  long  and  hca>y. 

BELESES. 

Let  us  but  regain 
The  free  air  of  the  city,  and  we  11  shorten 
The  journey. 

ARBACES. 

T  will  be  shorten'd  at  the  gates, 
It  may  he. 
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9o:  tbrf  httidJy  will  ritk  that. 
They  mesD  as  Co  die  priTatdy,  bat  not 
Within  the  ]Mlace  or  the  city  walJs, 
Where  we  are  known  and  may  have  partiiaiis  : 
If  they  had  meant  to  »lay  ns  here,  we  were 
^o  ku^er  with  the  living.  Let  nt  hence. 

Al  BACKS. 

If  I  bat  tbonght  he  did  not  mean  my  Ufe->—- 

BBLK^BS. 

Fool !  hence— what  elite  should  despot iNm  alarm'd 
Mean?    Let  us  but  rejoin  our  troops,  and  march. 

ABBACBS. 

Towards  oar  i  oTineoB? 

BBLKSBS. 

No;  towards  your  kingdom. 
There 's  time,  there  '■  heart  and  hope,  and  power,  and 

means. 
Which  their  half  measures  leave  os  in  full  scope. — 
Away! 

I  A  B  BACKS. 

'  And  I,  even  yet  repenting,  must 

Relapse  to  guilt ! 

BKLKSRS. 

'  Self-defence  is  a  rirtue, 

Sole  bulwark  of  all  right.     Away !  I  say  '• 
L^t  s  leave  this  place,  the  air  grows  thick  and  chokin;;, 

,  And  the  walls  have  a  scent  of  niglit-shade — hence ! 

.  Let  ns  not  leave  them  time  for  further  council. 
Our  quick  departure  proves  our  civic  zeal ; 
Our  quick  departure  hinders  our  good  escort, 

.  The  worthy  Piinia,  from  anticipating 
The  orders  of  some  parasaags  from  hence : 

,  Nay,  there 's  no  other  choice  but hence,  I  say. 

[£»l  with  Ab  BACKS,  toho  follows  reluctantly ' 

Enter  S4Bdaivapalus  and  Salbmknks. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Well,  all  is  remedied,  and  without  bloodshed, 
'  That  worst  of  mockeries  of  a  remedy ; 
We  are  now  secure  by  these  men's  exile. 

SALKMKNBS. 

'  As  he  who  treads  on  flowers  is  from  the  sdder 
Twioed  round  their  roots. 

I  SAB  D\NAPA  LI'S. 

1  Why,  what  wouldst  have  me  do  7 

'  SALKMXNRS. 

Undo  what  yon  have  done. 

I  ^ARDANAPALl'4. 

Revoke  my  pardon  ? 

i  SALKMKNBS. 

Replace  the  crown,  now  tottering  on  your  temples. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

That  were  tyrannical. 

SALXMENES. 

But  sure. 

SABDAlfAPALDS. 

We  are  so. 
What  danger  can  they  work  upon  the  frontier  ? 

SALKMKKES. 

They  are  not  there  yet — never  should  they  be  so. 
Were  I  well  Hsten'd  to. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Nay,  f  tutve  listen'd 
I  Impartially  to  thee — why  not  to  them  7 


■ALKMKnKS. 

Ton  may  know  that  hereafter ;  as  it  is, 
1  uke  my  leave,  to  order  forth  the  guard. 

SABDANAPALGS. 

And  you  will  join  us  at  the  banquet? 

Sire, 
Dispense  with  me-~f  am  no  wassailer : 
Command  me  in  all  service  »»yit  the  Bacchant's. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Nay,  but 't  is  fit  to  revel  now  and  then. 

SALBMKNKS. 

And  fit  that  some  should  watch  for  those  who  revel 
Too  oft.     Am  I  |iermiited  to  depart  1 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Yes->~-«tay  a  moment,  my  good  Salemenes, 

My  brother,  my  be*t  subject,  belter  prince 

Than  lam  king.     You  should  have  l>een  the  monarch. 

And  I — I  know  not  what,  and  care  not;  but 

Tlimk  not  I  am  insensible  to  all 

Thioe  honest  wisdom,  and  thy  rough,  yet  kind. 

Though  ofi-repro^ing,  sufferance  of  my  follie». 

If  I  have  spared  these  men  against  thy  counsel. 

That  IS,  their  hves — it  is  not  that  I  doubt 

The  advice  wa«  4ouod ;  but.  let  them  live :  we  will  not 

Cavil  about  their  lives— so  let  them  mend  them. 

Their  baniOimeot  will  leave  me  «till  sound  sleep. 

Which  tlieir  death  had  not  left  me. 

SALBMKNKS. 

Thus  yon  ran 
The  risk  to  sleep  for  ever,  to  save  traitors — 
A  moment's  pang  now  changed  for  years  of  crime. 
Still  let  them  ]>c  made  quiet. 

8ABDA<IAPALUS.    * 

Tempt  me  not 


I 


My  W|ord  i*  past. 


T  is  royal. 


SALKMKNKS. 

Bat  it  may  be  recall'd. 

SABDANAPALUS. 


SALBMKNKS. 

And  should  therefore  be  decisive. 
This  half  indulgence  of  an  exile  serves 
Rut  to  provoke — a  pardon  should  be  full. 
Or  it  is  none. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

And  who  persuaded  me 
After  I  had  repeal'd  tbeoi,  or  at  least 
Only  dismiss'd  them  from  our  presence,  who 
Urged  me  to  send  them  to  their  satr.ipies  ? 

SALXMKNKS. 

True;  that  I  had  forgotten:  that  is,  sire. 

If  they  e'er  reach  their  satrapies — why,  then. 

Reprove  me  more  for  my  advice. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

*  And  if 

Thev  do  not  reach  them— look  to  it  '.—in  safely, 
In  safety,  mark  me— and  security— 
l.onk  to  thine  own. 

SALXMBNB8. 

Permit  me  to  depart; 
Their  snffty  shall  he  cared  for. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Get  thee  hence,  then ; 
And,  prithee,  think  more  gently  of  thy  brother. 


3o6 


BYllON'S  WORKS. 


(.- 


SJILXMEMKS. 

Sire,  I  shall  ever  duly  serve  my  soverei(;a. 

[Exit  Salimknes. 

SARDANAPALUS  (solus). 

That  man  is  of  a  trmprr  too  severe  : 
Ilartl,  hut  as  lofty  as  the  rock,  and  free 
From  all  the  taints  of  common  earth — while  I 
Am  softer  clay,  irapregoated  with  flowers; 
But  as  our  mould  is,  must  the  produce  be. 
If  I  have  err  d  this  time,  't  is  on  the  side 
Where  error  sits  most  lightly  on  that  sense, 
I  kuow  not  what  to  call  it ;  but  it  reckons 
With  me  ofttimes  for  pain,  and  sometimes  pleasure  ; 
A  spirit  vkliich  seems  placed  about  my  heart 
To  court  its  throbs,  not  quicken  them,  and  ask 
^)uestions  which  mortal  never  dared  to  ask  me, 
Nor  Baal,  though  an  oracular  deity — 
Albeit  his  marble  face  majestical 
Frowns  as  the  shadows  of  the  evening  dim 
His  brows  to  changed  expression,  till  at  times 
I  think  the  statue  looks  in  act  to  speak. 
Away  with  these  vain  thoughts,  I  will  be  joyous — 
And  here  comes  Joy's  true  herald. 

Enter  Mybrba. 

HYRRQA. 

liing!  the  sky 
Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder, 
In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and  show 
In  forked  flashes  a  commanding  tempest. 
Will  you  then  quit  the  palace? 

saedanapalus. 

Tempest,  say'st  thou  ? 

MYRRHA. 

Ay,  my  good  lord.  • 

SARDANAPALUS. 

For  my  own  part,  I  should  be 
Not  ill  content  to  vary  the  smooth  scene, 
And  watch  the  warring  elements;  but  this 
Would  little  suit  the  silken  garments  and 
Smooth  faces  of  our  festive  friends.     Say,  Myrrha, 
Art  thou  of  those  vrho  dread  the  roar  of  clouils? 

MYRRHA. 

In  my  own  country  we  respect  their  voices 
As  auguries  of  Jove. 

SARDAXAPALUS. 

Jove — ay,  your  Baal — 
Ours  also  has  a  property  in  thunder, 
And  ever  and  anon  some  falling  bolt 
Proves  his  divinity,  and  yet  sometimes 
Strikes  his  own  altars. 

MVRRIIA. 

That  were  a  dread  omen. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Yes— for  the  priests.     Well,  we  will  not  go  forth 
licyond  the  palace  walls  to-night,  but  make 
Our  feas.1  within. 

MYRRHA. 

Now,  Jove  be  praised  !  that  he 
IIjIIi  heard  the  prayer  thou  wouldst  not  hc.tr.  The  gods 
Arc  kinder  to  tliec  than  thou  to  thyself. 
And  Hash  this  storm  between  thee  and  thy  foes, 
To  shield  thee  from  them. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Child,  if  there  be  peril, 
Melhuiks  it  is  the  same  within  these  walls 
As  on  the  river's  brink. 


MYRRHA. 

Not  so,  these  walls 
Are  high  and  strong,  and  guarded.     Treason  has 
To  peneirnte  through  many  a  winding  way, 
And  masby  portal  I  but  in  the  pavilion 
Tliere  is  no  bulwark. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

No,  nor  in  the  pal.ice. 
Nor  in  the  fortress,  nor  upon  the  top 
Of  cloud-fenced  Caucasus,  where  the  eagle  sits 
Nested  in  pathle!»s  clefts,  if  treachery  be: 
Kveri  as  the  arrow  finds  the  airy  king, 
The  steel  will  reach  the  earthly.      But  he  calm  : 
The  men,  or  innocent  or  guilty,  are 
Ranish'd,  and  far  upon  their  way. 

MYRRBA. 

They  live,  ilien? 

SARDAPfAPALUS. 

So  sa  ngui  aa  ry  7     Tho  u  ! 

MYRRHA. 

I  would  not  shrink 
From  just  infliction  of  due  punishment 
On  those  who  seek  your  life  :  wer'l  otherwise, 
I  should  not  merit  mine.     Besides,  you  heard 
The  princely  Salemenes. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

This  is  strange; 
The  gentle  and  the  austere  are  both  against  me, 
.And  urge  me  to  revecge. 

MYRRHA. 

T  is  a  Greek  virtue. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

But  not  a  kingly  one — T  *ll  none  on  't ;  or, 
If  ever  T  indulge  in  't,  it  shall  be 
With  kings — my  equals. 

MYRRHA. 

These  men  sought  to  be  so. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Myrrha,  this  is  too  feminine,  and  springs 
From  fear 

MYRRHA. 

For  you. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

No  matter — stifl  *t  is  fear. 
I  have  observed  your  sex,  once  roused  to  wrath. 
Are  timidly  vindirlive  to  a  pilch 
Of  perseverance  which  I  would  not  copy. 
I  thought  you  were  exempt  from  this,  as  from 
The  childish  helplessness  of  Asian  women. 

MVRIUIA. 

My  lord,  I  am  no  boaster  of  my  love, 

Nor  of  my  attribuies;  I  have  sliarnd  your  splendour. 

And  will  partake  your  fortunes.     You  may  li\e 

To  find  one  slave  more  true  than  subject  myriads; 

Ihii  this  the  gods  avert  I     1  am  content 

To  be  beloved  on  trust  for  what  1  feel, 

llaiher  tJian  prove  it  to  you  in  your  griefs, 

WliiiMi  might  not  yield  lo  any  cares  of  mine. 

SvRD\NArAH;s. 

Griefs  cannot  come  where  perfect  love  exists, 
Except  lo  heighten  it,  and  vanish  from 
That  which  it  could  not  scare  awjv.     Let 's  in — 
The  hour  approaches,  and  we  must  prepare 
To  meec  the  invited  guests  who  grace  our  feast. 

[Exeunt. 


SABDANAPALU9. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

TTke  Ha-U  •/  the  Palace  Uluminated^-^AmMArALBi 
anti  his  Guests  mt  Takle. — A  storm  vnthout,  mmd 
Thunder  occasionally  heard  during  the  Banquet, 


ihVW. 


nil  tmn !  Why  tbit  U  as  ii  thould  be ;  hen 
1   Is  my  tme  realm,  amidst  bright  eyn  and  hcet 
Ilappy  as  fair!  Here  sorrow  caooot  reaeb. 

'  ZAVU. 

(    Sor  dsewhera — ^wbere  tbe  kinf  is,  pleasare  sparkles. 

i  SABD4lfAMLU8. 

!    Is  not  this  better  now  ibao  Nimrod's  kimriiiip, 
I    Or  my  wild  grandam's  efaase  in  search  of  kiDj^doma 
She  eoold  boC  kee^  when  eonquer'dT 

ALT  A  DA. 

Mighty  though 
j    They  wert,  as  alt  thy  royal  line  have  been, 
\    Yet  Done  of  those  who  went  before  have  reach'd 
I    The  acme  of  Sardanapalus,  who 

lias  placed  his  joy  in  prace — the  sole  true  glory. 

tABDAIf4PALUt. 

And  pleasure,  good  Altada,  (o  which  glory 
I«  but  the  path.     What  is  it  that  we  seek? 
Enjoyment  f  We  have  cut  the  way  short  to  it. 
And  not  gone  tracking  it  througli  human  ashes. 
Making  a  grave  with  every  footstep. 

ZAMIS. 

5o; 
All  hearu  are  happy,  and  all  voices  bless 
The  king  of  peace,  who  holds  a  world  in  jubilee. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Art  sure  of  that  ?  f  have  heard  otherwise  ; 
Some  say  that  there  be  traitors. 

ZAVBS. 

Traiton  (hey 
Who  dare  to  aay  so!— Tis  impossible. 
What  cause? 

MBDAMAFALtrS. 

What  cause?  true,— fill  the  ^blet  up; 
We  win  not  think  of  them :  there  are  none  such. 
Or  if  there  be,  they  are  gone. 

AtTADA. 

Guests,  to  my  ple<9^ ! 
Down  on  your  knees,  and  drink  a  measure  to 
The  safety  of  the  king.— tlie  monarch,  say  I ! 
The  god  Sardanapalus ! 

[Zambs  and  the  Guests  kneel^  and  exclaim — 
Mightier  than 
His  fother  Bftaf,  the  god  Sardanapalus! 

[It  Sunders  as  the  J  kneel;  some  startup  in 
confusion. 

ZAms. 
Why  do  ye  rise,  my  friends?  In  that  strong  peal 
His  father  gods  consented. 

MTBBIA. 

Menaced,  rather. 
King,  wile  thou  bear  this  mad  impiety? 

SABDANAPAtOS. 

Impiety! — nay,  if  the  sires  who  reigo*d 
Before  me  can  be  gods,  I  '11  not  d:S(;race 
Their  lineage.  But  arise,  my  pioua  friends. 
Hoard  your  devotion  for  the  thunderer  there : 
1 5eek  but  to  be  loved,  not  worshipp'd. 


ALTADA. 

Both— 
Doth  yon  ■mat  ever  be  by  aM  imt  snbjeeca. 

SABaAaAfALUl 

Methiuks  the  thunders  still  increaie :  it  is 
An  awful  night 

MTBBIA. 

Oh  yes,  for  those  who  have 
No  pabfte  lo  protect  their  worshippers. 

SABOAllAPAIkUS. 

That  s  true,  my  Myrvha ;  and  could  I  convert 
My  realm  to  one  wide  shelter  for  the  wmched, 
I'ddoiL 

MTBBUA. 

Thou  'rt  no  god,  then,  not  to  be 
Able  to  work  a  will  so  good  and  general, 
Aa  thy  wish  would  imply. 

SABaARAPALCS. 

And  your  gods,  then, 
Who  can,  and  do  not  ? 

MTBBUi. 

Do  not  speak  of  that. 
Lest  we  provoke  them. 

saboahapalos. 

True,  they  love  net  ceotnre 
Better  than  mortals.  Friends,  a  thought  has  struck  me : 
Were  there  no  temples,  would  there,  think  ye,  be 
Air^worshippers— that  is,  when  it  is  angry, 
And  pelting  as  even  now  ? 

mtbbua. 

The  Persian  prays 
Upon  his  mountain. 

SABDAHAPALCS. 

Yes,  when  the  sun  shines. 
MTaaBA. 
And  I  would  ask  if  this  your  palace  were 
UnrooFd  and  desolate,  how  many  flatterers 
Would  lick  the  dust  in  which  the  king  by  low? 

ALTADA. 

Tlie  fair  Ionian  is  too  sarcastic 

Upon  a  nation  whom  she  knows  not  well ; 

The  Assyrians  know  no  pleasure  but  their  king's. 

And  homage  is  their  pride. 

SABDAN4PALDS. 

Kay,  pardon,  guests, 
The  fair  Greek's  readiness  of  speech. 

ALTADS. 

Pardon!  sire: 
We  honour  her  of  all  things  next  to  thee. 
Hark!  what  was  that? 

ZAMBS. 

That !  nothing  but  the  jar 
Of  distant  poruls  shaken  by  the  wind. 

ALT  A  DA. 

It  sounded  like  the  clash  of— hark  again ! 

ZAMBS. 

Tbe  big  rain  pattering  on  the  roof. 

•ABDANAPALUS. 

No  more. 
Myrrha,  my  love,  hast  thou  thy  shell  in  order! 
Sing  me  a  song  of  Sappho,  her,  thou  know'st. 
Who  in  thy  country  threw 

£iieer  Pawia,  with  his  Smord  and  GarmenU  hloody,  mad 
disordered     The  Guetts  rise  t«  cou/iuhm. 
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Pania  [to  tlie  guardi). 

Look  to  the  portals ; 
And  with  your  best  speed  to  the  wall  lA-ithout. 
Yourarms!  To  arms!  The  king's  in  d<iugor.  Monarch! 
Excuse  this  haste, —  t  is  faith. 

SARDANAPAI.rS. 

Speak  on 

PA.flA. 

It  is, 
As  Salemenes  fear'd:  the  faitliless  satraps 

SARDANAPALL'S. 

You  are  grounded — give  some  wine.  Take  breath,  good 
Pauia. 

PAMA. 

T  is)  nothing — a  mere  flesh  wound.  I  am  worn 
More  with  my  speed  to  warn  my  sovereign, 
Than  hurt  in  his  defence. 

MYsnHA. 

Well,  sir,  the  rebels' 

PANIA. 

Soon  as  Arbaces  and  Beieses  reach'd 

Their  stations  in  the  city,  they  refused 

To  march :  and  on  my  attempt  to  use  the  power 

^^  liich  T  was  delr(,'ated  with,  lliry  calld 

Upon  their  troops,  wlio  rose  in  hcrce  defiance. 

.MYRAin. 

All? 


PA.tU 


Too  man 


y 


SARDANAJ'ALl'S. 

Sparc  not  of  thy  free  speech. 
To  spare  mine  ears  the  truth. 

PANIA. 

My  own  slight  guard 
i   Were  faithful— and  what's  left  of  it  is  still  so. 

I  MYRRH  V. 

And  are  these  all  the  force  still  faithful? 


PAMA. 


No- 


Tlie  Bactrians,  now  led  on  by  Salrrncnrs, 
Who  even  then  was  on  his  wny.  slill  urjjf'd 
Ily  strong  siispjrion  of  the  Midian  cliirf!., 
Are  numerous,  and  make  strong  head  ag.jinst 
;  he  nbcls,  fighting  inch  by  inch,  and  forming 
An  orb  around  the  palace,  whore  ilu'V  mean 
To  centre  all  their  force,  and  ^av*'  the  king. 
(//e  hesitatei.)  I  am  charged  to 

MYRROA. 

'T  is  no  time  for  hesitation. 

PAXIA. 

Prince  Salemenes  doth  implore  the  king 
To  arm  himself,  although  but  for  a  moment. 
•And  show  hims(*lf  unto  the  soMlrrs:  his 
Sole  presence  in  this  instant  might  do  more 
Than  host>  ran  do  in  his  behalf. 


My  aimotu-  then 


8Ar.UA:<\P\LL'S. 

What,  ho: 

M^^Km. 
And  wilt  I  lion  ? 


SARDA.MPiLUS. 

Will  I  not ! 
Ilo,  there  I — But  seek  not  for  the  buckler;   l  iv 
Too  heavy: — a  light  ruiras';  and  my  swonl. 
Where  are  the  reheU? 


PANIA. 

Scarce  a  furlong's  length 
From  the  outward  wall,  the  fiercest  conllict  rages. 

SARDANA  PALLS. 

Then  I  may  charge  on  horseback.  Sfero,  ho! 
Order  my  horse  out — There  is  spare  enough 
Even  in  our  court.*,  and  by  the  outer  gate. 
To  marshal  half  the  horsemen  of  Arabia. 

[Exit  SvERo  for  the  armour. 

MYRRQA. 

How  I  do  love  thee! 

SARDAKXPALUS. 

I  ne'er  doubled  it. 

MYRRH  V. 

But  now  I  know  thee. 

SARDANAPALL'S  (to  his  attendant). 

Bring  down  my  spear,  too. — 
Where  's  Salemenes? 

PAMA. 

Where  a  soldier  should  be. 
In  the  thick  of  the  fight. 

SAROANAPALUS. 

Then  hasten  to  him Is 

The  path  slill  open,  and  communication 
Left  'twixt  the  palace  and  the  phalanx? 

PA.MA. 

T  was 
When  I  late  left  him,  and  I  have  no  fear  : 
Our  troops  were  steady,  and  the  phalanx  form'd. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Tell  him  to  spare  his  person  for  the  present, 
And  that  I  will  not  spare  my  own — and  say, 
I  come. 

PAXIA. 

There 's  victory  in  the  very  word. 

[Exit  Vxiiix. 

SlRDANAPALl'S. 

Altada — Zames — forth  and  arm  ye  !  There 

Is  all  in  readiness  in  the  armoury. 

See  that  the  women  are  bestow'd  in  safety 

In  the  remote  apartments:  let  a  guard 

Be  set  before  th«'m,  with  strict  charge  to  quit 

The  post  but  with  their  lives — command  it,  Zanies. 

Altada,  arm  yourself,  and  return  herej 

Your  post  is  near  our  person. 

[Exeunt  Zames,  Altada,  and  all  save  Myrrua. 

Enter  Sf£RO  and  others  with  the  King's  Arms,  etc. 

SFERO. 

King !  your  armour. 
SARDANAPALL'S  (arming  himself). 
(five  me  the  cuira&s — so  :  my  hal Jric  ;  now 
My  sword  :  I  had  forgot  the  helm,  where  is  it  ? 
That  's  well — no,  l  is  too  heavy:  yon  mistake,  too — 
It  was  not  this  I  meant,  but  that  vhich  bears 
.V  diadem  around  it. 

SKERO. 

Sire,  I  decm'd 
That  too  conspicuous  from  the  precious  stones 
I  To  risk  your  sacred  brow  beucath^and,  trust  me. 
'  This  is  of  better  metal,  though  less  rich. 

SARDANAPALITS. 

•  You  deem'd  '  .\re  you  too  tuind  a  rebel?  Ftlb»w  ' 
Your  part  is  to  obey;  return,  and — no — 
It  IS  too  late — I  will  go  forth  without  it. 
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srsKO. 


<  At 


►hy/lit 


1 


•AKDA1IAPAI.DS. 

Wear  Caucasus ! 
Cain  OD  my  tcmplea. 

•vsao. 

Sire,  the  meanest 
Soldier  goes  not  forth  thus  exposed  to  battle. 
All  mm  will  recogniie  you — for  the  storm 
Has  c^ao^l^  and  the  moon  breaks  forth  in  her  brightness. 

SASDARAPALCS. 

I  f;o  forth  to  be  «eco{niixed,  aod  thus 

Shall  be  so  sooner.     Now>-my  spear!  I  'm  arm'd. 

[In  going  itops  short,  and  tum$  to  Sriao. 
Sfero—I  had  forgotten— bring  the  mirror.* 

•rsao. 
The  minor,  sireT 

SABDAHAPALDS. 

Tes,  sir,  of  polish'd  brass, 
Brooghrfrom  the  spoils  of  India — bat  be  speedy. 

[Exit  Srsio. 

Myrrha,  retire  nnio  a  place  of  safely. 

Why  went  yon  not  fbrih  with  the  other  damsels? 

MYaaiA. 
Because  my  place  is  here. 

SAEDARAPALUS. 

And  vhen  1  am  gone 

MTaaiA. 
I  follow. 

SAaOANAPALUS. 

rouf  to  battle? 

MTaBKA. 

If  it  were  so, 
T  were  not  the  first  Greek  girl  had  trod  the  path. 
I  will  await  here  your  return. 

SAIOARAPALUS. 

The  place 
Is  spacious,  and  the  first  to  be  sought  out, 
If  they  prevail;  and,  if  it  should  be  so. 
And  I  return  not>->- 

MTEBIA. 

Still,  we  meet  again. 

SAtDANAPALUS. 

How! 

MTaaiA. 
In  the  spot  where  all  must  meet  at  last- 
In  Hades!  if  there  be,  as  I  believe, 
I  A  shore  beyond  the  Styx;  and  if  there  be  not, 
'  In  ashes. 

I  SAlOAKAPALUS. 

;  Darest  thou  so  much? 

MTBaHA. 

I  dare  all  things, 
I   Except  survive  what  I  have  loved,  to  be 
'   A  rebel's  booty:  forth,  and  do  your  bravest. 

I  Re-enter  SriBo,  witii  tiie  mirror. 

SABDAMAPALCs  {looking  at  himself). 
This  cuirass  fiu  me  well,  the  baldric  better. 
And  the  helm  not  at  all.     Ucthiaks,  I  seem 

[Flings  away  the  helmet,  after  trying  it  again. 
Passing  well  in  these  toys;  and  now  to  prove  them. 
Altada!  Where  s  Altada? 

«  ■StiditlMMJnrwOllwlMld 


i  srsBO. 

'  Waiting,  sire. 

Without :  he  has  yonr  shield  in  readiness. 

SA  EDA  N  A  PAL  vs. 

True :  I  forgot  he  is  my  shield-bearer 
By  right  of  blood,  derived  from  age  to  age. 
BIyrrha,  embrace  me ;  yet  oaee  more— once  more — 
Love  me,  whatc'er  betide.     My  chiefirat  glory 
Shall  be  to  make  me  worthier  of  your  love. 

MTBBIA. 

Go  forth,  and  conquer ! 

[CxieSABDAHAPALUS  and  Stbbo. 
Now,  I  am  alone. 
All  arc  gone  forth,  and  of  that  all  how  few 
Perhaps  return.     Let  him  but  vanquish,  and 
Me  perish !     If  he  vanquish  not,  I  perish ; 
For  I  will  not  outlive  him.     He  has  wound 
About  my  heart,  1  know  not  how  nor  why. 
Not  for  that  he  is  king ;  for  now  his  kingdom 
Kockf  underneath  his  throne,  and  the  earth  yawns 
To  yield  him  no  more  of  it  than  a  grave ; 
And  yet  I  love  bim  more.    Oh  !  mighty  Jove! 
Forgive  this  monstrous  love  for  a  barbarian. 
Who  knows  not  of  Olympus:  yes,  1  love  him 

Now,  now,  far  more  ilian Hark— to  the  war  shout! 

Methinks  it  nears  me.     If  it  should  be  so, 

[She  draws  forih  a.  smnll  vial 
This  conning  Golchian  poison,  which  my  father 
Learn'd  to  compound  on  Eusine  shores,  and  taught  me 
How  to  preserve,  shall  free  me !     It  had  freed  bm 
Long  ere  this  hour,  but  that  I  loved,  until 
I  half  forgot  I  was  a  slave:— where  all 
Are  slaves  save  one,  and  proud  of  servitude. 
So  they  are  served  in  turn  by  something  lower 
In  the  degree  of  bondage,  we  forfjet 
That  shackles  worn  like  ornamenu  no  lesa 
Are  chains.    Again  that  shout!  and  now  the  clash 
Of  arms— and  now — and  now — 

Enter  Ktxkttk. 

ALTADA. 

Ho,  SCero,  ho ! 

MTBBIA. 

He  is  not  here ;  what  wouldst  thon  with  him?    How 
Goes  on  the  conflict? 

ALTADA. 

Dubiously  and  fiercely. 

MTBBSA. 

And  the  king? 

ALTADA. 

Like  a  king.     I  must  find  Sfero, 
And  bring  htm  a  new  spear  and  his  own  helmet. 
He  fighu  till  now  bare-headed,  aod  by  far 
Too  much  eiposed.    The  soldiers  knew  his  face. 
And  the  foe  too ;  and  in  the  moon's  broad  light, 
HU  silk  tiara  and  his  flowing  hair 
Make  him  a  mark  too  royal.     Every  arrow 
Is  pointed  at  the  fair  hair  and  fair  features. 
And  the  broad  fillet  which  crowns  both. 

MTBBHA. 

Yegods, 
Who  fulmine  o'er  my  fathers*  land,  protect  him ! 
Were  you  sent  by  the  king? 

ALTADA. 

By  Salemcnes, 
Who  sent  me  privily  upon  this  charge. 
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Widjoui  ihe  knowledge  of  the  carelc«s  fioverei0n. 

The  kin[; !  the  king  fights  as  he  revcU !  ho  ! 

What,  Sfero  1  I  will  seek  the  armoury. 

He  must  be  there.  [Exit  Altada. 

MYRRR4. 

T  is  no  dishonour — no — 
T  i&  no  dishonour  to  have  loved  this  mau. 
I  almost  wish  now,  what  I  never  wish'd 
Heforc,  that  he  were  Grecian.    If  Alcides 
Were  shamed  in  wearing  Lydian  Ompliale's 
She-garb,  and  wielding  her  vile  distaff,  surely 
lie,  who  springs  up  a  Hercules  at  once, 
Nursed  iu  effeminate  arts  from  youth  to  manhood, 
And  rushes  from  the  banquet  to  the  battle, 
As  though  it  were  a  bed  of  love,  deserves 
That  a  Greek  girl  .should  be  his  paramour, 
And  a  Greek  bard  his  minstrel,  a  Greek  tomb 
His  monumeut.     How  goes  the  strife,  sir? 


Enter  an  Officer. 


OFFICER. 


Lost, 


Lost  almost  past  recovery.     Zames!  Where 
Is  Zames? 

MYRBIIA. 

Posted  with  the  guard  appointed 
To  watch  before  the  apartment  of  the  women. 

[Exit  Officer. 

MYRRHA  (solus). 

He  's  gone;  and  told  no  more  than  that  all 's  lost  I 
What  need  have  I  to  know  more!     Iu  those  words, 
Those  little  words,  a  kingdom  and  a  king, 
A  line  of  thirteen  ages,  and  the  lives 
Of  thousands,  and  the  fortune  of  all  left 
With  life,  ail  merged:  and  I,  too,  with  the  great, 
Like  a  small  bubble  breaking  with  the  wave 
Wliich  bore  it.  shall  be  nothing.    At  the  least 
My  fate  is  in  my  keeping:  no  proud  victor 
Sliail  couut  rac  with  his  spoils. 

Enter  Pania. 

PANIA. 

Away  with  nie, 
xMyrrha,  williout  deby ;  we  must  not  lose 
A  moment — all  that 's  left  us  now. 

MYRRHA. 

The  king  ? 

PANIA. 

Srnt  me  here  to  conduct  you  hence,  beyond 
The  river,  by  a  secret  pissage. 

MYRRHA. 

Then 
Ho  lives 

PANIA. 

And  charged  me  to  secure  your  life. 
And  beg  you  to  live  on  for  his  sake,  till 
11  «•  ran  rejoin  you. 

MYRRHA. 

Will  he  then  give  way? 

PANIA. 

,    Not  till  the  last.    Still,  *lill  he  dor*  wh.ili'  it 
,    I)«>pair  can  do;  and,  .step  by  step,  disputes 
'I  lie  very  p.\lac«'. 

MYRRHi. 

They  are  hrro,  then  . — .ly, 
Th«Nr  !^hont«.  come  ringing  through  the  ancient  hillr.. 


Never  profaned  by  rebel  echoes  till 
This  fatal  night.     Farewell,  Assyria's  line! 
Farewell  to  all  of  Nimrod  !  Even  the  name 
Is  now  no  more. 

PANIA. 

Away  with  me — away  I 

MYRRHA. 

No ;  I  '11  die  here! — Away,  and  tell  your  king 
I  loved  him  to  the  last. 

[Enter  .Sardanapalis  and  Salemenes,  vith 
Soldiers.  Pania  (fuits  Myrrh  a,  and  ranges 
himself  with  them. 

SARDANAPALl'S. 

Since  it  is  thus. 
We  '11  die  where  we  were  born — in  our  own  lialU. 
Serry  your  r.^nk^ — stand  firm.     I  have  dispatch'd 
A  trusty  satrap  for  the  guard  of  Zames, 
All  fresh  and  faithful;  they  'II  !>e  here  anon. 
.Ml  is  not  over,— Pania,  look  to  Myrrha. 

[PvNM  V  returns  towards  Myrrua. 

SALFMENES. 

Wc  have  breathing  time:    yet  one  more  charge,  my 

friends — 
One  for  Assyria! 

SARDANAPALl'S. 

Rather  say,  for  IJactria! 
My  faithful  Bactrians  I  will  henceforth  be 
King  of  your  nation,  and  we  'II  hold  together 
This  realm  as  province, 

SALEMENES. 

Hark!  they  come — they  come. 
Enter  Releses  and  Arbaces  with  tlie  Rebels. 

ARRACES. 

Set  on!  wc  have  them  in  the  toil.     Charge !  charge  ! 

DEI.ESES. 

On!  on!— Heaven  fights  for  uh,  and  with  us— On! 

[They  chnrqc  the  King  and  Salemenes  wnth 
their  Troops,  who  defend  themselves  till 
the  Arrival  of-'  ZaMES  with  the  Gutird  he- 
fore  mentioned.  The  Rebels  are  then  dri 
ven  off  and  pursued  hy  Salemenes,  etc. 
As  the  Kinif  is  qniiuj  to  join  the  pursuit, 
Bellses  crosses  him. 


beleses. 
Ho!  tyrant — /will  end  this  war. 

sard  AN  A  PA  LUS. 

Even  so. 
My  warlike  priest,  and  precious  prophet,  and 
Gratrfiil  and  trusty  subject : — yield,  T  pray  thee. 
I  would  reserve  thee  for  a  fitter  doom, 
llalher  than  dip  my  hands  in  holy  blood. 

beleses. 
Tliiu*-  hour  is  come. 

SAUDANAPAIUS. 

No,  thiiu'.— I  've  lately  read, 
J  riioii^h  but  a  young  asCrologer,  the  stars; 
\iul  r.iii{;in{j  round  ilie  rndiao,  fourtd  thy  fate 
ill  tlu^  si>^;u  of  the  Scorpion,  vliich  proclaims 
riiat  thou  wilt  now  he  crusird. 

HFI.E>ES. 

Out  not  by  thee. 

[  rUcy  fujht       Uei.Fsi  S  M  wounded  and  dii- 
nrmtd. 
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SAftDAXAFALCS   {rmuHf  kit    tmord  to  dispaitk  him^ 

exclnimt — ). 
^ov  call  upon  thy  planet* ;  will  ibey  tliooc 
From  the  sky  to  pre«er?e  their  fcer  aod  credit? 

[j1  party  of  Rebels  enter  and  rescue  Bsutsts. 
They   auail  tht  Xm^,  who,  in  turn,  is 
rescued  by  a  party  of  hi*  Solditn,  who 
drive  the  Rebtls  off. 
The  Tillaia  was  a  prophet,  after  alL 
Cpoa  them — ho !  there — victory  is  oars. 

[Sxit  im  purtuit 

MTiaiA  (fo  PARU). 

^rsoe  *  Why  staiuf st  thou  here,  and  leavest  the  ruik« 
Of  feliow-toidiers  cooqiierio((  without  thee? 

PARI  A. 

The  king's  eommand  was,  not  to  quit  thee. 

MTaiBA. 

Jfe.' 

Think  DCrt  of  roe— a  single  soldiers  arm 

Most  DoC  be  wanting  now.     1  ask  no  guard, 

I  oeetl  no  guard :  what,  with  a  workl  at  stake. 

Keep  watch  upon  a  woman  ?  Hence,  I  say. 

Or  thou  art  shamed !  Nay,  then,  /  will  go  forth, 

A  frrble  iemak,  'midst  their  desperate  strife, 

A  nd  bid  ibee  gnard  me  there  -  where  thou  sbooldstsbield 

Thy  sovereign.  [£xti  Utaha. 

rAHlA. 

Tet  stay,  damsel !  She  is  gone. 
If  anght  of  ill  betide  her,  better  I 
Had  loftl  my  life.    Sardanapaius  holds  her 
Far  dearer  than  his  kingdom,  yet  be  tigfaai 
For  that  too ;  and  can  I  do  less  than  him. 
Who  ncTcr  flash'd  a  scimitar  till  now* 
Myrrtia,  return,  aud  I  obey  you,  though] 
In  difobJiiencc  to  the  monarch.  [Exit  Pahia. 

Emter  Altada,  and  Sri  so  by  an  opposite  door. 

ALTAOA. 

Myrrha! 
What,  gone!  yec  she  was  here  when  the  fight  raged. 
And  Pania  also.    Can  aught  have  befallen  them  7 

trisn. 
I  saw  both  safie,  when  laie  the  rebels  fled : 
They  probably  are  bat  retired  to  maka 
Their  way  back  to  the  harem. 

ALTADA. 

If  the  king 
Rrove  vicfnr,  at  it  seems  even  now  he  moat. 
And  miaa  his  ovrn  Ionian,  vra  are  doom'd 
To  worse  than  captive  rebels. 

svsao. 

Let  us  trace  them ; 
She  cnnnol  be  fled  tar ;  and,  found,  she  makes 
A  richer  priie  to  our  soft  sovereign 
Tlian  his  recovcr'd  kingdom. 

AI.TS»A. 

Baal  himself 
iif:'er  fought  more  fiercely  to  win  empire,  than 
Mis  silken  son  to  save  it :  he  defies 
Alt  augury  of  foes  or  friends ;  and  like 
The  close  and  sultry  summers  day,  which  bod^s 
A  twilight  tempest,  bursts  forth  in  such  thuadar 
As  sweeps  the  air  and  deluges  the  earth. 
The  man  's  inscmtable. 

artao. 

Not  more  than  others. 


All  are  the  sons  of  circameUnee:  away— 
Let  s  seek  the  slave  out,  or  prepare  to  be 
Tortured  for  bis  iofotnation,  and 
Condemn'd  wiiboul  a  crime. 

SmUr  SAUiuats  and  Soldiers^  etc. 


[Exeunt 


The  triumph  is 
Flattering :  they  are  beaten  backward  from  the  palace, 
And  we  have  open'd  regular  access 
To  the  troops  station'd  on  the  other  side 
Euphrates,  who  may  still  be  true ;  nay,  must  be. 
When  they  hear  of  our  victory.     But  where 
Is  the  chief  victor T  where  's  the  king? 

Enter  SAaoAivAPALUs,  cwn  mis,  etc.  and  BtTiaHA. 

SAaaANApALirt. 

Here,  brother. 

SALIMINtS. 

Unhurt,  I  hope. 

SAIDANAPALUS. 

Hot  quite;  but  lei  it  pass. 
We  ve  clear'd  the  palace 

SALXMllflf. 

And,  I  trust,  the  city. 
Our  numbers  gather;  and  I  have  order d  onward 
A  cloud  of  Parthians,  hiiharto  reserved, 
All  fresh  and  fiery,  to  be  pour'd  upon  them 
In  their  retreat,  which  soon  will  be  a  OighC 

sabdanapalub. 
It  is  already;  or  at  least  they  mareh'd 
Faster  than  I  could  fellow  with  my  Bactrians, 
Who  spared  no  speed.    I  am  spent;  give  me  a  teat. 

SALtMKMtS. 

There  stands  the  throne,  sire. 

SABDANAPALUB. 

T  is  no  place  to  rest  on. 
For  mind  or  body:  let  me  have  a  couch, 

[They  piaee  a  $eat 
A  peasant's  stool — I  care  not  what     So — now 
I  breathe  more  freely. 

•ALawaau. 

This  great  hour  has  proved 
The  brightest  and  most  glorious  of  your  lifo. 

BAaoAaAPAi.Da. 
And  the  most  tiresome.    Where  's  my  cnpbearvr? 
Bring  me  aooae  water. 

SALBMBRIS  (siNlZlK^). 

T  is  the  first  time  he 
Ever  had  such  an  order :  even  f. 
Your  most  austere  of  counsellort,  would  now 
Suggest  a  purpler  bevera|ye. 

SABDANAPALUB. 

Blood,  donbtless. 
But  there 's  enoogh  of  that  shed ;  as  for  wine, 
I  have  Icam'd  to-night  the  price  of  the  pura  deaacat : 
Thrice  have  1  drank  of  it,  and  thrice  renew'd. 
With  greater  strength  than  tbe  grape  ever  gave  me« 
My  charge  upon  the  reheb.     Where  's  the  soldier 
Who  gave  me  water  in  his  helmet  1 

ONI  or  TU  O0ABOS. 

Slain,  sire ! 
An  arrow  pierced  his  brain,  vrhile,  scattering 
The  last  drops  from  his  helm,  he  stood  »•  act 
To  place  it  oa  bis  brows. 
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S\RD4N4PALITS. 

Slain!  unregarded  1 
And  slain  to  serve  my  lliirsl:  ihal  s  hard,  poor  slave! 
ll.id  he  but  li\eil,  I  would  have  gorged  hinn  with 
Cold:  all  thf  gold  of  earth  could  iicrr  repay 
The  pleasure  of  that  draught;  fori  vas  parch'd 
As  I  am  now,  ['^'"'/  ^''•"17  ^'"ter — he  drinki. 

I  live  again — from  henceforth 
The  goblet  I  reserve  for  hour>  of  lo\e, 
But  war  on  water. 

SALFMENFS. 

And  that  bandage,  sire. 
Which  girds  your  arm  ? 

SARDANAP\LUS. 

A  «icralch  from  brave  Hcleses. 

MYRRIiA. 

Oh  !  he  is  wounded  I 

SARDANAPALl'S. 

Not  too  much  of  that; 
And  yet  it  feels  a  little  stiff  and  painful. 
Now  I  am  cooler. 

MYRRHA. 

You  have  hound  it  with 

svrdanapalis. 
The  fillet  of  my  diadem :  tlu-  first  time 
That  ornament  wa>.  ever  aught  to  me 
Save  an  incumbrance. 

MYRKUA  {to  the  attendauti). 
Summon  speedily 
A  leech  of  the  most  skilful:   pray,  retire; 
I  will  unbind  your  wound,  and  tend  it. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Do  so, 
For  now  it  throbs  sufficiently :  but  what 
Knowst  thou  of  wounds!  yet  wherefore  do  I  ask? 
Know  St  thou,  my  brother,  where  I  lighted  ou 
This  minion? 

SKLKMF.-NtS. 

Herding  with  the  other  females, 
Like  frighten  d  anti'lope-*. 

SARD*N*PALl'S. 

No:   like  the  dam 
Of  the  young  lion,  femininely  raging 
(And  femininely  meaneth  furiously, 
Because  all  passions  in  excess  are  female) 
.Against  ihe  hunter  Hying  with  her  cub. 
She  urged  ou  with  her  voice  and  gesture,  and 
Her  floating  hair  and  Hashing  eyes,  the  .soldiers 
In  the  pursuit. 

SILEMENES. 

In»!eed  I 

SARni.N\PALI'5. 

You  see,  this  night 
Made  warriors  of  more  than  me.     I  paused 
To  look  upon  her,  and  her  kindled  cheek  ; 
Her  large  black  eyes,  that  Mash'd  through  her  long  hair 
As  it  stream'd  o'er  her;   her  blue  veins,  that  rose 
Along  her  most  transparent  brow;  her  nostril, 
Dilated  from  its  symmetry  ;  her  lips 
.\parl;  her  voice,  that  clove  through  all  the  din. 
As  a  lutes  pierceth  through  the  cymbals  clash, 
.larrd  but  not  drown'd  by  the  loud  brattling;  her 
\Yavcd  arms,  more  dazrliug,  with  their  own  born  white- 
ness, 
Than  the  steel  her  hand  held,  which  she  caught  up 
From  a  de.id  «;oldier's  grasp:  all  these  things  made 


Her  seem  unto  the  troops  a  prophetess 
Of  victory,  or  Yictory  herself. 
Come  down  to  hail  us  hers. 

s\i.£M£\F.s  [aside). 

This  is  too  much; 
Again  the  love-fit 's  on  him,  and  all  V  lost. 
Unless  we  turn  his  thoughts. 

{Aloud).  Dut.  pray  thee,  sire, 
Thinkof  your  wound — you  said  even  now't  was  paiTifiil. 

SARr)4NAPAI.US. 

That  's  true,  too;  but  I  must  not  think  of  it. 

SAI.F.MENFS. 

I  have  look'd  to  all  things  needful,  and  will  now 
Ucceive  reports  of  progress  made  in  such 
Ordei-s  as  1  had  given,  and  then  return 
To  hear  your  further  pleasure. 

SARDAXAPALl'S. 

Ue  it  so. 
SALEMENES  {in  retiring). 
Myrrha ! 

MYRRHA. 

Prince  ? 

SVLEMEKES. 

You  have  shown  a  soul  to-night. 

Which,  were  he  not  my  si  icr  s  lord I'ut  now 

I  have  no  time  :  thou  lov  »t  tiic  king .' 

MYRKUA. 

I  love 
Sirdanapalus. 

SALEMENF-S. 

But  wouldst  have  him  king  still? 

MYRRIIA. 

I  would  not  have  him  less  than  what  he  should  he. 

SALFMF.MES. 

Well,  then,  to  have  him  king,  and  yours,  and  all 
He  should,  or  should  not  be;  to  lia>c  him  live, 
Let  him  not  sink  back  into  luxury. 
Yon  have  more  power  upon  his  spirit  than 
Wisdom  within  these  walls,  or  fierce  reb«'liion 
r«;iging  without  :  look  well  that  he  relapse  not. 

MYRRH«. 

There  needed  not  the  voice  of  Salemcncs 
To  urge  me  on  to  this;  I  will  not  fail. 
.\l!  tli.it  ;»  woman's  weakness  can 

SALEMENKS. 


Is  power 
[  Exit  Sa  lem  f  xes. 


Omnipotent  o'er  such  a  heart  as  his  ; 
Exert  it  wisely. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

-Myrrha!  what,  at  whispers 
With  my  stern  brother?  I  shall  soon  be  jealous. 

MYKRnA  (smi7j>i</\ 
You  have  cause,  sire ;  for  on  the  earth  there  breathes  not 
A  man  more  wnrihv  of  a  woman's  lo\e — 
A  soliliii's  tru.t — a  subject's  reverence — 
A  kings  «>si«'em  —  the  whole  world's  admiration! 

SARHANAPAI-US. 

Priisr*  him,  but  not  so  warmly.     1  must  not 
He.ir  iliosc  swret  lips  j;row  eloquent  in  auglil 
That  throws  mc  into  shade  :  yet  you  spe.ik  truth. 

M  Y  R  V,  H  A . 

An<l  now  retire,  to  Inve  your  wound  look'd  to. 
I'ray  !«•  so  ou  nie. 

SARUA>Ar.\LL'5. 

Yes.  love  !  bur  not  from  pani 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

Sav^amapalus  discovered  sleeping  upon  a  coueh^  and 
oeemsiomalljr  disturbed  in  his  slumbers^  with  Mtbiia 

MTiiiA  (sofa,  gaxiny), 
I  have  stolen  upon  hts  rat,  if  rest  it  be, 
Wbieh  thof  cootuIms  dumber :  tlull  1  wake  him  7 
!lo,  fae  seems  calmer    Oh,  thoa  God  of  Quiet! 
Whose  reigo  is  o'er  sealed  eyelid*  and  soft  dreams. 
Or  deep,  deep  sleep,  so  as  to  be  unfathom'd. 
Look  like  thy  brother.  Death— so  still— so  stirless — 
For  then  we  are  happie&t,  as  it  may  be,  wt 
Are  happiest  of  all  within  the  realm 
Of  thy  stem,  silent,  and  uowakcoing  twin. 
Again  be  moves — again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o'er  bis  features,  as  the  sudden  gust 
Crisps  the  reluctant  lake  that  lay  so  calm 
Beneath  the  mountain  shadow ;  or  the  blast 
Ruffles  the  autumn  leaves,  that  drooping  cUog 
Faintly  and  motionless  to  their  loved  bougiis. 
I  must  awake  him — yet  not  yet :  who  knows 
From  what  I  rouse  him?    It  seems  pain;  but  if 
I  quicken  him  to  heavier  paini     The  fever 
Of  this  tumultuous  night;  the  grief,  too,  of 
Bis  wound,  though  slight,  may  cause  all  this,  and  shake 
Me  more  to  see  than  him  to  suffer.    No : 
Let  nature  nse  her  own  maternal  means, — 
And  I  await  to  second,  not  disturb  her. 

SAEDAifAFALOS  (awakening). 
Kot  so— although  ye  multiplied  the  stars. 
And  gave  them  to  me  as  a  realm  to  share 
From  you  and  with  yon!    I  would  not  so  purchase 
The  empire  of  eternity. — Hence!— 'hence — 
Old  hunter  of  the  earliest  brutes!  and  ye, 
Who  bunted  fiellow-creatnres  as  if  brutes. 
Once  bloody  mortals — and  now  bloodier  idols. 
If  your  priests  lie  not !    And  thou,  ghastly  beldame ! 
Dripping  with  dusky  gore,  and  trampling  on 
The  carcasses  of  Inde — away !  away ! 

Where  am  17  Where thespectres?  Where No— that 

k  no  hhe  phantom :  I  should  know  it  'midst 

All  that  the  dead  dare  gloomily  raise  up 

From  their  black  gulf  to  daunt  the  living.    Myrrha ! 

MTRaiA. 

AIns !  thou  art  pale,  and  on  thy  brow  the  drops 
Gather  like  night-dew.     My  beloved,  hush — 
Calm  thee.    Thy  speech  seems  of  another  world, 
And  tlmu  art  loved  of  this.    Be  of  good  cheer ; 
AU  wiU  go  weU. 

tkUOKUktALVi. 

Thy  fcunif— so— 't  is  thy  hand ; 
T  is  flesh;  grasp— <lasp— yet  closer,  till  I  feel 
Myadf  that  which  I  was. 

MTaaiA. 
At  lea»t  know  me 
For  what  I  am,  and  ever  must  be-~thine. 

SABOARAPALUS. 

I  know  it  now.    I  know  this  life  again. 
Ah,  Myrrha!  1  have  been  where  we  sliall  be. 

MTSaiA. 

My  lord! 

SAaOANAPALUS. 

I  *ve  been  f  the  grave — ^wherv  worms  are  lords, 


And  kings  are — But  I  did  not  deem  it  so ; 
I  thought  't  was  nothing. 

MYBaiA. 

So  it  is;  except 
Unto  the  timid,  who  anticipate 
That  which  may  never  be. 

SAaDARAPALnS. 

Oh,  Myrrha!  if 
Sleep  shows  such  things,  what  may  not  death  disclose  ? 

MTBBIA. 

1  know  no  evil  detth  can  show,  which  life 

Has  not  already  shown  to  those  who  live 

Embodied  longesL     If  there  be  indeed 

A  sliore,  where  mind  survives,  't  will  be  as  mind, 

Ail  unincorporale:  or  if  there  flits 

A  shadow  of  this  cumbrous  clog  of  clay, 

Which  stalks,  methinks,  between  our  souls  and  heaven, 

And  fetters  us  to  earth — at  least  the  phantom, 

Whatc'er  it  have  to  fear,  will  not  fear  death. 

SAKDARAPALUS. 

I  fear  it  not ;  but  I  liave  felt — have  seen — 
A  legion  of  llie  dead. 

MTaanA. 
And  so  have  I. 
The  dust  we  tread  upon  was  once  alive. 
And  wretched.     But  proceed:  what  hast  thou  seent 
Speak  it,  't  will  lighten  thy  dimm'd  mind. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Methoughl 

MTBBIA. 

Yet  pause,  thou  art  tired — in  pain — exhausted ;  all 
Which  can  impair  both  strength  and  spirit :  seek 
Aather  to  sleep  again. 

SABDARAPALrS. 

Not  now — I  would  not 
Dream ;  though  I  know  it  now  to  be  a  dream 
What  I  have  dreamt :— and  canst  thou  bear  to  hear  it  ? 

MTBBHA. 

I  can  bear  all  things,  dreams  of  life  or  death, 
Which  I  participate  with  you,  in  semblance 
Or  full  reality. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

And  this  look'd  real, 
I  tell  you :  after  that  these  eyes  were  open, 
I  saw  them  in  their  flight — for  then  they  fled. 

MTiaaA. 
Say  on. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

I  saw,  that  is,  I  dream'd  myself 
Here — here — even  where  we  are,  guests  as  we  were, 
Myself  a  host  that  deem'd  himself  but  guest. 
Willing  to  equal  all  in  social  freedom ; 
But,  on  my  right  hand  and  my  left,  instead 
Of  thee  and  Zames,  and  our  custom'd  meeting, 
Was  ranged  on  my  left  hand  a  haughty,  dark, 
And  deadly  face — I  could  not  recognise  it, 
Yet  1  had  seen  it,  though  I  knew  not  where ; 
The  features  were  a  giant's,  and  the  eye 
Was  still,  yet  lighted;  his  long  locks  curl'd  down 
On  his  vast  bust,  whence  a  huge  quiver  rose 
Wiih  shaft-heads  feather'd  from  the  eagle's  wing, 
That  peep*d  up  bristling  through  his  serpent  hair. 
1  invited  him  to  fill  the  cup  which  stood 
Between  us  but  he  answer'd  not — I  fili'd  it- 
He  took  it  not — but  sured  upon  me,  till 
1  trembled  at  the  hx'd  glare  of  his  eye; 
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J  frownd  upon  him  as  a  King  should  frown- 
He  frown'd  not  in  his  turn,  but  look'd  upon  me 
With  the  same  aspect,  which  appall'd  me  more, 
Because  it  changed  not ;  and  I  turn'd  for  refuge 
To  milder  guests,  and  60Ui*,ht  them  on  the  right. 

Where  thou  wert  wont  to  be.     But 

\He  pauses. 

What  instead  ? 

SABDAN<iPALUS. 

In  thy  own  chair— thy  own  place  in  the  banquet— 
I  sought  thy  sweet  face  in  the  circle ;  but 
Instead,  a  grcy-hair'd,  wilhcr'd,  bloody-eyed, 
And  bloody-handed,  ghastly,  ghesily  thing, 
Female  in  garb,  and  crown'd  upon  the  brow, 
Furrow'd  with  years,  yet  sneering  with  the  passion 
Of  vengeance,  leering  too  with  thai  of  lust, 
Sate: — my  veiils  curdled. 

MTRRHA. 

Is  this  all? 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Upon 
Her  right  hand— her  lank,  bird-like  right  hand— stood 
A  goblet,  bubbling  oer  with  blood ;  and  on 
Her  left  another,  fili'd  with— what  I  saw  not, 
But  turn'd  from  it  and  her.     Bui  all  along 
The  table  sate  a  range  of  crowned  wretches, 
Of  various  aspecu,  but  of  one  expression. 

MYRRUA. 

And  fell  you  nol  this  a  mere  vision? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

No; 
It  was  so  palpable,  I  could  have  touchd  them. 
I  turnd  from  one  face  to  another,  in 
The  hope  to  find  at  last  one  which  I  knew 
Ere  I  saw  theirs;  but  no— all  turn'd  upon  me, 
And  stared,  but  neither  ate  nor  drank,  hut  stared. 
Till  I  grew  stone,  as  they  sccm'd  half  to  be, 
Yet  breathing  stcne,  for  I  felt  life  in  them, 
And  life  in  me;  there  was  a  horrid  kind 
Of  sympathy  between  us,  as  if  they 
Had  lost  a  part  of  death  to  come  to  me, 
And  I  the  half  of  life  to  sit  by  them. 
We  were  iu  an  existence  all  apart 

From  heaven  or  earth And  rather  let  me  see 

Death  all  than  such  a  being! 

MYRRBA. 

And  the  end  ? 

SARI>ANAPALL'S. 

At  last  I  '^le  marble  as  they,  when  rose 
The  hunter  and  the  crew ;  and  smiling  on  me— 
Yes,  the  enlarged  but  noble  aspect  of 
The  hunter  smiled  upon  me— I  should  say, 
His  lips,  for  his  eyes  moved  not— and  the  woman's 
Thin  lips  rclax'd  to  something  like  a  smile. 
Both  rose;  and  the  crown'd  figures  on  each  hand 
Rose  also,  as  if  aping  their  chief  shades- 
Mere  mimics  even  in  death  ;  but  I  sate  still  : 
A  desperate  courage  crept  through  evrry  Hmb, 
And  at  the  last  I  fiard  them  not,  but  laugh'd 
Full  in  their  phantom  faces.     But  then— then 
The  hunter  laid  his  h;md  on  mine:  I  took  it, 
And  grasp'd  it— but  it  melted  from  my  own  ; 
WMiile  he  too  vanished,  and  left  nothing  but 
The  memory  of  a  hero,  for  he  look  d  so. 


MYRRHA. 

And  was;  the  ancestors  of  heroes,  too. 
And  thine  no  less. 

SiVRDANAPALUS. 

Ay,  Myrrha,  but  the  woman, 
The  female  who  remain  d,  she  Hew  upon  me, 
And  burnt  my  lips  up  with  her  noisome  kisses. 
And,  flinging  down  the  goblets  on  each  hand, 
Meihouglit  their  poisons  tlow'd  around  us,  till 
Each  form'd  a  hideous  river.     Still  she  clung: 
The  other  phantoms,  like  a  row  of  statues. 
Stood  dull  as  in  our  temples,  but  she  still 
Embraced  me;  while  1  shrunk  from  her,  as  if. 
In  lieu  of  her  remote  descendant,  I 
Had  been  the  son  who  slew  her  for  her  incest. 
Then— then— a  chaos  of  all  loathsome  things 
Tlirongd  thick  and  shapeless:  1  was  dead,  yet  feeling — 
Buried,  and  raised  again — consumed  by  worms. 
Purged  by  the  flames,  and  wither'd  iu  the  air! 
I  can  fix  nothing  further  of  my  thoughts. 
Save  that  I  long'd  for  thee,  and  sought  for  thee, 
In  all  tliese  agonies,  and  woke  and  found  thee. 

MYRRHA. 

So  shalt  thou  find  me  ever  at  thy  side, 

Here  and  hereafter,  if  the  last  may  be. 

But  think  not  of  these  things — the  mere  creations 

Of  late  events,  acting  upon  a  frame 

Unused  to  toil,  yet  overwrought  by  toil, 

Such  as  might  try  the  sternest. 

SARDA.NAPALUS. 

Now  that  I  sec  C/tee  once  more,  what  was  seen 
Seems  nothing. 

Enter  Salemenes. 

SALEMENES. 

Is  the  king  so  scon  awake? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Yes,  brother,  and  I  would  I  had  not  slept; 
For  all  the  predecessors  of  our  line 
Rose  up,  mclhought,  to  drag  me  down  to  iheni. 
My  father  was  amongst  them,  too;  but  he, 
I  know  not  why,  kept  from  me.  leaving  me 
Between  the  huntcr-fouuder  of  our  race 
And  her,  the  homicide  and  husband-killer. 
Whom  you  call  glorious. 

SALEMENES. 

So  1  term  you  also, 
Now  you  have  shown  a  spirit  like  to  hers. 
By  day-break  I  propose  that  we  set  forth, 
And  charge  once  more  the  rebel  crew,  who  still 
Keep  gathering  head — repulsed,  but  not  quite  queli'd. 

SVRDAN.VPVLL'S. 

How  wears  the  night? 

SALEMENES. 

There  yet  remain  some  hoort 
Of  darkness:  use  them  for  your  further  rest. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

No,  not  to-night,  if  't  is  not  gone:  methought 
1  pass'd  hours  in  that  vision. 

MYP.RHA. 

Scarcely  one; 
I  watch'd  by  you:  it  was  a  heavy  hour. 
But  an  hour  only. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Let  us  then  hold  council; 
To-morrow  we  set  forth. 


SARDANAPALUS. 
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•ALSMIHIS. 

But  en  thai  Uhm, 
I  had  a  grac«  10  icek. 

■AAPAJIOALUt. 

T»  graoiMi 

»4ViaiUIB«. 

Hear  it, 
i>e  yoa  reply  too  readily ;  and  *t  m 
For  j9mr  ear  only. 

vraaiA. 
Prince,  X  lake  my  leave. 

[£xic  llTaani. 

fALUillin. 

That  abvt  Jcaai  m  her  freedom. 

tAlDAllAPALVt. 

Fraadon  only! 
That  elavedeaenret  fo  ehare  a  ikrone. 

•ALBMSaW. 

Your  patience — 
T  is  not  yet  vacaaC,  and  'C  i«  of  iu  partner 
I  come  to  apeali  viib  you. 

•AaOARAPALUt. 

Bow!  of  the  queen T 

fALSMBfllS. 

Even  tM>.    I  jodged  il  fitting  for  their  lafety. 

That,  ere  tlie  dawn,  the  sets  forth  with  her  children 

For  Paphlaeooia,  where  our  kinnroan  Cotu 

GoTerm ;  and  there  at  all  events  Mcure 

My  nephews  and  your  ions  their  liveti ;  and,  with  them, 

Their  jnat  pietendont  to  the  crown,  in  case — — 

•ABDAHArALDt. 

I  perish — as  ia  probable :  well  thoogbl — 
Let  them  set  forth  with  a  sure  escort. 


That 
la  all  provided,  and  Ifca  faifey  ready 
To  drop  down  Iht  Ettphfaies;  hat  cm  they 

Depart,  will  yop  not  see 

aAai)AaAfAi.ui. 

liy  sons?    It  may 
Unman  my  hearC,  and  the  poor  hoys  will  weep; 
And  what  can  I  reply  to  comfort  them, 
SoTc  with  some  hollow  hopes,  and  ill-woca  imiks? 
Toa  know  J  caanot  ieigs. 


At 
Req 


lcaat,ltnMl 


Bat  yoa  can  feel  ( 
•a:  i»a  word,  iJhe  ^iiceo 
yoa  en  you  part — for  ever. 
aAaaAiiArAi.us. 

Unto  what  cad  Twkatpvrposet    I  wiU  graat 
Aught— all  that  rfM  ean  ask— hot  nch  a  racetiaf. 

SALBMBIIBS. 

Too  know,  or  ooght  to  know,  enough  of  womeiii 
Siaee  you  have  studied  them  so  steadily, 
That  what  they  ask  ia  anght  that  touches  on 
Tlie  heart,  b  dearer  to  their  freiiogs  or 
Their  fiiney  than  the  whole  externa  I  world. 
I  think  as  you  do  of  my  sifter's  winh ; 
But  *t  was  her  wish  :  she  is  my  sister— you 
Her  husband— will  you  grant  it? 

fABDAHApALUS. 

*T  i»ill  be  useless, 
But  let  her  coipe. 

SALBMBNBS. 

I  go.  [^xtl  Salbmbhbs. 


SABDANAPALUS. 

We  have  lived  asunder 
Too  long  to  meet  again — and  now  to  meet! 
Have  I  not  cares  enow,  and  pso]^  enow. 
To  bear  alone,  that  we  must  mingle  sorrows, 
Who  have  ceased  to  mingle  love. 

Sblbmbii  n  and  Zsauia* 


SALBMBRXS. 

My  sister  I  courage : 
Shame  not  our  blood  witli  trembliog,  but  remember 
From  whence  we  sprung.    The  queen  is  present,  sin. 

ZABINA. 

I  pny  thee,  brother,  leave  me. 

SAI.BMBNBS. 

Since  you  ask  it. 

\ExH  Salbmbrbs 

BABtMA. 

Alone  with  him!    Bow  nany  a  year  has  past. 
Though  we  are  still  so  young,  since  we  have  mat, 
Which  I  have  worn  in  widowhood  of  heart! 
Ilr  loved  me  not:  yet  he  leems  little  changed — 
Changed  to  me  only— would  the  change  were  mutual ' 
He  speaks  not — scarce  regards  me — not  a  word — 
Nor  look.     Vet  he  wai  soft  of  voice  and  aspect— 
Indifferent,  not  austere.     My  lord ! 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Zarina! 

BABIRA. 

No,  not  Zarina — do  not  say  Zarina. 

That  tone— thai  word— anuihilaie  long  years. 

And  things  which  make  them  longer. 

SABDAMAPALVS. 

*T  is  too  late 
To  think  of  these  past  dreams.     Let 's  not  reproach— 
That  is,  reproach  me  not— for  the  lait  time — — 

ZABIRA. 

And^rst.    I  ne'er  reproach'd  you. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

T  Is  most  true; 
And  that  reproof  comes  heavier  on  my  heart 
Than Biit  our  hearts  are  not  in  our  own  power. 

BABIRA. 

Nor  hands;  but  I  gave  both. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Tour  brother  said, 
It  was  your  will  to  see  me,  ere  ^ou  went 
From  Nineveh  with (Ife  hentates.) 

BABIRA. 

Our  children:  It  Is  true. 
I  wisb'd  to  thank  yott  that  you  have  not  divided 
My  lieart  from  all  that  *s  left  it  now  to  love— 
Those  who  are  yours  and  mine,  who  look  like  yon, 
.And  look  upon  me  as  you  look'd  upon  me 
Once But  they  have  not  changed. 

SABOARAPALUS. 

Nor  ever  wiB. 
I  fein  would  have  them  dniiful. 

lABIRA. 

I  cherish 
Those  infants,  not  alone  from  the  blind  U>n 
Of  a  fond  mother,  but  as  a  fond  woman. 
They  are  now  the  only  tie  between  us. 

lABDARAPALUB. 

Deem  not 
I  have  not  done  you  justice :  ntlier  make  thcv 


3i6 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Uescmble  your  ov^ii  line,  ihau  their  own  sire. 
I  trust  tliem  -with  you-^to  you:  fit  them  for 

A  throne,  or,  if  that  be  denied You  have  heard 

Of  this  night's  tumults? 

ZARINA. 

I  had  half-forgotten, 
And  could  have  welcomed  any  grief,  save  yours, 
Which  gave  me  to  behold  your  face  again. 

SiBDANAPALUS. 

The  throne — I  say  it  not  in  fear — but 't  is 
In  peril;  they  perhaps  may  never  mount  it: 
Hut  let  them  not  for  this  lose  sight  of  it. 
I  Vrill  dare  all  things  to  bequeath  it  them  ; 
Hut  if  I  fail,  then  they  must  win  it  back 
Bravely — and,  won,  wear  it  wisely,  not  as  I 
Have  wasted  down  my  royalty. 

ZAKINA. 

They  ne'er 
Shall  know  from  nic  of  aught  but  what  may  honour 
Their  father's  memory. 

SARDAKAPALUS. 

Rather  let  them  hoar 
The  truth  from  you  than  from  a  trampling  world. 
If  they  be  in  adversity,  they  *ll  learn 
Too  soon  the  scorn  of  crowds  for  crownless  princes, 
And  find  that  all  their  father's  sins  are  theirs. 
My  boys! — 1  could  have  borne  it  were  I  childless. 

ZARINA. 

Oh !  do  not  say  so — do  not  poison  all 
My  peace  left,  by  unwishing  that  thou  wcrt 
A  father.     If  thou  conquercst,  they  shall  reign. 
And  honour  hini  who  saved  the  realm  for  them, 
So  little  cared  for  as  his  own ;  and  if 

SARDANAPALUS. 

T  is  lost,  all  earth  will  cry  out,  thank  your  father  I 
And  they  will  swell  the  echo  with  a  curse. 

ZABIPfV. 

That  they  shall  never  do;  but  rather  honour 

The  name  of  him,  who,  dying  like  a  king, 

In  his  last  hours  did  more  for  his  own  memory. 

Than  many  monarchs  in  a  length  of  days. 

Which  date  the  flight  of  time,  but  make  no  annaU. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Our  annals  draw  perchance  unto  their  close ; 
Rut  at  the  least,  whate'cr  the  past,  their  end 
Shall  be  like  their  beginning — memorable. 

ZABINA. 

Yet,  be  not  rash — be  careful  of  your  life, 
Live  but  for  those  who  love. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  who  arc  they? 
A  slave,  who  loves  from  passion — I  'II  not  say 
Ambition — she  has  s^en  thrones  shake,  and  loves  ; 
A  frw  friends,  who  have  rovoll'd  till  we  are 
As  one,  for  they  arc  nothing  if  I  fall ; 
A  brother  I  have  injured — children  whom 
I  have  neglected,  and  a  spouse 

ZAKINA. 

Who  loves. 

SARDANAPALU». 

And  pardons' 

ZABINA. 

1  have  never  thought  of  this. 
And  cannot  pardon  till  I  have  condcmn'd. 

SARDANAPALl'S. 

My  wife! 


ZIRINA. 

Now  blessings  on  thee  for  that  word! 
I  nc\er  thought  to  hear  it  more — from  thee. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Oh  !  thou  will  hear  it  from  my  subjects.     Yes — 
These  slaves,  whom  I  have  nurtured,  pampcr'd,  fed, 
.\nd  svvoln  with  peace,  and  gorged  with  plenty,  till 
They  reign  themselves — all  monarchs  in  their  man- 
sions— 
Now  swarm  forth  in  rebellion,  and  demand 
Ilis  death,  who  made  their  lives  a  jubilee  : 
While  the  few  upon  whom  I  have  no  claim 
Are  faithful.     This  is  true,  yet  monstrous. 

ZAKINA. 

Tis 

PiTliaps  too  natural ;  for  benefits 
Turn  poison  in  bad  minds. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  good  ones  make 
(>ood  out  of  evil.     Happier  than  the  bee, 
Which  hives  not  but  from  wholesome  flowers. 

ZARINA. 

Then  reap 
The  honey,  nor  inquire  whence  't  is  derived. 
Re  satisfied — you  are  not  all  abandon'd. 

Svr.DANAPALUS. 

My  life  insures  me  that.     How  long,  bethink  you. 

Were  not  I  yet  a  king,  should  I  be  mortal: 

That  is,  where  mortals  are,  not  where  they  must  het 

ZARINA. 

I  know  not.     Rut  yet  live  for  my — thai  is, 
Your  children's  sake! 

SARDANAPALUS. 

My  gentle,  wrong'd  Zarina  ! 
I  am  the  very  slave  of  circumstance 
.\nd  impulse — borne  away  with  every  breath! 
Misplaced  upon  the  throne — misplaced  in  life. 
1  know  not  what  I  could  have  been,  but  feel 
I  am  not  what  I  should  be— let  it  end. 
But  take  this  with  thee:  if  I  was  not  form'd 
To  prize  a  love  like  thine,  a  mind  like  thine, 
Nor  dote  even  on  thy  beauty — as  I  \e  doted 
On  lesser  charms,  for  no  cause  save  that  such 
Devotion  was  a  duly,  and  I  hated 
All  that  look'd  like  a  chain  for  me  or  others 
(This  even  rebellion  must  avouch);  yet  hear 
These  words,  perhaps  among  my  last — that  none 
E'er  valued  more  thy  virtues,  though  he  knew  not 
To  profit  by  ihem — as  the  miner  lights 
Cpon  a  vein  of  viqpii  ore,  discovering 
Tiiat  which  avails  him  nodiing,-  he  hath  found  It, 
Hut  't  is  not  his — but  some  superior's,  who 
IMar^'d  him  to  dig,  bul  not  divide  the  wealth 
Which  sparkles  at  his  feet;  nor  dure  he  lift 
Nor  poise  it.  but  must  grovel  on,  upturning 
The  sullen  ear:h. 

ZARIN\. 

Oh!   if  thou  hist  at  length 
Discover'd  that  my  love  is  worth  esteem, 
I  ask  no  more — bul  let  us  hence  together. 
And  /—let  me  say  ur— shall  yet  be  happy. 
Assyria  is  not  all  the  earth—we  11  find 
A  world  out  of  our  own— and  be  more  blesi 
Than  I  have  ever  been,  or  thou,  with  all 
An  empire  to  indulge  ihec. 


1 

I 
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Enttr  SALSMmii. 

I  miMt  |mrl  ye-* 
The  nMMMnt*,  whidi  Bust  not  be  lott,  are  pusiog. 

ZAKIMA. 

T&hamaa  brolber !  -will  thou  tfaw  weig^  o«t 
Ifistann  to  high  aod  blot  7 

Bieftt! 

XAKIHA. 

He  bach  been 
So  gendc  vith  me  that  I  cannot  think 
Of  quitlln^ 

SALtHtllBS. 

80 — this  feminine  ftirewcU 
Eods  as  such  partings  end,  in  no  departure. 
I  thoaghl  as  much,  and  yielded  against  all 
My  better  bodiags.    But  it  must  not  be. 

lAaiNA. 

5ot  be? 

SALIUIKIS. 

Xeaaain,  and  perish 

ZABIITA. 

With  my  hatband— 

SALIMINIS. 

And  childraL 

ZAllMA. 

Atos! 

SALtMINU. 

Hear  me,  sister,  like 
My  ikter : — all 's  prepared  to  make  your  safety 
G*rtain,  and  of  the  boys  too,  our  last  hopes. 
1  is  not  a  single  question  of  mere  feehng, 
Though  that  were  mneh— hut  *t  is  a  point  of  state  : 
The  rebels  would  do  more  to  seise  upon 
The  (^hpnng  of  their  sovereign,  and  so  crush 

XAaiMA. 

Ah  !  do  not  name  it 

SALaMBRaS. 

Well,  then,  mark  me :  when 
They  are  safe  beyond  the  Median's  gmsp,  the  rebels 
Have  miss'd  tlieir  chief  aim— the  cxtiociion  of 
The  line  of  Nimrod.     Though  the  present  king 
Fail,  his  sons  live  for  victory  and  vengeance. 

XAaiRA. 

Bat  could  not  I  remain,  alone  7 

aALBMBHIS. 

What!  leave 
Your  children,  vrith  two  parenu  and  yet  orphans — 
In  a  stfoage  land — so  young,  so  distant  T 

zaiiha. 

No- 
lly heart  will  break. 

BALBMKNES. 

Now  you  know  all— decide. 

SARDAHAPALDS. 

Zarina,  he  hath  spoken  well,  and  we 
Musi  yield  awhile  to  this  neceisity. 
Remaining  here,  you  may  lose  all ;  departing. 
You  save  the  better  part  of  what  is  left 
To  both  of  us,  and  to  such  loyal  hearts 
As  yet  bent  in  these  kingdoms. 

SiLKMBNES. 

The  time  prevses. 

SABDA1VAPALU8. 

Go,  then.     If  e'er  we  meet  again,  perliaps 


I  may  be  worthier  of  yoo— and.  If  not. 
Remember  that  my  faults,  though  not  atoned  for. 
Are  ended.    Tet,  I  dread  thy  nature  will 
Grieve  more  above  the  blichten  name  and  ashea 
Which  once  were  mightiest  iu  Assyria— than— ^ 
But  I  grow  womanish  again,  and  must  not; 
I  must  learn  slernDe«s  now.     My  sins  have  all 

Been  of  llie  softer  order hide  thy  tears — 

I  do  not  bid  thee  not  to  shed  them — 't  were 
Ea&ier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  its  source 
Than  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  heart — 
But  let  me  not  behold  them ;  they  unman  me 
Mere  when  I  had  re-mann'd  myself.     My  brothar. 
Lead  her  away. 

XAailfA. 

Ob,  God !  1  never  shall 
Behold  him  more ! 

SALBMBABS  {striving  to  conduct  hor). 
Nay,  sister,  I  must  be  obej'd. 

ZABIflA. 

I  must  remain — away !  you  shall  not  hold  ma. 
What,  shall  he  die  alooe  7—/  live  alone  7 

lALBMBNU. 

Ue  shall  not  die  alone;  but  lonely  yoa 
llave  Kved  for  years. 

ZAaiMA. 

That  s  false !  I  knew  ht  lived. 
And  lived  upon  his  image — let  me  go  1 

SALBMBifES  {conducting  her  off  l^e  stage). 
Nay,  then,  I  must  use  some  fraternal  force. 
Which  you  will  pardon. 

ZABIflA. 

Never.    Help  me!     Oh! 
Sardanapalus,  wilt  thou  thus  behold  me 
Tom  from  thee  7 

SALBMBNBS. 

Nay— then  all  u  lost  again. 
If  that  this  moment  is  not  gain'd. 

ZABIMA. 

My  brain  turns— > 
My  eyes  fail— where  is  he  ?  [Sho  fkinis. 

lABDAiiAPALUS  {advandng). 

No— set  her  down: 
She  *s  dead— and  yoa  have  slain  her. 

tALBMBNBS. 

T  is  the  mars 
Faintness  of  o'er-wrought  passion  :  in  the  air 
She  will  recover.    Pray,  keep  back— [irfjfde.]  I  must 
Avail  myself  of  this  sole  momeot  to 
Boar  her  to  where  her  children  are  embark'd, 
r  the  royal  galley  on  the  river. 

[Salbmbnbs  hears  her  off. 

tABDANAPALUS  {soIhs). 

This  too— 
And  this  too  must  I  suffer— I,  who  never 
Inflicted  purposely  00  ha  man  hearto 
A  voluntary  pang  !    But  that  is  false- 
She  loved  me,  and  I  loved  her.     Fatal  passion ! 
Why  dost  thou  not  expire  al  once  in  hearts 
Which  tliou  hast  lighted  up  at  once  7    Zarina ! 
I  must  pay  dearly  for  the  desolation 
Now  brought  upon  thee.     Had  I  never  loved 
But  thee,  1  should  have  been  an  unopposed 
Monarch  of  honouring  nations.    To  what  gidpha 
A  single  deviation  from  the  track 
()f  human  duties  leads  even  those  who  clum 
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The  homage  of  mankind  an  their  born  due, 
And  fifid  it,  till  they  forfeit  it  themselves  ! 

Enter  UtIybbha. 

SAKDANAPALUS. 

You  here  I     Who  calld  you ? 

NYRRBA. 

No  one— but  I  heard 
Far  off  a  voice  of  wail  and  lamentation, 
And  thought 

SAKDANAPALUS. 

It  forms  no  portion  of  your  duties 
To  enter  here  till  sought  for. 

NTRSBA. 

Though  I  might, 
Perhaps,  recal  some  softer  wonls  of  yours 
(Although  they  too  were  chiding),  -which  reproved  me, 
Uccausc  I  ever  dreaded  to  intrude ; 
Hcsistiiig  my  own  wish  aiid  your  injunclion 
To  hoed  no  time  nor  presence,  hut  approach  you 
Uucnird  for  :  1  retire. 

S.V&DVNAPALUS. 

Yet,  stay — being  here. 
I  pray  you  pardon  me  ;  events  have  sourd  me 
Till  I  wax  peevish— heed  it  not ;  I  shall 
Soon  be  myself  again. 

MYMRHA. 

I  wait  with  patience, 
What  I  shall  see  with  pleasure. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Scarce  a  moment 
nefore  your  entrance  in  this  hall,  Zarina, 
(Jufcn  of  Assyria,  departed  hence. 

MTRRUA. 

Ah! 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Wherefore  do  you  start? 

MYRRflA. 

Did  I  do  .so  ? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

■  T  was  well  you  enter'd  by  another  portal, 

Else  you  had  met.     That  pang  at  least  is  spared  her  I 

MYRRHA. 

J  know  to  feel  for  her. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

That  is  coo  much. 
And  beyond  nature — *t  is  nor  mutual, 
Nor  ]>os^ihle.     You  cannot  pity  her, 
Nor  she  aught  but 

MYRRQA. 

Despise  the  favourite  slave  ? 
Not  more  than  1  have  ever  scorn*d  myself. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Scornd  !  what,  to  be  the  envy  of  your  sex, 
And  lord  it  o'er  the  hojrt  of  the  world's  lord? 

MYRRHA. 

Wrro  vou  the  lord  of  twice  ten  thousand  worlds— 
As  von  are  like  to  lose  :lie  one  you  sway'd — 
I  did  iihase  myself  as  much  in  being 
Your  paramour,  as  though  you  were  a  peasant — 
N.iy,  more,  if  that  the  peasant  were  a  Greek. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

You  talk  k  well 

MYRRHA. 

And  truly. 


SARDANAPALUS. 

In  the  hour 
Of  man's  adversity  all  things  grow  daring 
Against  the  falhng ;  but  as  1  am  not 
^)uite  ^llen,  nor  now  disposed  to  bear  re]Mt>acheft, 
Perhaps  because  1  merit  them  too  often, 
Let  us  then  part  while  peace  is  stdl  between  us. 

MYRRHA. 

Part! 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Have  not  all  past  human  beings  parted. 
And  must  not  all  the  present  one  day  part  ? 

MYIMHA. 

Why? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

For  your  safety,  which  I  will  have  look'd  to. 
With  a  strong  escort  to  your  native  land  ; 
And  such  gifts  as,  if  you  have  not  been  all 
A  queen,  shall  make  your  dowry  worib  a  kingidopi. 

MYREBA. 

I  pray  you  talk  not  thus. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

The  queen  is  gone  : 
You  need  not  shame  to  follow.  I  would  hil 
Alone — I  .seek  no  partners  but  in  pleasure. 

MYRRUA. 

And  I  no  pleasure  but  in  parting  not. 
You  shall  not  force  me  from  you. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Think  well  of  it- 
It  soon  may  be  too  late. 

MYRRHA. 

So  let  it  be ; 
For  then  you  cannot  separate  me  from  you. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  will  not ;  but  I  thought  you  vtigh'd  il. 

MYRRHA. 

I? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

You  spoke  of  your  abasement. 

MYRRHA. 

And  I  feel  it 

Deeply — more  deeply  than  all  things  but  love. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Then  fly  from  it. 

MYRRHA. 

T  will  not  recal  the  past — 
'T  will  not  restore  my  honour,  nor  my  heart. 
No — here  I  stand  or  fall.     If  that  you  conquer, 
I  live  to  joy  in  your  great  triumph  ;  should 
Y'our  lot  be  different,  1  '11  not  weep,  but  share  it. 
You  did  not  doubt  me  a  few  hours  ago. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Your  courage  never — nor  your  love  till  now  ; 
And  none  could  make  mc  doubt  it  save  yourself. 
Those  words 

MYRRHA. 

Were  words.     I  pray  you,  let  the  proofs 
lie  in  the  p.^st  acts  you  were  pleased  lo  praise 
This  very  ni[;ht,  and  in  my  further  bearing. 
Beside,  wherever  you  are  borne  by  fate. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

I  am  content ;  and,  trusting  in  my  cause, 
Think  \»e  may  yi?t  be  victors,  and  return 
To  peace — the  only  siclory  I  covet. 
To  me  war  is  no  glory — conquest  no 
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'  BnowD.     To  be  forced  Chm  to  uphold  my  right, 

;  Siu  heavier  oa  my  heart  than  all  the  wroD|^ 

'  Tbese  mca  would  bow  me  down  with.     Never,  never 

'  Cm  I  forget  this  night,  even  thould  I  live 

i  To  add  it  to  the  memory  of  others. 

I  i  tiiought  to  have  made  mine  inoffeosire  rule 

I  Ao  era  of  sweet  peace  'midst  bloody  annals, 

j  A  grm  spot  amidst  desert  centuries, 

I  Ob  which  the  future  would  tnm  back  and  smile, 

I  Aod  cultivate,  or  sigh  when  it  could  not 

I  KecAi  Sardnoapalus*  golden  reign. 

j  I  thought  to  have  made  my  realm  a  paradise, 

(  And  every  moon  an  epoch  of  new  plcisures. 

I  I  took,  the  rabble's  sliouu  for  love— the  breath 

I  Tif  friends  for  truth— the  lips  of  woman  for 

I  M J  ooly  guerdon — so  they  are,  my  Myrrha ; 

j  [Be  iittet  her. 

I  Kim  me.     5ow  let  them  take  my  realm  and  life ! 

I  Tbey  shall  have  both,  but  never  thee ! 

MTllBA. 

No,  neter ! 
Xan  may  despoil  his  brother  min  of  all 
That  s  great  or  glittering :  kingdoms  foil — hosts  yield— 
Frieoda  foil— slaves  fly — and  all  betray — and,  more 
Than  all,  the  moat  indebted— but  a  heart 
That  lores  without  self-love !  T  is  hers — now  prore  it 

EnUr  Salbmimis. 


I  sought  yon.— How !  slie  here  s^in  T 

SASDAITAMLOS. 

Return  not 
.Vow  to  reproof:  methinks  your  aspect  speaks 
Of  higher  matter  than  a  woman's  presence. 

SALiHinn. 
The  only  woman  whom  it  moch  imports  me 
At  such  a  moment  now  is  safe  in  absence— > 
The  queen 's  embark'd. 

SASDAMArALCS. 

And  well  T  say  that  much. 
tALmmis. 

Yes. 
Her  transient  weakness  has  past  o'er;  at  least, 
It  settled  into  tearless  silence  :  her 
Pale  face  and  glitterhig  eye,  after  a  glance 
Upon  her  sleeping  children,  were  still  fii'd 
Upon  the  palace  towers,  as  tlie  swift  galley 
Stole  down  the  hurrying  stream  beneath  the  starlight  ( 
Bat  she  said  nothlttg. 

SAIDAtfAfALUS. 

Would  I  felt  no  more 
Than  she  has  said, 

flALIIRNIS. 

T  is  now  too  late  to  fed ! 
Tour  feelings  cannot  cancel  a  sole  psng  : 
To  chsnge  them,  my  advices  bring  sure  tidings 
That  the  rebellious  Medes  and  Cbaldees,  marshalTd 
By  their  two  leaders,  are  already  up 
In  arms  again;  and,  serryiog  their  ranks. 
Prepare  tu  attack :  they  have  apparently 
Been  join'd  by  other  satraps. 

SABOAMArALDS. 

What !  more  rebels  ? 
Let  us  be  first,  then. 


BALBMIRBS. 

That  were  hardly  prudent 
Now,  though  It  was  our  first  intention.    If 
By  noon  to-morrow  we  are  join'd  by  those 
I  ve  sent  for  by  sure  meaiengers,  we  shall  be 
In  strength  enough  to  venture  an  attack. 
Ay,  and  pursuit  too  :  but,  till  then,  my  voice 
Is  to  await  the  onset. 

sabdahafalds. 
I  detest 
That  waiting;  though  it  seems  so  safe  to  fight 
Behind  high  walls,  and  huri  down  foes  into 
Deep  fosses,  or  behold  them  sprawl  on  npikes 
Strew'd  to  receive  iliem,  still  I  like  it  not— 
My  uoul  seems  lukewarm ;  but  when  I  set  on  them. 
Though  they  were  piled  on  mountains,  I  would  have 
A  pluck  at  them,  or  perish  in  hot  blood  !— 
Let  me  then  charge ! 

sALtmnts. 

Ton  ulk  like  a  young  soldier. 

SABDARAfALUS. 

I  am  no  sokUer,  but  a  man  :  speak  not 
Of  soldiership,  I  loathe  the  word,  and  those 
Who  pride  themselves  upon  it;  but  direct  me 
Where  I  may  pour  upon  them. 

fALBMaan. 

Ton  must  spaiv 
To  expose  your  life  too  hastily;  't  is  not 
Like  mine  or  any  other  subject's  breath  : 
The  whole  war  turns  upon  it — with  it ;  this 
Alone  creates  it,  kindles,  and  may  quench  it- 
Prolong  it — end  it 

sabdahapalcs. 
Then  let  us  end  both! 
T  were  better  thus,  perhaps,  than  prolong  either; 
I'm  sick  of  one,  perchance  of  both. 

[J  trumpet  taundt  without 

SALBMBNBS. 

Hark! 

SAB  DANA  PALtrS. 

Let  ni 
Reply,  not  listen. 

SALBMBMBS. 

And  your  wound? 

SABDAMArALDS. 

T  is  bounds 
T  is  heal'd— I  had  forgotten  it.     Away ! 
A  leech's  lancet  would  have  iterate h'd  me  deeper  : 
The  ftlave  that  gave  it  might  be  well  ashamed 
To  have  struck  so  weakly. 

SALBMBNBS. 

Row,  may  none  this  hour 
Strike  with  a  better  aim ! 

SABDARArALOS. 

Ay,  if  we  conquer; 
But  if  not,  they  will  only  leave  to  me 
A  task  they  might  ha?e  spared  their  king.  Upon  fhem  * 

[Trumpet  toumdi  m§ain. 

SAUIM81VBS. 

I  am  with  yoiL 

SABDAITAPALUS. 

Ho,  my  arms !  again,  my  arms ! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

The  same  Hall  of  the  palace. 

Mtrrha  and  Balea. 

MYRRHA.  (at  a  window). 
The  day  at  last  has  brokca.     What  a  iiitjht 
Hath  U6her'd  it!     How  bcuitiful  in  heaven! 
Though  varied  with  a  transitory  siorniy 
More  hcjutiful  in  that  variety! 
How  hideous  upon  eartli!  where  peace  and  hope. 
And  love  and  revel,  in  an  hour  wore  trampled 
By  human  passions  to  a  human  chaos, 
Not  yet  resolved  to  separate  elements.— 
T  is  warring  sciil!     And  can  the  sun  so  rise, 
So  briuhtf  so  rolling  back  the  clouds  into 
Vapours  more  lovely  than  the  unclouded  sky, 
With  (joldcn  pinnacles,  and  snowy  mouuiains, 
And  billows  purplcr  than  the  ocean's,  makio»; 
In  heaven  a  glorious  mockery  of  the  earth, 
So  like,  we  almost  deem  it  permanent; 
So  fleeting,  we  can  scarcely  call  it  aughl 
Beyond  a  vision,  *l  is  so  Iransienlly 
Scalter'd  along  the  eternal  vault  :  and  yet 
It  dwells  upon  the  soul,  and  soothes  the  soul. 
And  blends  itself  into  the  soul,  until 
Sunri-ie  and  sunset  form  the  haunted  epoch 
Of  sorrow  and  of  love;  which  they  who  mark  not 
Know  not  the  realms  where  those  twin  genii 
(Who  chasten  and  who  purify  our  hearts, 
So  that  we  would  not  change  their  sweet  rebuke* 
For  all  the  boisterous  joys  that  ever  shook 
The  air  with  clamour)  build  the  palaces 
Where  their  fond  votaries  repose  and  breathe 
Briefly;— but  in  that  brief  cool  calm  inhale 
Enough  of  heaven  to  enable  ihem  to  bear 
The  rest  of  common,  heavy,  human  hours, 
And  dream  them  through  in  placid  sufferance ; 
Though  seemingly  employ'd  like  all  the  rest 
Of  Coiling  brpalhers  in  allotted  tasks 
Of  pain  or  pleasure,  two  names  for  one  feeling. 
Which  our  internal,  restless  agony 
Would  vary  in  the  sound,  although  the  sense 
Escapes  our  highest  efforts  to  be  liuppy. 

BALSA. 

You  rouse  right  calmly  :  and  can  you  so  watch 
The  sunrise  which  may  be  our  last? 

MYRRBA. 

It  is 
Therefore  that  I  so  watch  it,  and  reproach 
Those  eyes,  tvhich  never  may  behold  it  more. 
For  having  look'd  upou  it  oft,  too  oft, 
Without  the  reverence  and  the  ripture  due 
To  that  which  keeps  all  earth  from  being  as  fragile 
As  I  am  in  this  form.     Gome,  look  upon  it, 
The  Chaldee's  god,  which,  when  \  gaze  upon, 
I  grow  almost  a  convert  to  your  Ilaal. 

BALEA. 

As  now  he  reigns  in  heaven,  so  once  on  earth 
He  sway'd. 

MTRRUi. 

lie  sways  it  now  far  more,  thru;  never 
Had  earthly  monarch  half  chr  pe.ice  aud  glory 
Which  cenlrcs  in  a  single  ray  of  liis. 


DALEA. 

Surely  he  i>  a  god  I 

MTRRHA. 

So  we  Creeks  deem  too  ; 
And  yet  I  sometimes  think  that  gorgeous  orb 
Must  railicr  be  the  abode  of  gods  than  one 
Of  the  immortal  so^ereigns.     Now  he  breaks 
Through  all  the  clouds,  and  fills  my  eyes  whh  light 
That  shuts  the  world  out.     I  can  look  no  more. 

BALEA* 

llark  !  heard  you  not  a  sound? 

MYRUnA. 

No,  't  was  mere  faucy; 
They  battle  it  beyond  the  wall,  and  not 
As  in  laic  midnighc  conflict  in  the  very 
Chambers  :  the  palace  has  become  a  fortress 
Since  that  insidious  hour ;  and  here  within 
The  very  tencre,  girded  by  vast  courts 
And  regal  lulls  of  pyramid  proportions. 
Which  must  be  carried  one  by  one  before 
I  hey  pcnetraic  to  where  they  then  arrived. 
We  are  as  much  shut  in  even  from  the  sound 
Of  peril  as  from  glory. 

B%LEA. 

But  they  rcach'd 
Thus  far  before. 

MYRRHA. 

Yes,  by  surprise,  and  were 
Beat  back  by  valour ;  now  at  once  we  have 
Courage  and  vigilance  to  guard  us. 

DALEA. 

Blay  they 
Prosper !  » 

MYRRBA. 

That  is  the  prayer  of  many,  and 
The  dread  of  more  :  it  is  an  anxious  hour ; 
I  stri»e  to  keep  it  from  my  thoughts.     Alas! 
How  vainly ! 

BALEA. 

It  is  said  the  king's  demeanour 
In  the  laie  aciinu  scircely  more  appalTd 
The  rebels  than  astonish  d  his  true  subjects. 

MYRRUA. 

T  is  easy  to  astonish  or  appal 

The  vulgar  mass  which  moulds  a  horde  of  slaves  : 

But  he  did  bravely. 

BALEA. 

Slew  he  not  BelesesT 
I  heard  the  soldiers  say  he  struck  him  down. 

MYHRIiA. 

The  wretch  was  overthrown,  but  rescued  to 
Trinir.ph,  perhaps,  ocr  one  who  vanquish'd  him 
In  (ijiht.  as  he  had  -p.iicd  in  him  his  peril, 
And  by  that  heedless  piiy  riak'd  a  crown, 

BALEA. 

Hark: 

MYRRUA. 

You  are  right ;  sonic  steps  approach,  hut  slo»iy. 

Enter  Soldiers,  hcnrinff  in  Svleme?ies  wounded,  Mit'i 
a  broken  Jnvelin  in  /im  Side  :  Viey  sent  him  upon 
one  of  the  Conches  which  furnish  tfte  apartment. 
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Oh,  .I(.ve ! 


MYRRBl. 
B\LKA. 

Then  all  is  over. 


SARDANAPALUS. 
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I  fAUMCMBS. 

'  That  is  Mte. 

I  Hev  down  the  ihtTe  vho  say*  ao«  if  «  soldier. 

MTltlA. 

I  Spare  hini — he 's  aoae :  a  mere  eonrt  holterfly, 
;  That  flutters  in  the  pafjeani  of  a  mooarch. 

I  SALIMUIIS. 

I  Let  him  lire  on,  then. 

I  MTmilA. 

I  So  wilt  ihoo,  1  tnuL 

I  SALSMIHIS. 

I  fiata  woold  lire  this  honr  out,  and  the  event. 
Bat  donbt  it.    Wherefore  did  ye  bear  me  here  T 

soLDiaa. 
'  By  the  king's  order.    When  the  javelin  stmck  yon, 
I  Ton  fell  and  fiunted ;  't  was  his  strict  command 
I  To  bear  you  to  this  hilL 

I  aALKHINU. 

T  was  not  ill  done : 
For,  seeming  slain  in  that  cold  diuy  trance. 
The  sight  might  shake  onr  soldiers — but — 't  is  vain. 
1  fed  it  ebbing ! 

mraans. 
Let  me  see  the  wound ; 
lam  not  quite  skilless :  in  my  native  land 
T  is  part  of  our  instruction.     War  being  ronslani. 
We  are  nerved  to  look  on  such  things. 

SOLDIIB. 

Be«t  extract 
The  javelin. 

MTUBA. 

Hold !  no,  no,  it  cannot  be. 

SALUfiaiS. 

I  am  sped,  than ! 

With  th«  blood  that  fast  must  follow 
The  eztraeled  weapon,  I  do  fear  thy  life. 

SA  Lima  IS. 
And  I  mot  death.    Where  was  the  king  when  you 
Gonvey'd  ma  from  the  spot  where  1  was  stricken  7 

SOLDIIl. 

Upon  the  same  ground,  and  encouraging 
With  voice  and  gesture  the  dispirited  lroop« 
Who  had  seen  you  fall,  and  falter'd  back. 

SALIHBNKS. 

Whom  heard  ye 
Named  next  to  the  command? 

SOLDIIK. 

I  did  not  hear. 

SALBHINtS. 

Fly,  then,  and  tell  him,  't  was  my  last  requett 
That  Zames  take  my  post  until  the  junction. 
So  hoped  for,  yet  delay'd,  of  Ofra lanes. 
Satrap  off  Susa.     Leave  me  here :  our  troops 
Are  not  so  numerous  as  to  spare  your  absence. 

SOLOIIB. 

I   But,  prince 

SALBUBNBS. 

Bence,  I  uy !     Here  's  a  courtier  and 
A  woman,  the  best  chamber  company. 
As  you  would  not  permit  me  to  expire 
Upon  tlie  ndd,  I  'U  liave  no  idle  soldiers 
About  my  sick  couch.     Hence !  and  do  my  bidding! 

[Exeunt  Uit  Soldiers 

MVaBRA. 

Gallant  and  glorioos  spirit !  must  the  earth 


So  soon  resign  thee? 

SALXUBNBS. 

Gentle  Myrrha,  't  is 
Tlie  end  1  wc»uld  have  chosen,  had  1  saved 
The  monarch  or  the  monarchy  by  this; 
As  't  is,  I  have  not  outlived  them. 

MTIBBA. 

Tou  wax  paler. 

SALBMBRBS. 

Your  hand  ;  this  broken  weapon  but  prolongs 
My  pangs  without  sustaining  life  enough 
To  make  me  useful :  I  would  draw  it  forth, 
And  my  life  with  it,  could  I  but  hear  how 
The  fif,ht  goes. 

Enter  Sabdanapalus  and  Soldiert. 


SAKDANAPALUS. 

My  best  brother! 

SALXHBHBS. 

And  the  battle 
Is  lost? 

SABDAnAPAtos  (dejfondifi^lx). 
You  see  aie  here, 

iALBMBNBS. 

I  'd  rather  see  you  thus  / 
[  He  draws  out  Ike  weapon  from  the  wound  and  dies. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

And  ihut  I  will  be  seen,  unless  the  succour. 
The  last  frail  reed  of  our  beleaguerd  hopes. 
Arrive  with  Ofraianes. 

MTBBBA. 

Did  you  not 
Receive  a  token  from  your  dying  brother, 
Appointing  Zames  chief? 

SABDANAPALUS. 

I  did. 

MTBBIA. 

Where  's  Zames  ? 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Dead. 

■maBA. 

And  Altada? 

SABDAUAPALUS. 

Dying. 

MTBBBA. 

Paniat  Sfero? 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Pania  yet  lives ;  but  Sfero  'a  fled,  or  captive. 
I  am  aJmie. 


And  is  all  lost? 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Our  walls. 
Though  thinly  mann'd,  may  still  bold  out  agaimt 
Their  present  force,  or  aught  save  treachery : 
But  i*  Uie  field 

MTBBIA. 

I  thought  'l  was  the  iolrnt 
Of  Salemenes  not  to  risk  a  sally 
Till  ye  were  streogthen'd  by  the  expected  succours 

SABDANAPALUS. 

1  over^rulcd  him. 

mrBBiA. 
Well,  the  fault  's  a  brave  one. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

But  f.iial.     Oh,  my  brother !  1  would  give 
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Tliesc  realms,  of  wiiicli  iliou  ^crt  the  ornament, 
The  swonl  and  i^hield,  the  soul  rcdecmin(»  honour, 

To  call  back But  I  i»rill  not  "weep  for  thee; 

Thou  «;liaU  be  mourn'd  for  as  thou  wontd!»t  be  nuiurn'd. 

It  {grieves  nie  most  that  thou  conld.st  quit  this  life 

l!elicvin(;  that  i  could  Mirvive  what  thou 

Ifast  died  for — our  lonj;  royalty  of  rare. 

If  I  redeem  it,  I  v^ill  yive  thee  blood 

Of  thousands,  tears  of  millions,  for  atonement 

(The  tears  of  all  the  good  arc  thine  already). 

If  not  we  meet  again  soon,  if  the  spirit 

Within  us  lives  beyond; — thou  readest  mine, 

And  dost  me  justice  now.     Let  me  once  clasp 

That  yet  warm  hand,  and  fold  that  llirobless  heart 

[Embraces  the  body. 
To  this  which  beats  so  birterly.     Now  bear 
The  body  hence. 

SOLDIER. 

I  Where? 

SARD  \  NAPA  LI.;*. 

To  my  proper  chamber. 
Place  it  beneath  my  canopy,  as  though 
The  kin^j  lay  there  ;  when  this  is  done,  we  will 
.Speak  further  of  the  riles  due  to  such  ashes. 

[Exeunt Soldiers  uith  the  body  o/.Salkmk\es. 

Enter  Pania. 

SARDANAFALUS. 

Well,  Pania!  have  you  placed  the  (;uards,  and  issued 
The  orders  tixd  on? 

PA!tIA. 

Sire,  I  have  obeyM. 

SARDAMAPALCS. 

And  do  the  soldiers  keep  their  hearts  up? 

PARIl. 

Sire  ^ 

SVROtWAPAl.VS. 

I  'm  answer'd  I  When  a  kinj;  asks  twice,  and  has 

A  question  as  an  answer  to  his  question, 

It  is  a  portent.     What,  they  are  disliearten'd? 

PAtlA. 

The  death  of  Salcnienes,  and  the  sIkiuIs 
Of  the  exulliiit;  rebels  ou  hit  fall, 
ITave  made  them— — 

SARDANAPALl'S. 

Rnge — not  droop — it  should  ha\c  been. 
We  11  find  the  means  to  rouse  them. 

PANIA. 

Stif  h  a  loss 
Mi(;hi  sadden  even  a  vjclory, 

*  SAiUi\NAPALI.S. 

Alas! 
Who  can  so  f«-el  it  as  I  feel  ?  but  yet. 
Tliouj;h  coop'd  ^irliin  llir<;p  walls,  tlu  y  are  strong,  and  we 
lla\e  liiose  without  ^ill  break  ibeir  way  tliroii|;h  hosts, 
To  make  their  soverei{;o">  d\v«  lliii{;  wiiat  it  was — 
A  palace — not  a  prison  nor  a  fortr<'*is. 

Enter  an  OJfn  vr,  liastily. 

SAP.n\NAPAM:S. 

Thy  face  seems  ominous.     Speak  I 

OFKICkR. 

1  dare  not 

s»HflAMAP\Ll  S. 

Dan*  n«ic 
Wiiilr  niilliitns  dare  revolt  ^ith  s\M»rd  ui  hand  ! 


That 's  siraufje.     1  pray  thee  break  that  lov  il  >dfm  e 
Which  loathes  to  shock  its  sovereign  ;  we  can  hear 
Worse  than  thou  hast  to  tell. 

PA.-ilIA. 

Proceed,  thou  liearest. 
orricEH. 
The  wall  ^liich  skirted  near  the  river's  brink 
Is  thrown  do>»n  by  the  sudden  inundation 
Of  the  Euphrates,  which  now  rollinjj,  swoln 
From  the  enormous  mountains  where  it  rises, 
Ry  the  late  rains  of  that  tempestuous  njjion, 
Oerdoods  its  banks,  and  hath  destroy 'd  the  bulwark. 

PANIA. 

That  s  a  black  aufjurv!  it  has  been  saiti 
For  ages,  that  ««  The  city  ne'er shouUI  yield 
To  man,  until  the  river  [;rew  its  foe.» 

SARDA>APALrS. 

I  can  forpivc  the  omen,  not  the  ravatje. 
How  much  is  swept  down  of  the  wall? 

OFFICER. 

Abont 
Some  twenty  siadii. 

SARDANAPALL^. 

And  all  this  is  left 
Per\ious  to  the  assailants? 

OFFICER. 

For  the  present 
The  river's  fury  must  impede  the  assiuill  ; 
Hut  when  he  shrinks  into  his  wonted  channel, 
And  may  be  cross'd  by  the  accuslom'd  barks. 
The  palace  is  their  own. 

SARDAN  A  PALI'S. 

That  shall  be  never. 
Thou{;li  men,  and  j;ods,  and  elements,  and  omens. 
Have  risen  up  '{;ainsi  one  who  ne'er  provoked  them. 
.My  fathers  house  Nh.ill  never  be  a  cave 
For  wolves  to  horde  and  howl  in. 

PANIA. 

With  vour  sanction 
I  NNill  proceed  to  the  spot,  and  take  such  me^tsures 
For  ilie  assurance  of  the  vacant  .space 
.\s  time  and  means  permit. 

SARDAN  A  PALI'S. 

About  it  slr.iight. 

And  brin;;  mc  back,  as  speedily  as  full 

And  fair  invesdjption  may  p'-rmit, 

lleport  of  the  true  stale  of  this  irruption 

Of  waters.  [Exeunt  Pama  and  tlie  Officer. 

MVKRUA. 

Thus  ilie  very  waves  rise  up 
i\i;.iitist  you. 

SARDAIAPALUS. 

Tliey  are  not  my  «;ul)jecis,  girl. 
And  may  be  pardon'd,  since  they  can't  be  puoish'd. 

MYRRIIA. 

I  joy  lo  see  this  porleiil  shakes  von  not. 

SAI'.t»l>,\PAH'S. 

I    ini  past  the  fear  of  porleuts  :  ihey  can  tell  me 
Nolliiiig  [  have  not  told  mvsilf  siticu  midnii;ht: 
ne>p.iir  aniieipiies  such  tilings. 

MYUHHA. 

Despair? 

SVRnANAPAI.IS. 
No,  IKU  «iesp;iir  preeiselv.      When  \v<"  know 
All   til  tt  cm  I  <»ine,  .\\v\  liow  lo  oieel   n.  our 
I'k  solvit,  li  liiiii,  in.iy  merit  a  nuire  noble 
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Word  than  ibu'U  to  give  it  uUerance. 

Rot  what  are  word*  to  ml  we  have  well  nigh  deoe 

With  liiem  and  all  tilings. 

HTaaa4. 

Save  one  tUed—  ilie  latl 
And  greatest  to  all  mortaU;  crowoin(j  act 
( >f  aH  that  wa& — or  i« — or  is  to  be — 
Ttif  onJy  thing  comnioa  to  all  mankind. 
So  •iiffrrcot  in  their  birthfc,  loogun,  teses,  natures, 
Itor*,  fcalurrs  rliine«,  times,  fe«'liugs,  inteliecls. 
Without  one  point  of  union,  «%e  in  tlii«, 
To  which  we  tend,  for  which  we  're  born,  and  tliread 
The  bfcbyriDlh  of  myslery  calJ'd  life. 

laaDANAFALUS. 

fhiT  clew  being  well  nigh  wound  out,  let  s  be  cheerful. 
They  who  have  nothing  more  to  fear,  may  well 
Indulge  a  ymile  at  tliat  which  onre  appall'd  ; 
A%  children  at  discover'd  bugbears. 

Jfe-cnfer  Pari  a. 


PAMIA. 


Tis 


As  was  reported  :  I  have  order'd  there 
A  double  guard,  withdrawing  from  the  wall. 
Where  it  was  strongest,  the  required  addition 
To  watch  the  breach  occasion'd  by  the  waters. 

SABDANAFALL'S. 

You  have  done  your  duty  feiithfully,  and  as 
My  worthy  Pania !  further  ties  between  us 
Draw  near  a  close.    I  pray  you  take  this  key  : 

[Gives  a  key. 
It  opens  to  1  secret  chamber,  placed 
Behind  the  couch  in  my  own  chamber.     (Now 
Pre«'d  by  a  nobler  weight  than  eVr  it  bore- 
Though  a  long  line  of  sovereigns  have  lain  down 
Along  iu  golden  frame — as  bearing  for 
A  time  what  late  was  Salcmcnes.)     Search 
The  secret  covert  to  which  this  will  lead  you ; 
T  is  full  of  treasure ;  take  it  for  yourself 
And  your  companions  :  there  's  enough  to  load  yr, 
Though  ye  be  many.     Let  the  slaves  be  freed,  too  ; 
And  all  the  inmates  of  the  palace,  of 
W'hatever  sei,  now  quit  it  in  an  hour. 
Thence  launch  the  rep^l  barks,  once  form'd  for  pleasure, 
And  now  to  serve  for  safety,  and  embark. 
The  river  *s  broad  and  swoln,  and  tincommanded 
'More  potent  than  a  king;  by  tlie^e  boie^en. 
Fly !  and  be  happy ! 

PAN1A. 

Under  your  prolertion  I 
So  you  accompany  your  faithful  guard. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

No,  Pania !  that  must  not  be ,  get  thee  hence. 
And  leave  me  to  my  fate. 

PAJtllA. 

T  is  the  first  time 
I  ever  disobey'd  :  bat  now 

SASDANAPALl'S. 

So  all  men 
Dare  beard  me  now,  and  Indolence  within 
Apes  Treason  from  without  *     ^)uesiiou  no  further  ; 
T  is  my  command,  my  la^i  command.     Wilt  Uiou 
Oppose  it  7  Ifcott  .' 

PANIA. 

but  yet — not  yet. 


SAaDANAPAL«S. 

Well,  tlien. 
Swear  that  you  will  obey  when  I  shall  give 
The  signal. 

PANIA. 

Witli  a  lieavy  but  true  hesrt, 
I  promise. 

SAaUAWAPAI.US. 

T  i»  enou(;h.     Now  order  here 
Fa(;(;ot«,  piiir-nuls,  aud  witlter'd  leavcK,  and  such 
Thi(i{;%  as  catch  lire  and  bbir  with  one  sole  spark; 
brin;;  ceciar,  too,  and  precious  dings,  aud  spices. 
And  mighty  pUnks,  to  nourish  a  tall  pile; 
Bring  frankiurenM*  and  myrrh  loo,  for  it  is 
For  a  great  i^arritire  I  build  the  pyre; 
Aud  heap  them  round  you  throue. 

PANIA, 

My  lord! 

SAIDAMAPALUS. 

1  have  said  it, 
And  you  have  nvoni. 

PANIA. 

And  could  keep  my  filth 
Without  a  vow.  [Exit  Pania. 

MTiaiA. 

What  mean  you ) 

SAIDANAPALUS. 

You  slull  know 
Anon— what  the  whole  earth  shall  ne'er  forget. 

Pania,  retunumy  with  a  Herald. 

PANIA. 

My  king,  io  noing  forth  upou  my  duty. 

This  herald  has  bvvu  brought  before  me,  craving 

An  audii'iice. 

SASDANAPALUS. 

Let  him  speak. 

■  HALO. 

Tlie  Ming  Arbaces 

SAIDANAPALUS. 

Wliat,  crown'd  already? — But  proceed. 

■HALO. 

BelcscH, 
The  anointed  high-prirst 

SAaOANAPALUS. 

Of  what  god,  or  demon? 
With  new  kings  rise  new  altars.     Hut,  pro<*ecd ; 
You  arc  sent  to  prate  your  ma«itcr's  will,  and  not 
lleply  to  mine. 

■  ERALD. 

And  Satrap  Ofratanrs 

SASDANAPALUS. 

Why,  he  is  ours. 

■  KtALD  {showing  a  ring). 

lie  sure  that  he  t^  now 
In  the  camp  of  ilic  conquerors  :  behold 
His  signet  riug. 

SsaOANAPALVS. 

T  is  his.     A  worthy  triad! 
Poor  S.ilemen4*s:  thou  hast  died  in  lime 
To  icc  one  ire.ielN>ry  tlir  less  :  this  man 
Wits  thy  true  friend  and  my  most  trusted  subject. 

IVurrcd. 

They  offer  thee  thy  life,  aud  freedom 
Of  choice  to  single  out  a  re^deiH-e 
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In  any  of  the  further  provinces, 
tluiirdcd  iind  watch'd,  hut  not  confined  in  person, 
Where  thou  shalt  pass  thy  days  iu  peace;  but  on 
Condition  that  the  three  youn|;  princes  are 
Given  up  as  hosta^^es. 

SARDANAPALLs  {ironically). 

The  generous  victors ! 

HERALD. 

I  wail  the  answer. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Answer,  slave  !     How  long 
Have  slaves  decided  on  the  doom  of  kin^js? 

DERALD. 

Since  they  were  free. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Moutlipierc  of  mutiny! 
Thou  at  the  least  shalt  ienrn  ilic  penalty 
Of  treason,  though  its  proxy  only.     Panial 
L«»l  ^li^  Iiead  he  thrown  from  our  walls  wilhin 
The  rebels'  liucK,  his  carcass  down  the  ri\cr. 
Away  with  him! 

[Pan  I A  and  the  Guards  seizirnj  him. 

PANIA. 

I  never  yet  obey'd 
Your  orders  with  more  pleasure  than  the  present. 
Ilenee  with  him,  soldiers !  do  not  soil  this  hall 
Of  royalty  with  Irerisonablc  gore  ; 
Put  him  to  rest  without. 

HERM.D. 

A  single  word  : 
My  office,  king,  is  sacred. 

SAHDiNAPALUS. 

And  what 's  mine? 
That  thou  shouldst  come  and  dare  to  ask  of  me 
To  lay  it  down  ? 

HERALD. 

I  but  obey'd  my  orders. 
At  the  same  peril,  if  refused,  as  now 
Incurr'd  by  ray  obedience. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

So,  there  are 
»w  monarchs  of  an  hours  growth  as  despotic 
As  sovereigns  swathed  in  purpJe,  and  enthroned 
From  birth  to  mauiiood  ! 

HERALD. 

>Iy  life  waits  your  breath. 
Yours  (I  speak  humbly)— but  it  may  be — yours 
M;>y  also  be  in  danger  si  arcc  less  imminent ; 
Would  it  then  suit  the  last  hours  of  a  line 
Such  as  is  that  of  Nirarod,  to  destroy 
A  peaciful  herald,  unarm'd,  in  his  office; 
And  violate  not  only  all  that  man 
Holds  sacred  between  man  anil  man — but  that 
More  holy  tie  which  hnks  us  with  the  gods  ? 

SABOAMAPALUS. 

He  s  right. — Let  him  go  free.  — My  life's  last  act 
Sh.iU  not  be  one  of  wrath.      Here,  fellow,  t.ike 

[Gives  him  a  ijolden  cup  from  a  tabic  near. 
This  golden  goblet,  let  it  hold  vour  wino. 
And  think  of  mc;  or  melt  it  into  ingots, 
-And  think  of  nothing  but  their  weight  and  \aluc. 

1IER\LD, 

I  ihatik  you  doubly  for  mv  life,  and  this 

Mi»st  {;or(;«'ous  gift,  wjiicli  r«  iider->  it  more  i)rccious. 

hut  must  I  bear  n<>  answer  ? 


SARDAMAPALUS. 

Yes, — I  ask 
An  hour's  truce  to  consider. 

HERALD. 

But  an  hour's? 

SARDANAPALL'S. 

An  hour's  :  if  at  the  expiration  of 
That  time  your  masters  hear  no  further  from  me. 
They  are  to  deem  that  I  reject  their  terms, 
And  act  befittiugly. 

HERALD. 

I  shall  not  fail 
To  be  a  faithful  legate  of  your  pleasure. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And,  hark !  d  word  more. 

HERALD. 

I  shall  not  forget  it, 
Whateer  it  be. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Commend  me  to  Beleses  ; 
And  tell  him,  ere  a  year  expire,  1  summon 
Him  hence  to  meet  me. 

HERALD, 

>Vhere  ? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

At  Babylon. 
At  least  from  thence  he  will  depart  to  meet  me. 

HERALD. 

I  shall  obey  you  to  the  letter.  \Exit  Herald. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Pania!— 
Xow,  my  good  Pania  ! — quick !  with  what  I  order'd. 

Pania, 
My  lord, — the  soldiers  are  already  charged. 
And,  see!  they  enter. 

[Soldiers  enter  and  form  a  Pile  about  the 
Throne,  etc. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Higher,  my  good  soldiers, 
And  thicker  yet;  and  see  that  the  foundation 
Be  such  as  will  not  speedily  exhaust 
Its  own  too  subtle  flame ;  nor  yet  be  quench'd 
With  auglii  ofiii  ions  aid  would  bring  to  quell  it. 
Let  the  tiirone  form  the  core  of  it;  I  would  not 
Lea>e  that,  save  fraught  with  fire  unquenchable, 
To  the  new  coniers.     Frame  the  whole  as  if 
T  were  to  enkindle  the  strong  lower  of  our 
Inveterate  enemies.     Now  it  bears  an  aspect ! 
How  say  you,  Pania.  will  this  pile  suffice 
For  a  king's  obscJiuies  ? 

PANIA. 

Ay,  for  a  kingdom's. 
I  understand  you  now. 

s\nuANAi'\n;s. 
And  blame  me? 

PANIA. 

No— 
Lc  me  but  tire  the  pile  and  share  it  vith  you. 

M^HHHA. 

Thit  duty  's  mine. 

PAMl. 

.\  vvoiiian  s  I 

MYRHUA. 

T  is  the  soldier's 
P.ut  to  die  for  hi«>  *ovi  reign,  and  \\hy  not 
The  woman  b  with  her  lover? 
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PAIIIA. 

I  T  w  most  stran{|e ! 

MYBtRA. 

,  ^t  oot  SO  rare,  my  Paota,  as  ihoa  Ihink'st  it. 
la  ihe  mean  dme,  live  thou.— -Farevell!  the  pile 
U  ready. 

PANIA. 

I  should  shame  to  leave  my  sovereij^o 
With  but  a  single  female  to  partake 
tils  death. 

tARDAIIAPALUS. 

Too  many  hit  have  heralded 
Me  to  the  dust  already.     Get  thee  hence; 
Lortch  thee. 

!  PANIA. 

And  hve  wretched ! 

SARDANAPALUS. 

I 

Think  upon 
'  Thy  vow ; — 'i  is  sacred  and  irrevocable. 

I  PAKIA. 

'  Since  it  is  so,  farewell. 

I 

tASDAllAPALDt. 

I  Search  well  my  clumber, 

'  FM  no  remorse  at  bearing  off  the  gold ; 

Rrmember,  what  you  leave  you  leave  the  slaves 
'  Wbo  slew  me :  and  when  yon  have  borne  away 
*  All  safe  off  to  your  boats,  blow  one  long  blast 
'  I'pon  the  trumpet  as  you  quit  the  palace. 
I  The  river* s  brink  is  too  remote,  its  stream 
j  Too  loud  at  present  to  permit  the  echo 
,  To  reach  distinctly  from  iu  hanks.    Then  fly, — 
I  .iod  as  you  mil  turn  back ;  hut  still  keep  on 
;  Your  way  along  the  Euphrates :  if  you  reach 
j  The  land  of  Papblagonia,  where  the  queen 
Is  safe  with  my  three  sons  in  Cotta's  court. 
Say  what  yon  saw  at  parting,  and  request 
!  That  she  remember  wliat  I  suid  at  one 
I  ^rting  more  mournful  still. 

PANIA. 

I  That  royal  hand ! 

f  I^t  me  then  once  more  pre«s  it  to  my  lipit ; 
j  And  these  poor  soldiers  who  throng  round  you,  and 
Would  fain  die  with  you! 

[The  Soldiers  and  Pari  a  Cfcrofi^  roMnif  hin 
kissing  his  hand  and  Ae  hemofliis  robe. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

My  best !  my  last  friends ! 
Let's  Dot  nnman  each  other — part  at  once : 
All  farewells  should  be  suddeu,  when  for  ever, 
t^tse  they  make  an  eternity  of  moments. 
And  clog  the  last  sad  sands  of  life  with  tears. 
Uence,  and  be  happy:  trust  me,  I  am  oot 
Sovt  to  be  pitied,  or  far  more  for  what 
Is  past  than  present; — for  the  future,  'tis 
In  the  bands  of  the  deities,  if  such 
There  be:  I  shall  know  soon.  Farewell— farewell. 

[Exeunt  Fania  and  the  Soldiers. 

MYSRR*. 

These  men  were  honest:  it  is  comfort  Atill 
Tliat  our  last  looks  shall  he  on  loviu(j  faces. 

8ASOANAPALU8. 

And  loveljr  ones,  my  beautiful! — but  tiear  me! 
If  at  tliis  moment,  for  we  now  are  on 
The  brink,  thou  feel'st  an  inward  shrinking  from 
Tliis  leap  through  flame  into  the  future,  say  it: 
I  shall  not  love  thee  le^;  nay,  perhaps  more, 


For  yielding  to  thy  nature:  and  there  's  time 
Yet  for  thee  to  escape  hence. 

MTRRIA. 

Shall  I  hghl 
One  of  the  torches  which  lie  heap'd  beneath 
The  ever-burning  lamp  that  bums  without. 
Before  Baal's  shrine,  in  the  adjoining  ballT 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Do  so.    Is  that  thy  answer? 

MYRIBA. 

Thou  ahalt  see. 

[Exit  Htrima. 

SARDANAPALUS  (solus). 

She's  firm.     My  fathers!  whom  I  will  rejoin. 

It  may  be,  purified  by  death  from  some 

Of  tlie  grOM  »tains  of  too  material  being, 

I  would  not  leave  your  ancient  first  abode 

To  the  defilement  of  usurping  bondmen ; 

If  I  have  not  kept  your  inheritance 

As  ye  bequeatb'd  it,  this  bright  part  of  it. 

Your  treasure,  your  abode,  your  sacred  relics 

Of  arms,  and  records,  monuments,  and  spoils, 

In  which  Aey  would  have  reveil'd,  I  bear  with  me 

To  you  in  that  absorbing  element. 

Which  mo«t  personifies  the  soul,  as  leaving 

The  least  of  matter  micoosnmed  before 

h%  fiery  working : — and  the  Hght  of  this 

Most  royal  of  funeral  pyres  shall  be 

Not  a  mere  pillar  form'd  of  cloud  and  flane, 

A  beacon  in  the  horiton  for  a  day. 

And  then  a  mount  of  ashes,  but  a  light 

To  li's&on  ages,  rebel  nations,  and 

Voluptuous  princes.     Time  shall  quench  full  many 

A  people's  record.*,  and  a  hero's  arts , 

Sweep  empire  after  empire,  like  this  first 

Of  empires,  into  nothing;  but  even  then 

Shall  spare  this  deed  of  mine,  and  bold  it  up 

A  problem  few  dare  imitate,  and  none 

Despise— but,  it  may  be,  avoid  the  life 

Which  led  to  such  a  consummation. 

MriRHA  reluriu  with  a  lighted  Torch  in  her  Hand, 
and  a  Cup  in  the  oUier. 


HTRIRA. 


U! 


I  've  lit  the  lamp  wliich  lights  us  to  the  stars. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  the  cup? 

T  is  my  country's  custom  to 
Make  a  Ubalion  to  the  gods. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  mine 
To  make  libatious  amongst  men.    I  've  not 
Forgot  the  custom ;  and,  although  alone. 
Will  drain  one  draught  iu  memory  of  many 
A  joyous  banquet  pa»t. 

[Saroanapall's  takes  Vie  cup^  and  after  drink- 
ing and  tinkling  the  reversed  cup^  as  a  drop 
falls,  exclaims — 

And  this  libation 
Is  for  the  excellent  Belescs. 

MYRRHA. 

Why 
Dwells  thy  mind  rather  upon  tliat  man's  name 
Thau  on  bis  mate's  in  villany  ? 
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SARIUNIPALUS. 

The  one 
Is  a  mere  soKlier,  ;i  mere  tool,  a  kiml 
Of  humiin  sword  in  a  frirnfls  linnd;  the  other 
Is  ma«itiT-inov«»r  of  his  vrarlikc  puppet: 
lint  I  (iisriiiss  them  from  my  mind.  — Yet  paii$e. 
My  .Myrilia!  dost  thou  truly  follow  me, 
Frrcly  nnd  fi'arlessly? 

MYRHHA. 

And  dost  thou  think 
A  Creek  (;irl  dare  not  do  for  love  that  \kluch 
An  Indian  widow  hravos  for  custom' 

SARDAnxPALUS. 

Then 
Wo  hut  await  llie  signal. 

MYRRIIA. 

It  is  lon(j 
In  soundiii};. 

SARDANAPAI.U4. 

Now,  farewell;  one  last  emhrace. 

MYRRBA. 

Kmhrade,  but  not  the  last;  there  is  one  more. 

SARD4NAH^Ll  S. 

Trur',  the  L-uniniin|;lin(;  lire  will  mix  our  ashes. 

MYKHII«. 

And  pure  as  is  my  love  to  tiiee,  shall  they, 

Pur};tHl  from  the  dross  of  ctrth,  and  earthly  passion, 

.Mix  pah?  with  thine.     A  sin(;le  lljou(;ht  yei  irks  me. 

SARDAMAPALUS. 

Say  it. 

MYRRIIA. 

It  is,  that  no  kind  hand  will  (gather 
The  dust  of  both  into  cue  urn. 

SAROATIAt'ALUS. 

The  better! 
Rather  let  them  be  borne  abroad  upon 
The  winds  of  heaven,  and  scalt«rd  into  air, 
Than  be  polluted  more  by  human  hautU 
Of  slaves  and  traitors;  in  this  hlazin^;  palace. 
And  its  enormous  walls  of  reeking;  ruin, 
We  leave  a  nobler  luonuineiit  than  Ki;vi»l 
llsth  piled  in  her  hriek  mountains  o  er  dead  kinjjs, 
Or  Line,  for  none  know  whether  those  proud  piles 
he  for  their  monareh,  or  their  ox-^;  d  Ajtis: 
So  inueh  for  monuments  that  have  for[j«iiten 
Tlij'ir  very  record ! 

MVRRnA. 

Then  faie\v»ll,  thou  earth! 
And  loveliest  spot  of  earth!  farewell',  Ionia! 
lie  thou  still  free  and  beautiful,  and  far 
Aloof  from  desolation!  My  last  prayer 
Was.  for  dice,  my  last  llu.ii^jhts,  save  our.  were  of  thee! 

SVRIIAN  VI'ALLs. 

And  that! 

MYRRIIA. 

Ls  yours. 

[/Vie  trutupd  «fV\y\\  ioundi  wtUivnt. 

SARItV\  VI' At. I  S. 

Hark  ! 

MVKHII  \. 

Ao... .' 

SAr.dVNAI'VI  I  -. 

Ailn  n,    As>yi  I.I  ' 
I  lo\ed  tliee  well,  niv  own.  liiv  f  ilhers   land, 
\nil  hi.'lti-r  ab  my  <  ouiitry  ih.in  iiiv  kiii|;d(ini. 


F  satiated  thee  with  piaee  and  joys;  and  this 
Is  my  reward  !  and  now  I  owe  (li«-e  nothing, 
Not  even  a  {jrave,  [//e  mouul»  the  pile. 

Now,  Myrrha! 

MYr.RHA. 

Art  thou  ready  ? 

SAROANAPALIls. 

As  the  torch  in  ihy  t;ias|>. 

[Mtrrh  v^res  the  pile 

MYRRIIA. 

T  is  lired  !  I  come. 

[^is  Myrrua  springs  forward  to  throw  herwlf 
into  the  fiamci,  the  Curtain  f alii. 

NOTES. 

Note  I.  P.ii;e  ?(ji,  line  ii;. 

Ami  llioii,  'JIN  own  loniiin  Mjrrlia. 

•I  The  Ionian  name  had  hern  still  more  comprehen- 
sive, having  ineliided  the  .Vdiaians  antl  the  Ikeotiaii^. 
who,  tO(;c(lii-r  wiiji  those  to  whom  it  was  afterward- 
eonlined,  would  make  nearly  the  whole  of  llie  Greek 
iialioii;and  ainoni;  ilie  orienlals  it  was  always  the  {ge- 
neral name  for  the  tireek;.."* — Mitford's  Greece^  vol.  i. 
p.  I (^9. 

Note  2.   Pa{;e  70^,  lines  1 — 4' 

— •  Snril'iiia|ialu*, 


The  kill;;.  iiD<l  hoii  of  Vnn>-yn<iaraxe>, 

lii<iiii<l<i\  liiiili  Aniliialu.\  and  Tar»iu. 

Em,  ilriiik  ,  luiij  luvi- ;  ili<-  n-si'*  not  wortL  a  fillip.- 

(<  For  this  expedition  he  took  not  ouly  a  small  chosen 
body  of  the  phalanx,  but  all  his  Ii(jiit  troops.  In  the 
lirst  days  march  he  reached  Auchialus,  a  town  said  to 
have  been  founded  by  the  kin(;  of  Avsyria,  Sardauapalus. 
The  fortilieatioiis,  in  their  nia(;nitudc  and  exteuL,  >>i-.ll 
in  .Vriians  time,  bore  the  character  of  greatness,  whi<h 
the  Assyrians  appear  sin};iilarly  to  have  affected  in  wtirks 
of  the  kind.  A  monument  reprcscnliug  S;irdanapAlii> 
was  found  there,  warranted  by  an  inscription  in  Assyrian 
characters,  of  course  in  the  old  Assyrian  laujjuage,  which 
the  (irccks,  whether  well  or  ill,  iuierpreted  thu>  :  ••  Sar- 
dauapalus, son  of  Anaeuydaraxes,  in  one  day  founrled 
.Viuhi.ilus  and  Tarsus.  Kat,  drink,  play  ;  all  otlur 
human  joys  are  not  worth  a  filli|t.»  Sup|)osin|;  tiii> 
version  nearly  exact  .for  Arri.in  says  it  was  not  qnite  >4\. 
whether  the  piirpctse  has  not  been  to  invite  to  civil  onier 
a  peoph-  dis|ioscd  to  turbulence,  rather  ihau  lo  recom- 
mend iinnioilerate  luxury,  may  t>erhaps  reasonably  bi- 
qiiesiioiKiI.  Wh.it,  imleed,  c<Mild  be  the  object  of  a 
kin^;  of  Assyria  in  fonndiii(;  such  towns  in  a  country  so 
<lis(aut  from  his  capital,  an<l  so  divi«led  from  it  by  an 
iiiiiiK-itse  extent  of  sanity  deserts  and  lofty  mountains^ 
.iikI,  siill  more,  how  the  inh.ibitantN  could  be  at  once  in 
oinumst.inees  to  .ibandon  iheiiiselvcs  to  the  inteinjwTate 
joys\vlii<  li  tli(  ir  priiire  h'ls  been  supposed  lo  have  reooin- 
niemlrd.  i>,  not  (d>vioiis;  iuit  it  may  deserve  obM-rvat«<»n 
(li.ii,  in  (li.it  line  of  <  oast,  tlie  souihcru  of  LcvSt^r  Asia, 
i4iin>  (\i  titiis,  rviilfMiily  of  .ui  aj;e  after  Alexander,  vet 
li.irelv  naiiK  li  in  hisiorv,  at  this  d.iy  astonish  the  adveu- 
iiiioun  ir.isfl.'cr  by  (heir  iiiajiniticence  and  ele(',aocr 
AiMid  (he  (l<>..o|.ition  which.  niidiT  a  sin|;ularlv  barbanm 
[;<i\(riuiieni,  h.i>  f«>r  so  iiK'.ny  centiini's  been  dailv 
-|»rea«liiii;  in  (he  finr->l  tonntrirs  of  the  ylohe,  whellier 
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more  from  ftoU  and  climate^  or  from  oppoitnMlici  for 
rommerce,  eiinordiiiary  means  mnac  have  been  fotiod 
for  rommuotticft  to  flourUb  iberp,  whence  ic  may  nerm 
lh;il  the  measures  of  Sardanapalua  were  directed  hf 
ja%ier  views  than  have  been  commonly  ascribed  to  htm  ; 
but  that  monarch  having  been  the  kst  of  a  dynasty. 


ended  by  a  revolution,  obloquy  on  his  memory  would 
follow  of  course  from  the  policy  of  his  soecessofv  and 
their  partisans. 

•  The  inconsiatency  of  inMHtions  concerning  SarJa- 
napalus  is  strikinf*  in  Diodonis's  account  off  him.* — 
Mitfords  Greece^  vol.  ix,  pp.  3i  i,  Sia,  and  3i3. 


AN  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY. 


Xhtfmlktr  toftras,  Lat  llw  fOMi 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


MEN. 
Fa  AM  CIS  FoscASi,  Doge  of  Fenice. 
Jacopo  FoscAai,  Son  oftlxt  Doge. 
James  Lob  id  an  o,  a  Pntricinn. 
MAaco  Mkmmo,  a  Chief  of  the  Forty. 
B^tBABiGo,  Senmtor. 

Other  .Senaton,  the  ComneU  of  Tea,  Guards^  Attend- 
ants^ etc^  et€. 

WOMAN. 
Mabiha,  ffife  of  young  Foscabi. 


Scene — ^The  Ducal  Palace,  Venice. 


THE  TWO  FOSCARI. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

J  Hall  in  tte  Duenl  Pataee. 

Enter  Lobbdano  and  Rabbabigo,  mcftiii^. 

I^BBDAIfO. 

WisBS  ia  Um  prisoner  2 

BAIBABIGO. 

Aepoainf;  from 
The  Question. 

LOBBDANO. 

The  hour  s  past— fix'd  yesterday 
For  the  f«Bnmplaoo  of  Ina  trial. — Let  us 
Rejo'm  o«r  coUeaguaa  in  the  council,  and 
Urge  his  recal. 

aABBABICO. 

Nay,  let  him  profit  by 
A  few  brief  minutes  for  bis  tortured  limbs ; 
He  was  o'erwrought  by  the  Question  yesterday, 
And  may  die  under  it  if  now  repeated. 

LOBIDANO. 

Well! 

BABBABiOO. 

I  yioU  DOC  to  yon  in  love  of  justice. 
Or  hate  of  the  ambitious  Foscari, 
Father  and  son,  and  all  their  noxious  race; 


CRITH.. 


But  the  poor  wretch  has  suffered  beyond  nature's 
Most  stoical  endurance. 

LOBBDANO. 

Without  owning 
His  crime. 

BABBABIGO. 

Perhaps  without  committing  any. 
But  he  avow'd  the  letter  to  the  Duke 
Of  Milan,  and  his  sufferings  half  atone  for 
Such  weakness. 

LOBBDANO. 

We  shall  see. 

BABBABIGO. 

Tou,  Loredano, 
Pursue  hereditary  hate  too  far. 

LOBIDANO. 

How  far? 

BABBABIGO. 

To  extermination. 

LOBBDANO. 

When  they  are 
Extinct,  you  may  say  this. — Let 's  in  to  council. 

BABBABIOO. 

Yet  pause— the  number  of  our  colleagues  it  not 
Complete  yet;  two  are  wanting  ere  we  can 

Proceed. 

LOBBDANO. 

And  the  chief  judge,  the  Do^I 

BABBABIGO. 

No— he 
With  more  than  Roman  fortitude  is  ever 
Fint  ai  the  board  in  this  unhappy  process 
Against  his  last  and  only  son. 

LOBBDANO. 

True — true — 
Hu  last 

BABBABIGO. 

Will  nothing  move  you  ? 

LOBBDANO. 

Feels  he,  think  you  ? 

BABBABIGO. 

He  shows  it  sol. 

LOBBDANO. 

1  have  mark'd  ifcat— the  wretch  1 

BABBABIGO. 

Rut  yesterday,  I  hear,  on  his  return 
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To  the  ducal  cli.imbcrs,  as  he  pass'd  the  threshold, 
The  old  man  fainted. 

LOREDANO. 

It  hei^inft  to  work,  then. 

BARBARIGO. 

The  work  is  half  your  own. 

LOREDANO. 

And  .should  be  all  mine— 
My  father  and  my  uncle  are  no  more. 

BARBARIUO. 

I  have  read  their  epitaph,  which  says  they  died 
By  poison. 

LORKDANO. 

When  the  Dojje  declared  that  he 
Should  never  deem  himself  a  sovereijjn  till 
The  death  of  Peter  Lorcdano,  both 
The  brothers  sicken'd  shortly  :— he  is  sovereign. 

BABBAKIGO. 

A  vretched  one. 


Orphans 


LOREDANO. 

What  should  they  be  \»ho  make 

BABBARIGO. 

But  did  the  Doge  make  you  so? 

LORKDAMO. 

Yes. 

BARDARICO. 

What  solid  proofs? 

LOREDANO. 

When  princes  set  themselves 
To  work  in  secret,  proofs  and  process  are 
Alike  made  difficult ;  but  I  have  such 
Of  the  first,  as  shall  make  the  second  needless. 

BARBARIGO. 

Bui  you  will  move  by  law? 

LOREDANO. 

By  all  the  laws 
Which  he  would  leave  us. 

BARBARIGO. 

Tliey  are  such  in  this 
Our  state  as  render  retribuliou  easier 
Thau  inonpst  remoter  nations.     Is  it  true 
Tluit  you  liave  written  in  your  books  of  commerce 
(The  wealthy  practice  of  our  highest  nobles), 
«»  Doge  FoAcari,  niy  debtor  for  the  deaths 
<  )f  Marco  and  Pietro  Loredauo, 
My  sire  aud  uncle  ?» 

LOREDANO. 

It  is  written  tlm<i. 

BARBARIGO. 

And  will  you  leave  it  unerased  ? 

LOREDANO. 

Till  balanced. 

BARBARIGO. 

And  how? 

{Two  Senators  pais  over  the  stage^  as  in  their  way  to 
the  lidll  of  the  Council  of  Ten.) 

I.ORKUANO. 

You  see  the  number  is  complete. 
Follow  me.  [Exit  Loredano. 

BARBARIGO  ($o/im). 

Follow  Vn'c!  I  hav«;  foljowd  long 
Tliy  j>ath  of  doolalion,  as  die  wave 
Sweeps  after  ihai  before  it,  alike  whelming 
The  wreck  that  creaks  to  the  wild  winds,  and  wretch 
Who  shrieks  within  its  riven  ribs,  as  gush 


The  waters  through  them;  but  this  son  and  sire 

Might  move  the  elements  to  pause,  and  yet 

Mu.st  I  on  hardily  like  them — Oh!  would 

I  could  as  blindly  and  remorselessly  I — 

Lo,  where  he  comes! — Be  still,  my  heart!  they  arc 

Thy  foes,  must  be  thy  victims  :  wilt  thou  beat 

For  those  who  almost  broke  thee? 

Enter  Guards,  wiUi  young  Foscari  as  prisoner,  etc. 

GUARD. 

I<et  him  rest. 
Signer,  take  time. 

JACOPO  FOSCABI. 

\  thank  thee,  friend,  I  *m  feeble  ; 
Rut  thou  mayst  stand  reproved. 

GUARD. 

I  *ll  stand  Ihehaznrd. 

JACOPO  F0SC4RI. 

That 's  kind  : — I  meet  some  pity,  but  no  mercy ; 
This  is  the  first. 

GUARD. 

And  might  be  the  last,  did  they 
Who  rule  behold  us. 

BARBARIGO  [advancing  to  die  Guard). 
There  is  one  who  does  : 
Yet  fear  not;  I  will  neither  be  thy  judge 
Nor  thy  accuser;  though  the  hour  is  past. 
Wait  their  last  summons — I  am  of  « the  Ten,» 
And  waiting  for  that  summons  sanction  vou 
Kvcu  by  my  presence  :  when  the  last  call  sounds 
We  *ll  in  together. — Look  well  to  the  prisoner! 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

What  voice  is  that? — l  is  Barbarigo's!  Ah! 
Our  house's  foe,  and  one  of  my  few  judges. 

BARBARIGO. 

To  balance  such  a  foe,  if  such  there  be, 
Thy  father  sits  amongst  thy  judges. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

True, 
He  judges. 

BARBARIGO. 

Then  deem  nut  the  laws  too  harsh 
Which  yield  so  much  indulgence  to  a  sire 
As  to  allow  his  voice  in  such  high  matter 
As  the  state's  safety 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

And  his  son's.     I  'm  faint; 
Let  me  approach,  I  pray  you,  for  a  breath 
Of  air,  you  window  which  o'erlooks  the  waters. 

Enter  an  Officer,  who  u'/its/^er^BARBARico. 

BARBARIGO  {to  the  Guard). 
Let  him  approach.     I  must  not  speak  with  him 
Further  than  thus;  I  have  transgressd  my  duly 
In  this  brief  parley,  and  must  uow  redeem  it 
Withm  the  Council  Chamber. 

[E.xit  Babbarigo. 

[Guard  conducting  Jacopo  Foscari  to  the  u'lm/ou-. 

GUARD. 

There,  sir,  *t  is 
Open — How  feci  you? 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Like  a  boy — Oh  Venice  ! 

GUARD. 

And  your  limbs? 


jAoopo  roacAii. 
limb* !  how  ofleo  have  they  borne  me 
Boandim  o'er  yon  bine  tide,  at  I  have  akimm'd 
The  pmdola  aJbof  Lb  childiih  race. 
And,  maaqaed  as  a  young  gondolier,  amidst 
My  gay  compelilon,  noble  as  I, 
Raced  for  oar  pleasore  in  the  pride  of  strength; 
While  the  Csir  populace  of  erovding  beauti«*, 
Plebeian  as  patrician,  cheer'd  ns  on 
With  dasiling  smiles,  and  wishes  andible, 
Aod  waving  kerchief^  and  applauding  hands, 
Even  to  the  goal ! — ^How  many  a  time  have  1 
CJovco,  with  arm  still  lustier,  breast  more  daring. 
The  wave  all  ronghen'd  ;  with  a  swimmer's  stroke 
Ftinging  the  billows  back  from  my  drench'd  hair. 
And  landing  from  my  lip  the  audacious  brine. 
Which  kifis'd  it  like  a  wine-«np,  rising  o'er 
The  waves  as  they  arose,  and  prouder  still 
The  loftier  they  upKfied  me;  and  oft. 
In  wmttoooess  of  spirit,  plunging  down 
loto  their  green  and  glassy  gulfs,  and  making 
My  way  to  shells  and  sen-weed,  ail  unseen 
By  thoseabove,  till  they  wax'd  fearful;  then 
Retaming  with  my  grasp  full  of  such  lokeos 
As  show'd  that  I  had  search'd  the  deep ;  exulting. 
With  a  fir-dashing  stroke,  aod  drawing  deep] 
The  long-suspended  breath,  again  1  spum'd 
The  foam  which  broke  around  me,  and  panned 
My  track  like  a  sea-bird. — 1  was  a  boy  then. 

•iTAao. 
Be  a  man  now ;  diere  never  was  more  need 
Of  manhood's  strength. 

lACOPO  roscABi  (IwAingfrom  Cfce  laltirr). 
My  beautiful,  my  own. 
My  only  Venice— Au  is  hrtatk  !  Thy  breexe. 
Thine  Adrian  aea-breeie,  how  it  fsns  my  face ! 
The  very  winds  feel  native  to  my  veins. 
And  cool  them  into  calmness!  How  unlike 
The  hot  gales  of  the  horrid  Cyclades, 
Which  howl'd  about  my  Gandiote  dungeon,  and 
Made  my  heart  sick. 

OCAKO. 

I  see  the  colour  comes 
Back  to  your  cheek :  Heaven  send  yon  strength  to  bear 
What  mora  may  be  imposed ! — 1  dread  to  think  on  'u 

JACOPO  roscAKi. 
They  will  not  banish  me  again  7 — No— no, 
Let  them  wring  on;  I  am  strong  yet. 

GUARD. 

Coofrft^, 
And  the  rack  vrill  be  spared  you. 

lACOPO  roscAii. 

I  confess'd 
Once — twice  before :  both  times  they  exiled  me. 

•UAao. 
Aod  the  third  time  will  slay  y<m. 

jACOPO  roscAai. 

Let  them  do  so. 
So  I  be  buried  in  my  btrth-place :  better 
Ce  ashes  here  than  aught  that  lives  elsewhere. 

OUAID. 

And  can  you  so  much  love  the  toil  which  liafr«  yon  ? 

JACOPO  rosCAsi. 
The  soil !— Oh  no,  it  is  the  seed  of  the  soil 
Which  persecutes  me ;  but  my  native  earth 
Will  take  me  as  a  mother  to  her  arms. 


1  ask  no  more  than  a  Venetian  grav^— 
A  dongeoo,  what  they  will,  so  it  be  here. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

omcaa. 
Bring  in  the  prisoner ! 

•tTAID. 

Signor,  you  hear  the  order. 

lACOPO   POSCAai. 

Ay,  I  am  used  to  such  a  summons ;  't  is 
The  third  time  they  have  tortured  me : — then  lend  me 
Thine  arm.  [To  tke  Gmmrd, 

orricaa. 
Take  mine,  sir ;  't  is  my  duty  to 
fie  nearest  to  your  person. 

JACOPO  POSCABI. 

Ton !— >you  are  he 
Who  yesterday  presided  o'er  my  pangs — 
Away!~ril  walk  alone. 

oppicaa. 

As  you  please,  signor; 
The  sentence  was  not  of  my  signing,  but 
1  dared  not  disobey  the  Council,  when 
They 

JACOPO  FOSCAai. 

Bade  thee  stretch  me  on  their  horrid  engine. 
I  pray  thee  touch  me  not-i-tbat  is,  just  now; 
The  time  will  come  they  will  renew  tliat  order, 
But  keep  off  from  me  till 't  is  issued.    As 
I  look  upon  thy  hands,  my  curdling*  limbs 
Quiver  with  the  anticipated  wrenching. 

And  the  cold  drops  strain  through  my  brow  as  if 

But  onward — I  have  home  it — I  cso  bear  it.— 
How  looks  my  father  ? 

orplCBR. 

With  his  wonted  aspect. 

JACOPO  POSCABI. 

So  doth  the  earth,  and  sky,  the  blue  of  ocean. 

The  brightness  of  our  city,  and  her  domes. 

The  mirth  of  her  Piasra,  even  now 

ItB  merry  hum  of  nations  pierces  here. 

Even  here,  into  these  ehamben  of  the  unknown 

Who  govern,  and  the  unknown  and  the  unnumber'd 

Judged  and  destroy'd  in  silence — all  things  wear 

The  self-same  aspect,  to  my  very  sire ! 

Nothing  can  sympathise  with  Foscari, 

Not  even  a  Foscari.— Sir,  I  attend  you. 

[fixettnt  Jacopo  Foscabi,  Officer^  etc. 

Enter  Mbmmo  and  another  Senator. 

MKMHO. 

He  *s  gone— we  are  too  late :— think  you  « the  Ten* 
Will  sit  for  any  length  of  time  to^ay? 

sbicatob. 
They  say  the  prisoner  b  most  obdurate, 
Persisting  in  bis  first  avowal ;  but 
More  I  know  not. 

MBMMO. 

And  that  is  much;  the  «ecrets 
Of  yon  terrific  chamber  are  as  hidden 
From  us,  tlie  premier  nobles  of  the  state. 
As  from  the  people. 

SBNATOB. 

Save  the  wonted  rumours, 
Which  (like  the  tales  of  spectres  that  are  rife 
Near  ruio'd  buildings)  never  have  been  proved, 
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Nor  wholly  disbelieved  :  meQ  knovr  as  litde 
Of  the  scate  6  real  acts  as  of  llic  grave's 
Unfalhom'd  mysterie!,. 

MEMMO. 

But  with  length  of  lime 
We  gain  a  step  in  knowledge,  and  I  look 
Forward  to  be  one  day  of  the  decemvirs. 

SENATOR. 

Or  l>oge» 

MEMMO. 

Why,  no,  not  if  I  can  avoid  it. 

SENATOR. 

T  is  the  Hrst  station  of  the  state,  and  may 
Be  lawfully  desired,  and  lawfully 
Atiain'd  by  noble  aspirants. 

MBMMO. 

To  such 
I  leave  it;  though  born  noble,  my  ambition 
l>  limited:  I'd  rath<;r  be  an  unit 
Of  an  united  and  imperial  «  Ten,  » 
Than  shine  a  lonely,  though  a  gildeti  cipher. — 
Whom  have  we  here?  the  wife  of  Foscari  ? 

Enter  Marina,  wi't/t  a  female  attendant. 

MARINA. 

Wliiit,  no  one  ? — I  am  wrong,  there  still  are  I  wo; 
Ihil  they  are  senators. 

MEMMO. 

Most  noble  lady, 
Command  us. 

MARINA. 

I  command !  Alas!  my  life 
Has  been  one  long  entreaty,  and  a  vain  one. 

MEMMO. 

I  understand  thee,  but  I  must  not  answer. 

M\RiNA  (^ercc/y). 
True — none  tiarc  answer  here  save  on  the  r::ck. 

Or  question  s;ive  those 

MEMMO  [intemtpting  her). 

High-born  dame!  bethink  thee 
Where  thou  now  art. 

MARINA. 

Where  I  now  am  ' — It  was 
My  husband's  father's  palncc. 

MEMMO. 

The  Duke's  palace. 

MARINA. 

And  his  son's  prison; — true,  I  have  not  forgot  it; 
And  if  there  were  no  other  nearer,  bitterer 
Remembr.inces,  would  thank  the  illustrious  Memmo 
For  pointing  out  the  pleasures  of  the  place. 

MEMMO. 

Be  calm. 

MARINA  (looking  up  towards  heaven). 

I  am;  but  oh,  thou  eternal  God  ! 
Canst  tliou  continue  so,  with  such  a  world  ^ 

MEM.M0. 

Thy  husband  yet  may  be  absolved. 

MARINA. 

He  is, 
In  heaven.     I  pray  you,  signor  senator. 
Speak  not  of  that;  you  are  a  man  of  office, 
So  is  the  Doge;   he  has  a  son  at  slake. 
Now,  at  this  moment,  and  1  have  a  husband, 
Or  had:  they  are  there  within,  or  were  .il  Irast 
An  liour  since,  f.irr  lo  face,  as  judj;e  and  culprit : 
Will  he  condemn  hitn'f 


MEMMO. 

I  trust  not. 

MARINA. 

But  if 
He  does  not,  there  are  those  will  scuteuce  both. 

MEMMO. 

They  can. 

MARINA. 

And  with  them  power  and  will  are  one 
In  wickedness  : — my  husband  's  lost! 

MEMMO. 

Not  so  ; 
Justice  is  judge  in  Venice. 

MARINA. 

If  it  were  so 
There  now  would  be  no  Venice.     But  let  it 
Live  on,  so  the  good  die  not,  till  the  hour 
Of  nature's  summons;  but  «c  the  Ten's >»  is  quicker, 
And  we  must  wait  on 'l.     Ah!  a  voice  of  wail! 

[/4  faint  cry  witfiin. 

SINATOR. 

Hark ! 

■BMMO. 

T  was  a  cry  of — 

MARINA. 

No,  no;  not  my  hiisltand's — 
Not  Foscari's. 

MEMMO. 

The  voice  was — 

MARINA. 

Not  his ;  no. 
He  shriek  !  No  ;  that  should  be  his  father's  part. 
Not  his — not  his — he  'II  die  in  silence. 

[J  faint  groan  again  witiiin. 

MEMMO. 

What! 
Again  ? 

MARINA. 

His  voice !  it  seem'd  so  ;  I  will  not 
Ilelieve  it.     Should  he  shrink,  I  cannot  cease 
To  love;  but — no — no — no — it  must  have  been 
A  fearful  pang  which  wrung  :i  groan  from  him. 

SENATOR. 

And,  feeling  for  thy  husband's  wrongs,  wonldst  thou 
Have  him  bear  more  than  mortal  pain  in  silence  ? 

MVRINA. 

We  all  must  bear  our  tortures.     I  have  not 

Left  barren  the  great  house  of  Foscari, 

Though  they  sweep  both  the  Doge  and  son  from  life; 

I  have  endured  as  much  in  giving  life 

To  those  who  will  succeed  them,  as  they  can 

In  leaving  it :  but  mine  were  joyful  pangs; 

And  yet  they  wrung  me  till  I  coiiW  have  shrick'd, 

But  did  not,  for  my  hope  was  to  bring  forih 

!lero(rs,  and  would  not  welcome  them  with  tears. 

MEMMO. 

All's  silent  now. 

MARINA. 

Perhaps  all  's  over;   but 
I  will  not  deem  it :  he  hath  ncrv«d  himself, 
And  n<»w  tidies  iheui. 

Enter  an  Off  cer  hastily. 

MKMMO. 

Mow  now,  friend,  what  seek  von  : 
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A  leech.    The  prisoner  has  hiaiei. 


[£xU  Officer. 


Udy, 
T  were  better  to  retire. 

tBMAToA  {fifferim^  to  assist  her). 
I  pray  thee  do  so. 


Off!  /wiU  lend Ub. 


Tou!  Remember,  lady! 
Ingress  is  giren  to  none  within  those  chemhcn, 
Except  to  « the  Ten,*  and  their  fsmiUan. 

MARIHA* 

WeU, 
I  knov  that  none  who  enter  there  return 
At  they  baveenter'd — many  never;  hut 
Tiiey  shall  not  balk  my  entrance. 

MKIUfO. 

AlasI  this 
Is  but  to  expose  yonisctf  to  hanh  rqwlse. 
And  wone  wuprnsr. 

Miliar. 
Who  shall  oppose  me? 

HBIIMO. 

They 
Whose  dnty  't  is  to  do  so. 

MAaill4. 

T  is  t^ir  duty 
To  trample  on  all  human  feelings,  ail 
Ties  which  bind  man  to  man,  to  emulate 
The  fiends,  who  will  one  day  requite  them  an 
Variety  of  torturing  I    TeC  I  'U  pass. 


It  is  impossible. 

MABINA. 

That  shall  be  tried. 
Dmpair  defies  even  despotism  :  there  is 
That  in  my  heart  would  make  its  way  through  hosts 
With  lerell'd  spears;  and  think  you  a  few  jailors 
Shall  pot  me  feom  my  path?    Give  me,  then,  way; 
This  is  the  Doge's  palace ;  I  am  wife 
Of  the  Duke's  son,  the  innoceni  Duke's  son, 
And  they  shall  hear  this! 

HaHHO. 

It  will  only  senre 
More  to  exasperate  his  judges. 

MAKIHA. 

What 
An  judges  who  gire  way  to  anger?  they 
Who  do  so  are  assassins.    Give  me  way. 

[Exit  MAamA. 

•MATOB. 

Poor  lady! 

HaMMO. 

T  is  mere  desperation;  slie 
Will  not  be  admitted  o'er  the  threshold. 


And 
Even  if  she  be  so,  cannoc  save  her  husband. 
But,  see,  the  officer  retnrna. 

[The  off cer  passes  over  die  stage  wiOi  another  person. 

MBMHO. 

I  hardly 


Thought  that  •  the  Ten  a  had  even  this  touch  of  pity, 
Or  would  permit  aasislanee  to  the  sufferer. 

saasToa. 
IHiy!  Is  't  pity  to  reeal  to  feeliog 
The  wretch  too  happy  lo  escape  to  death 
By  the  compassionate  trance,  poor  nature's  last 
Resource  againa  the  tyranny  of  pain) 

MSMHO. 

1  marvel  they  condemn  him  not  ai  onae. 

saRAToa. 
That  *8  not  their  policy:  they  *d  have  him  live. 
Because  he  fears  not  death;  and  banish  him. 
Because  all  earth,  except  his  native  land. 
To  liim  is  one  wide  prison,  and  each  brsath 
Of  foreign  air  he  draws  seems  a  slow  poison, 
Consuming  but  not  killing. 


Grcumstance 
Confirms  his  crimes,  but  he  avows  them  not. 

saaAToa. 
None,  save  the  letter;  which,  he  says,  was  written, 
Address'd  to  Mibn  s  dnke,  in  the  full  knowlodgs 
That  it  would  fell  into  the  senate's  hands. 
And  thus  he  should  be  rsconvey'd  to  Venice. 

mMMO. 
But  as  a  culprit. 

aanAToa* 
Tes,  bnt  to  his  country  : 
And  that  was  all  he  sought-^-so  he  avonches . 


The  accusation  of  the  bribes  was  proved. 

saRAToa. 
Not  cleariy,  and  the  charge  of  homicide 
Has  been  anoull'd  by  the  death-bed  confesMoo 
Of  Nicolas  Erisio,  who  alew  the  late 
Chief  of  « the  Tea.» 


Then  why  not  clear  ham? 

SMATOn. 

They  ought  to  anawer ;  for  it  u  well  known 

That  Almnro  Donato,  as  I  said. 

Was  slain  by  Eriixo  for  privaia  vengeance. 


Ttiat 


There  roust  be  more  in  this 

The  apparent  crimes  of  the  accused  discU 

But  here  come  two  of  •  the  Ten;*  let  us  retire. 

[Exennt  Memmo  and  Senator. 

Enter  Losidaro  and  BAsaAaico. 

SAaaABiao  {addres$in§  LoaaoARo). 
That  were  too  much:  believe  me,  't  was  not  meet 
The  trial  should  go  further  at  this  moment. 

lotaoAHo. 
And  so  the  Council  must  break  up,  and  Justice 
Pause  in  her  full  career,  because  a  woman 
Breaks  in  on  our  deliberations! 

BAaaAai«o. 
No, 
That  *s  not  the  cause;  you  saw  the  prisoner's  sute. 

LOIBOAIIO* 

And  had  he  not  recover  d? 

BAaaAttoo. 
To  relapse 
Upon  the  least  renewal. 
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LOnCDANO. 

T  was  not  tried. 

BAKBABIGO. 

T  is  vaia  to  murmur;  the  majority 
la  council  were  against  you. 

LOKEOANO. 

Tlianks  to  you,  sir, 
And  the  old  ducal  dotard,  who  combined 
The  worthy  voices  which  o'erruled  my  own. 

BAIBAHIGO. 

1  am  a  judge;  but  must  confess  that  part 
Of  our  stern  duty,  which  prescribes  the  Question, 
And  bids  us  sit  and  see  its  sharp  infliction, 
Makes  me  wish—— 

LOKBDANO. 

What? 

BARBABI60. 

That  you  would  sometimes  feel, 
As  I  do  always. 

LOREDANO. 

Go  to !  you  're  a  child  * 
Infirm  of  feeling  as  of  purpose,  blown 
About  by  every  breath,  shook  by  a  sigh, 
And  meltpd  by  a  tear — a  precious  judge 
For  Venice  !  and  a  worthy  statesman  to 
Be  partner  in  my  policy! 

BABBABICO. 

He  shed 
No  tears. 

LOREDANO. 

He  cried  out  twice. 

BARBARIGO. 

A  saint  had  done  so, 
Even  with  the  crown  of  glory  in  his  eye, 
At  such  inhuman  artifice  of  pain 
As  was  forced  on  him  :  but  he  did  not  cry 
For  pity — not  a  word  nor  groan  escaped  him; 
And  those  two  shrieks  were  not  in  supplication. 
But  wrung  from  pangs,  and  follow'd  by  no  prayers. 

LORLD^NO. 

He  mutter'd  many  times  between  his  teeth, 
But  inarticulately. 

BABBARIGO. 

That  I  heard  not; 
You  stood  more  near  him. 

LOREDi.'XO. 

I  did  so. 

BARBABIGO. 

Alethought, 
To  my  surpri<;e  too,  you  were  touch'd  with  mercy- 
And  wore  the  first  to  call  out  for  assistance 
When  he  was  failing. 

LOREDANO. 

I  believed  that  swoon 
His  last. 

n^RRARIGO. 

And  li.i\c  I  not  oft  heard  ihee  name 
His  and  his  fathers  death  your  nearest  wish  ? 

I.ORKDANO. 

If  he  dies  innocent,  that  is  to  say. 

With  his  guilt  unavow'd,  he  'II  be  lamented. 

BARR^RIGO. 

What!  wouldst  thou  slay  hi«  memory? 

LOREDAMO. 

Would^t  thou  havr 


His  stale  descend  to  his  children,  as  it  must, 
If  he  die  unattainted? 

BARBARIGO. 

War  with  them  too? 

LOREDANO. 

with  all  their  house,  till  theirs  or  mine  are  nothing. 

BABBARIGO. 

And  the  deep  agony  of  his  pale  wife. 
And  the  repress'd  convulsion  of  the  high 
And  princely  brow  of  his  old  father,  which 
Broke  forth  in  a  slight  shuddering,  though  rarely, 
Or  in  some  clammy  drops,  soon  wiped  away 
In  stern  serenity;  these  moved  you  not? 

[Exit  LOBEOANO. 

He  's  silent  in  his  hate,  as  Foscari 

Was  in  his  suffering;  and  the  poor  wretch  moved  me 

More  by  his  silence  than  a  thousand  outcries 

Could  have  effected.     T  was  a  dreadful  sight 

When  his  distracted  wife  broke  through  into 

The  hall  of  our  tribunal,  and  beheld 

What  we  could  scarcely  look  upon,  long  used 

To  such  .Nights.     I  must  think  no  more  of  this, 

Lest  I  forget  in  this  compas.sion  for 

Our  foes  their  former  injuries,  and  lose 

The  hold  of  vengeance  Loredano  plans 

For  him  and  me;  but  mine  would  be  content 

With  less<-r  retribution  than  he  thirsts  for, 

And  I  would  mitigate  his  dee|)er  haired 

To  milder  thoughts  ;  but,  for  the  present,  Foscari 

Has  a  short  hourly  respite,  granted  at 

The  instance  of  the  elders  of  the  Council, 

Moved  doubtless  by  his  wife's  appearance  in 

The  hall,  and  his  own  sufferings. — Lo!  they  come: 

How  feeble  and  forlorn  !     I  cannot  bear 

To  look  on  them  again  in  this  extremity : 

I  '11  hence,  and  try  to  soften  Loredano. 

[Exit  Barbabigo. 


ACT  II. 

SCKNE  I. 

/4  Hall  in  the  Doge's  Palace. 

The  DoGE  and  a  Senator. 

SENATOR. 

Is  it  your  pleasure  to  sign  the  report 
Now,  or  postpone  it  till  lo-niorrow? 

nOGE. 

Now; 
I  ovorlook'd  it  yetlerday:  it  wants 
Blerely  the  signature.     Givf  me  the  pen — 

[The  Doge  sits  down  and  signs  the  pttpcr. 
There,  signor. 

SENATOR  (Inokinfj  fit  the  paper). 
You  have  forgot ;  it  is  not  »ignd. 
duge. 
Not  sij;n  <l  ?     Ah,  I  perceive  my  eyes  begin 
To  wax  more  weak  with  ago  !     I  did  not  see 
That  I  had  dipp  d  the  pen  without  effect. 
SENATOR  {dippinq  the  pen  into  the  iiiA,  and  pUiiiny  the 

pape  r  Info  re  the  Does.). 
Your  hand,  too,  shakes,  my  lord:  allow  me,  thus— 

UOUE. 

T  is  done,  I  thank  you. 
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ftUI4TOI. 

Thitt  the  ict  confinn'd 
By  yoa  and  by  ■  dM  Ten,*  give*  peaea  lo  Vanice. 

DO«K. 

T  it  Ioa0  siace  the  enjoy'd  it :  may  it  be 
As  long  ere  she  KMune  her  armc ! 

■niATOl. 

T  u  almott 
Thirty-lbar  yean  of  nearly  ceaeele»  waifue 
Wicb  the  Turk,  or  the  powers  of  Italy ; 
The  state  had  need  of  I 


No  donbt  : 
I  feond  her  qneen  of  ocean,  and  I  leave  her 
Lady  of  Lombardy  :  it  is  a  comfort 
That  I  have  added  to  her  diadem 
The  gems  of  Bresda  and  RaTcnna ;  Gnrna 
And  Beifsmo  no  less  are  hers :  her  realm 
By  land  has  grovn  by  thos  ranch  in  my  reign, 
While  her  sea-sway  has  not  shmnk. 

SBMATOa. 

T  is  most  true, 
And  merits  aH  onr  coaatry's  graiitnde. 

INMK. 

Perhaps  so. 

SBNATOa. 

Which  shoold  be  made  manifest. 


I  have  not  mmphin'd,  sir. 

saasToa. 
My  good  lord,  fwgive  me. 


For  what? 


SBNATOl. 

My  heart  bleeds  for  yon. 

DOOI. 


For  Ae,sigttor7 


Aadforyoar— 


Slop! 


SBMATOa. 
DOOB. 


saasToa. 

It  most  have  way,  my  lord 
1  havo  loo  maay  dniias  towards  yon 
And  all  your  bouse,  for  present  kindnns, 
Not  to  feel  deeply  for  yonr  son. 

OOOB. 

Was  this 
In  your  commission  7 

SSRATOt. 

What,  my  lord  ? 

DO«S. 

This  pratde 
Of  things  yon  know  not :  but  the  treaty  's  sign'd  ; 
Retnm  with  it  to  them  who  lem  you. 

SERATOl. 

I 

Obey.    I  had  in  charge,  too,  from  the  Gonncil 
That  yon  would  fix  an  hour  far  their  re-union. 

DOOB. 

Say,  when  they  wiU->now,  even  at  this  moment. 
If  it  lo  please  them  :  I  am  the  sUte's  servant 

SBRATOB. 

They  would  aceord  some  time  for  your  repose. 

DOOB. 

1  have  no  repose,  that  is,  none  which  shall 


The  loss  of  an  boar's  time  unto  the  state. 

Let  them  meet  when  they  will,  I  shall  be  found 

Whtf  i  should  be,  and  whmt  I  have  been  ever. 

[Exit  Sbnatob. 
[The  DooK  rtwuiins  in  sUence, 

Bmter  an  Attendant. 


attbxdabt. 


frince! 


Say  OB. 

ATTBaOART. 

The  iUnstriottS  lady  Foscari 
Bequests  an  andience. 

DOOB. 

Bid  her  enter.    Poor 
Marina!  [ExU  Jtiendmni. 

[The  DooB  reaMJni  in  stienc«a«  before. 

Enter  Mabiha. 

■AURA. 

1  have  ventured,  father,  on 
Your  privacy. 

BOOB. 

I  have  none  from  you,  my  child. 
Command  my  tame,  when  not  commanded  by 
The  •(ate. 

MABIRA. 

I  wkh'd  to  speak  to  you  of  ktm. 


Yonr  husband  7 

■ABIRA. 

And  your  son. 

DOOB. 

Proceed,  my  daughter ! 

MABIRA. 

I  had  obtaio'd  permission  from  «  the  Ten  » 
To  attend  my  husband  for  a  limited  number 
Of  boon. 


You  had  so. 

MABIRA. 

T  is  revoked. 

OOOB. 

By  whom7 

■ABIRA. 

« The  Ten.B— When  we  bad  reached  «  the  Bridge  of 

Sighs,. 
Which  I  prepared  to  pOM  with  Foaeari, 
The  gloomy  guardian  of  that  passage  first 
Demurr'd ;  a  messenger  was  teat  back  to 
«  The  Ten ;»  but  as  the  court  no  longer  sate, 
And  no  permission  bad  been  given  io  writing, 
I  was  thrust  back,  with  the  assurance  that 
Until  that  high  tribunal  re-assembled. 
The  dungeon-walls  must  still  divide  us. 

DOOB. 

True, 
The  form  has  been  omitted  in  the  haste 
With  which  the  court  adjoum'd;  and,  till  it  meets, 
T  is  dubious. 

MA  Bin  A. 
TUl  it  meeu!  and  when  it  aieeU, 
They  II  torture  him  again;  and  he  and  I 
Must  purchase,  by  renewal  of  the  rack, 
The  interview  of  husband  and  of  wife, 
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The  holiest  tie  beneath  the  heavens?— Oh  God? 
Dost  thou  sec  this? 

DOGI. 

Child— child 

MABINA  (abruptly). 

Call  me  not  4t  child !» 
You  soon  will  have  no  children— you  deserve  none— 
You,  who  can  talk  thus  calmly  of  a  son 
In  circumstances  which  would  call  forth  tears 
Of  blood  from  Spartans !    Though  these  did  not  weep 
Their  boys  who  died  in  battle,  is  it  written 
That  they  beheld  them  perish  piecemeal,  nor 
Stretch'd  forth  a  hand  to  save  them ! 

DOCK. 

You  behold  me : 
I  cannot  weep — I  would  I  could ;  but  if 
Each  white  hair  on  this  head  were  a  young  life, 
This  ducal  cap  the  diadem  of  earth, 
This  ducal  ring  with  which  I  wed  the  waves 
A  talisman  to  still  them— I  'd  give  all 
For  him. 

MABINA. 

With  less  he  surely  might  be  saved. 

DOGE. 

That  answer  only  shows  you  know  not  Venice. 
Alas !  how  should  you  ?  she  knows  not  herself. 
In  all  her  myslcry.    Hear  me — they  who  aim 
At  Foscnri,  aim  no  less  at  his  father; 
The  sire's  de-^iruction  would  not  save  the  son  ; 
They  work  by  different  means  to  the  same  end. 
And  that  is but  they  have  not  conquer'd  yet. 

■LARINA. 

But  they  have  crush'd. 

DOGE. 

Nor  crush'd  as  yet — I  live. 

MARINA. 

And  your  son— how  long  will  he  live? 

DOGE. 

I  trust, 
For  all  that  yet  is  past,  as  many  years 
And  happier  than  his  father.    The  rash  boy 
With  womanish  impatience  to  return, 
Ilaili  ruin'd  all  by  that  detected  letter ; 
A  liic,h  rrinie,  which  F  neither  can  deny 
Nor  palliate,  as  parent  or  as  duke ; 
Had  he  but  borne  a  little,  little  longer 

His  Caudioie  rxile,  I  had  hopes he  has  qucnch'd 

them — 
He  must  return. 

MABINA. 

To  exile? 

DOGE. 

I  have  said  it. 

MARINA. 

And  can  I  not  go  with  him  ? 

DOGE. 

You  well  know 
This  prayer  of  yours  was  twice  denied  before 
By  (he  assembled  «  Ten ;»  and  hardly  now 
Will  be  accorded  to  a  third  request. 
Since  aggra\aied  errors,  on  the  part 
Of  your  lord,  renders  them  still  more  austere. 

MARINA. 

Austere?    Atrocious!    The  old  human  fiends, 
Willi  one  foot  in  the  grave,  with  dim  eyes,  strange 
To  lears,  save  drops  of  dotage;  with  long  while 


And  scanty  hairs,  and  shaking  hands,  and  heads 
As  palsied  as  their  hearts  are  hard, — they  council. 
Cabal,  and  put  men's  lives  out,  as  if  hfc 
W>re  no  more  than  the  feelings  long  extinguuird 
In  their  accursed  bosoms. 

DOGE. 

You  know  not 

MARINA. 

I  do — I  do — and  so  should  you,  methinks — 

That  these  are  demons ;  could  it  be  else  that 

Men,  who  have  been  of  women  born  and  suckled — 

Who  have  lov'd,  or  talk'd  at  least  of  love — have  given 

Their  hands  in  sacred  vows — have  danced  their  babes 

Upon  their  knees,  perhaps  have  mourn'd  above  them 

In  pain,  in  peril,  or  in  death — who  are, 

Or  were  at  least  in  seeming  human,  could 

Do  as  they  have  done  by  yours,  and  you  yourself, 

Fou,  who  abet  them  ? 

DOGE. 

I  forgive  this,  for 
You  know  not  what  you  say. 

MARIxfA. 

Fou  know  it  well. 
And  feel  it  nothing. 

DOGE. 

I  have  borne  so  much, 
That  words  have  ceased  to  shake  me. 

MABINA. 

Oh,  no  doubt! 
You  have  seen  your  son's  blood  dow,  and  your  flesh  shook 

not; 
And,  after  that,  what  are  a  woman's  words? 
No  more  than  woman's  tears,  that  they  should  shake 

you. 

DOGE. 

Woman !  this  clamorous  grief  of  thine,  I  tell  thee, 
Is  no  more  in  the  balance  weigh'd  with  that 
Which but  I  pity  ilicc,  ray  poor  Marina ! 

MARINA. 

Pity  my  husband,  or  I  cast  it  from  me ; 
Pily  thy  son !  Thou  pity ! — "t  is  a  word 
Strange  to  thy  heart — how  came  it  on  tliy  lips  ? 

DOGE. 

I  must  bear  these  reproaches,  though  they  wrong  mc. 
Couldst  ihou  but  read 

MARINA. 

'T  is  not  upon  thy  brow. 
Nor  in  ihine  eyes,  nor  in  thine  acts ;  where,  then. 
Should  I  behold  this  sympathy  ?  or  shall? 

DOGK  (pointing  tlownwards). 
There ! 

MARINA. 

In  the  earth? 

DOGE. 

To  which  I  am  tending :  when 
It  lies  upon  this  heart,  far  lighiher,  though 
Loaded  with  marble,  than  the  ihoiights  which  press  it 
Now,  you  will  know  mc  belter. 

MARINA. 

Are  you,  then. 
Indeed,  thus  to  be  pitied  ? 

UOGE. 

Pitied  !    None 
Shall  ever  use  that  base  word,  with  which  men 
Clok<'  lluir  >owl  s  hoarded  triumph,  as  a  Hi  one 
To  nnnijlo  wilh  my  name  ;  that  name  shall  be. 
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A«  far  M  /  have  borne  il,  what  it  was 
When  I  raecsved  iL 

MAaiMA. 

Bot  for  the  poor  childreo 
Of  him  tboa  canst  not,  or  tboa  wilt  not  save : 
You  were  the  last  to  hear  iL 

DOOB. 

Would  it  were  io! 
Better  for  him  he  never  had  been  bora, 
Better  for  me.— I  have  seen  oar  house  dishononr'd. 

MABIHA. 

That  *s  fisbe!  A  truer,  nobler,  tmstier  heart. 
More  loving,  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 
Within  a  hnamn  breast.    I  would  not  chaise 
My  exiled,  peneculed,  nsangled  bu«band, 
Oppress'd  but  not  disgraced,  cmsb'd,  overwhelm'd. 
Alive,  or  dead,  for  prince  or  paladin 
In  story  or  in  foble,  vritb  a  world 
To  back  his  suit.    IMsbonour'd!~ike  dishonoor'd ! 
I  tell  (bee,  Doge,  't  is  Venice  is  dishonour  d ; 
His  name  shall  be  her  foulest,  worst  reproach, 
For  what  he  suffers,  not  for  what  he  did. 
T  i»  ye  who  are  all  traitors,  tyrant ! — ye ! 
Did  yon  but  love  yoor  eountry  like  this  victim, 
Who  totieri  back  in  chains  to  tortures,  and 
Submits  to  afl  things  rather  than  to  exile, 
Yoa  'd  fling  yoorselves  before  him,  and  implore 
Bis  grace  for  your  enormous  guilt. 


He 

Indeed  all  yon  have  said.    I  better  bore 
The  deaths  of  the  two  sons  Heaven  took  from  me 
Than  Jacopo's  disgrace. 

MAIINA. 

That  word  again  T 

DOOt. 

Has  he  not  been  condemn'd  ? 

MAaillA. 

Is  none  but  guilt  so  ? 
ndOB. 
Time  may  restore  bis  memory — I  would  hope  so. 

He  vras  my  pride,  my but 't  is  useless  now— 

I  .-im  not  given  to  tears,  but  wept  for  joy 
Wboi  he  was  bom :  those  drops  were  ominous. 

MAXINA. 

I  say  he's  innocent:  and,  were  he  not  so, 
Is  onr  ovm  blood  and  kin  to  shrink  from  us 
In  fotsl  moments  T 

DO«l. 

I  shrank  not  from  him : 
But  I  have  other  duties  than  a  fathers, 
The  state  would  not  dispense  me  from  those  duties; 
Tvrice  I  demanded  it,  but  was  refused ; 
They  must  then  be  fulfilfd. 

Mmier  an  AUendanL 

ATTXNDART. 

A  message  from 
«The  Ten.* 

DOGB. 

Who  bears  it? 

ATTBRDANT. 

Noble  Loredano. 

DOGB. 

He !— bat  admit  him.  [Exit  Attendant 


MABIMA. 

Must!  then  retire T 

DOOB. 

Perhaps  it  is  not  raqnisiie,  if  this 

Concerns  your  hnsband,  and  if  not*— Wei,  signor. 

Your  pleasure !  [  To  Lobboaro  entmns, 

BORB»ANO. 

I  bear  that  of  « the  Ten.» 

OOOB. 

They 
Have  chosen  well  their  envoy. 

LOBBDAKO. 

'TistfbetVchoioa 
Which  leads  ma  here. 

DOGB. 

It  does  their  wisdom  honour, 
And  no  leas  to  their  courtesy.— Proceed. 

LOBBDANa 

We  have  decided. 


We? 

LOBBDAIVO. 

«  The  Ten*  in  eooneil. 

DOOB. 

What!  have  they  net  again,  and  met  withoat 
Apprising  me  I 

LOBBDAJIO. 

They  wish'd  to  spare  your  feelings, 
No  less  than  a|^ 


That 's  new— when  spared  they  either  ? 
I  thank  them,  notwithstanding. 

tOBBDAirO. 

Yon  know  vrelt 
That  they  have  pos^r  to  act  at  their  discretion, 
With  or  vrithout  the  presence  of  the  Doge. 

DOOB. 

T  is  some  yean  since  I  leam'd  this,  long  before 
I  became  Doge,  or  dream'd  of  such  advancement. 
You  need  not  school  me,  signor :  I  Mte  in 
That  council  when  yon  were  a  young  patrician. 

LOBBDANO. 

True,  in  my  fiither's  time;  I  have  heard  him  and 
The  admiral,  his  brother,  say  as  much. 
Your  highness  may  remember  them:  they  both 
Died  suddenly. 

BOOB. 

And  if  they  did  so,  better 
So  die  than  live  on  lingeringly  in  pain. 

LOBBDANO. 

No  doubt!  yet  most  men  like  to  live  their  days  oat. 

OOOB. 

And  did  not  they? 

LOBBDAirO. 

The  grave  knows  best:  they  died. 
As  I  said,  suddenly. 

DOOB. 

Is  that  so  strange, 
That  you  repeat  (he  word  emphatically? 

LOBBDANO. 

So  hr  from  strange,  that  never  was  there  death 
in  ray  mind  half  so  natural  as  theirs. 
Think  you  not  so  ? 

DOOB. 

What  should  I  think  of  morUls? 


336 


BYRON'S  WOKKS. 


LOREDANO. 

That  they  iiavc  mortal  foes. 

DOGE. 

I  understand  you : 
Your  sires  were  mine,  and  you  are  heir  in  all  things. 

LOREDANO. 

You  best  know  if  I  should  be  so. 

DOG  I. 

I  do. 
Your  fathers  were  my  foes,  and  I  have  heard 
Foul  rumours  were  abroad ;  I  have  also  read 
Their  cp^aph,  attributing  their  dcatlis 
To  poison.     T  is  perhaps  as  true  as  most 
Inscriptions  upou  tombs,  and  yet  no  less 
A  fable. 

LOREDANO. 

Wlio  dares  say  so  I 

DOGE. 

I!— Tis  true 
Your  Others  were  mine  enemies,  as  bitter 
As  their  son  e'er  can  be,  and  I  no  less 
Was  theirs;  but  I  was  openly  their  foe: 
I  never  work'd  by  plot  in  council,  nor 
(labal  in  commonwealth,  nor  secret  means 
Of  practise  against  life  by  steel  or  drug. 
The  proof  is,  your  existence. 

LOREDANO. 

I  fear  not. 

DOGE. 

You  have  no  cause,  being  what  I  am ;  but  were  I 
That  you  would  liave  me  thought,  you  long  ere  now 
Were  past  the  sense  of  fear.     Hate  on  ;  I  care  not. 

LOREDANO. 

I  never  yet  knew  that  a  noble's  Hfc 
In  Venice  had  to  dread  a  Doge's  frown, 
That  is,  by  open  means. 

DOGE. 

But  I,  good  signor. 
Am,  or  at  least  was,  more  than  a  mere  duke, 
In  blood,  in  mind,  in  means;  and  that  they  know 
Who  dreaded  to  elect  me,  and  have  since 
Striven  all  they  dare  to  weigh  me  down  :  be  sure, 
Before  or  since  that  period,  had  I  held  you 
At  so  much  price  as  to  require  your  absence, 
A  wonl  of  mine  had  set  such  spirits  to  work 
As  would  have  made  you  nothing.     But  in  all  things 
I  have  observed  the  strictest  reverence; 
Nor  for  the  laws  alone,  for  those  you  have  strain'd 
(I  do  not  speak  of  you  but  as  a  single 
Voice  of  the  many)  somewhat  beyond  what 
I  could  enforce  for  my  authority 
Were  I  disposed  to  brawl ;  but,  as  I  s.iid, 
I  have  observed  with  veneration,  like 
A  priest's  for  the  high  altar,  even  unto 
The  sacrifice  of  my  own  blood  and  quiet. 
Safety,  and  all  save  honour,  the  decrees, 
The  health,  the  pride,  and  welfare  of  the  state. 
And  now,  sir,  to  your  business. 

LOREDANO. 

T  is  decreed, 
That,  without  farther  repetition  of 
The  Ouesiion,  or  continuance  of  the  trial. 
Which  only  tends  to  show  how  stubborn  guilt  is 
(«  The  Ten,»  dispensing  with  the  stricter  law 
Which  still  prescribes  the  Question  till  a  full 
Confession,  and  the  prisoner  partly  ha\ing 


.Avow'd  his  crime,  in  not  denying  that 

The  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Milan's  his), 

James  Foscari  return  to  banishment. 

And  sail  in  the  same  galley  which  convey'd  him. 

MARINA. 

Thank  God !  At  least  they  will  not  drag  him  more 
Before  that  horrible  tribunal.     Would  he 
But  tliink  so,  to  my  mind  the  happiest  doom. 
Not  he  alone,  but  all  who  dwell  here,  could 
Desire,  were  to  escape  from  such  a  land. 

DOGS. 

That  is  not  a  Venetian  thought,  my  daughter. 

MARINA. 

No,  't  was  too  human.     May  I  share  his  exile  ? 

LOREDANO. 

Of  this  «>  the  Ten»  said  nothing. 

MARINA. 

So  I  thought : 
That  were  too  human,  also.     But  it  was  not 
Inhibited? 

LOREDANO. 

It  was  not  named. 

MARINA  (to  the  doge). 

Then,  ^ther, 
Surely  you  can  obtain  or  grant  me  thus  much : 

[To  Loredano. 
And  you,  sir,  not  oppose  my  prayer  to  be 
Permitted  to  accompany  ray  husband.  . 

DOGE. 

I  will  endeavour. 

MARINA. 

And  you,  signor? 

LOREDANO. 

Lady! 
T  is  not  for  me  to  anticipate  the  pleasure 
Of  the  tribunal. 

MARINA. 

Pleasure !  what  a  word 
To  use  for  the  decrees  of 

DOGE. 

Daughter,  know  you 
In  what  a  presence  you  pronounce  these  things? 

MARINA. 

A  prince's  and  his  subject's. 

LOREDANO. 

Subject! 

MARINA. 

Oh! 

It  galls  you: — well,  you  are  his  equal,  :ls 
Vou  think,  but  that  yon  arc  not,  nor  would  be, 
Were  he  a  peasant: — well,  then,  you're  a  prince, 
A  princely  noble;  and  what  then  am  I? 

LOREDANO. 

The  offspring  of  a  noble  house. 

MARINA. 

And  wedde<i 
To  one  as  noble.     What  or  whose,  then,  is 
The  presence  that  should  silence  my  free  thoughts? 

LOr.FOVNO. 

The  presence  of  your  husband's  judges. 


noGE. 


And 


The  deference  due  even  to  the  lightest  wonl 
That  falls  from  those  who  rule  m  Venice. 

MARINi. 


Keep 
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TtKMe  ouxiott  for  your  nun  of  scared  mechanics, 

Tour  nerchaou,  your  Daloutian  and  Greek  sUve«, 

Tear  iriboUries,  your  dumb  citiaens. 

And  ouisk'd  nobiliiy«  your  sbirri,  and 

Your  spies,  your  galley  and  your  other  slave*. 

To  whom  your  midnight  carry iogs-off  and  drovniogv. 

Toar  doBseoDs  next  the  palace  roofs,  or  under 

The  water's  level;  your  mysieriouH  mrcungs. 

And  unknown  dooms,  mid  sudden  executions, 

YoSr  «  Bridge  of  Sighs,  »  your  slraiii^ling  chamber,  and 

Toor  torturing  instruments,  have  made  ye  seem 

The  beings  of  another  and  worse  world ! 

Keep  such  for  them  :  I  fear  ye  not.     1  know  ye ; 

Have  known  and  proved  your  worst,  in  the  infernni 

Procesa  of  my  poor  husTtand  !  Treat  me  as 

Ye  treated  him  : — you  did  so,  in  so  dealing 

With  him.    Then  what  ha«e  I  to  fear/rom  you, 

Even  if  I  were  of  fearful  nature,  «hich 

I  trasclam  not? 

DOCC. 

Tou  hear,  she  speaks  wildly. 

MABIMA. 

Not  wisely,  yet  not  wildly. 

LOaSDAiSO. 

Lady*,  words, 
Utter'd  within  these  walls,  I  bear  no  further 
Thsia  to  the  threshold,  saving  such  as  pas« 
Between  the  Duke  and  me  on  the  sute'a  servire 
Doge!  bsfc  you  aught  in  aoiwer? 

OOOB. 

Something  from 
The  Dofpr ;  it  may  be  also  from  a  parent. 

LOBIDARO. 

My  missioQ  lure  is  to  the  Doge. 

DOGB. 

Then  say 
The  Doge  will  chose  his  own  ambass.idor. 
Or  stale  ia  person  what  is  meet ;  ami  for 
The  fBthcr— — 

LOBEDANO. 

I  remember  Mine.— Farewell ! 
I  kits  the  bands  of  the  illustrious  lady. 
And  bow  me  to  the  Duke. 

[Exit  LOBBDA«IO. 
MIBIMA. 

Are  yon  content* 

DOOB. 

I  am  what  yon  behold. 

XABIIU. 

And  that's  a  mystery. 

OOOB. 

AU  things  are  so  to  mortals  r  who  can  read  them 
Save  he  who  made  ?  or,  if  they  can,  the  few 
And  gifted  spirits,  who  have  studied  long 
That  loathsome  volum^^man,  and  pored  upon 
Those  black  and  bloody  leaves,  his  heart  and  brain, 
Bat  learn  a  magic  which  recoib  upon 
The  adept  who  pursues  it :  all  the  sins 
We  find  in  others,  future  made  our  own ; 
All  our  advantages  are  those  of  fortune; 
Birth,  wealth,  health,  beauty,  are  her  accidents, 
And  when  we  cry  out  against  fiite,  't  were  well 
We  should  remember  fortune  can  take  nought 
Save  what  she  gave — the  rest  was  nakedness, 
And  lusts,  and  appetites,  and  vanities. 
The  universal  heritage,  to  battle 


With  as  we  may,  and  least  in  humblest  suiions. 

Where  hunger  swallows  all  in  one  low  want, 

And  the  oHfjinal  ordinance,  that  man 
I  .Must  sweat  for  his  poor  pittance,  keeps  all  passions 
,  Aloof,  save  fear  of  famine !  All  is  low. 

And  f  jlse,  and  hollow—clay  from  first  to  last. 

The  prince's  urn  no  less  than  potter's  vessel. 

Our  fame  is  in  men's  breath,  our  lives  upon 

I..ess  than  their  breath;  our  durance  upon  davs, 
j  Our  days  on  seasons ;  our  whole  bciug  on 
'  Somethiot;  which  is  not  us  ! — So,  we  are  slaves, 
I  The  |;rc.ntcst  as  the  meanest — nothing  rests 
I  L'pon  our  will;  the  will  itself  no  less 

Depends  upon  a  straw  th.«a  on  a  storm; 

A04I  when  we  think  we  lead,  we  are  most  led. 

And  still  towards  death,  a  thing  which  comes  as  much, 
i  Wiilioul  our  act  or  choice,  as  birth;  so  that 

Meihinks  we  must  have  sinn  d  in  some  old  world. 

And  Ait  is  hell :  the  best  is,  that  it  is  not 

Ivicroal. 


MARINA. 

Tbc«e  are  things  we  cannot  judge 
On  earlk 


006B. 
And  how  tlieo  shall  we  judge  each  other. 
Who  are  all  earth,  and  I,  who  am  call'd  upon 
I  To  judge  my  son  ?  I  have  administer'd 
,  My  country  fiiithfuHy— victoriously — 
I  dare  them  to  the  proof,  the  chart  of  what 
She  was  and  is:  my  reign  has  double  realms; 
And,  in  reward,  the  gratitude  of  Venice 
!  (las  left,  or  is  about  to  leave,  m«  single. 

MABIlfA. 

(  And  Foscari  7     I  do  not  think  of  snch  things, 
;  So  I  be  left  with  him. 

I  DOOB. 

I  You  shall  be  so; 

'  Thus  much  they  cannot  well  deny. 

MABIICA. 

And  if 
They  should,  I  will  fly  with  him. 

DOCB. 

That  can  ne'er  be. 
And  whither  would  yon  fly? 

MABINA. 

I  know  not,  reck  not— 
To  Syria,  Egypt,  to  the  Ottoman— 
Any  where,  where  we  might  respire  unfelter'd. 
And  live,  nor  girt  by  spies,  nor  liable 
To  edicts  of  inquisitors  of  state. 

DOOB. 

What,  wouldst  thou  have  a  renegade  for  husband. 
And  turn  him  into  traitor  T 

MABIRA. 

He  is  none ; 
The  country  is  the  traitress,  which  tlinists  forth 
Her  best  and  bravest  from  her.     Tyranny 
Is  far  the  worst  of  treasons.     Dost  thou  deem 
None  rebels  except  subjecu?  The  prince  who 
Neglects  or  violates  his  trust  is  more 
A  brigand  than  the  robber-chief. 

DOOB. 

I  cannot 
Charge  roe  with  such  a  breach  of  faith. 

MABINA. 

No ;  tltou 
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Obsrrvcst,  obey'fii,  such  laws  as  make  old  Draco's 
A  code  oF  mercy  by  comparison. 

DOGE. 

I  foond  the  law;  I  did  not  make  it,     Wrre  I 
A  subject,  still  I  might  find  parts  and  portions 
Fit  for  amendment;  but,  as  prince,  I  never 
Would  chnnge,  for  the  sake  of  my  house,  the  charter 
Loft  by  our  fathers. 

MARIKA. 

Did  they  make  it  for 
The  ruin  of  ihcir  children  ? 

DOGE. 

Under  such  laws,  Venice 
lias  risen  to  what  she  is — a  slate  to  rival 
In  deeds,  and  days,  and  sway,  and,  let  me  add, 
In  niory  (for  we  have  h:id  Roman  spirits 
Amongst  us),  all  that  hit-tory  has  bequeath'd 
Of  Kome  and  Carthage  in  their  best  timcSj  when 
The  people  sway'd  by  senates. 

MARINA. 

Rather  say, 
Groan'd  under  the  stem  oligarchs. 

DOGB. 

Perhaps  so; 
fiut  yet  subdued  the  world:  in  such  a  state 
An  individual,  be  he  richest  of 
Such  r.ink  as  is  permitted,  or  the  meanest. 
Without  ii  name,  is  alike  nothing,  wheu 
The  policy,  irre\ocably  tending 
To  one  great  end,  must  be  maintained  in  vigour. 

Marina. 
This  means  that  you  are  more  a  Doge  than  father. 

noGC. 
It  means  I  am  more  ciiizcn  thin  either. 
If  we  had  not  for  many  centuries 
Had  thousands  of  such  citizens,  and  shall, 
1  trust,  have  still  such,  Venice  were  no  city. 

MAniNA. 

Accursed  be  the  city  whttre  the  laws 
Would  stitl'j  nature's ! 

DOGE. 

Had  I  as  many  sons 
As  I  have  years,  I  would  have  given  them  all. 
Not  without  feeling,  but  I  would  have  given  them 
To  the  state's  service,  to  fulfil  her  wishes 
On  the  tlood,  in  the  field,  or,  if  it  must  be, 
As  it,  alas!  has  been,  to  ostracism, 
Kxile,  or  chains,  or  whatsoever  worse 
She  might  decree. 

MARINA. 

And  this  is  patriotism  * 
To  me  it  seems  the  worst  barbarity. 
Let  me  seek  out  my  husband  ;  the  sage  «  Ten,  » 
Willi  all  its  jealousy,  will  hardly  war 
So  far  with  a  weak  woman  as  <leny  me 
A  moment's  access  to  his  dungeon. 

DOGE. 

I'll 
So  far  take  on  myself,  as  order  that 
You  may  be  admitted. 

MARINA. 

And  what  shall  I  say 
To  Foscari  from  his  father? 

DOGB. 

That  !  eobey 
Tlie  laws. 


MARINA. 

And  nothing  more?  Will  you  not  tee  liim 
Ere  he  depart?  It  may  be  the  last  time. 

DOGE. 

The  last !— my  boy  '.—The  last  time  I  shall  see 
Bly  last  of  children !  Tell  him  [  will  come. 

[Exeunt 


ACT  III. 

SCENE   I. 


The  Prison  o/ Jacopo  Foscari. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI    (solus). 

No  light,  save  yon  faint  gleam,  which  shows  me  walls 

Which  never  echo'd  but  to  sorrow's  sounds. 

The  sigh  of  long  imprisonment,  the  step 

Of  feet  on  which  the  iron  clank'd,  the  groan 

Of  death,  the  imprecation  of  despair  ! 

And  yet  for  this  I  have  return'd  to  Venice, 

With  some  faint  hope,  't  is  true,  that  time,  which  wears 

The  marble  down,  had  worn  away  the  hate 

Of  men's  hearts  :  but  I  knew  them  not,  and  here 

Must  I  consume  my  own,  which  never  beat 

for  Venice  but  with  such  a  yearning  as 

The  dove  has  for  her  distant  nest,  when  wheeling 

High  in  the  air  on  her  return  to  greet 

IJer  callow  brood.     What  letters  are  these  which 

[/Approaching  the  wall. 
Arescrawl'd  along  the  inexorable  wall? 
Will  the  gleam  let  me  trace  them?  Ah  !  the  names 
Of  my  sad  predecessors  in  this  place. 
The  dates  of  their  despair,  the  brief  words  of 
\  grief  too  great  for  many.     This  stone  page 
Holds  like  an  epitaph  their  history. 
And  the  poor  capiivo's  tale  is  graven  on 
Mis  dungeon  barrier,  like  the  lover's  record 
I'pon  the  bark  of  some  tall  tree,  which  bears 
His  own  and  his  beloved's  name.     Alas! 
I  recognize  some  names  familiar  to  me. 
And  blighted  like  to  mine,  which  I  will  add. 
Fittest  for  such  a  chronicle  as  this. 
Which  only  can  be  read,  as  writ,  by  wretches. 

[He  engraves  his  name. 

Enter  a  Familiar  o/k  tfie  Ten.  » 

familiar. 
I  bring  you  food. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

I  pray  you  set  it  down  ; 
I  am  past  hunger  :  but  my  lips  are  parcb'd — 
The  water ! 

FIMILIAR. 

There. 

;acopo  foscari  (after  drinking), 
I  thank  you:  1  am  better. 

FAMILIAR. 

I  am  commanded  to  inform  you  that 
Your  further  trial  is  postponed. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Till  when  T 

FAMILIAR. 

I  know  not. — It  is  also  in  my  orders 
That  your  illustrious  lady  be  admitted- 
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Ahlthey 


iImb— 1  bkd  ceMed  10  hope  ii 
EmterUx\tnA. 


MAURA. 

My  hMlMovMi! 
f  AOOM  FMCAftl  (««*nMtfM9  Jb«r). 

My  tnw  wife. 
And  only  himtd !  What  happtaeit  • 

■ABINA. 

Wc'llpwt 
Sionore. 

tAGOM  rvtCABi. 

■•v!  wmkim.  UuNi  thare •  doageonf 

■ABIRA. 

The  rack,  tb«  graw,  ■M.-My  ihliif  with  chw, 

But  tlie  tomb  last  of  all,  far  there  we  shall 

Be  tgoonm  of  each  other :  yet  I  mil 

Shara  that— all  lUiaffs  except  aew  separation; 

It  is  loo  nuch  to  have  sunrived  the  first. 

IJow  dost  ihoal  Bow  ara  those  worn  Uo^I  Aks! 

Why  do  J  «kl  Thy  palenesa 

iAODTo  rosc4ai. 

Ttsthejoy 
Of  seeing  thee  again  so  aooo,  and  lo 
Without  aipcetaacy,  i«s  sent  the  blood 
Back  to  my  heart,  and  left  ray  cheeks  like  thine. 
For  thon  art  pale  too,  my  Marina! 

MAaiMA. 

Tis 
The  gloom  of  this  eternal  cell,  which  never 
Knew  suobeam,  and  the  sailonr  snllen  glare 
Of  the  familiar's  torch,  which  seems  akin 
To  darkness  mora  than  lif^it,  by  lending  lo 
The  doDgeon  vapours  its  faitnminous  smoke, 
Which  cloud  wlkate'er  we  (;aie  on,  even  lliine  eyes — 
No,  not  thine  eyes— lliey  sparkle — how  they  sparkle ! 

JACOro  FOSCASI. 

And  thine ! — bat  I  am  blinded  by  the  torch. 

■AaiNA. 

As  T  had  been  withont  it.    Conidat  iboa  see  heraT 

lAGoro  rc»fc»Bi. 

Nothing  at  first ;  but  use  and  time  had  taught  mm 
Familiarity  with  wliat  was  darkness; 
And  the  grey  twilight  of  soeli  gliomieringv  as  * 
Glide  through  the  crevices  mode  by  (he  winds 
Was  kinder  to  mine  eyes  than  the  full  sun, 
When  gorgeously  o'ergilding  any  lowers 
Save  those  of  Venice :  but  a  moment  ara 
Tfami  earnest  hither  I  was  busy  wriliug. 

MABIIVA. 

What? 

lAcoro  roRCARi. 
My  name :  look,  'l  is  (here — recorded  nest 
The  name  nf  Irim  who  here  preceded  me. 
If  dungeon  dates  say  true. 

■AaiUA. 

And  what  of  liimt 
iAGoro  rOSCABI. 
Theae  wails  are  silent  of  men's  ends;  ll»ey  «nly 
Seem  to  hint  alirewdiy  of  (hem.  Such  stem  walla 
Were  never  piled  od  hi|;h  save  o'er  the  dead, 
Or  those  who  soon  must  be  so.— IFlbit  of  him  * 
Thou  askest.— What  timet  may  sooo  be  ask'd, 


With  the  itke  answer— ^nbc  and  drandfoi  surmise* 
Unless  ihoa  teU'at  Ay  tela. 

MAtMA. 

/  ipedb  of  thaa! 

lACOPO  rOSCABI. 

And  wherefore  not?  All  then  shall  «peak  of  me : 
The  tyranny  of  silence  is  not  lasting. 
And,  though  events  be  hidden,  just  men's  groans 
Will  burst  4«U  cerement,  even  a  living  f.rave's! 
I  do  Dot  doubt  my  memory,  but  my  life; 
And  neither  do  I  fear. 

SiABIRA. 

Thy  hfs  is  aala. 
jAooro  roscABi. 

And  liberty? 

MABIIfA. 

The  mind  should  make  its  own. 
f  ACOPO  roscAM. 
That  has  a  noble  sound ;  but  *t  it  a  aonnd, 
A  music  most  impressive^  hot  too  tranaont: 
The  mind  is  much,  but  is  not  all.    The  mind 
Hath  Dcrved  me  to  endure  the  risk  of  dealh, 
A  lid  torture  po«itive,  far  worse  than  death 
(If  denlh  he  a  deep  sleep),  without  a  groan. 
Or  with  a  cry  which  miliar  sliamad  my  judges 
Than  me ;  but 't  is  not  all,  for  ihera  an  things 
Mora  wofnl— such  as  this  small  dungaaa,  mhara 
I  may  breathe  many  years. 

MABINA. 

Alas!  and  this 
Small  dungeon  i«  all  that  belongs  10  thee 
Of  this  wide  ranlm,  of  which  thy  sire  is  priaoe. 

iACOPO  roscABi. 
That  thought  wonid  scarcely  aid  me  to  endnra  it. 
My  doom  i«  common,  many  are  in  dungeons. 
But  none  like  mine,  so  near  (heir  Esther's  palaca ; 
But  then  my  heart  is  sometimes  high,  and  hope 
Will  stream  along  those  moted  rays  of  light 
Peopled  with  duftly  atoms,  which  afford 
Our  only  day;  for,  Mve  the  jailor's  torch. 
And  a  strange  fire-fly,  which  was  quickly  canght 
Iji^t  night  in  yon  enormous  spider's  net, 
1 1  ne'er  saw  au(;ht  here  like  a  ray.     Alas! 
I  know  if  mind  may  bear  ua  up,  or  no. 
For  I  have  such,  and  sliown  it  hefora  Bfan; 
It  &iok4  in  soUiude :  my  soul  is  social. 

MABINA. 

I  will  be  with  thee. 

lACOPO  roscABi. 
Ah!  if  it  were  so! 
But  C^t  they  never  granted — nor  will  grant. 
And  I  shall  be  alone:  no  men — no  books — 
Th»te  lying  hkencsses  of  lying  men. 
I  ask'd  for  even  those  outlines  of  their  kind. 
Which  they  term  annals,  history,  what  you  will, 
Which  men  bequeath  as  portraits,  and  thay  were 
Brfu>ed  me ;  so  thp«e  walls  have  been  my  Uudy, 
More  f jithful  pictures  of  Venetian  &tory, 
With  all  tlieir  blank,  or  dismal  iia\a%  than  is 
The  ImII  not  far  from  lience,  which  bears  on  high 
llundrr<U  of  doges,  and  their  drods  and  dites. 

MABINA. 

I  come  to  (ell  thee  the  result  of  (Ix'ir 
IjMsI  oouncil  on  thy  doom. 

JACOFO  rOSCABI. 

I  know  It— look ! 


} 
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[He  points  to  his  limbs^  as  referring  to  the 
tortures  which  he  had  undergone. 

MARINA. 

No — no — no  more  of  that :  even  thcv  relent 
From  that  atrocity. 

JACOPO  roscARi. 

Wliai  then  ? 

MaRI.IA. 

That  you 
Hcturu  to  Caudia. 

JKCOl'O  FO>CARI. 

Then  my  last  hope 's  gone. 
I  could  endure  my  dungeon,  for  't  was  Venice ; 
I  could  support  the  torture — there  was  something 
In  my  native  air  that  huoy'd  my  spirits  up. 
Like  a  ship  on  the  ocean  toss'd  by  storms. 
Rut  proudly  still  bestriding  the  high  waves, 
And  holding  on  its  course  :  hut  there,  afar. 
In  that  accursed  isle  of  slives,  and  capcives, 
And  unbelievers,  like  a  stranded  wreck, 
jMy  very  soul  seem'd  mouldering  in  my  bosom, 
And  piecemeal  I  shall  perish,  if  remanded. 

MARIMA. 

And  here? 

JACOPO  FOSCARt. 

At  once — by  better  means  a.s  briefer. 
What  I  would  they  even  deny  me  my  sires'  sepulchre, 
As  well  as  home  and  iieritage? 

MARINi. 

My  husband! 
1  have  sued  to  accompany  ihee  hence, 
And  not  so  hopelessly.     This  love  of  thine 
For  an  ungrateful  and  tyrannic  soil 
Is  passion,  and  not  patriotism  ;  for  me, 
S«>  I  could  see  thee  with  a  quiet  aspect. 
And  the  sweet  freedom  of  the  earth  and  air. 
I  would  not  cavil  about  climes  or  regions. 
This  crowd  of  palaces  and  prisons  is  not 
A  paradise;  its  lirst  inhabitants 
Were  wretched  exiles. 

I4COPO  FOSCAUI. 

Well  I  know  how  wretched ! 

MARINA. 

And  yet  you  sec  how  from  their  banishment 
Uefore  the  Tartar  into  these  salt  isles, 
Their  antique  energy  of  mind,  all  that 
Remain'd  of  Rome  for  their  inheritance, 
Created  by  degrees  an  ocean-Home; 
And  shall  an  evil,  which  so  often  leads 
To  good,  depress  thee  thus? 

JACOPO   F0SC\RI. 

Had  I  gone  forth 
From  my  own  laud,  like  the  old  patri;«rclis,  seeking 
Another  region,  wiih  tluir  flocks  aufl  herds; 
Il.id  I  been  cast  out  like  tiie  Jews  from  Zion, 
Or  like  our  faihen,  driven  l»v  Attila 
Fiom  fertile  Italy  to  hirren  islets, 
1  would  have  gi\en  some  tears  to  my  I<te  country. 
And  many  thoughts;  but  ;ifleru:irds  ad(ilC^s«l 
Mv-iclf,  with  those  about  me,  to  create 
A  new  home  and  fresh  st.ite.  perhaps  1  could 
Have  borne  ihis — though  I  know  not. 

MARINi. 

\\  liei  cfore  not  ? 
It  v*as  the  lot  of  millions,  and  must  hi 
Tlif  fitr  of  mvriads  more. 


JACOPO  FOICARI. 

Ay — we  but  hear 
Of  the  survivors'  toil  in  their  new  lands, 
Their  numbers  and  success;  but  who  can  number 
The  hearts  which  broke  in  silence  of  that  parting, 
Or  after  their  departure;  of  that  malady  ' 
Wliich  calls  up  green  and  native  helds  to  view 
From  the  rough  deep,  with  such  identity 
To  the  poor  exile's  fever d  eye,  tliat  he 
Cni  scarcely  be  restrain d  from  treading  them? 
Tli:it  melody,'  which  out  of  tones  and  tunes 
Collects  such  pasture  for  the  longing  sorrow 
Of  the  sad  mountaineer,  when  far  away 
From  his  snow  canopy  of  cliffs  and  clouds, 
Tii.ii  lie  feeds  on  the  swcet,  but  poisonous  thought. 
And  dies.     You  call  this  weaknesi!  It  is  strength. 
I  say, — the  parent  of  all  honest  feeling. 
He  who  loves  not  his  country  can  love  nothing. 

MARINA. 

Obey  her,  then;  t  is  she  that  puts  thee  forth. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Ay,  there  it  is :  't  is  like  a  mothers  curse 
L'pon  my  soul — the  mark  is  set  upon  me. 
Tiic  exiles  you  speak  of  went  forth  by  nations. 
Their  hands  upheld  each  other  by  the  way, 
Their  tents  were  pitched  together — I  m  alone. 

MARINA. 

You  sliall  be  so  no  more — I  will  go  with  ihee. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

My  best  Mariua! — and  our  children' 

MARINA. 

They, 
I  fear,  by  the  prevention  of  the  slates 
.\blioiTent  policy  (which  holds  all  lies 
As  threads,  which  may  be  broken  at  her  pleasure). 
Will  not  be  suffer  d  to  proceed  with  us. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

And  canst  thou  leave  them  ? 

MARINA. 

Yes.  With  many  a  pang. 
But — I  can  leave  them,  children  as  they  arc. 
To  teach  you  to  be  less  a  child.     From  this 
Learn  you  to  sway  your  feelings,  when  exacted 
Rv  duties  paramount;  and  't  is  our  6rst 
On  earth  to  bear. 

JACOPO   FOSCiRI. 

Have  I  not  borne! 

MARINA. 

Too  much 

From  tyrannous  injustice,  and  enough 

To  leach  you  not  to  shrink  now  from  a  lot 

Wh'ch,  as  compared  with  what  you  have  undergone 

Of  late,  is  mercy. 

J  \copo  Fos(  xni. 

.Mil  von  ne\er  yet 
Wen-  fir  away  from  Venice,  never  saw 
Her  bcatiCiliil  lowers  in  the  re«cding  distance, 
While  c\i  TV  furrow  of  ilic  Ni-SNel's  track 
^eem  «l  j>loin;iiin;{  rlcej)  into  your  heart;  you  never 
.S.iw  il.iy  go  ilown  upon  vmir  n.itive  spiie-s 
Soeilmiv  wilh  its  gold  and  criuKon  glorv, 
.\iifl  after  die.imiog  a  ihstiirbed  vision 
Of  iheui  and  theirs,  awoke  and  found  them  not 


'   T\tr  rJil'-nliirr- 

MlitiJinj;  t'l  ill'-'  Sni'i^  .or  iin^l   IM  rlti-rl* 
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miiMA. 
I  will  divide  this  with  you.    Let  us  thiok 
Of  oar  departure  from  this  mucb-loved  city 
(Since  yoa  most  lov«  it,  as  it  seems),  sod  ihis 
Chamber  of  slate  her  grstitiule  allots  you. 
Our  children  ▼ill  be  cared  for  by  the  Doge, 
And  by  my  uncles :  we  must  sail  ere  night. 

lACOPO  rOSCASI. 

Thai  'a  sodden.    Shall  I  not  behold  my  father? 

MABINA. 

Ton  will. 


JACOPO  rOSGAlI. 


Where! 


MAIIIfA. 

Here  or  in  the  ducal  chamber- 
He  said  HOC  which.    I  would  that  yon  could  bear 
Your  exile  as  he  bears  it 

lACOPO  rOSCABI. 

Blame  him  not. 
I  sometimes  mnrmur  for  a  moment ;  but 
He  could  not  now  act  otherwise.    A  show 
Of  feeling  or  compassion  on  his  part 
Would  bave  but  drawo  upon  his  aged  head 
Suspicion  from  « the  Ten,»  and  upon  mine 
Accumnlated  ills. 

MABINA. 

Accumulated ! 
What  pangs  are  those  they  have  spared  you  f 

lACOFO  roSCABI. 

That  of  tearing 
Venice  without  beholding  him  or  yon, 
Which  might  have  been  forbidden  now,  as  't  was 
Upon  my  former  exile. 

MABIITA. 

That  is  true. 
And  thus  frtr  I  am  also  the  slate's  debtor. 
And  shall  be  more  so  when  I  sm  us  both 
Floating  on  the  free  waves.  Away— away— 
Be  it  to  the  earth's  end,  from  Ihis  abhorr'd. 
Unjust,  and— ^ 

lAcoFO  rosctBi. 
Curse  it  not.    If  I  am  silent. 
Who  dares  accuse  my  country  T 

MABtlfA. 

Men  and  angels! 
The  blood  of  myriads  reeking  up  to  hca%ea. 
The  groans  of  slaves  in  chains,  snd  men  in  dungeons. 
Mothers,  and  wives,  and  sons,  and  sires,  and  subjects. 
Held  in  the  boodage  of  ten  bald-heads ;  and 
Tliough  last,  not  least,  Cfc/  rilence.     Covldst  thou  say 
<  Aught  in  its  favour,  who  would  praise  like  ffcee  ? 

i  lACOPO  rOSCABI. 

I  Let  us  address  us  then,  since  so  it  must  be, 
I  To  oar  departure.     Who  comes  here? 

t  fater  LosBDAifO,  attended  by  familiaru 

LoBBDAMO  {to  ike  Familiara). 

Retire, 
itui  leave  the  torch.  [Exeuat  the  two  FamilMr$. 

lACOPO  rOSCABI. 

Most  welcome,  noble  signor. 
I  I  did  not  deem  ibis  poor  place  could  have  drawn 
'  Such  presence  hither. 

I  LOBBOAHO. 

T  is  not  the  first  time 
I  have  visited  these  places. 


MABIRA. 

Nor  would  be 
The  latt,  were  all  men's  merits  well  rewarded. 
Came  you  here  to  insult  us,  or  remain 
As  spy  upon  us,  or  as  hosuge  for  us  ? 

LpOBBOANO. 

Neither  are  of  my  office,  noble  lady ! 
I  am  sent  hither  to  your  husband,  to 
Announce  « the  Ten*s»  decree. 

MABINA. 

That  tenderness 
Has  been  anticipated :  it  is  known. 

tOBBDABO. 

▲show? 

MABIMA. 

I  have  inform'd  him,  not  so  gently, 
Doubtless,  as  your  nice  feelings  would  prescribe. 
The  induigence  of  your  coliea|;ues;  but  he  knew  it. 
If  you  come  for  our  thanks,  take  them,  and  hence! 
The  dungeon  gloom  is  deep  enough  without  you. 
And  full  of  reptiles,  not  less  loathsome,  though 
Tlieir  sling  is  honester. 

JACOPO  rOSGABI. 

1  pray  you,  calm  you : 
What  can  avail  such  words  ? 

MABIHA. 

To  let  him  know 
That  he  is  known. 

tOBBDARO. 

Let  the  fair  dame  preserva 
Her  bce's  privilege. 

MABINA. 

I  luve  some  sons,  sir. 
Will  ode  day  thank  you  better. 

LOBEOANO. 

You  do  well 
To  nurse  them  wisely.  Foscari— you  know 
Your  sentence,  then? 

lACOPO  rOSCABI, 

Return  to  Candia ! 

LOBBDARO. 


True— 


For  life. 


Not  long. 


JACOPO  FOSCA,BI. 
LOBBDARO. 

I  said— for  life. 

lACOPO  rOSCABI. 

Audi 
Repeat — not  long. 

LOBBDARO. 

A  year's  imprisonment 
In  Cauea— afterwards  llie  freedom  of 
The  whole  isle. 

JACOPO  rOSCABl. 

Both  the  same  to  me :  the  after 
Freedom  as  is  the  first  imprisonment. 
Is 't  true  my  wife  accompanies  me  ? 

LOBBDARO. 

Yes, 
If  she  so  will*  it- 

MABIRA. 

Who  obtain'd  that  jiKttc^  ? 

LOBBDARO. 

One  who  wars  not  with  women. 
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But  oppresses 
M'-n  ;  ho*v)irvcr,  let  him  liave  my  (hink.s 
For  tbr  only  boon  I  would  have  askti  or  rakeo 
From  him  or  &uch  as  he  is. 

LOREDA^O. 

He  receives  them 
As  lliey  are  offer  d. 

3Iay  they  thrive  ^ilh  him 
So  much  I — no  more. 

JACOrO  FOSCiRt. 

Is  this,  sir,  your  -whole  mission' 
iJrcause  'xe:  liave  brief  time  for  prepamtion, 
An<l  you  p^rneive  your  presence  tloih  cli<>quiet 
This  iadv,  of  a  bouse  nohle  as  vours. 

MARINA. 

Nobler! 

I.OREDAJJO. 

How  noblfr? 

MARtN\. 

As  more  (jencronsl 
We  say  the  >«  generous  sUedn  to  express  the  purity 
Of  hi«>  hi|;h  Iijood.     Thus  much  I  \o  leirni,  alihouijh 
V»*ru'li.iii  'uho  sec  f<;W  sft-cHs  s.ive  of  bron7f'\ 
Frotii  tlio^e  Vciifti.iiis  who  ha%e  '•kimmd  the  coists 
Of  K|;v[il,  and  her  uei[;hbour  .\r.i!>y: 
And  wiiy  iioi  s  ly  ;is  soon  «ihe  ijenerom  manft* 
If  T,m-  be  au|;hc,  it  is  in  iiuiliiics 
More  ihan  in  yars;  and  minr,  which  is  as  old 
As  yours,  is  ix-icr  in  its  produrt,  nay — 
Look  not  «.o  siern — but  (;et  you  bark,  and  pore 
Upon  your  jj/'ne.ilo|;ic  trees  most  (jrren 
Of  hM\es  and  mf»st  miuire  of  fruif;.  and  there 
l;iush  to  find  ar](-e<>(ors,  v,\\o  would  base  blush'd 
For  such  a  son — thou  rohl  inveterate  hater! 

,  JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

A^jain,  Marina  ! 

MARr^A. 
Again!  stilly  !\Iarina. 
See  you  not,  he  comes  here  to  ylul  hi*  hat- 
With  a  la*.t  look  upon  our  misery? 
Let  him  partake  it '. 

JACOPO  roscvRi. 
That  were  difHcult. 

MARINA. 

Nothing  more  easy.    He  partakes  it  now — 

Ay,  he  may  \ei|  beneath  a  marble  brow 

y\nd  sneering  lip  the  pang,  but  he  partakes  it. 

A  few  brief  words  of  truth  shame  the  devil's  servants 

No  less  than  master:  I  have  probed  his  soul 

A  moment,  as  the  eternal  fire,  ere  long, 

Will  reach  it  always.     See  how  he  shrinks  from  me! 

With  dralh,  and  cliains,  and  exile  in  his  hand 

To  scatter  ocr  his  kind  as  he  thinks  fit: 

They  are  his  weapons,  not  his  armour,  for 

I  have  pierced  him  to  the  core  of  his  cold  heart. 

I  rare  not  for  his  frowns!  We  can  but  die, 

And  he  but  live,  for  him  the  very  worst 

Of  deviinifs  :  each  day  secures  him  more 

His  teniptn  s. 

iVCOPO   lOSCARI. 

This  is  mere  insanity. 

MARINA. 

It  may  b*'  so,  and  u'/io  hach  made  ns  mnd ' 


.  LOtE0A5n>. 

Let  her  go  on;  it  irks  not  we. 

■  ARt.HA. 

Tiiai  's  fa  Is*  ! 
'  You  cam*-  h^re  to  enjoy  a  her»rtie*s  triumph 
'  tjf  cold  looks  upon  man. fold  fnefs!   You  cumc 

To  be  <ued  lo  m  »am — to  mark  our  tears 
'  .\iid  hoird  our  groans — lo  .".aie  upon  the  wreck 
'  '<^  liirh  vou  hue  made  a  prince's  »on — my  liitsbaod  ; 
■  In  shott,  to  trample  on  the  fallen — in  ofHcc 
1  The  han[;man  sinirjks  from,  as  all  men  from  Uim. 
,  How  have  vou  <^\)fn[1  We  are  wretched,  si^nor,  as 
.  Your  plots  rould  make,  and  vengeance  conid  desire  us 
{  .\nd  how  feel  you  ' 

LOREO^MO. 

As  rocks. 

MARI.VA. 

Bv  thuuder  blasted  . 
Tlu'V  fefl  not,  but  no  le<s  are  shiver  d.     Come, 
ro«.rari ;  iiovv  let  us  go,  and  leave  this  felon. 
The  sole  li:  habitant  of  >uih  a  cell. 
Which  he  his  p»'opled  often,  hut  ne'er  Edy 
Tdl  he  himacif  shall  brood  in  it  alone. 

Enter  the  ooCE. 

JACOPO   rOSCABI. 

.My  father  ! 

DOGE  [embracing  him). 
Jacopo  I  my  !>on — my  son  ! 

JACOPO    FOSCARI. 

My  father  still !   How  long  it  is  since  I 

Have  heard  thee  name  my  name — our  name! 

DOGC. 

My  boy! 

Couldst  thou  but  know 

JACOPO    FOSCARI. 

I 

'  I  rarely,  sir,  have  raurmurd. 

I  DOGE. 

!  1  feel  too  much  thou  hast  not. 

I 

i  MARI.XA. 

i  Doge,  look  there  ! 

!  [ifUe  points  to  Loseda-no. 

I  UOG  E 

I  see  the  mau — what  mean  si  thou? 

MARINA. 

(^uiion ! 

LOREOASO. 

Being 
The  virtue  which  this  noble  lady  most 
.May  practise,  she  doih  well  to  recommend  it. 

marina. 
Wretch!  't  is  no  virtue,  but  the  policy 
Of  those  who  f.iin  must  deal  perforce  with  vice; 
As  such  1  recommend  it,  as  I  would 
To  one  whose  fool  was  on  an  adder's  path. 

DOGE. 

Danghtrr,  it  is  superfluous  ;  I  have  long 
Known  Loredaiio 

I.OKf  DA  NO. 

You  mav  know  him  better. 

M  \KIVV. 

Yes  ;  worse  he  rould  not. 

J.VC'M'O    FOSCVRI. 

Failicr,  let  not  lhc&<' 
t>nr  palling  bonis  i»e  lost  in  listening  lo 
licproiiiie-i.  which  boot  nothing.     Is  it-    isii. 
Indeed,  onr  lasi  of  iii<  eiiii('s  ■" 
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You  bekoU 
Thtte  white  hain  1 

lACOPO  rOfCAll. 

And  I  fc«l»  betides, that  mifl* 
Will  oercr  be  ••  wbite.    Em  brace  me.  faclier ! 
I  loved  you  e^er — never  more  ilian  uow. 
Look  to  roy  cliiidcco — 10  your  liui  child's  childrtB : 
Let  tiiem  be  all  to  you  wliicli  he  was  once, 
And  never  be  to  you  what  I  am  now. 
May  1  noi  see  ikem  aJso? 

MAiia*. 
No — act  kere, 

I  /ACOPO  rOSCABI. 

I  They  might  behold  their  pureot  any  where. 

MiSIKA. 

I  1  would  that  Cbey  beheld  tlieir  father  ia 

{  A  place  which  would  001  miogle  fear  with  love. 

To  freeie  their  youag  blood  io  its  natural  current. 
I  Tiinr  have  fed  well,  slept  soft,  and  knew  not  that 
I  Tlieir  sire  w<ts  a  mere  hunted  ouiUw.     Well 
.  1  know  his  fate  may  one  day  be  iheir  heritage, 
'   But  let  it  ooly  be  their  ktritagg, 
!  And  not  their  present  fee.     Their  senses,  though 
I  Alive  to  love,  are  yet  awake  to  terror ; 
I  And  these  vile  damps  too«  and  yon  thick  green  wave 
j  Which  floats  above  the  place  where  we  now  stand — 
I  A  cell  so  Car  below  the  water's  level, 
I  Sending  its  pestilence  through  every  crevice, 
i  Might  strike  fhnn:  Ait  ia  not  Uieir  atmosphere, 
1  However  you — and  you — and,  roost  of  all, 
■  At  worthiest — jou^  sir,  noble  Loredaoo ! 

May  breathe  it  without  pnjudice. 

lAcoro  rofCAAi. 

I  bad  not 

Reflected  upon  this,  but  acquiesce. 
\  I  thall  depart,  then,  without  meeting  them  ? 

DOCI. 

;  Not  so:  they  shall  await  you  in  my  chamber. 

lACoro  roscAai. 
I  And  must  I  leave  them  eU? 

LoisaAiio. 

Tou  mutt. 
I  lAcoro  rosGAti. 

Not  ooaT 

UMinAlfO. 

j  They  are  tha  Slate's. 

I  thought  ihey  had  baea  miut. 

I  LOBEDAKO. 

They  are,  in  all  maternal  things. 

■ABINA. 

That  is. 
In  all  things  painfal.    If  they  're  sick,  they  will 
Re  left  to  me  to  tend  them ;  should  they  die. 
To  me  to  bury  and  to  mourn :  but  if 
Tliey  live,  they  '11  make  you  soldiers,  senators, 
Slaves.  eEiles — what  ^om  will ;  or  if  they  are 
Females  with  portions,  brides  aod  bribe*  for  nobles  ! 
Behold  the  state's  care  for  its  sons  and  mothers ! 

LOBEDAKO. 

The  hour  approaches,  and  the  wind  is  fair. 

JACOPO  rOSCABI. 

How  know  you  that  here,  where  the  genial  wind 
Ne'er  blows  in  all  its  blusieriug  freedom? 


LORBOAHO 

T  was  so 

When  I  rame  here.    The  galley  floats  within 
A  bow-sbot  of  the  «  Riva  di  Schiavoni.H 

JACOPO  rOSCABI, 

Father!  I  pray  you  to  precede  me,  and 
Prepare  my  children  to  behold  their  fether. 

000  a. 
Be  firm,  my  sou  ! 

lACOPO  rOSGABI. 

I  will  do  iny  endeavour. 

■ABIMA. 

Farewell !  at  least  to  this  detested  dnngeoo. 
And  him  to  whose  good  ofiicea  you  owe 
In  part  your  past  imprisonment. 

LoaaoAKO. 

And  present 
Liberation. 


He  speaks  truth. 

lACOPO  fOSCABb 

No  doubt:  but'tia 
Eschange  of  chains  for  heavier  chains  I  owe  hiab 
lie  knows  this,  or  he  had  not  sought  to  change  them. 
But  I  reproach  doc 

LOBIOAHO. 

The  time  narrows,  sigoor. 

JACOPO  tOSCABI. 

Alas!  I  little  thoufjht  so  liogoringly 
To  leave  abodes  like  this :  but  wlieo  I  feel 
That  every  step  I  take  even  from  this  cell. 
Is  one  away  from  \'enice,  I  look  h:ick 
Even  on  these  dull  damp  walls,  and — — 

DOCK. 

Boy !  no  tears. 

MABI5&. 

Let  them  flow  on :  ho  wept  not  on  the  rack 

To  shame  him,  and  tliey  caunot  sliame  him  now. 

Thry  will  relieve  his  heart— that  too  kind  heart — 

And  I  will  find  au  hour  to  wipe  away 

Those  te;<rs,  or  add  my  own.     I  could  weep  uow, 

But  would  not  gratify  yon  wreteh  so  hr. 

Let  us  proceed.     Doge,  lead  the  way. 

LOBKDAifO  (Co  Ifce  FrnMiliar). 

The  torch  there ! 

MABINA. 

Yes,  light  us  on,  as  to  a  funeral  pyre. 
With  Loredino  monming  like  an  heir. 

DOCE. 

My  son,  you  are  feeble :  uke  this  hand. 

JACOPO  roscABi. 

Alas! 
Must  youth  support  itself  00  age,  and  I, 
Who  ought  to  be  the  prop  0/  your*  I 

LOBBOAKO. 

Take  mine. 

MABINA. 

Touch  it  not,  Foscari ;  'l  will  sling  you.     Signor, 
Stand  off!  he  sure  that  if  a  grasp  of  yours 
Would  raise  us  from  the  gulf  wherein  we  're  plunged, 
No  hand  of  ours  would  stretch  itself  to  meet  it. 
Come,  Foscari,  uke  the  hand  tha  altar  gave  you; 
It  could  not  save,  but  vrill  support  you  ever. 

[Exeunt 
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ACT   IV. 

SCENi:  I. 

A  Hall  in  the  Ducal  Palace. 

Enter  Lobedano  and  Barbarigo. 

BABARICO. 

And  have  you  conGdcncf  in  such  a  project  * 

LOREIUNO. 

I  have. 

BARBARIGO. 

T  i.s  hard  upon  his  years. 

LOREOANO. 

Say  rather 
Kind  10  relieve  him  from  the  cares  of  state. 

DARBARIGO. 

T  will  break  liis  heart. 

I.ORKDANO. 

Ai;e  has  no  heart  to  break. 
He  has  seen  his  son" s  half  broken,  and,  except 
A  start  of  feelin(j  in  his  dunjeon,  never 
Swerved. 

BARBARIGO. 

In  his  countenance,  I  grant  you,  never : 
But  I  have  seen  him  sometimes  in  a  calm 
So  desolate,  that  llie  most  climorous  grief 
Had  nought  to  envy  him  within.     Where  is  he? 

LOREDANO. 

In  his  own  portion  of  the  palace,  with 
His  son,  and  the  whole  race  of  Foscaris. 

BARBARIGO. 

Bidding  farewell. 

LOREDANO. 

A  last — as  soon  he  shall 
Bid  to  his  dukedom. 

DVRBARIGO. 

When  embarks  the  son! 

LOREOANO. 

Forthwith — when  this  long  leave  is  taken.     T  is 
Time  to  admonish  them  a^jain. 

BARBARIGO. 

Forbear ; 
Retrench  not  from  their  moments. 

LOREDANO. 

Not  I,  now 
We  have  higher  business  for  our  own.     This  day 
Shall  be  the  last  of  the  old  Doge's  reign, 
As  the  first  of  his  son's  last  banishment ; 
And  that  is  vengeance. 

BARBARIGO. 

In  my  mind,  too  deep. 

LOREOASO. 

T  is  moderate — not  even  life  for  life,  the  rule 
Denounced  of  retribution  from  all  time: 
They  owe  me  still  ray  father's  and  my  uncle's. 

BARBARIGO. 

Did  not  the  Doge  deny  this  strongly? 

LOREDANO. 

Doubtless. 

BVRBARIGO. 

And  did  not  this  shake  your  suspicion  7 

LOREDANO. 

No, 

BARBARIGO. 

But  if  this  deposition  should  take  place, 


By  our  united  influence  in  the  council, 
It  must  be  done  with  all  the  deference 
Due  to  his  years,  his  station,  and  his  dccAs. 

LORFDANO. 

As  much  of  ceremony  as  yc  will, 

So  that  the  thing  be  done.     Yon  miy,  for  aughi 

I  care,  depute  the  Council  on  their  knees 

(Like  |{arbaros«;a  to  the  IVpe)  to  beg  him 

To  have  the  courtesy  lo  abdicate. 

DAP.BARltiO. 

What,  if  he  will  not? 


Lor.EDANO. 

We  'il  elect  anotiier, 


And  make  him  null. 


DARBARIGO. 

But  will  the  laws  uphold  us? 

LOREDVNO. 

W^hat  law  s  ?— «The  Tenn  are  laws :  and  if  they  were  not, 
I  will  be  legislator  in  this  business. 

BARBARIGO. 

At  your  own  peril? 

LOREDANO. 

There  is  none,  I  tell  you, 
Our  powers  arc  such. 

BARBARIGO. 

But  he  has  twice  already 
Solicited  permission  to  retire, 
Aud  twice  it  was  refused. 

LOREDANO. 

The  better  reason 
To  gram  it  the  third  lime. 

BARBABIGO. 

Unask'd? 

LOREDANO.  ** 

It  shows 
Th*  impression  of  his  former  instances: 
If  they  were  from  liis  heart,  he  may  be  thankful: 
If  not, 't  will  punish  his  hypocrisy. 
Come,  they  are  met  by  this  time ;  let  us  join  thera. 
And  be  tkon  (ixd  in  purpose  for  this  once. 
I  have  prepared  such  argumenu  as  will  not 
fail  to  move  them,  and  remove  him  :  since 
Their  thoughts,  their  objects,  have  been  sounded,  do  not 
you,  with  your  wonted  scruples,  leach  us  pause, 
And  all  will  prosper. 

BVRBARIGO. 

Could  I  but  be  certain 
This  is  no  prelude  to  such  persecution 
Of  the  sire  ai>  has  fallen  upon  the  son, 
I  would  support  you. 

LORBDANO. 

He  is  safe,  I  tell  you  ; 
His  fourscore  years  and  ti\e  may  hnger  on 
As  long  as  he  can  drag  them :  *t  is  his  throne 
.\lone  is  aim'd  at. 

BARBARIGO. 

But  discarded  piixices 
Are  seldom  long  of  life. 

LOREDANO. 

And  men  of  eighty 
More  seldom  still. 

BARBARIGO. 

And  why  not  wail  these  few  years? 

LOREDANO. 

Because  we  have  wailed  long  enough;  and  he 
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Lived  lonj^r  than  enough.     Umcel  In  to  council ! 

[Exeunt  Lobidano  and  Babbabigo. 

Enter  Mumo  and  a  Senator. 

9B!«ATOB. 

A  sommoDs  to  « the  Ten  !»  Why  so  ? 

MBMMO. 

"The  Teow 
Aion<>  can  angwrr:  they  are  nirrly  wont 
To  let  their  thoujrhLs  aoticipaie  th»ir  purpose 
By  previous  proclamation.     We  are  !^uininon'(l— 
That  is  enough. 

SCNiTOB. 

For  them,  but  not  for  u<t; 
I  vould  know  vhy. 

MCXMO. 

You  will  know  why  anon. 
If  you  obey,  and,  if  not,  you  no  le*» 
Will  know  why  you  shuuM  liave  ol>cy'd. 

SBNATOB. 

I  mean  not 
To  oppose  them,  but 

MKMMO. 

In  Venice  n  Bul»  '<  a  traitor. 
But  mo  no  «  butt,»  unlom  you  would  pass  o'er 
Tlic  Bridge  which  few  repass. 

9E?IATOB. 

I  am  silent. 

HEMMO. 

Why 
TbuB  hesitate  ?~«  The  Tenn  luvc  call  d  in  aid 
Of  their  deliberation  five  and  twenty 
Patricians  of  Itie  senate — you  arc  one, 
And  I  another ;  and  it  seems  to  me 
nolh  honour'd  by  the  choice  or  chance  which  IcuU  us 
To  mia^e  with  a  body  so  august. 

SENATOB. 

Most  true.     I  say  no  more. 

MEimo. 

A%  we  hope,  si(jnor, 
And  all  may  hone»tly  (that  is,  .ill  those 
Of  noble  blood  may^,  one  day  Iio)m'  to  be 
Decemvir,  it  is  surely  for  the  \eii,ite's 
Qio»eu  drlegatc.H  a  school  of  vkiMlum,  to 
Be  thus  admitted,  though  as  notices. 
To  view  the  mysteries. 

SB^ATOB. 

Let  us  view  them;  they, 
No  doubt,  are  worth  it. 

MEMMO. 

Beu\Q  viorth  our  lives 
If  we  divulge  them,  doubtless  they  are  worth 
Something,  at  least,  to  you  or  mc. 

SEIfATOB. 

I  <>ou(jht  not 
A  place  within  the  sanctuary ;  but  being 
Cho«en,  however  reluctautly  so  clio*en, 
1  shall  fuliil  my  office. 

MEMMO. 

Let  us  not 
Be  latest  in  obeying  « the  Ten'sn  summons. 

SENATOB. 

All  are  not  met,  but  I  am  of  your  thought 
So  far — let  "s  in.    • 

MEMMO. 

The  earliot  are  most  welcome 


In  earnest  councils— we  will  not  be  least  so. 

[Exennt 

Enter  the  Doge.  Jacopo  Foscabi,  and  Marin*. 

lACOPO  roscABi. 
Ah,  father!  though  I  must  and  will  depart, 
Yet— yet  I  pray  you  to  obtain  for  me 
That  I  once  more  return  unto  my  home, 
IIo«c'er  remote  the  period.     Let  there  be 
A  point  of  time  as  beacon  to  my  heart, 
With  .iny  penalty  annex  d  they  please, 
ihit  let  nic  still  retnm. 

DOOB. 

Son  Jacopo, 
(Jo  and  obey  our  country's  will,  't  is  not 
For  us  to  look  beyond. 

lACOPO  rOSCABI. 

But  still  I  must 
Look  back.     I  pray  you,  think  of  me. 

DOCK. 

Alas! 
You  ever  were  my  dearest  offspring,  when 
They  «  ere  more  numerous,  nor  can  be  less  so 
Now  you  are  last ;  but  did  the  sUte  demand 
The  exile  of  the  disinterred  a&hes 
Of  your  three  (goodly  brothers,  now  in  earth. 
Ami  I  heir  desponding  shades  came  flitting  round 
To  impede  the  act,  I  must  no  less  obey 
A  duty  {Miramount  to  cjrcry  duty. 

MABllfA. 

My  iuisbaud !  let  us  on :  this  but  prolongs 
Our  sorrow. 

/ACOPO  rOSCABI. 

But  we  are  not  summon'd  yet: 
The  galley's  sails  are  not  unfurl'd: — who  knows? 
The  wind  may  change. 

MABINA. 

And  if  it  do,  it  will  not 
(Change  their  hearts,  or  your  lol;  the  galley's  oars 
Will  quickly  clear  the  harbour. 

JACOPO  roscABi. 

Oh,  ye  elements ! 
Where  are  your  storms? 

MABllfA. 

In  human  breasts.     Alas! 
Will  nothing  calm  you? 

JACOPO  POSCABI. 

Never  yet  did  mariner 
Put  up  to  patron  saint  such  prayers  for  pros])erous 
.\nd  pleasant  breezes,  as  1  call  upon  you, 
Yc  tutelar  saints  of  my  own  city !  which 
Ye  love  not  with  more  holy  love  than  I, 
To  lash  up  from  tlie  deep  the  Adrian  waves, 
And  waken  Auster,  sovereign  of  the  tempest ! 
Till  the  sea  dash  me  back  on  my  own  shore, 
A  broken  corse  upon  the  barren  Lido, 
Where  I  may  mini;le  with  the  sands  which  skirt 
The  land  1  love,  and  never  shall  see  more ! 

MABINA. 

And  wish  yon  this  with  me  beside  you? 

JACOPO  rOSCAll. 

No- 
No— not  for  thee,  too  good,  too  kind  !     Mayst  thou 
Live  long  to  l>e  a  mother  to  those  children 
Thy  fond  tidclity  for  a  time  deprives 
Of  such  support !     But  for  myself  alone, 
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May  all  I  he  vinds  of  lipaven  howl  down  the  gulf, 

And  tear  ihe  vessel,  lill  ihc  mariners, 

Appall'd,  turn  their  despairing  eyes  on  me, 

As  the  Phenicians  did  on  Jonah,  then 

Cast  me  out  from  amongst  them,  as  an  offering 

To  appease  the  waves.     The  billow  which  destroys  me 

Will  be  more  merciful  than  man,  and  bear  me, 

Dead,  but  still  bear  me  to  a  native  grave. 

From  fisher's  hands  upon  the  desolate  strand. 

Which,  of  its  thousand  wrecks,  hath  ne'er  received 

One  lacerated  like  the  heart  which  then 

Will  be But  wherefore  breaks  it  not!  why  live  I? 

MARINA. 

To  man  thyself,  1  trust,  with  lime,  to  master 
Such  useless  passion.     Until  now  thou  wert 
A  sufferer,  but  not  a  loud  one  :  why, 
What  is  lliis  to  the  things  thou  hast  borne  in  silence- 
Imprisonment  and  actual  torture? 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Double, 
Triple,  and  tenfold  torture !     But  you  are  right, 
It  must  be  borne.     Father,  your  blessing. 

DOGE. 

Would 
It  could  avail  thee!  but  no  less  thou  hasl  it. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Forgive 

DOGE. 

What? 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

My  poor  mother  for  my  birth. 
And  me  for  having  lived,  and  you  yourself 
(As  I  forgive  you),  for  the  gift  of  life, 
Which  you  besiow'd  upon  me  as  my  sire. 

MARINA. 

What  hast  thou  done? 

lACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Nothing.     I  cannot  charge 
My  memory  with  much  save  sorrow:  but 
I  have  been  so  beyond  the  common  lot 
Chasten'd  and  vi>iied,  I  needs  must  think 
That  I  was  wicked.     If  it  be  so,  may 
What  I  have  undergone  here  keep  me  from 
A  like  hereafter ! 

MARINA. 

Fear  not:  Uiat  '&  re^ened 
For  your  oppressors. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Ix;t  me  hope  not. 

MARINA. 

Hope  not? 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

1  cannot  wish  them  nil  thev  ha>e  inflicted. 

MVRINA. 

j4ll!  the  consummate  linuls!     A  thou«;aud  fold. 
May  the  worm  whith  ne'er  dietli  feed  upon  them! 

JACOi'O  FOSCVRI. 

They  may  repent. 

MiniNV. 

And  if  tlirv  do.  Heaven  will  not 
I    Aroopi  the  tardy  |>rnilcn<'e  of  (Icnioos. 

Kilter  an  Officer  and  Gnartls. 

OFFICER. 

Signor!  the  lioal  is  at  the  shore— the  wind 
U  ri>»in;; — wi'  are  nMtly  to  ntten.l  yui 


JACOl'O  FOSCARI. 

And  I  to  be  attended.     Once  more,  father, 
Your  hand! 

DOGE. 

Take  it.     Alas!  how  thine  own  trembles ! 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

No— you  mistake;  't  is  yours  that  shakes,  my  father. 
Farewell  ? 

DOGE. 

Farewell  I     Is  (here  aught  else? 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

No — nothing;. 
[To  the  Offctr. 
Lend  me  your  arm,  good  signor. 

OFFICER. 

You  turn  pale — 
Let  me  support  you— paler— ho !  some  aid  there ! 
Some  water! 

MARINA. 

Ah,  he  is  dying! 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Now,  I  'm  ready — 
My  eyes  swim  strangely — where  's  the  door? 

MARINA. 

Away! 
Let  me  support  him — my  best  love!     Oh  God  ! 
How  faintly  beats  this  heart — this  pulse  ! 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

The  light! 
fi  it  the  light?— I  am  faint. 

[Officer  presents  him  with  wntrr. 

OFFICER. 

He  will  be  better. 
Perhaps,  in  the  air. 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

I  doubt  not.     Father — wife — 
Your  hands ! 

MARINA. 

There  's  death  in  that  damp  clammy  gr.i«p. 
Oh  God! — My  Foseari,  how  fnre  you? 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

Well ! 


[ffe  ili 


es 


He  *s  gone. 


OFFICFR, 


DOGE. 


He  's  free. 

MIRINA. 

No — no,  he  is  not  dead; 
There  mu<;t  be  life  yet  in  that  heart — he  could  not 
Thus  leave  me. 

DOGE. 

Daughter! 

M\H1NA. 

lh)l(l  thy  peace,  old  man! 
I  am  no  dau{^hter  now — thou  ha»t  no  son. 
Oh  Foscari ! 

OFFlrtR. 

We  must  remove  the  body. 

I  .MVRI.NA. 

I  Touch  it  not.  dnn|;e(>n  miscreants!  your  b.ise  ofti'\' 
f-liids  i»ith  lii>.  life,  and  ;;oe>,  not  beyond  niunlcr, 
l^en  by  vmr  murderous  l.iws.     Leave  Ills  remains 
To  tliosp  V  ho  know  to  honour  tlicni. 

OFFU-Kn, 

I  must 


Inibm  tbe  signory,  and  lernrn  thctr  pleasure. 

oooa. 
Inform  the  sif^nory  from  «e,  the  Doge, 
They  have  no  further  pover  upon  iboie  athet : 
While  be  lived,  he  was  theirs,  as  fits  a  subject^ 
Now  he  is  mine— my  broken-hearted  boy ! 

[Exit  Officer. 

HAaiKA. 

And  I  must  live ! 

OOOB. 

Your  children  live,  Marina. 

MASINA. 

My  cbildrvn !  true— they  live,  and  I  must  live 
To  bring  them  up  to  serve  tbe  state,  and  die 
As  died  their  fatiter.     Oh !  what  best  of  blessings 
Were  barrenness  in  Venice !  Would  my  mother 
Had  been  so! 

DOGB. 

My  unhappy  children ! 

MAimA. 

What! 
Ton  feel  it  then  at  last— you  /—Where  is  now 
The  stoic  of  the  state  ? 

DO«s  {throwing  himtelf  down  by  the  &odfj). 
Here! 

MAaiRA. 

Ay,  weep  on ! 
I  thought  you  had  no  tears— you  boarded  them 
Until  they  are  useless;  but  wrrp  on!  he  never 
Shall  weep  more — ^never,  never  more. 

Enter  Lorioano  and  Baibaiioo. 

LOllDAKO. 

What's  here? 

MASIICA. 

Ah!  the  deril  come  to  insult  the  dead!  A  vaunt! 
Incarnate  Lucifer!  't  is  holy  ground. 
A  martyr's  ashes  now  He  there,  which  make  it 
A  shrine.   Get  thee  back  to  thy  place  of  torment. 

aABBABIOO. 

Lady,  we  knew  not  of  this  sad  erent. 

But  pasa'd  here  merely  on  our  path  from  cooBcil. 

■Aim  A. 
Pass  oa. 

LOlBDAIfO, 

We  sought  the  Doge. 
mabiha  {pointing  to  the  Dooa,  who  is  $tiUon  the  ground 
by  his  $on'$  body). 

He 's  busy,  look. 
About  the  businem  you  provided  for  him. 
Are  ye  content T 

•ABaABIGO. 

We  will  not  interrupt 
A  parent's  sorrows. 

MABINA. 

Mo,  ye  only  make  theoi. 
Then  leave  them. 

DOOB  {rising). 
Sirs,  I  am  ready. 

•AlBABIGO. 

No — not  now. 

LOBBDANO. 

Yet 't  was  important. 

DOOB. 

If 't  was  BO,  I  can 
Only  repeat— I  am  ready. 


aABBABIGO. 

I  It  shall  net  be 

I  Just  now,  though  Venice  toller  d  o'er  the  deep 
Like  a  frail  vessel.    I  respect  your  griefs. 

OOGB. 

I  thank  you.    If  the  tidings  which  you  bring 
Are  evil,  you  may  say  ihem ;  nothing  further 
r^n  touch  me,  more  than  him  thou  look'sl  on  there  : 
IF  liiey  be  good,  say  on;  you  need  not  fear 
That  they  can  comfort  me. 

BABBABICO. 

I  would  they  could ! 

DOOB. 

1 5tpoke  not  to  you^  but  to  Loredano; 
He  understands  me. 

MABIIfA. 

Ah !  f  thought  it  would  be  so. 

DOGB. 

What  mean  you? 

HABIIfA. 

Lo !  there  is  the  blood  begiiming 
To  flow  through  the  dead  Kpa  of  Foscari— 
Tbe  body  bleeds  in  presence  of  the  assassin. 

[To  LOBBDANO 

Thou  cowardly  murderer  by  law,  behold 
flow  death  itself  bears  witness  to  thy  deeds! 

IMGB. 

I  My  child !  this  is  a  phantasy  of  grief. 
Uear  hence  the  body.  [To  his  AtUndmnts.]    Siguori,  if 

it  please  you, 
Wiihin  an  hour  1 11  bear  you. 

[Exeunt  Dogb,  Mabina,  and  Jttendants  with 
the  body. 

Manent  Lobbdano  and  Babbabigo. 

BABBABIOO. 

He  miut  not 

Be  troubled  now. 

LOBBDAIfO. 

He  said  himself  that  aougfal 
Could  give  him  trouble  ferther. 

BABBABIGO. 

These  are  words; 
But  grief  is  lonely,  and  the  breaking  in 
Upon  It  barbarous. 

LOBBOAirO. 

Sorrow  preys  upon 
Its  solitude,  and  nothing  more  diverts  it 
From  its  sad  visions  of  the  other  worid 
Than  calling  it  at  moments  back  to  this. 
Tbe  bu»y  have  no  time  for  tears. 

BABBABIGO. 

And  therefore 
Ton  would  deprive  this  old  man  of  all  bosioessT 

LOBBDAKO. 

The  thing  *s  decreed.    The  Giunu  and  « the  Ten  • 
Hare  made  it  law :  who  shall  oppose  that  law  ? 

BABBABiaO. 

Humanity ! 

LOBBDAIIO. 

Because  hia  son  is  dead? 

BABBABIGO. 

And  yet  unburied. 

LOBBDAIfO. 

Had  we  known  diis  when 
The  act  was  pBaaing  it  might  have  Buspended 
lis  passage,  but  impedes  if  not-^-once  past. 
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BARDARIGO. 

I  'II  not  consent. 

LOREDANO. 

You  have  conscntod  to 
All  that 's  essential — leave  llic  rest  to  me. 

BARDAni(;0. 

Why  press  his  abdication  now? 

LORKDANO. 

The  fceliujjs 
Of  private  passion  may  not  in(»'rrupl; 
1'he  pnblic  benefit;   and  wliat  the  state 
Decides  to-day  must  not  yivc  way  before 
To-morrovr  for  a  natural  accident. 

BAROAEIGO. 

You  have  a  soo. 

LORKDANO. 

I  have — and  had  a  fathci. 

BARBARIGO. 

Still  so  inexorable? 

LORKDANO. 

Still. 

BARDARIGO. 

But  let  him 
Inter  his  son  before  ^e  pre<^s  upon  him 
This  edict. 

LORKDAMO. 

Let  him  call  up  into  lifr* 
My  <iire  and  uncle — I  cou'scnt.     Men  may, 
Kven  a(]cd  men,  be,  or  appear  to  be, 
^ircs  of  a  hundred  sdtis,  but  cannot  kindle 
.\n  atom  of  llieir  auccslocN  from  eardi. 
The  victims  arc  not  rqual :  he  has  seen 
His  sons  expire  by  natural  deaths,  and  I 
My  sires  by  violent  and  mysterious  maladies. 
I  used  no  poison,  bribed  no  subtle  master 
Of  the  destructive  art  of  healin[{,  to 
Shorten  the  path  to  the  eternal  cure. 
His  sons,  and  hr*  had  four,  are  dead,  without 
My  dabbhog  in  viL*  drugs, 

BARBARIGO. 

And  art  thou  sure 
He  dealt  in  such? 

LORKDAKO. 

Most  sure. 

BARDARIGO. 

And  yet  he  seems 
All  openness. 

LOr.EDtNO. 

And  so  he  secm'd,  not  lony 
Ago,  to  Carma(jnuula. 

BARnvRlGO. 

The  attainted 
.\nd  foreign  traitor? 

I.OnEHANO. 

Even  s<i:  when  he, 
Afier  the  very  ni{;lit  in  which  «  the  i'm  »> 
(Joiii'd  with  the  I)o{;e)  dei'idrd  lus  dcNlriictiini, 
Mel  llie  (jreat  Duk«*  at  d.iy-l)ie.ik  willi  ■>  j«sl, 
Dem.'iudin^;  whether  he  shonid  .ni);iir  liiin 
i<Tlie  i|ood  day  or  (j'ood  ni(;)it?"  his  Dojjf-ship  .luswci d, 
xTImI  he  in  truth  had  pa>s d  a  ni|;lit  of  ^i;;il, 
ill  \>hich  'Jie  added  with  a  [',r;K■iou^  'vinilej 
There  often  has  l»een  question  about  you.»' 
T  w.is  true;  the  tpiestiou  was  the  «lr.iili  resohed 
i )f  Cirma(;nuoia,  eight  months  ere  lie  dicil ; 

*   All  hidurii  nl  i'nrt. 


And  the  old  Doge,  who  knew  him  doom'd,smil«'d  on  him 
Willi  de.ully  co/enag<',  ri|;lit  long  months  brfoieliaiid  — 
Kij;lil  iiionflis  of  sucii  hypoerisy  as  is 
l.e.iint  but  in  eighty  years.     Itra\e  Carmagnuola 
Is  ilead;  so  are  young  Fo>cjri  and  his  brclhren — 
1  never  smilt-il  on  them. 

BARU\RIC.O. 

Was  Carm.ignuola 
Your  friend] 

t.OBKDVNO. 

He  W.IS  iIh'  s:jfe!;uard  of  the  city. 
In  early  life  its  foe,  but.  in  his  m.inhood, 
Its  saviour  lirst,  liien  \icliiu. 

BAKb\RIGn. 

Ah  !  that  seems 
The  penally  of  s.uiiig  cities.      He 
Wliorn  we  now  aet  ni-;iinst  not  only  sa\ed 
Our  own.  but  aililed  otlirrs  lo  her  sway. 

LORFIIVNO. 

The  Roinnns  ''and  we  .ipe  them;  ga>c  a  crown 

To  liiin  \nIio  took  a  citv;  and  tln-y  gave 

.\  erown  to  him  whi>  saved  a  ciii/en 

In  battle:  the  rewards  are  erjual.      Now, 

If  we  shonid  measure  forth  the  cities  taken 

r>v  lli«'  Doge  Foseari,  villi  citi/eiis 

D.'strnv'd  by  him.  or  thromfli  him,  the  aceouni 

Were  fearfully  a|;ainst  him,  allliongb  narrow'd 

To  private  lia\oc,  .such  as  between  him 

.\ijd  my  dp. id  father. 

BvnnvRiGO. 
Are  yon,  then,  thus  fix'd ' 

UOf.y.l>\.TiO, 

Why,  what  should  change  me? 

fiVRBVRKiO. 

That  which  changes  rne; 
lint  Y"i'.  I  know,  are  marble  to  retain 
A  fend.      I'ut  when  .til  is  aeeoniplish'd,  when 
Til'-  old  in  in  is  dejiosed.  his  name  <iegraded, 
l!is  sons  .ire  dead,  his  family  depress'd, 
.\i)d  you  am!  yours  tnumpliant,  shall  you  sleep? 

LOI*.KI>\NO. 

Moie  soundly. 

i;\nnAiiiGo. 
Ill  It  's  an  error,  au<l  yon   11  find  it 
lie  you  slei  p  wiih  your  failiers. 

I.oRf  I)\NO. 

They  sleep  not 
?n  their  aeeelerateil  graves.  iu)r  will 
Ti!i  I'ose.iri  lilU  hi,.     Kaeh  night  I  see  thi*m 
Milk  frovMiiii;;  round  inv  eoiieh,  and,  pointing  towards 
I  lie  vhieal  palaee,  martial  nii'  lo  vengiMUce. 

n  V  mum  GO. 
I  aiuy's  distcnipcraiurel     Tliere  is  no  passion 
More  sji.'ctral  or  faiitastii  al  llian  liate; 
Ndl  e\<  u  iis  <i|i|ii>sii(>,  love,  so  poc^ples  air 
^Vith  pliantonis,  as  this  madness  <»f  the  heart 

tlnU'r  an  Officer. 

i.oni: i>  v.NO 
NN  lino  i;o  you,  sirrah  ? 

orricFH. 

r.y  the  dneal  order 
Til  forwanl  the  prejiaratoi-y  rites 
1  or  tlie  late  I'oscari's  interinenl. 

lURIiAniGO. 

Th.ir 
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Vaialt  has  been  oflen  opeo'd  of  late  yean. 

LOIKDARO. 

T  will  be  full  aoon,  and  may  be  closed  for  ever. 

OFFICim. 

May  I  pass  on? 

LOBBDAIfO. 

You  may. 

BAIBABIGO. 

liow  bears  the  Doge 
Tills  last  calamity? 

orricii. 
With  desperate  firmness, 
la  presence  of  another  he  says  little, 
Kui  1  perceive  his  lips  move  now  and  then; 
And,  once  or  twice  I  heard  him,  from  the  adjoining 
Apartment,  mutter  forth  the  vrords — «My  son!» 
Scarce  audibly.     I  must  proceed. 

[Exit  Officer. 
BABiAaiao. 

This  stroke 
Will  move  all  Venice  in  his  fevour. 

LOBBDAHO. 

Right! 
We  must  be  speedy:  let  us  call  together 
The  delegates  appointed  to  convey 
The  Council's  resolution. 

BABSABIGO. 

I  protest 
Against  it  at  this  moment. 

LOBBDANO. 

As  you  please — 
I  '11  take  their  voices  on  it  ne'crthclcss, 
And  see  whose  most  may  sway  iliem,  yours  or  mine. 

[Exeunt  Babsabigo  and  Losedanu. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

The  Doge's  JpartmenL 
Tbb  Doge  and  Atten dant. 

ATTB^IDAIfT. 

Uy  lord,  the  deputation  is  in  waiting; 
But  add,  that  if  another  hour  would  better 
Accord  with  your  will,  they  will  make  it  theirs. 

DOGE. 

To  me  all  hours  are  aUke.     Let  them  approach. 

[Exit  Attendant 
AH  orricsB. 
Prince!  I  have  done  your  bidding. 

DOGB. 

What  command  ? 
orricEB. 
A  melancholy  one — to  call  the  attendance 
Of 

DOGB. 

Tru^— true — true;  I  crave  your  pardon.     I 
Begin  to  fail  in  apprclien&ion,  and 
Was  very  old — old  almost  as  my  years. 
Till  now  I  fought  them  off,  but  they  begin 
To  overtake  me. 

Enter  the  Deputation,  consisting  of  six  of  Ac  Signory, 
and  the  Co  I  Br  or  tib  Tin. 
Noble  men,  your  pleasure ! 


CHIBr  or  THB  TKir. 
In  the  first  place,  the  Coancrl  doth  condole 
With  the  Doge  on  his  late  and  prirate  grief. 

DOGB. 

No  more — no  more  of  that. 

CHIBr  or  TBB  TBII. 

Will  not  the  Duke 
Accept  the  homage  of  respeet? 

DOGB. 

I  do 
Accept  it  as  't  is  given — proceed. 

CHlSr  or  TUB  TBN. 

«  The  Ten,» 

With  a  selected  giunia  from  the  senate, 
Of  twenty-live  of  the  best-bom  patricians, 
llariug  deliberated  on  the  slate 
Of  the  republic,  and  the  o'erwhclming  cares 
Which,  at  litis  moment,  doubly  must  oppress 
Your  ye.irs,  so  long  devoted  to  your  country, 
Have  judged  it  fitting,  with  all  reverence. 
Now  to  solicit  from  your  wisdom  (which. 
Upon  reflection,  must  accord  in  this), 
The  re»igDalion  of  the  ducal  ring. 
Which  you  have  worn  so  long  and  venerably; 
Ami,  to  prove  that  they  are  not  ungrateful,  nor 
Cold  to  your  years  and  services,  they  add 
An  appanage  of  twenty  hundred  golden 
Ducats,  to  make  retirement  not  less  splendid 
Than  should  become  a  sovereign's  retreat. 

DOGB. 

Did  I  hear  rightly? 

CIIBr  or  THB  TBN. 

Need  I  say  again? 

DOGE. 

No — Have  you  done? 

ClIBr  or  THB  TBlf . 

I  have  spoken.    Twenty-four 
Hours  are  accorded  you  to  give  an  answer. 

DOGE. 

I  shall  not  need  so  many  seconds. 

CHIET  or  THB  TEN. 

We 

Will  now  retire. 

DOGB. 

Stay !   Four  and  twenty  hours 
Will  alter  nothing  vrhich  I  have  to  say. 

CHIBr  or  TUB  TBN. 

Speak! 

DOGE. 

When  I  twice  before  reiterated 
My  wish  to  abdicate,  it  was  refu&ed  me; 
Aud  not  alone  refuM>d,  but  ye  eiactcd 
An  oath  from  me  tliat  1  would  never  more 
Renew  this  instance.     I  have  sworn  to  die 
In  full  exertion  of  the  functions  which 
My  country  call'd  me  here  to  exercise. 
According  to  my  honour  and  my  conscience — 
I  cannot  break  mjr  oath. 

CBlSr  or  THB  TEN. 

Reduce  us  not 
To  the  alternative  of  a  decree. 
Instead  of  your  compliance. 

DOOB. 

Providence 
Prolongs  my  days,  to  prove  and  chasten  me ; 
Uul  ye  have  no  right  to  reproach  my  length 
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(  deux  families  s 'en  (^lait  accrue.  Dans  tous  les  couseils, 
dans  toutcs  les  affaires,  ledojje  trouvaittoujours  Ics  Lo- 
rt^-dan  pres  h  combatire  scs  propositions  ou  ses  intcri'ts. 
II  lui  echappa  un  jour  de  dire  qu'il  ne  se  croirait  rtielle- 
ment  prince  que  lorsque  Pierre  Lon?dan  aura  it  cpsse  dc 
vivre.  Get  ainiral  mourut  quelque  temps  apres  d'une 
incommodite  asscz  prompte  qu'on  ne  put  expliquer  li 
n'cn  fallut  pas  da^'antage  aux  malveillauts  pour  insinucr 
que  Francois  Foscari,  ayant  desire  cettc  mort,  pouvait 
bien  I'avoir  hk{6e. 

Ces  bruits  s'accrediifercnt  encore  lorsqu'on  vit  aussi 
perir  subitcnient  Marc  Loredan,  frere  de  Pierre,  et  ccia 
dans  Ic  moment  oii^  en  sa  qualite  d'avogador,  il  instrui- 
sait  un  proems  contre  Andre  Donato,  gendre  du  doQc, 
accuse  dc  peculat.  On  ecriv-it  sur  la  tombc  de  i'amiral 
qu'il  avait  etc  enlev6  b.  la  patrie  par  Ic  poison. 

II  n'y  avait  aucune  preuve,  aucun  indice  contre  Fran- 
cois Foscari,  uucunc  raison  meme  de  Ic  soupcounor. 
Ouand  sa  vie  entiere  n'aurait  pas  dementi  une  imputa- 
tion aussi  odieuse,  il  savait  que  son  ranjj  ne  lui  promel- 
tait  ni  I'impuuite  ni  mt-me  I'indulgcnce.  La  niort  ira- 
gique  de  I'un  de  ses  prcdoccsscurs  I'eu  avortissait,  c( 
il  n'avait  que  trop  d'cxemplcs  domestiques  du  soin  que 
le  conscil  des  dix  preuait  d'humiiicr  ie  chef  de  la  repu- 
blique. 

Cependant,  Jacques  Lort^dan,  fils  dc  Pierre,  croyait  on 
feijjnaii  de  croire  avoir  a  vender  les  pertes  de  sa  famille.' 
Dans  ses  livrcs  dc  comptcs  (car  il  faisait  Ic  commerce, 
comme  acctteepoqucpresquetouslespalrieiens),  il  avail 
inscrit  dc  sa  propre  main  le  doge  an  nombre  de  ses  dcbi- 
tcurs,  pour  la  mort,  y  etait-il  dil,  de  mon  p^rc  et  dc  mon 
oncle. '  De  I'autre  cole  du  r/'gislre,  il  avait  laisso  une 
page  en  blanc,  pour  y  faire  mention  du  recouvremeni 
dc  cettc  dette,  et  en  cffet,  apres  la  pertedu  doge,  ilccri- 
vit  sur  son  registre:  il  me  la  payee,  I'ha pagata. 

Jacques  Loredan  fut  6\u  membre  du  conscil  des  dix, 
en  devint  un  des  trois  chefs,  et  se  promit  bien  de  profiler 
dc  cettc  occasion  pour  accomplirla  vengeance  qu'il  mc- 
ditait. 

Le  doge,  en  sortant  de  la  terrible  epreuvc  qu'il  venait 
de  subir,  pendant  le  proces  de  son  fils,  s'eiait  retire  aux 
fond  de  son  palais:  incapable  de  se  livrer  aux  affaires, 
consume  de  chagrins,  accable  de  vieillesse,  il  ne  se  inon- 
trait  plus  en  public,  ni  meme  dans  les  conseils.  Cello 
retraite,si  facile  a  expliquer  dans  un  vieillard  oclogenairc 
si  malheureux,  deplut  aux  decemvirs,  qui  voulurcnt  y 
voir  un  murmure  contre  lours  arrets. 

Loredan  commenca  par  se  plaindre  devant  ses  col- 
l^gues  du  lort  que  les  infirmiies  du  doge,  son  absence  dos 
conseils,  apporiaicnt  a  I'expediiion  des  affaires:  il  finil 
par  hasarder  el  reussit  a  faire  agreer  la  proposition  de  le 
deposcr.  Cc  n'ciaif  pas  la  premiere  fois  que  VcnLse  avail 
pour  prince  un  homme  dans  la  raducitc:  Tusage  et  los 
lois  y  avaient  pourvu :  dans  ccs  circonstances  le  doge 
etait  supplee  par  le  plus  ancien  du  conscil.  lei,  cola  no 
nuffisait  pas  aux  onncmis  de  Fo>oari.  Pour  donncr  phis 
de  soleuuile  a  la  deliberation,  le  conscil  dos  «Hx  demanda 
une  adjonclion  de  vingl-cinq  sonateurs;  nuis  comme  on 
n'en  enoncail  pas  robjot,  el  que  le  grand  conscil  rUut 
loin  de  le  soup^onner,  il  se  lrou%a  que  Marc  Fosrari, 
frere  du  doge,  leur  fat  doune  pour  luu  dos  adjoiius. 
An   lieu  de   radmeltre   a   la   doliberalion,   ou  dc   rc- 

<  Hat(>«  lamen  injuriat  quaoiTiji  imojinarint  uon  tain  ad  animuiii 
ro^oruvcrat  Jo'cbu*  Laurcdnau*  tl<^fuuc-i<>rupi  n<'|.us  qiiam  in  ale<x-- 
Jarium  liiidittani  opporinna.     (I'altuii  Foki!  «luru!ci.) 

*  IImJ.,  ci  I'tljttoiro  Vt'ofticnne  dc  Vipnolo. 


clamor  contre  ce  choix,  on  enferma  ce  senaieur  dans 
une  chambre  sepan'e,  el  on  lui  fit  jnrer  de  ne  jamais 
parler  de  celle  exclusion  qu'il  eprouvait,  en  lui  deela- 
rani  qu'il  y  alhiit  de  sa  vie  ;  ce  qui  u'empecba  pas  qu'on 
inscrivii  son  nom  au  bas  du  decret,  comme  s'il  y  cut 
pris  pari.  ' 

Ouand  on  en  vint  a  la  deliberation,  Loredan  la  provo- 
qua  en  ces  termes.  '  «  Si  rutilile  publique  doii  imposcr 
silence  a  tous  les  inlorets  prives,  jo  ne  doute  pas  que 
nous  ne  prenions  anjourd'hui  une  mesnre  que  la  patrie 
reclame,  que  nous  lui  devons.  I.es  elais  ne  peuvent 
•le  maintenir  dans  un  ordre  de  clioses  immuable  :  vou"; 
navcz  qu'il  voir  comme  le  noire  est  change,  et  combion 
il  le  serail  davanlnge  s'il  n'y  avait  une  antoriie  a»scz 
ferme  pour  y  porter  reme<le.  J'ai  honle  de  vous  faire 
remarquer  la  confusion  (jui  regne  dans  Ics  conseils,  le 
<lesordre  des  deliberations,  I'eucombrement  dcs  af- 
faires, et  la  legerele  avec  laqueile  les  plus  imporlanles 
sonl  decidees ;  la  licence  de  noire  jeuncsse,  le  pcu 
d'a.<^siduite  des  magistrals,  liniroduclion  de  nou\eau- 
los  daugereuses.  ijncl  est  leffet  dc  ces  desordres? 
dc  compronieltre  noire  consideration.  Quelle  eu  r*»l 
la  cause?  labsence  dun  chef  capable  de  moderer  les 
UU5,  de  diriger  les  aulrcs,  de  douner  I'exemple  a  tous, 
el  de  maintenir  la  force  «les  lois. 

«  Oil  est  le  temps  ou  nos  decrets  etaient  aussitot  exe- 
cutes que  rendus?  oil  Fnnoois  Carrare  sc  trouvait 
invesli  dans  Padoue,  avanl  de  pouvoir  elre  sculemont 
informe  que  nou«i  voulions  lui  faire  la  guerre?  Nous 
avons  vu  tout  le  couiraire  dans  la  dcrnicre  guerre  contre 
Ic  due  de  JUilan.  Malhcurcusc  la  republique  qui  est 
sans  chef! 

«Je  ne  vous  rappelle  pas  tous  ces  incomcnients  et 
leurs  suites  deplorablcs,  pour  vous  affliger,  pour  vous 
cffrayer,  mais  pour  vous  f.iire  souvenir  que  vous  eies 
les  maitres,  les  conservaieurs  dc  eel  eiat  fonde  par  vos 
pores,  et  de  la  liberie  que  nous  devons  a  leurs  taivaux, 
a  leurs  instiliuions.  lei,  le  mal  iudique  le  remedr. 
Nous  n'avons  point  de  chef,  il  nous  en  faut  im.  Notre 
prince  est  noire  ouvrago,  nous  avons  done  le  droit  de 
juger  son  niorile  (|uand  il  s'agii  de  I'elire,  ct  son  inca- 
pacite  quand  elle  se  mauifeste.  Jajoulerai  que  le 
peuple,  encore  bien  qu'il  nail  pas  le  droit  de  pronon- 
ccr  sur  les  actions  de  ses  maitres,  apprendra  co  chan- 
gcment  avcc  transport.  Cp<>t  la  Providence,  je  n'en 
doule  pas,  qui  lui  inspire  elle-niemes  ccs  dispositions, 
jjour  >ous  avcrtir  que  la  republique  reclame  celte  reso- 
lution, et  que  le  sott  de  lotat  est  en  vos  mains.** 

Ce  discoiu-s  n'oprouva  que  de  timides  contradictions; 
cependant,  la  deliberation  ilura  huit  jours.  L'assemblee, 
ne  se  jugeant  pas  aussi  siirede  I'iipproijation  univers^llc 
qucror.iteurvoulait  le  lui  faire  croire,  desirait  que  Ic  doge 
donual  lui-meme  sa  demission.  II  lavait  deja  proposce 
doux  fois,  el  on  navail  pa?*  voulii  laccepter. 

Aucune  loi  ne  portait  que  le  prince  fill  revocable  :  il 
<  tailau  contraire  a  \ie,ot  les  excmplesqu'ou  pouvait  ciier 
de  phisicurs  dogos  deposes,  prnuvaienl  que  de  telles  r»'vo- 
lulions  avaient  loajours  cle  le  n>sullat  dun  mou>cineul 
populairo. 

Jill  is  d'aillcurs,  si  le  doge  pouvait  elre  dopose,  ce  u'ciail 
pasassuromcnl  par  un  tribunal  compose  dun  petil  nom- 
bre dc  incmbrcs,  in^litue  pour  puiiir  les  crimes,  ct  iiulle- 

'   II  faut  r'^pcudant  remarquer  qtii:  dans  la  Dolire  oil  Ton  rai-onn- 
'•••fail,  la  dt^ilMTiiUoo  (•«!  rapporhV.  quo  le*  <iojt-cinq  :idji«iiiu  y 
I   i-ii.t  iii>n)iuri<,  c'l  <|u«;  Iv  noiii  df>  .Miirr  Yoiunri  nc  »'y  in>u«f  )ia>. 
I       *  CfUo  hciraor.uu  *v  lil  doni  la  noiict'  cil«'"0  d-drwii*. 
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To  avail  their  eomiof  hen,  and  join  tbem  ia 
Their  office :  they  '11  be  here  tooa  after  at. 

BABBAB160. 

And  vill  they  fnm  their  answrer  on  the  Dofe  I 

LOBIOARO. 

T  vas  hia  own  vish  that  all  ihould  be  done  promptly. 
He  aa«wer'd  quickly,  and  moat  so  he  ansver'd ; 
His  dignify  is  look'd  to,  his  estate 
Cared  for— what  wonld  he  more ! 

B4BBABiao. 

Die  in  hia  robe*. 
He  coold  not  haTe  lived  Voo^ ;  but  1  have  done 
Ny  best  to  save  his  honours,  and  opposed 
Thi«  proposition  to  to  the  last,  though  vainly. 
Why  would  the  general  vote  compel  me  hither  ? 

LOBBBANO. 

T  was  fit  that  some  one  of  sueh  different  thoughts 
From  ours  sliould  be  a  witness,  lest  fal^  tongues 
Should  whimper  that  a  harsh  majority 
Dreaded  to  have  ila  acts  beheld  by  others. 

BABBABiao. 

And  not  less,  I  must  needs  think,  for  the  sake 

Of  bumbling  me  for  my  vain  opposition. 

You  are  ingenious,  LoredanOr  in 

Tour  modes  of  vengeance,  nay,  poetical, 

A  very  Ovid  in  the  art  of  hating ; 

T  is  thus  (although  a  secondary  object, 

Tet  hate  has  microscopic  eye«)  to  you 

I  owe,  by  way  of  foil  to  the  more  xealoua, 

This  undesired  association  in 

Your  giunta's  duties. 

LOBBDANO. 

How  ! — my  giunta ! 

BABBABI60. 

rours  ! 
They  speak  your  language,  watch  your  nod,  approve 
Your  plaiu,  and  do  your  work.     Arc  they  not  ^ourj* 

LOB BOA NO. 

You  talk  unwarily.    T  were  best  tliey  hear  not 
This  from  you. 

babbabico. 
Oh '.  they  '11  hear  as  much  one  day 
From  louder  tongues  than  mine :  they  have  gone  bcyom! 
Even  their  exorbitance  of  power ;  and  when 
Tbis  happens  in  the  most  contemu'd  and  abject 
States,  stung  humanity  will  rise  to  check  it. 

LOBBOAMO. 

You  talk  but  idly. 

BABBABIGO. 

That  remains  for  proof. 
Here  come  our  colleagues. 

Enter  Ae  Deputation  as  before. 

CHIBP  Of  THE  TE?r. 

Is  the  Duke  aware 
We  seek  his  presence! 

ATTBNDANT. 

He  shall  be  inform'd. 

[Exit  Attendant 

BABBABICO. 

The  Duke  is  with  his  son. 

CHtXr   or   THE  TBN. 

If  it  be  so, 
We  will  remit  him  till  the  rites  are  over. 
Let  us  return.    T  ia  time  enough  to-morrow. 


LOBEDARO  {aside  to  babbabico}. 
Now  the  rich  man's  hrll-(ire  upon  your  tongue, 
['nquench'd.  unquenchable  !     I  '11  have  it  torn 
From  its  vile  babbling  roots,  fill  you  shall  utter 
Nothing  but  sobs  through  blood,  for  this !  Sage  signors, 
I  pray  ye  be  not  hasty.  [AUmd  to  Ifce  9then. 

BABBABIOO. 

But  be  human ! 

LOBBOARO. 

See,  the  Duke  comes ! 

£nCer  the  Dogb. 

DOGB. 

I  have  obey'd  your  sammODS. 

CBIBr    or    TBB    TEN. 

We  come  once  more  to  urge  our  past  request. 

OOCB. 

And  I  to  answer. 

CBIKF    or   TBB   TBN. 

What? 

DOGB. 

My  only  answer. 
You  have  heard  it. 

CRIBf  OB  TBB  TEH. 

Hear  jrou  then  the  last  decree, 
Definitive  and  absolute ! 

DOGB. 

To  the  point — 
To  the  point!     I  know  of  old  the  forms  of  office, 
And  gentle  preludes  to  strong  acts — Go  on  ! 

CBIKF  OF  THB  TIN. 

You  are  no  longer  Doge ;  you  are  released 
From  your  imperial  oath  as  sovereign  ; 
Your  ducal  robes  must  be  put  off ;  but  for 
Your  «er>icc4,  the  state  allots  the  appanage 
.already  menlion'd  in  our  former  conf.rt-ss. 
Three  days  are  left  you  to  remove  from  hence, 
I'nder  the  penalty  to  see  confiscated 
All  your  own  private  fortune. 

DOGB. 

That  last  clause, 
I  am  proud  to  say,  would  not  ennch  the  treasury. 

CRIBF   or  TBB  TBN. 

Your  answer,  Duke  I 

LOBBOARO. 

Your  answer,  Francis  Foscari  ? 

DOGE. 

If  I  could  have  foreseen  that  my  old  age 
Was  prrjutlicial  to  tlie  stale,  the  chief 
Of  the  republic  never  would  have  Khown 
Himself  i»o  far  unc.r.iteful  as  to  place 
His  own  high  dt(jniiy  before  his  country; 
But  this  life  having  been  so  many  years 
Not  useless  to  that  country,  I  would  fain 
Have  consecrated  my  last  moments  to  her. 
But  the  decree  being  rcnderd,  I  obey. 

CniBr  OP  THE  TBN. 

If  you  would  have  the  three  days  named  extended. 
We  willinely  will  lengtlien  them  to  eigiit. 
As  sign  of  our  esteem. 

DOGB. 

Not  I'ight  hours,  signor. 
Nor  even  eight  minutes.— There  s  the  ducal  ring, 

[  Taking  off  hit  ring  and  cay 
And  there  the  ducal  di.ndem.     And  so 
The  Adriatic  s  free  to  wed  another. 
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CniEF    OF    TUB    TEN. 

Yet  go  not  forth  so  quickly. 

DOUE. 

I  am  old,  sir. 
And  even  to  move  but  slowly  must  begin 
To  move  betimes.     Mii-lliinks  1  soe  amon^^st  you 
A  face  I  know  not — Senator  !  your  name, 
You,  by  your  garb,  Chief  of  the  Forly  ! 

MEMMO. 

Signor, 
1  am  the  son  of  Marco  Mcmrao. 

do(;e. 

Ah : 

Your  father  was  my  friend. — Hut  sons  and  fathers ! 
What,  ho  !  my  servants  lh'*rc  ! 

ATTE?<DAXT, 

My  prince  I 

DOGE. 

No  prince — 
There  are  the  princes  of  the  prince  ! 

[Pointing  to  the  Ten's  Deputation. 
Prepare 
To  part  from  hence  upon  the  instant. 

CHIEF    OK    THK    TEX. 

Whv 
So  rashly  I 't  will  give  scandal. 

I»0GE. 

Answer  thai  ; 

[To  Vie  Ten. 
It  is  your  province. — Sirs,  hcslir  your<ehes : 

[To  Vic  Servants. 
There  is  one  burthen  which  I  beg  you  bear 
With  care,  although  't  is  past  all  farther  harm — 
Hut  I  will  look  to  that  myself. 

BAHUVRKiO. 

lie  means 
The  body  of  his  son. 

DOGE. 

And  call  Marina, 
My  daughter! 

Enter  Maivina. 

DOGE. 

Get  thee  ready,  we  must  mourn 
Elsewhere. 

MARINA. 

And  every  where. 

DOGE. 

True  ;  but  in  freedom. 
Without  these  jealous  spies  upon  the  great. 
Signop;,  you  may  depart  :  what  woulil  you  nmre  1 
We  are  going  :  do  you  fear  that  we  shall  bear 
Tin,"  palice  with  u>  ?      Its  old  walls  ten  time;. 
As  old  as  I  am,  and  I  'm  v<'ry  old, 
HaNe  served  vou,  so  li.ne  I,  and  1  nni\  they 
Could  tell  a  tale;  but  1  in\oke  tliern  not 
To  fall  upon  you  !  else  they  would,  as  erst 
Till-  pillars  of  stone  l)a|;oi)  s  temple  on 
The  Israelite  and  his  Pliilisiine  fetes. 
Such  po\»er  1  do  bcli<Ne  there  might  exist 
In  sueh  a  lurse  as  mine,  provoked  l>y  such 
.\s  you  ;  but  1  curse  not.     .\dieu,  good  signor.s  I 
May  the  next  duke  be  J>etter  than  the  pn-sent  1 

I.ORKOANO. 

The  present  <lukc  is  Pascal  Milipii  ro. 


DOGE. 

Not  till  I  pass  the  threshold  of  these  doors. 

LOREDANO. 

vSaint  Marks  great  bell  is  soon  about  to  toll 
For  his  inauguration. 

nOGE. 

Earth  and  heaven! 
Ye  will  reverberate  this  peal;  and  I 
Live  to  hear  this  I — the  lirst  doge  who  e'er  heard 
Su»  h  sound  for  his  successor!    Happier  he, 
.My  altaiuied  predecessor,  stern  I-'aliero — 
This  insult,  at  the  least,  was  spared  him. 

loreda.no. 

Wh.1t ! 
Do  you  regret  a  traitor  ? 

DOGE. 

No — I  merely 
Euvy  the  dead. 

CHIEF  or  THE  TEX. 

My  lord,  if  you  indeed 
Are  bent  ujjon  this  rash  abaudoumeut 
Of  tin;  slate's  palace,  at  the  least  retire 
by  the  private  staircase,  wliicli  conducts  you  towards 
The  landing-place  of  the  canal. 

DOGE. 

No.     I 

Will  now  descend  the  stairs  by  which  I  mounted 

To  sovereignty  —  the  Giant's  Stairs,  on  whose 

Hroad  eminence  T  was  invested  duke. 

My  services  have  call'd  me  up  those  steps — 

The  malice  of  my  foes  will  drive  me  down  them. 

Tliere,  five  and  thirty  years  ago,  was  I 

Install  d;  and  traversed  these  same  halls,  from  which 

I  ne\er  thought  to  be  divorced,  except 

A  corse — a  corse,  it  miglit  be,  lighting  for  them — 

Hut  not  push'il  hence  by  fellow-citizens. 

Hut,  come;  my  son  and  I  will  go  together — 

He  to  his  grave,  au<l  I  to  pray  for  mine. 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TE.N. 

What!  thus  in  public? 

DOGE. 

I  was  publicly 
Elected,  and  so  will  I  be  deposed. 
Marina!  art  thou  willing? 

MARIXA. 

Here  8  my  arm  I 

DOGE. 

And  here  my  staff:   thus  propp'd,  will  I  go  forth. 

CUtKF  OF  THE  TEV. 

It  must  not  be — the  people  will  perceive  it. 

I>0GE. 

The  people! — There  s  no  people;  you  well  know  it. 

Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  thctn  or  me. 

There  i-»  a  pofnilacc,  perhaps,  whose  looks 

M.iy  sliarne  you ;  but  they  tiare  not  groan  nor  curs*-  y  i:. 

Save  willi  their  hearts  and  eyes, 

CUItF  OF  fllE  TEN. 

You  speak  iti  pis,>if.:» 
Else 

DOGE. 

You  lia\e  reason.     I  have  spoken  mucli 
.More  than  niv  wont;  it  is  <i  foible  which 
Was  not  of  mine,  Ijut  nutre  excuses  you, 
liiasinncli  as  it  sjiovvs  th.it  I  ajijtroach 
A  dotage  which  may  justify  thisileed 
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Of  yours,  aJlhongh  die  law  docs  oof,  nor  wilL 
Farewell,  sin. 

BABBAtlSO. 

You  shall  not  depart  without 
An  escort  fitting  past  and  present  rank. 
We  will  accompany,  with  due  respect. 
The  E>oge  unto  lib  private  palace.  Say, 
My  brethren,  will  we  not? 

DirriBEirr  toicbs. 
Ay!— Ay! 

DOGB. 

You  shall  not 
Stir — in  my  train,  at  least.   I  enter  d  here 
As  sovereign — I  go  out  at  citisen 
By  the  same  portah ;  but  as  citiien, 
All  these  vain  ceremonies  are  base  insults, 
Which  only  ulcerate  the  heart  the  more. 
Applying  poisons  there  as  antidotes. 
Pomp  is  for  princes — I  am  none  ! — That 's  fslse, 
I  am,  but  only  to  these  gates. — Ah ! 

LOBBDARO. 

Hark! 
[The  frtai  bell  of  Saint  Mark's  tolls. 

BABBABIGO. 

ThebrU! 

CaiBF  OF  THB  TBN. 

Saint  Mark's,  which  tolls  for  the  election 
Of  Maliptero. 

DOOB. 

Well  I  recognise 
The  sound!  I  heard  it  once,  bnt  once  before. 
And  that  is  five  and  thirty  years  ago; 
Even  tken  I  woj  netyoiang. 

BABBABiao. 

Sit  down,  my  lord ! 
Yon  tremble. 

DOGB. 

T  is  the  kncU  of  my  poor  boy! 
My  heart  aches  bitteriy. 

BABBABIGO. 

I  pray  yon  sit. 

DOGB. 

Mo;  my  seat  here  has  been  a  throne  till  now. 
Marina!  let  us  go. 

MABIRA. 

Most  readily. 
DOGB  (walks  a  few  steps^  Aen  Uops). 
1  feel  a  thirst— will  no  one  bring  me  here 
A  cupof  waterl 

BABBABIGO. 

r — 

MA  BIN  A. 

And  I 

LOBEOANO. 

And  I 

[The  DoGB  Inires  a  ^oMet/VtMM  Ae  hand  o/(^bbdano 

DOGB. 

I  take  yours,  Loredano,  from  the  liand 
Most  fit  for  such  an  hour  as  this. 

LOBBDARO. 

Why  so? 

DOGB. 

T  is  said  that  our  Venetian  crystal  has 
Such  pure  antipathy  to  poisons,  as 
To  burst  if  aught  of  venom  touches  it. 
You  bow  this  goblet,  and  it  is  not  broken. 


lABBOAllO. 

Well,  sir! 

DOGB. 

Then  it  b  fSslse,  or  you  are  true. 
For  my  own  pan,  I  credit  neither;  't  b 
An  idle  legend. 

MABINA. 

You  talk  wiklly,  and 
Had  better  now  be  seated,  nor  as  yet 
Depart.    Ah !  now  you  look  as  look'd  my  husband ! 

BABBABIGO. 

He  sinks!— support  him!— quick— a  chaii^-eupport  him ! 

DOGB. 

The  bell  tolb  on !— let  's  hence— my  brain 's  on  fire ! 

BABBABIGO. 

I  do  beseech  you,  lean  upon  us ! 

DOGB. 

No! 
A  sovereign  should  die  sUnding.    My  poor  boy ! 
Off  with  your  arms !—  That  bell  I 

[The  DoGB  drops  down,  oMd  diet. 

MABIRA. 

My  God!  my  God! 

BABBABIGO  (lO  U>BBOAJIo). 

Behold !  your  work 's  completed ! 

CBIBF  or  THB  TBIf. 

It  then  then 
No  aid  T    Gall  in  assistance ! 

ATTBKOAirr. 

T  b  all  over. 

CllBF  or  TBB  TBIf. 

If  it  be  SO ,  at  least  hb  obsequies 

Shall  be  such  as  befits  hb  name  and  nation. 

His  rank  and  his  devotion  to  the  duties 

Of  the  realm,  while  hb  age  permitted  him 

To  do  himself  and  them  full  justice.   Bretbreo, 

Say,  shall  it  not  be  so? 

BABBABlflO. 

He  has  not  had 
The  misery  to  die  a  subject  where 
He  reign'd  :  then  let  hb  funeral  riles  be  princely. 

CBIBT  or  TIB  TBR. 

We  are  agreed,  then  ? 

JUf  except  LoBBDAifo,  answer 
Yes, 

CBIBT  or  TIB  TBN. 

Heaven's  peace  be  with  him. 

MABIRA. 

Signors,  your  pardon :  thb  is  mockery. 

Juggle  no  more  witli  that  poor  remnant,  which, 

A  moment  since,  wliile  yet  it  had  a  soul 

(A  soul  by  whom  you  have  increased  your  empire. 

And  made  your  power  as  proud  as  was  his  glory) 

You  banish'd  from  his  palace,  and  tore  down 

From  his  high  place  with  such  relentless  coldncu : 

And  now,  when  he  can  neither  know  these  honoura, 

Nor  would  accept  them  if  he  could,  you,  signor% 

Purpose ,  with  idle  and  superfluous  pomp, 

To  make  a  pageant  over  what  you  trampled. 

A  princely  funeral  will  be  your  reproach, 

And  not  hb  honour. 

CHIBr  or  TIB  TBN. 

Lady,  we  revoke  not 
Our  purpose*  to  readily, 

MABINA. 

1  know  it, 
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As  far  as  tntiches  torluriag  the  living. 

I  thought  the  dead  had  been  beyond  even  you, 

Thoii)>]i  (some,  no  doubt),  consign'd  to  powers  vhioh  may 

ReNeinble  that  you  exercise  on  earth. 

I^^ave  him  to  me;  you  would  have  done  so  for 

His  dregs  of  hfe,  which  you  have  kindly  shorteu'd  : 

It  is  my  fast  of  duties,  and  may  prove 

A  dreary  comfort  in  my  desolation. 

Grief  is  fantastical,  and  loves  the  dead, 

And  the  apparel  of  the  grave. 

CHIEF  OF  THK  TKN. 

Do  you 
Trctend  still  to  this  office? 

MARIItA. 

I  do,  signor. 
Though  his  posses<:ions  have  been  all  consumed 
In  the  state's  service,  I  hive  still  my  dowry, 
Whieh  shnll  he  consecrated  to  his  riles, 
And  those  of [Shr  stops  witii  agitatioti. 

CniEF  OF  THK  TF.N. 

Best  retnin  it  for  your  children. 

MiRINA. 

Ay,  they  are  f.itherless:  I  thank  you. 

CeiFF  OF  THE  TEN. 

We 

Cannot  comply  with  your  request.    His  relics 
Shall  ])e  exposed  with  wonted  pomp,  and  follow  d 
Unto  their  liome  by  the  new  Doge ,  not  clad 
As  Doge,  but  simply  as  a  senator. 

MARINA. 

I  have  heard  of  murderers,  who  have  intcrr'd 

Their  victims;  but  ne'er  heard,  until  this  hour, 

Of  so  much  splendour  in  hypocrisy 

O'er  those  they  slew,   I  *ve  heard  of  widows'  tears — 

Alas!  I  have  shed  .some — always  thanks  to  you  ! 

I  '\e  heard  of  heirs  in  sables — you  have  left  none 

To  the  deceased,  so  you  would  act  the  part 

Of  such.    Will,  sirs,  your  will  be  done!  as  one  day, 

I  trust,  Heaven's  will  be  done  too' 

CIIIKF  OF  THt  TEN. 

Know  you,  lady. 
To  whom  ye  speak,  and  perils  of  such  speech? 

M  VKINV. 

I  know  the  former  better  than  yourselves: 
The  latter — like  yourselves;  and  can  face  both. 
Wish  you  more  funerals? 

B4RBARIG0. 

Heed  not  her  rash  words'. 
Her  circumstances  must  excuse  her  bearing. 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

We  will  not  note  them  down. 
BtRBARiGo  [turning  to  loredano,  who  is  writing  upon 

his  tablets). 

What  art  thou  writing. 
With  such  an  earnest  brow,  upon  thy  t.iLlels  ? 

LOREDA.NO  (pointing  to  tlie  dogk's  body). 
That  he  has  paid  mc  !  ' 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TEN. 

What  debt  did  he  owe  you? 

I.OREDANO. 

.\  long  and  just  one;  nalun-s  del>i  an<l  mine. 

[Curtain  falls 
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Extrait  He  I'Histoire  de  la  Rcpublique  de  rcnise^  par 
P.  DarUy  de  V .4cndcmie franrnise.      Tom.  2, 

Deplis  trtnte  ans  la  n'-publique  n'avait  pa.s  depose  Ics 
armes.  Ellc  a\ail  acquis  les  provinces  de  Brescia,  de 
llcrgame,  de  Cn'me,  et  la  prineipaute  de  Ravenne. 

Mais  res  guerres  contiuuelles  faisaienl  beaucoup  de 
inalheureux  et  de  inccontcnts.  Iai  doge  Francois  Fos- 
cari,  a  qui  on  ne  pouvait  pardonucr  d'en  avoir  cte  Ic  pro- 
moteur,  inanifestaunc&ecoude  fois,  en  i442,ct  probable- 
inent  a\ec  plus  de  sincerite  que  la  premiere,  liuteniion 
«i'abdi(|iier  sa  diguile.  L<'  conseil  s'y  refusa  encore.  On 
avail  exigc  de  lui  le  serment  de  nc  plus  quitter  le  dogat. 
II  eidit  d<'ja  avanie  dans  la  vieillesse,  couservant  cepen- 
(iant  beaucoup  de  force  dc  tele  et  de  caractere,  eljouis- 
sant  de  la  gloirc  d'avoir  vu  la  republique  ctendreau  lorn 
les  limiles  de  ses  domaines  pendant  sou  adiniiiistralion. 
Au  milieu  de  ces  prosperites,  de  grands  chagrins  vin- 
rent  mctlre  a  leprcuve  la  fermcte  de  son  aine. 

Sou  lils,  Jacques  Foseari,  ful  accuse, en  i41j»  d'.ivoir 
reru  des  presents  de  qnclques  princes  on  seigneurs  eirau- 
{;rrs,  notainmrnt,  tli>ait-on,  du  due  de  Milan,  Philippe 
Visconti.  Cetaii  uiui  seulemcnt  une  basse&M>,  niais  une 
infra«iion  des  lois  p«»>ilives  de  la  republique. 

Le  conseil  desdix  traiia  cetle  affaire  oommes'il  se  fut 
.i{;i  tl  un  delii  eomniis  par  un  particulicr  t»bscur.  1>j»  - 
•  use  fill  anieue  devant  ses  juges,  devaut  le  doge,  qui  ne 
crut  p.is  pou\oir  sabstenir  de  prcsider  Ic  tribunal.  ].;» , 
ii  fniinierroge, applique  a  la  question,"  declare  coupable. 
et  il  entendit,  de  la  I)Ouche  de  son  pere ,  larrel  qui  le 
(ondainnail  a  un  baoissement  perpetucl,  et  le  rcleguaii 
a  Naples  dc  Boinanie,  pour  y  finir  ses  jours. 

Einb.itvjue  sur  luu-  galere  pour  se  rcndre  .iu  lieu  dc  son 
fxil,  il  tomba  malade  a  Trieste.  Les  sollieiiaiions  *\u 
ilogr  oblinreiit,  n<>nsansiliflirulie,qii'on  lui  assigoat  une 
.luire  n-sideiice.  tiiliu  le  conseil  do  dix  lui  permit  de 
seretirer  a  Tn'-vise.  en  lui  imposant  I'obligalioii  d'y  res- 
ler  sous  i)eine  tie  iiiorl ,  etde  se  pn'senter  tous  les  j«)iirs 
(Icvaiil  l<*  gou\ernrur. 

II  y  elait  d<puis  cinq  ans,  lorsqu'undeschefsdncon&<iJ 
(les  dix  fut  assassinc.  l-es  soupcons  sc  portercnt  sur  lui ; 
un  de  s«'s  donirsiiijues  qu  011  avail  vu  a  Vcnisc  fut  arrtie 
el  .sul>it  la  torture.  Les  bourreaux  ne  purent  lui  arrarher 
;uicuu  aveu.  (>  terrible  tribunal  se  /itameiier  le  luaitre, 
le  soiiniit  aux  menus  i-preuxes;  il  re>isla  ii  tous  lei»  toiir- 
meuts,  ne  ccs>aut  daltestcrson  innocence;'  uiais  on  ne 

'  K  il!»la;,li  In  ooriLi  jut  HTprc  da  lui  la  vi-riu  ;  rhiaiimlo  il  fon- 
.i,;liti  di-  ilifM  i  roll.^  ('iiiiita.  ufl  ijiiali-  fu  mo4.»;r  lo  "lnji.  fu  tm- 
l.  ii/i.iu>.— (Mdriii  Stiiiiiio  Vilf  «l»-"  i»ii>  lii,  F.  Fon-ari.) 

*  K  fii  loriiii  ni:iu>  cif  m:ii  lunlV**!!  <o*n  iilrima,  piirf  |^.Tr»«»  al  ivn- 
\i|;lu>il<-  «lir(i  lii  coiitinarlo  in  tin  11II.1  •.ania.  (^lil^.^  Vnii  i  I.- 
icMf  dii  iu;;i'n)riil  ;  •(•■iia  Jarolxis  ToM-nri  pir  ocf^iioiifin  |»«-riM»- 
.oionis  fr  rni.rii*  llcrmftlai  Donalj  fuit  r«-l<rnii»  i-t  oi.iniinJiiii.  «i 
pro|(UT  »ij;iiili.;ilii)ii«'».  Jiisliliiniioiir*.  f\  »iri|.iuroji  <jua-  lialxnlur 
miiiin  '"iiiii.  <  hire  .i|i|>Mrrl  i|i*iiiu  <■»'>  mim  rrimini*  |>r^ili<li.  of^ 
|.ro|>liT  iiKiiniiiiiiMif'H.  i-l  yvrhn  qu;i'  »il«i  r»'fMTHi  »unt,  de  »|iiilnf« 
r\i»iii  iiKlJi  i.i  in  inifcsiii.  viil<'Mir  propirr  oh»iiiiiil.>m  niriitcm  «aji»i 
nnii  c.^c  poi^ihilf  ••\ir(ih' rf  al>  ipsii  illnin  \<rital<m.  "lua  tijir.i  >  •! 
yt'T  ».  ri|.liir.is  il  |ht  ICsl  ili.  ;it  imic..,  .jn<ilii,un  in  fiiln- .liiqiuni  o  . 
w.i.tn.  ii'i-  (;.  iiilmii.  nM  soliiiii  Jiilra  <Unti»  wuty  ipse  »ul»'rnr  ti 
.lU.liiiir  infrj  «•  J.Njui.  »•!.•.  .  .  .  Tamon  non  <'«i  Maudum  in  i.t.* 
If-ruiini*.  pn.pl.r  liuiion-m  i.uiu»  oo-iiri  «l  pro  wulii*  r«»p^»«il»o». 
prai'Tlini  ijn...)  rf;innii  iiii.>lriiiii  oc  iipalur  in  lia<  n- ft  quia  'nl  -r- 
li.  tUMi  «i.i  ,itnpliii«  pr..;;r.-.|.ro  ■  ta.lil  prm  quo.!  <li.  lu«  Ja.  .»>o» 
Kdviari,  pr..pt<r  »a 'ina-  h.ib.iiturdc  illo.   n)iliiiiur  in  o.nhniuin    iu 
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Tit  daot  oetle  coosttnce  <|tte  de  I'olMtiiiatioD;  de  oe  qu'il 
toisail  le  feit,  oo  cooclul  que  ce  Cait  exulait :  oo  attiibua 
«i  fermetc  a  la  magie,  et  oo  le  relegoa  k  la  Canee.  Dr 
celte  terre  loiotainCf  le  banni,  di^oe  alon  de  qnelqur 
pitie,  ne  cescait  d'cciire  a  son  p^re,  k  aes  amia,  pour 
t  obtenir  queique  adouciseemenl  a  sa  d^porlatioo.  N'ob- 
I  tenant  rien,  et  tachant  que  la  terreur  qu'inspirait  le  con- 
I  seil  des  dix  oe  lui  permettait  pas  d'e^perer  de  Irouver dan» 
Venue  une  seule  tou  qui  t'elevAten  m  faveur,  il  fit  une 
lettre  pour  le  nouveau  due  de  Milan,  par  laquelle,  au 
nom  des  bona  offices  que  Sforce  avait  re^ us  du  chef  de  la 
repoblique,  il  imploraii  son  intervention  en  faveor  d'un 
innocent,  da  fils  du  doge. 

Gette  lettre,  aelon  quelques  historiens,  fut  confix  k  un 
marcfaand  qui  avait  promis  de  la  faire  panrenir  an  due, 
mais  qui,  trop  avcrti  de  ce  qu'il  avait  a  craindre  en  se 
rendantrintermMiaire  d'une  pareille  correspondance,  se 
hata,  en  d^barquant  k  Venise,  de  la  remettre  au  cbef  du 
thbonal.  Une  autre  version,  qui  parait  plus  stkre,  rap- 
porte  que  la  lettre  fut  surprise  par  un  espion,  attach^  aui 
pas  de  i'exile.  * 

Ce  fnc  un  nouveau  delit  dont  on  eut  k  pnnir  Jacques 
Foscari.  Reclamer  la  protection  d'un  prince  eirangcr 
etait  on  crime  dans  un  sujet  de  la  r^publique.  Une  ga- 
lere  partit  snr^le-champ  pour  Tamener  dans  les  prisom 
de  Venise.  A  son  arrivee,  il  fut  soumis  Ji  f  eslrapade.  ' 
Celait  une  sing uliere  destince  pour  le  cttoyen  dune  r^- 
publiqoe  et  pour  le  fils  d'un  prioce,  d'etre  trois  foi^  dans 
sa  vie  appliqu^  a  la  queslion.  Cette  fois  la  torture  euit 
d'autant  plus  odieuse quelle  n'avait  point d'objet,  le  fail 
quon  avait  k  lui  reprocber  ^taot  incontestable. 

Quand  on  demanda  a  I'accust^,  dans  lc«  intervalles  que 
les  boorreaox  lui  accordaient,  pourquoi  il  avait  ecril  la 
lettre  qu'on  lui  produisait,  il  repoodait  que  c'etuit  pn^- 
cisement  parcequ'il  ne  doutait  pas  quelle  ne  tombal  entre 
les  mains  du  tribunal,  que  toute  autre  voie  lui  avait  ^te 
fermee  pour  faire  panrenir  ses  r^cUmations,  qu'il  s'at- 
tendait  bien  qu'on  le  ferait  amener  a  Venise,  mais  qu'il 
avait  tout  risqu^  pour  avoir  la  consolation  de  voir  sa 
femme,  son  pi^re,  et  sa  m^e,  encore  uae  fois. 

Sor  cette  naive  declaration,  on  confirma  sa  sentence 
j  d'ezil ;  mab  on  i'aggrava,  en  y  ajoutant  qu'il  scrait  retcou 
j  en  prison  pendant  uu  an.  Cette  rifueur,  dont  on  usaii 
i  enven  nn  malheurrua  etait  sans  doute  odieuse;  mais 
I  cette  politique,  qni  defendait  a  tous  les  citoycns  de  faire 
I  iotervenir  le«  Strangers  dans  les  affaires  ioterieures  de  la 
repoblique,  ^it  sage.  Elle  etait  ches  cua  uue  maxime  dc 
gouvememcniet  une  matime  inflexible.  L'bistorien  Paul 
Morosini^  a  cont^  que  I'empereur  Frederic  III,  pendant 
qn'il  etait  Thole  des  Venitiens,  demanda  comma  une  fa- 
▼eur  particuli^re  radmission  d'un  citoyen  dans  le  grand 
conseil,  et  la  grace  d'un  ancicn  gouvemeur  de  Candie, 
gendre  du  doge,  et  banni  pour  sa  raauvaise  admiaistra- 
tion ,  sans  pouvoir  oblenir  ni  I'une  ni  I'autre. 

Cependani  on  ne  put  refuser  au  condamn^  la  permi.s- 
siott  de  voir  sa  femme,  ses  eiifants,  se*  parents,  qu'il  ailait 
quitter  pour  toujours.  Cette  Uerniere  entrevue  mvmv 
fut  accompagn^de  cruaute,  par  la  severe  circoospectton. 
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▼iuie  Caaf»,*  etc.   Noii-w  tar  Ic  pnMtW  «1«  Jarqam  Fotcsri,  dan* 

■  Tolaae  latital',  Rarcotta  <tl  m*mn>t\^  ttnrirh««  e  aaamlota.  pc  r 
■•  8«at«a  d«tr  ecrcloBtiMlao  ooatifflio  dl  1.  dalla  sm  priaia 

■iftasMo*  aiM  a'  eiorai  MMlri.  ooa  le  aivrnc  vartogioal  e  rif4inM 
II*  variwporW  tarm««.   (4rrM»«  «li»  V*«nin<.) 
'  LaaMieseil^cMMaaaqBi  r«pporielr«artMd(*r«ll«prfMi'durr. 
>  Ebbe  priais  par  aapare  la  v crita  irraia  t^aaaai  lU  oorda.     (Ma- 

■  Sranlo.  Viio  da*  i>NrU.  F.  Foacari.) 
»  Bialoria  di  VvMtia,  lib.  si. 


qui  retcnait  les  epattchemaas  dc  la  doulcar  pulanneUe  et 
coiyugale.  Ce  ne  fut  point  dans  I'inierieur  da  lenr  ap- 
partement,  cc  fnt  dans  une  des  graodos  salles  du  pabis, 
qunoe  femme,  accooipugn^  dc  sea  qnatie  fils,  vim  iaire 
lea  demiers  adieus  i  aon  man,  qu'ua  p^re  octog^naire  et 
la  dogaresae  accaUesd'infirmii^  jouirent  lui  moment  de 
la  triste  eonsobtion  dc  m^r  leurs  larmesii  celles  de  leur 
eule.  II  sc  jeta  k  leurs  geoonx,  en  leur  tendant  des 
mains  disloquees  par  b  torture,  pour  lea  supplier  de  sol- 
liciter  queique  adoucissemcnt  k  b  senlcaoe  qui  venait 
d'etre  prooonc^  oonire  lui.  Son  pire  eut  b  courage  de 
lui  r^pondre :  •  Non,  mon  fib,  respectet  votrc  arrfri ,  el 
ob^iases  sans  murmnre  k  b  aeigneurie.**  A  cea  mots 
il  se  separa  dc  linfortaa^,  qui  Ait aar^e-champ  einbar- 
quc  pour  Candie. 

L'antiquiie  vitavec  aalantd*hon«ttr  que  d'admira lion 
un  p^  condamnant  sat  fib  cvidemmenf  eoupablm. 
Elb  liesita  pour  qualifier  dc  vcrtu  sublioac  on  de  ferociie 
cet  effort  qui  parait  au'dessus  de  la  nature  humaioe ;  * 
mais  ici,  oh  b  premi^  faulc  n'^it  qu'une  faiUease,  oii 
la  sccondc  o'^uit  pasprouv^,  04  b  troisi^me  n'avait 
rien  dc  crimind,  comment  concevoir  la  conslance  d'un 
p^re,  qui  voit  torturer  trois  fois  son  fils  unique,  qui  Ten- 
tend  condamner  sana  preuves;  et  qni  n'^btc  pas  en 
pbintes;  qui  ne  Tabordc  que  pour  lui  montrer  un  visage 
plus  ausi^c  qu'attendri,  et  qui,  an  moment  de  s'en  se- 
pamr  pour  jamau,  lui  interdtt  let  murmures  et  jnsqn'^ 
lesperancc ?  Comment  expliquer  une  si  craclb circon- 
spection,  si  ce  nest  en  avouaot,  4. notre  boote,  qne  b 
tyrannic  pent  obtenir  dc  Tespece  humaioe  les  m^mes 
efforts  qne  la  vertu?  La  servitude  aurait-eUe  son  be- 
roisme  comme  la  libertc  ? 

Queique  temps  apris  ce  jugemcnt,  on  decouvrit  le  ve- 
ritable aulcur  de  Tassassinat,  dont  Jacques  Foscari  por- 
tait  la  peine;  mais  il  n'etait  plus  temps  de  rrparer  celir 
atroce  injustice,  b  malbeureua  etait  mort  dans  sa  prison. 

II  me  reste  ii  racooter  b  suite  des  mallieiin  du  pere. 
L'bisloire  les  attribuc  k  Timpatiencc  qu'avaieni  ses  enne- 
mis  et  ses  rivaux  de  voir  vaquer  sa  pbce.  Elle  accuae 
fbrmellement  Jacques  Lor^dan,  Tun  des  chefs  du  conseil 
des  dix,  dc  s'^ire  livr6  contK  ce  vieilbrd  aux  conseils 
(tunc  bainc  herediuire  et  qui  dcpuis  long-tempa  diviaait 
leurs  maisons.' 

Francois  Foscari  avait  easay^  dc  la  faire  cesser,  en 
offrani  sa  fille  k  Tillustreamiral  Pierre  Loredan,  pour  uu 
de  ses  fils.     L'allianoe  avait  et^  rejet^,  et  Tinimiti^  des 

•  ihria  SasBM.  daaaas  cbroaiqaa.  Vita  di'  Daobi,  WMn  Id,  Mat 
en  a*oirea  riaieatioa.  d'aaa  e&praaaioa  aaaat  ^B«r||i«|a« :  •  Ildo^x 
rra  Tect-bio  )•  decTryiu  elk  •  caaaiaafa  roa  aaa  aaxialta.  E 
qaaado  g'*  *'^  parloQl  aolfo  roatiaalaamita  cba  parea  cb«  M»a 
foM*  lao  figiialo,  iloM  fow«  SrIIsIo  aaloo,  a  Jarapo  disM,  *  mnamr 
padr  •«  vl  piT|^  rba  pnwariala  par  aa,  aodoorb*  i«  loral  a  esM  ala. 
II  ao(«  diH« :  '  Jsnopo,  va  e  obtiediMla  qaallo  cba  vaola  is  tarn,  ai 
aon  oeroar  pia  oitr«.'  • 

*  Oia  fut  aa  aria  qae  Too  na  Maarolt  ay  •anuaaeni  loa«r,  ay 
aun  Maaavr :  rar,  on  c'ealoil  nna  etoHlanes  da  veiin,  qni  rvadoli 
almi  ton  nrar  iapnaibla,  on  na«  t4oI««c»  da  pnaalon  qni  larandolt 
(aMn«ibli>,  dnni  na  lana  ■•  I'antren'aal  dna*  pMlu.  ainai  aatpaa- 
•aai  lordiaaire  d'baaaiaa nalnro.  al  leaani  on  de  la diTinti^ on  de 
la  bMlialil<<.  .Vnu  il  ml  plat  raiMmaable  que  le  jucraral  dm 
liiMnmn  ■'■ri-Arde  a  ta  (jlalif,  qae  la  fallilrMc  d»^  joRrau*  fa»««  dr*- 
mWrr  ca  »«-fa.  MaU  ponr  kttt  qaaed  il  ••  foi  reiW,  loni  la  aonde 
ilf  aonra  uir  la  piMB'  maun*  irsMy  d'borraar  et  da  tfjtmr,  par  nn 
Inac  Mwp*  tani  ani  dim,  ponr  aiolr  van  oa  qni  a»oii  t-u^  (an.  (Nn- 
larqae,  Valrriu*  Pablioola.) 

»  J«.  taia  priaripaloaant  dau  ra  rwii  an*  relPl»«a  aBnaafril*-  d*» 
(a  depnaiiion  de  Kran^'i*  Fowari  qai  c»l  dan»  le  volaae  iaiiiaW: 
Itarnitia  di  arnmie  tiorirba  a  aaanioW'.  por  foraar  lo  Stofia  dcil 
prr«-ilfaliuiBuronti(;lio  di  \.  (\rrbi«aa  d«  Vaniir.) 
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I  deux  families  sen  ^lait  accrue.  Dan^  tous  les  couseiU, 
liaQs  toutcft  les  affaires,  Ic  dojje  frouvait  toujours  Ics  Lo- 
redan  pres  k  combatire  scs  propositions  ou  ses  intercls. 
II  lui  echappa  un  jour  de  dire  qu'il  ne  se  croirait  rccllc- 
ment  prince  que  lorsquc  I*icrre  Lon-dau  aurait  ccsse  dc 
vivre.  Get  amiral  mourut  quelque  temps  nprts  d'une 
incommodite  assez  prompte  qu'on  ne  put  expliqucr  II 
n'cn  fallut  pns  dat-antage  aux  malveillant.s  pourinsinuor 
que  Francois  Foscari,  ayant  dcsir^  cettc  mort,  pouvail 
bien  I'avoir  lialee. 

Ces  bruits  s'accredit^rcnt  encore  lorsqu'on  vit  aussi 
perir  subitement  Marc  Loredan,  frcre  de  Pierre,  el  cela 
dans  Ic  moment  ou,  en  sa  qualite  d'avogador,  il  instrui- 
sait  un  proces  contrc  Andre  Dona  to,  {^endre  du  dojjo, 
accuse  de  pcculat.  On  ecri^it  sur  la  tombe  dc  I'amiral 
qu'il  avail  ^tc  enlevd  a  la  patric  par  le  poison. 

II  n'y  avail  aucune  preuve,  aucun  indirc  contre  Fran- 
cois Foscari,  aucune  rnison  mcme  de  Ic  soupconncr. 
(^)uaud  sa  vie  entiere  n'aurait  pas  dementi  une  imputa- 
tion aussi  odicuse,  ii  savait  que  son  ranj  ne  lui  promct- 
tait  ni  Timpmiite  ni  mcnic  lindul^cnce.  Jja  niort  tra- 
gique  de  I'un  de  ses  predecesscurs  Ten  avcrtisviil,  ci 
il  n'avait  que  trop  d'cxemplcs  domcstiqucs  du  soin  que 
Ic  conseil  des  dix  prcuail  d'humilier  le  clief  dc  la  repu- 
blique. 

Cependant,  Jacques  Lorcdnn,  fils  de  Pierre,  croyait  ou 
fciguail  de  croire  avoir  a  vcnyer  leii  perlcs  de  sa  famillc.' 
Dans  se*  livres  de  coraptcs  (car  il  faisait  lo  commerce, 
commc  acettecpoqueprcsquctouslospatriciens),  il  avait 
inscrit  de  sa  proprc  main  le  doge  au  iiombre  dc  ses  dcbi- 
tcurs,  pour  la  mort,  y  etait-il  dit,  de  mon  pcrc  et  de  mou 
oncle. '  Dc  I'autrc  cote  du  regisire,  il  avait  lai»sc  unc 
page  en  blanc,  pour  y  faire  mention  du  recouvremcnl 
dc  cettc  dette,  el  cu  effct,  apres  la  pertedu  doge,  ilecri- 
vit  sur  son  registre:  il  me  la  payee,  I'ha  pagata. 

Jacques  Loretlan  ful  ^lu  mcnibre  du  conseil  des  dix, 
en  devinl  un  des  trois  cbefs,  el  se  promil  bien  de  profiler 
dc  cettc  occasion  pour  nccomplir  la  vengeance  qu'il  mo- 
di tail. 

I^  doge,  en  sortant  de  la  terrible  epreuve  qu'il  \enait 
dc  subir,  pendant  le  proces  de  son  iils,  s'etait  rctirr  aux 
fond  de  son  palais :  incapable  de  se  livrcr  aux  affairt's, 
consume  de  cbagrins,  accable  de  vieillcsse,  il  ne  se  mon- 
Irait  plun  en  public,  ni  meme  dans  les  conseils.  Cettc 
rclraite,si  facile  a  expHquer  dans  un  vieillard  ootogcnairc 
si  raallicureuxi  deplut  auv  decemvirs,  qui  voulurcni  y 
voir  un  murmure  contre  leurs  arrets. 

Lorcdan  commcnra  par  se  plaiiidrc  devant  ses  col- 
Icgues  du  tort  que  les  infirmites  i]u  doge,  son  absence  des 
conseils,  apportaioni  a  lexpediiion  des  affaires:  il  finlt 
par  basardcr  ct  reussit  a  fairc  agn'cr  la  proposition  de  le 
deposcr.  Ce  n'eiait  pas  la  premiere  fois  que  Vcnise  avait 
pour  prince  un  bomme  dans  la  caducitc:  Tusage  cl  1(.'> 
lois  y  avaienl  pourvu:  dans  ces  circonstancos  le  dogr 
ctail  supplc'c  par  le  plus  ancien  du  conseil.  fci,  cela  no 
siifflsait  pas  aux  cnncmis  dc  Foscari.  Pour  duniier  plus 
de  solenuitea  la  deliberntion,  le  conseil  des  dix  dcinanda 
une  adjonclion  de  vingl-cinq  scnateurs;  mais  cotnme  on 
u'en  enonrait  pas  I'objct,  el  que  le  grand  con«;oil  etaii 
loin  de  le  soupoonncr,  il  se  trou>.i  que  Marc  Foscari, 
frcre  du  doge,  leur  ful  <ioune  pour  I'un  des  .idjoiuis. 
Au   lieu  dc   ladmcltre   a  la    di-iibcraiiou,   ou  dc   n.-- 

I  Ila»re  lumen  injuriai  qiinmrii  imai;inarins  Don  tiini  ail  oniniuni 
ru>o.-uT<-rni  Jn'oliut  Laiirrtiiiuut  ilcluncuirupi  rie|  o»  )|i)nin  in  alc'.o- 
Jariuin  vimlidam  o(i|M>riiii)n.     (l'alo/.>i  Kn%ii  (luoal>:'<-) 

*  llnJ,,  Il  I'ilittoiru  Yi-ufiicnnc  du  Vi^nolo. 
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elamer  contre  ce  choix,  on  enferma  ce  senutcnr  dans 
unc  cbambre  separee,  el  on  lui  fit  jurer  de  ne  jam.iis 
parler  de  cctte  exclusion  qu'il  eprouvait,  en  lui  deeja- 
rant  qu'il  y  allail  de  sa  vie  ;  ce  qui  n'einpecba  pas  qu'on 
inscrivii  son  nom  au  bas  du  dccrel,  comme  sll  y  eiit 
pris  part.  ' 

<Juand  on  en  vinta  la  deliberation,  Lon'dan  la  pro\o- 
qua  en  ces  termes.  '  »<  Si  luiiliie  publuiue  doit  iiriposor 
>ilriiee  a  lous  les  iutercls  privcs,  jo  ne  doute  pas  <pie 
nous  ne  preiiions  aujourd'bui  une  mesnre  que  la  patric 
reclame,  que  nous  lui  demons.  Les  ctals  ne  peuvenl 
sc  maiulcnir  dans  un  ordre  de  cboses  immuable  :  voux 
navcz  qu';i  voir  commc  le  notrc  esi  cbangc,  cl  combieu 
il  le  serail  davantagc  sil  n'y  avait  une  aniorile  a-.'^'Z 
ferme  pour  y  porter  remedc.  Jai  lionte  de  vous  f.iirc 
remarquer  la  coi)fu$ion  qui  rifgue  dans  les  conseils,  le 
desordrc  des  deliberations,  Icncombrement  des  af- 
faires, el  la  legerele  avec  laqueile  les  plus  imporiantes 
soul  decidees;  la  licence  dc  noire  jeurtesse,  le  pru 
d'assidiiite  des  magistrals,  lintroducliou  de  nouveau- 
i»'-s  dangercuses.  <;^>u<l  est  Icffel  dc  ces  desordres  ? 
dc  compronieitre  noire  consideration.  Ouelle  ea  e«.i 
la  cause?  ral/sciice  dun  clief  capable  de  moderer  les 
uns,  dc  dinger  les  aulres,  de  douuer  I'exemple  ii  tous, 
ct  de  mainicuir  la  force  des  lois. 

«  Oil  est  le  lemps  ou  nos  deerets  elaienl  aussitot  cxc- 
cules   que    reiulus?    ou   Francois   Carrare   se   trou^ait 
investi  dans  Pa<loue,  avant  de  pouvoir  clre  seulement    ' 
informe  que  nous  voulions  lui  fairc  la  guerre?     >'ous    ' 
.ivons  vu  tout  le  coutraire  dans  la  dcrniere  guerre  contrr?    : 
Ic  due  de  Milan.     Mallicurcusc  la  republique  qui  esc 
sans  cbef  I  ) 

«Je  ne  vous  rappcllc  pas  lous  ces  inconvenient*  et    i 
Icurs  suites  «ieplorablcs,  pour  vous  affligcr,  pour  vous    ■ 
effrayer,  mais  pour  vous  fairc  souvenir  que  vous  «-ic>    j 
les  inailres,  les  conservjicurs  de  eel  etat  fbnde  par  vos 
percs,  el  de  la  liberie  que  nous  devons  a  leurs  travaux.    - 
a   leurs   instil utious.     lei,   Ic  mal  iudique   le   reninlr.    J 
Nous  n'avous  point  de  clicf,  il  nous  en  faut  uo.     Noirr    | 
|iriiice  est  notre  oiivrage,  nous  avons  done  Ic  droit  de    i 
jiigcr  sou  nieritc  quauil  il  s'agil  dc  Tclirc,  cl  son  iiir;i-    ' 
pacilc*   ({uand   cllc   sc    manifcslc.      J'ajouterai  que    le 
peuple,  encore  bien  qu'il  uail  pas  le  droit  de  pronou- 
cer  sur  les  actions  dc  ses  mailres,  apprendra  ce  citaifr-   ' 
gcment  avec   transport.     Ce«>l  la  Providence,  je   u'rn    ' 
doule  pas,  qui  lui  inspire  clle-nieines  ces  dispositions,    ' 
pour  vous  avcrtir  que  la  republique  reclame  cettc  rcso-   | 
lution,  et  que  le  sort  de  I'etat  est  en  vos  mains.M  I 

ile  discours  n'eprouva  que  de  timides  contradiction's ; 
ecpcndant,  la  deliberation  dura  buit  jours.  L'assemblee,  ' 
lie  sc  jugeant  pa.s  nussi  sure  de  I'approbation  univcnw-Ilr-  \ 
iiuelorateur  voulail  Ic  lui  fiiire  croire,  desirait  que  le  do^e  < 
donnat  lui-ineme  sa  demi>siou.  11  lavail  deja  propo*^-«  ' 
deux  fois,  «?t  on  navait  pa<»  voulu  lacccpler. 

Aucune  loi  ne  portail  que  le  prince  ful  rcvocabl<>  :  il    , 
I  taiinuconlrairca  vie, ct  Icscxcniplcsquou  pouvaic  ciirr 
de  |)JiL>icurN  dog*'-,  depos<''>,  prou^aient  que  de  lelles  n'\<>- 
lutiotis  avaicnt  toujours  ct<'>  le  rcsullat  dun  mouvcnicui 
juipulaire. 

JIais  dailleurs,  si  Ic  doge  pouvait  etre  tleposc,  ce  n'*.-iait 
pasassurcnicni  |>ar  un  tribunal  compose  dun  petit  i»otn- 
brc  dc  incmbr(  s,  in^tilue  pour  punir  les  crimes,  et  iiiilit*- 

'   II  ftiut  rcfifiui.iot  remarquer  qiicdnns  la  noiirc  oil  Vno   r.\t.t  at* 
••••fair,  la  ilr'-lilx'rnin'D  e»t  ruj'|>oriee,  tjuo  le»  \in;ft-fin€j  'ulj<>i'*t(»  » 
'    .III  I  rioiiiiui'K,  el  (|ue  Ii'  iioiii  «l«>  M;trt'.  1  o!><ari  ue  *'y  irou«e  |>a*. 
'  l.Uti-  )Kiran|;uu  hc  III  tlun*  la  ikiiIo-  cii»'e  ci-Uei>siiis. 
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ment  iovcsci  du  droit  der^Toqaer  ce  que  Ic  coq>t  loave- 
nia  6e  I'^tat  avail  fait. 

Ccpendanc  le  tribitoal  arrtfa  que  les  ui  cooieiilen  de 
la  trigneurie ,  et  let  cheh  da  eoiMeii  dct  dii ,  se  traiu- 
porteraieat  anpr^  da  do|re,  poor  lui  si|{nifirr  qae  Tei- 
c«llMiCiMiaiecooteil  avail  ju^e  coo  venable  qa'il  abdiquAl 
uoe  dignity  dont  um  Age  ne  lui  permeitait  plus  de  rem- 
plir  let  foflctioot.  On  lui  donoa  1  Soo  dacau  d'or  pour 
son  eotretien ,  et  via0l-<|UMire  heares  poar  se  decider.  • 

Foscari  r^pondii  lur-le-eltamp  avec  beaucoup  de  ^m- 
vite,  que  deux  foi*  il  avail  voulu  se  demetcre  de  m  cbarge ; 
qu'au  li«a  de  le  lui  permcttre,  on  avail  exige  de  lui  le 
•ermeot  de  ne  plus  reiierer  cette  demande;  que  la  Pro> 
vidrace  avait  prolonQe  ses  jour*  pour  IVprouver  et  pour 
raftiiger;qae  cependani  on  netaii  pas  en  droit  de  repro- 
rher  sa  loo|pie  vie  a  un  homme  qui  avail  employe  quatre- 
viogt-quatre  ans  au  tervtce  de  la  rdpubltque ,  qu'il  etiiit 
pre!  encore  k  lui  sacri6er  sa  vie;  mais  que,  pour  sa  di- 
gniie,  il  bi  tenatt  de  la  republique  emigre,  et  qu'il  se 
rnerrait  de  r^pondre  sar  ce  sujei ,  quaod  la  voloni^  gc- 
nerale  se  serail  legalement  maoilrstec. 

Le  lendemain  ,  k  Tbeure  indiquee ,  les  conseillers  et  Ics 
chefii  des  diz  se  presenl^rent.  II  ne  voulul  pas  leur  don- 
nerdTantre  reponse.  Le  conseil  s'nssembla  sur-le-cbamp, 
|ui  envoya  demander  encore  une  foissa  resolution,  «eauce 
tenante,  et,  la  reponae  ayant  ^1^  bi  mfme,  on  pronon^a 
que  le  doge  ^cait  relevc  de  son  sermeni  et  depose  de  sa 
dignile :  on  lui  assigna  une  pension  de  1  Soo  ducats  d'or, 
en  lui  enjoignant  de  sorlir  du  palais  dans  buit  jours,  sous 
peine  de  voir  tous  ses  biens  confisqu^.* 

Le  lendemain  ce  decrel  Ait  porie  au  doge,  el  ce  fut 
Jacques  LorMan  qui  ent  la  cruelle  joie  de  Ic  lui  presen- 
ter. 11  r^pondit :  «  Si  j'avais  pu  pr^voir  que  ma  vieil- 
le»ae  fAc  pr^judiciable  k  T^iat,  le  cbef  de  la  republique 
ne  se  serail  pas  monlre  asses  iogral  pour  prcferer  sa 
dignil^  k  la  patrie;  mais  cette  vie  lui  ayaut  ii6  utile 
pendant  tant  d'ann^,  je  vouiais  lui  en  consacrer  jus- 
qu'au  dernier  moment.  Le  d^cret  est  rendu ,  je  m'y 
conformerai. »  Apr^  avoir  parl^  ainsi ,  il  se  depontUa 
des  marques  de  sa  dignity,  remit  I'anneau  ducal  qui  fut 
bris^  en  sa  prince ,  et  d^  lejour  suivaol  il  qniita  ce  pa- 
lais ,  qu'il  avait  babite  pendant  treule-cinq  ans,  accom- 
pagn^  de  son  Mre,  de  ses  parents,  et  de  ses  amis.  Un 
<ccnflaire,  qui  se  troava  snr  le  perron,  I'invita  k  des- 
ccndre  par  on  escalier  d^b^,  afin  d'^viter  la  foulc  du 
penple,  qui  s'^tait  rassembl^  dans  les  cours,  mais  il  sy 
refusa,  disant  qui!  voulait  desceodre  par  oii  il  ^tait 
mont^ ;  et  quand  il  fut  au  bas  de  I'escalier  des  glints ,  tl 
•e  retouma ,  appuy^  sur  sa  b^uille ,  vers  le  paUis ,  eu 
prof^rant  ces  paroles :  «•  Mes  services  m'y  avaieni  ap- 
pel^,la  malice  de  mes  ennemis  m'en  fait  sortir.» 

La  foule  qui  s'ouvrait  sur  son  passage,  et  qui  avait 
pent-itrc  desire  sa  mort,  etait  ^mue  de  respect  et  d'at- 
lendrissement. '  Rentr^  dans  sa  maison ,  il  recommanda 
a  sa  famille  d'oublier  les  injures  de  ses  ennrmis.  Per- 
soone  dans  les  divers  corps  de  I'^lat  ne  se  crut  en  droit 
de  s'etonner,  qu  un  prince  ioamovible  eftt  ete  dcpos^sans 
qn'on  lui  reprocbit  rien;  que  I'^lat  cfti  perdu  son  chef , 
k  i'insu  du  s^nat ,  et  du  corps  souvcrain  lut-ro^me.  Le 
peuple  seu)  latssa  echapper  quelques  regrets :  une  pro- 
clamation da  conwil  des  dix  prescrivit  le  silence  le  plus 
absolu  snr  cette  affaire,  sous  peine  de  mort. 

*  Cm  4<crM  wi  rspport/  untBcIleaeat  4«ds  ia  aodce. 

*  La  aolitiB  rapfiorCA  aaMi  ob  diem. 

*  Oa  lit  daat  l«  Boti<«  cm  propra  aou :  •  Se  fbaia  tUHo  ia  l«ro 
I  o»0f  voluaiitfrl  lo  avrebboro  rostilaito.* 


Avani  de  donner  un  inecesteur  i  Francois  Foacari, 
une  nouvelle  loi  fut  rendue,  qui  diffendait  an  doge 
d'ouvrir  et  de  lire,  autremeol  qu'en  prince  de  ses  con- 
seillers, les  d^ptebes  des  ambassadenn  de  la  i^pabliqna, 
et  les  lettres  des  princes  Strangers  (. 

Les  elecieurs  entr^renl  au  conclave ,  ef  nomm^rent  au 
dogat  Paschal  Malipier,  le  3o  ociobre  §457.  La  cloche 
de  Sainl-Biarc,  qui  annon^it  k  Venue  son  nouveau 
prince ,  vini  frapper  Foreille  de  Fran^iv  Foscari ;  cette 
fois  sa  fermei^  I'abandonna,  il  eprouva  an  tel  saisissc' 
ment  qu'il  mourul  Ic  lendemain  '. 

La  republique  arr^u  qu'on  Ini  rendrait  les  m^mes  bon- 
neurs  funebres  que  s'll  fftt  mort  dans  I'exerciw  de  sa 
digniie;  mais  lorsqu'on  se  presenta  pour  enlever  ses 
restes,  sa  veuve,quideM)o  nom  etait  Marine  Nani,declara 
qu'elie  ne  le  souffrirait  point;  qu'on  ne  devatt  pas  trailer 
en  prince  apr^s  sa  mort  celui  que  vivant  on  avail  d^^ 
pouilie  de  la  couronne ,  et  que ,  pnisqu'il  avait  consumi 
ses  biens  au  service  de  I'etat,  elle  saurail  consacrer  sa  dot 
a  lui  faire  rendre  let  demiers  honneurs.  ^  On  ne  tint 
aucun  compte  de  cette  r^sittance,  et  malgr^  les  protes- 
tations de  Tancieane  dogaresse,  le  corps  fut  enlev^,  re- 
veiu  des  omemens  ducauz ,  expos^  en  publie ,  et  les  ob- 
seques  furent  celebr^es  avec  la  pompe  accontumee.  Le 
Qouveau  doge  assisia  au  convoi  en  robe  de  s^nateur. 

La  piti^  qu'avait  inspir^e  le  malbeur  de  ce  vieillard, 
ne  fut  pas  iout-4-^it  sterile.  Un  an  apris,  on  osa  dire 
que  le  conseil  des  dix  avait  outrepas«e  ses  pouvoirs,  et  il 
lui  fut  defendu  par  une  loi  du  grand  conseil  de  s'ingcrer 
k  I'avenir  de  juger  le  prince ,  k  moins  que  ce  ne  fftt  pour 
cause  de  felonie.  4 

Un  acte  d'autoriie  tel  que  la  deposition  d'un  doge  in> 
amovible  de  sa  nature  auroit  pu  exciter  un  soulevement 
['oueral ,  on  au  moins  occastoner  une  division  dans  une 
republique  autrement  constitute  que  Venise.  Mat*  dc- 
puis  troisans,  il  exisiaii  dans  celle-ci  une  magistraturc, 
ou  plutdt  une  autoriie,  devant  laquelle  tout  devait  se 
Uiire. 


Extrnit  dt  VBittoif  dea  RepuUiquts  italiennes  du 
imoyen  a^e,  par  J.  C.  L,  Simtonde  dt  Sismutndif  torn  S. 

Lb  doge  de  Venise,  qui  avait  pr^venu  par  ce  trait^  uae 
guerre  non  moins  dangereuse  que  celle  qu'il  avail  ter* 
min^e  presqne  en  m^me  temps  par  le  traits  de  Lodi , 
etait  alors  parvenu  k  une  extreme  vietUease.  Francois 
Foscari  occupait  cette  premiere  dignii^  de  I'^tat  d^  le 
i5  avril ,  1423.  Quoiqu'il  fftt  dej^  Ag^  de  plus  de  cin- 
quante-un  ans  k  I'epoque  de  son  Election ,  il  etait  cepen- 
dant  le  plus  jeune  des  quarante-un  electeurs.  II  avait 
eu  beaucoup  de  peine  k  parvenir  aa  rang  qu'il  convoi- 
tait,et  son  Election  avait  ^l^  conduite  avec  beaucoup 
d'adresse.  Pendant  plusieurs  toUrs  de  scrutin  ses  amis 
\n  plus  lilcs  s'^tiient  absienus  de  Ini  donner  leur  suf- 
frage; pour  que  les  autres  ne  le  consid^rasitent  pas  comme 
un  concurrent  redoutable.^  Le  conseil  des  dix  craignait 
son  credit  parmi  la  noblesse  pauvre,  parcequ'ii  avait 
cberche  a  se  la  rendre  favorable ,  tandis  qu'il  ^lait  pro- 
curateur  de  Saint- Marc,  en  faisant  employer  plus  de 
irente  mille  ducats  k  doter  des  jeunes  fiUes  de  bonne 

•  mu.  di  V0nitIa.dlPsololiorMiBl.  lib.  >3. 

•  UUt.  di  Pirtro  Jutiaisai,  lib.  S. 

•  HUt.  d'EcDotio,  lib.  6,  eap.  7. 

•  G«  dikrol  wi  da  jS  Ociobra,  14SS.    La  noiiee  la  rspparta. 

•  Maria  8anulo.  Vila  da'  Dacbi  dl  Venecia,  p.  967. 
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maison,  ou  a  etablir  des  jeunes  geatilshoimncs.  On 
craigiuiit  oncnrc  sa  nombrcuse  famille ,  car  alor&  il  ctaii 
pore  dc  quaire  ciifjns,  el  marie  de  Douve.iu  ;  eului  on 
rcdoutait  sou  ainbittoii  ct  sou  (joiil  pour  la  guerre,  l/opi- 
iiioii  que  ses  adversaires  scluient  forniec  de  lui  fut  veri- 
Cicc  par  les  evetieineuU;  pendant  trenle-<|uairc  ans  que 
Foscari  fut  a  ia  tetc  de  la  republiquc ,  ellc  r.e  cessa  point 
dc  cotubattrc.  Si  les  lioslilites  ctaicDt  suspeudues  du- 
rant  queiques  mois,  c'etait  pour  rccommenccr  bienlol 
avec  plus  de  vi(;ueur.  Ce  fut  I'epoquc  ou  Veuise  (iteudit 
son  empire  sur  itrescia  ,  Bergame  ,  Ka venue  ,  et  Creuic, 
ou  elle  funda  sa  dominatiuu  de  Lombardie,  et  parut 
sans  CV.SSC  sur  ie  point  d'a>servir  toutc  cetlc  pro\iucc. 
Profond,  courageux,  inebr.inlable,  Foscari  commuuiqua 
aux  couscils  son  propre  caracicrc,  et  ses  talents  lui  lircnt 
obleuir  plus  d  iuilueocc  sur  la  republique,  qucn'avaiout 
excrce  la  pluparl  dc  ses  predeccsseurs.  Mais  si  son  am- 
bition a\ait  eu  pour  but  i.igraudisseruentde  sa  famille, 
elle  fulcruellement  tromjire  :  troi.sd<*S(>^  iilsmuurureul 
dans  les  huit  auuees  qui  suivireni  sou  eleilion  :  le  qna- 
trieme,  Jacob,  par  lequel  la  maison  Foscari  sest  per- 
petu<-c,  fut  victime  dc  la  jalousie  du  couseil  des  dix,  ct 
empoisouna  par  >os  niallieurs  Ics  jours  dc  son  jx-ie,  » 

Ku  effet,  le  consi'il  dcs  ilix,  rcdoubianl  de  d«fiancc 
eu>ers  le  chef  d(.'  lelai ,  lorsquil  le  voyail  plus  fort  par 
ses  talents  ct  sa  popularili*,  >cillaitsans  cessesur  Foscari. 
pourle  puuir  de  son  cn-dil  et  de  sa  gloirc.  Au  mois  dc 
fevricr  i44^,  Michel  I'M'vilacqna,  Florciilin,  exile  a  Yc- 
nise,  accusa  en  secret  .lacqucs  Foscari  auprrs  dcs  incjui- 
siteurs  dcCat,  «ra\oir  rccududuc  Philippe  Visconti.dcs 
prcseuls  d'argcnl  et  de  j(»yaux,  par  Ics  mains  des  jjciis  de 
s.'i  maisoi>.  Telle  ^tait  lodicuse  procc<lure  adtqjtee  a 
Vcnisc  que  sur  celte  accusation  secrete  le  fiN  du  doj;c  , 
du  representant  de  la  majestc"  de  la  republique,  fut  mis 
il  la  torture.  On  lui  arracha  par  lestrapade  I'aveu  des 
charges  porlees  conlre  lui ;  il  fut  rcle(;iie  pour  le  rcsir 
de  ses  jours  a  Napoli  de  Uoinanie  ,  avec  obliijatiou  dc  se 
presenter  cliaquc  matin  au  commandant  de  la  j»!acc.' 
Oependant  le  vaisscau  qui  le  poriait  ayant  touch*'  .1 
Trieste,  Jacob,  grievenient  malade  des  suites  de  la  tor- 
ture ,  et  plus  encore  de  riiumiliatiou  quil  avail  cprou- 
vec,  demanda  en  grace  au  couseil  des  dix  dr  n  ctre  pas 
envoye  plus  loin.  Il  obtint  cettc  favour  par  une  deli- 
beration du  28  decembre  i44^i  •'  ^"^  rappeh-  a  Trevisc, 
et  il  cut  la  libcrte  d'habitcr  tout  le  Tre%is.iii  iiidiFferem- 
ment.  * 

II  vivait  en  paix  a  Trevise;  et  la  fille  de  Leonard  Con- 
tarini,  quil  avail  epousiV  Ic  10  fevrier  i4)>  •  elait venue 
le  joindre  dans  son  exil,  lorsque,  le  5  iidvendjre  i4'>o, 
Almoro  Donato,  chef  du  couseil  des  dix ,  fut  assassinc. 
Les  deux  autres  iuquisiteurs  d'etat,  Triadano  Gritii  cl 
Antonio  Venieri ,  poriereiit  leurs  souprons  sur  Jacob 
Foscari,  parcequun  domestique  a  lui,  nomme  Olivier, 
avait  etc  vu  ce  soir-la  mcme  a  Venise,  et  avail  des  pre- 
miers donue  la  nouvellc  de  eel  ass;issinat.  Olivier  ful 
mis  il  la  torture,  mais  il  niajusqu'ix  la  (in,  a\ec  un  con- 
rage  inebranlabic  ,  le  crime  dont  on  I'accusait,  quui(|U«- 
ses  juges  euNsent  la  barbaric  de  lui  faire  donner  jus<|ua 
cpiairc-viiigt  tours  dcsirapade.  Ccpmdaut,  comine 
Jacob  F'cJscari  avait  de  puis<>aus  inotif>  d'iuiniiti«!'  conlre 
le  conseil  des  dix  qui  1  avait  coiidamne,  ct  (|ui  tcmoignait 
de  I.I  h.iine  mi  do(;c  sou  pere,  ou  essaya  dc  iiu-llre  it  son 
ituir  Jarob  il  la  torture,  cl  Ion  prolon-jca  contre  lui  cr;< 

'  Marin  S.niiil<»,  \t.c/t.i. 

'    ll>i(i.   p.   (|(>«. 

'   ll>i>i.  Vii.',  |..  iii3. 


.iffreux  tourmens,  s^ius  reussir  a  en  tircr  aucunc  cuii- 
fession.  Walgrc  sii  denegaiion,  Je  cou&eil  des  dix  lo 
coudamua  ii  etre  transportc  ii  la  Cauee,  ct  accorda  iiiir 
recompense  a  son  delatcur.  Mais  les  horribles  donleurs 
que  Jacob  Foscari  avait  eprouvees,  avaieiit  troubU*  v;! 
raisou  ;  ses  pcrsecuteurs,  touches  de  ce  dernier  nialheur, 
permirent  quon  le  raincnat  ix  Veuise  le  26  mai  i43i. 
11  cinbrassa  sou  pere,  il  puisa  dans  se«  cxbortation* 
qnelque  courage  ct  quclque  calme,  et  il  fuC  recouduit 
immcdiatemeni  ii  la  Cauee.  '  Sur  ccs  entrefaitcs,  Nico- 
las Lri2/o,bomine  dijit  note  pour  un  precedent  crime , 
cunfessa  ,  en  mouranl,  que  c'etait  lui  qui  avait  tue  Al- 
moro Donato.  ' 

Lc  malheureiix  doge,  Francois  Foscari,  a\  a  it  d«j  1 
cherche,  ii  plusieurs  reprises,  a  abdi<juer  uuc  digiiite  si 
fuucste  il  lui-meme  et  ii  s.'i  famille.  Ii  lui  semblait 
que,  redcscendu  au  rang  de  simple  citoyen,  comiiie  it 
uiuspircrait  plus  de  cr.iintc  ou  de  la  jalousie,  on  uacc.i- 
blerait  plus  son  fils  par  ces  effroyables  perseculionv 
Abaltu  par  la  iiiort  dc  ses  premiers  enfants,  il  avait  voii 
lu  ,  de.s  le  30  juiu  i  \S'i ,  deposer  une  digoite  durani 
Icxercice  de  iaquelle  s.i  paliie  avait  eie  tourmentee  par 
la  guerre,  ])ar  la  penile,  ct  par  des  malheurs  de  tout 
^cnrc.  ^  II  rcnouxela  cette  proposition  apres  les  jug«'- 
meus  rendus  contre  son  lils ;  mais  lc  couseil  des  dix  le 
reteuait  forccmcnl  sur  le  trouc,  commc  il  retcuait  son 
(lis  dans  le>  fcrs. 

En  vain  Jacob  Foscari,  oblige  dc  se  presenter  chaque 
jour  au  gouverneur  de  la  (^uee,  reclaniait  contre  I  iii- 
jiisiiccde  sa  derniere  seiileuce,  sur  Iaquelle  la  coufe->ion 
d  i-ri/7o  lie  l.iis>ait  plus  de  doutes.  En  vain  il  dcman- 
dait  grace  au  farouche  conseil  des  dix;  il  ue  ]H>u\aii 
olitciiir  aucune  rcjionse.  Le  de>ir  de  revoir  .sou  p«re  et 
sa  nure,  arrives  lous  deux  au  deruier  tcrmc  dc  la  ^ieil- 
Icsse,  le  desir  de  revoir  une  palrie  dont  la  cruaute  iie 
iiK.'riiait  pa>  un  si  teuilre  amour  ,  sc  cliangereni  eu  lui 
en  une  vraic  fureur.  Ne  pouvant  rctourmr  a  Yeul>f 
pour  y  vivre  libre,il  voulut  du  nioins  y  aller  clnicher 
un  siipplice.  11  ccrivit  au  due  de  Milan  a  la  (in  de  m.ii 
I  ir>b,  pour  implorer  sa  protection  aupres  du  senai  :  ei 
sachaiit  quuiie  telle  leltre  serail  cousider«*e  comme  un 
crime,  il  iexposa  lui-mciiie  dans  un  lieu  oil  il  etait  ^iir 
iiu'clle  serait  saisir  par  les  espious  qui  I'entouraient.  Ln 
cffit,  la  lettre  eiant  (Ufcice  au  conseil  des  dix,  on  leii- 
\ova  chercher  aussitot,  ct  il  ful  recouduit  a  Venise  le 
19  juillct  i4''t»-  ^ 

Jacob  Foscari  ne  iiia  point  sa  lettre ,  il  raconia  en 
mcme  temps  dan>  ({uei  but  il  I'avait  ecrite,  et  comment 
d  I  avait  fail  lomber  eiitre  les  mains  de  son  delatcur. 
Malgn-  ces  .i\eux  ,  Fo^ciri  fut  remis  ii  la  torture,  et  011 
lui  domia  ireiite  tours  d'rsirapade,  pour  voir  6'il  coidir- 
mcrait  eiisuile  ses  di'positions.  ^>uand  on  lc  delarha 
de  la  cordc,  ou  le  trou\a  dcchire  par  ces  horribles  se- 
coussos.  Le,  jugcs  permirent  alors  ii  son  pere,  a  sa 
iiieie,  i\  sa  femmi?,  ei  a  scs  lils,  <rdller  le  voir  dans  sa 
prison.  Lc  \icux  F'osc.iri ,  appuye  sur  son  baton,  ne  se 
iraina  (|u'avcc  peine  <ians  la  ch.imlire  ou  son  lilsuuiquc 
•  tail  pans*-  de  scs  blcssurrs.  Ce  Ills  demandait  encore 
l.i  grace  de  mourir  il.iiis  vt  maison.  —  «<  Retouriie  a  ton 
cxil,  moil  liU,  puis<|iie  la  palrie  lordonne,"  lui  dit  \r 
doge,  a  ft  soumcts-toi  a  sii  voloiile.   »  Mais  eu  rentrani 

'  M.iiiit  .S.1HUU1,  |..  iitH.  — M.    \in.  Salx-lli...      I>i<ca  III.  L.  IV.   1 
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daiK  ton  palaitf  ce  0i«Ni«iimn  viriltard  t'^vaiiouit, 
«pini^  ]»ar  la  Tiolence  qa'ii  •  elatt  feite.  Jacob  devait 
encore  p«s«er  bbc  annee  en  pnson  k  b  CaiMfe,  avant 
qu'on  lui  rendic  la  in^me  liberty  limil^  k  laqueUe  il 
etait  reduit  avaoc  cttte  ev^nemeoi ;  mais  a  peine  fut-il 
;  Jebarqa^  tor  cette  terra  d'exil,  qu'U  y  mourut  de  doa- 
,  leur.  • 

Di%  lor«,  et  pendant  quinie  moit,  le  Tienz  doge  acca- 
,  ble  d'annees  et  de  cbagrioii,  ne  recouvra  pliu  la  force 
'  de  «on  corpa  on  ceile  de  sou  ame ;  il  D'assistait  plus  k 
•  aucun  dea  conseils,  el  il  ne  poavait  plus  reroplir  aucune 
'  des   fooctions  de  sa  dignite.     II   euit  entre  dans  sa 
'  qualre-^ngt-cixi^me  ano^,  et  si  le  conseil  des  dix  arait 
Ke  susceptible  de  quelque  piti^,  il  anrait  atlendu  en 
>  silence  la  fin,  sans  doule  procbaine,  d'une  carricre  mar- 
!  quee  par  tant  de  gloire  et  tant  de  malbeurs.     Mais  Ic 
j  chef  da  conseil  des  dix  etait  alors  Jacques  Loredano^ 
fils  de  Mare,  et  neveu  de  Pierre,  le  (rrand  amiral,  qui 
'  toute  leur  vie  avaient  M  tes  ennemin  arliarii<^  du  vieux 
do^e.     lis  avaient  transmis  leor  haine  a  leurs  enfsnts, 
I  et  celte  vieille  rancnne  n'^tait  pas  encore  satisfaite.*    A 
,  rinsii^tion  de  Loredano,  Jerdme  Barbarigo,  inquisi- 
I  leur  d'etat,  proposa  au  eonseil  des  dix,  au  motn  d'octo- 
',  bre  14571  de  soumetire  Foscari  k  une  nouvelle  bnmi- 
tiation.     D^  qoe  ce  magistrat  ne  pouvait  plus  remplir 
I  sei  fonctiona  Barbarigo  demanda  qu'on  nomindt  un 
!  autre  doge.  Le  con«etl,  qui  avait  rifFu^^  par  deux  fois 
i'abdication  de   Foscari,  parceque  la  constitution   ne 
I  pouvait  la  permettre,  h^ita  avant  de  se  mettre  en  con- 
,  tradiction  avec  ses  propres  66ctTts.     Les  di<icit«tions 
dans  le  conaetl  et  la  junie  se  prolong^rvnt  pendant  buit 
jours,  jotqae  fort  avaot  dans  la  nuit.     dependant  on 
'  fit  eotrer  dans  I'assemblee  Marco  Foscari,  procumteur 
;  de  Saint-Marc,  et  fr^re  du  doge,  pour  qu  il  f^t  \i6  par 
I   le  redouuble  serroent  dn  secret,  et  qu'il  ne  pfit  arrrtcr 
les  mesures  de  ses  ennemts.     Enfin,  le  conseil  se  rcndit 
auprcs  du  doge,  et  lui  demanda  d'abdiquer  volontaire- 
ment  on  emploi  qu'il  ne  pouvait  plus  excrcer.     «  J'ai 
jure,*  r^pondit  le  vieillard,  «de  remplir  jusqu'i  mi 
I   mori,  seloD  mon  bonnenr  et  ma  conscience,  les  fonr- 
tioiu  auxqoelles  roa  patrie  m'a  appele.     Je  nc  puis  me 
{  «lelier  moi-meme  de  mon  serment ;  qu  un  ordrc  des  con- 
I  seiU  dispose  de  moi,  je  m'y  soumctlrai,  mais  je  nc  Ic 
'   devancerai  pas.»     Alors  une  nouvelle  deliberation  du 
conseil  delta  Francois  Foscari  de  son  serment  ducal,  lui 
asAura  une  pension  de  deux  mille  ducats  pour  le  rentr 
de  sa  vie,  et  lui  ordonna  d'evacner  en  trois  jours  \f 
palais,  et  de  deposer  les  omemens  de  u  di);nitd.     Lc 
doge  ayant  remarque  parmi  les  conKeillent  qui  lui  por- 
l^enl  cetle  ordre,  un  cbef  de  la  quarantic  qu'il  ne  con- 
naissaii  pas,  demanda  son  nom :  «  Je  suis  le  fils  do  Marco 
Mernmn,*  Ini  dil  le  conseiller— «  Ah !  ton  pere  ctnit 
mon  ami,»  lui  dit  le  vieux  doge  en  soupiranr.     II  donna 
ausaitdc  des  ordres  pour  qu'on  trans|>oriftt  ses  effcts 
dans  one  maison  a  lui ;  et  le  lendemaiu,  i3  octobrc,  00 
le  vit,  se  soatenant  k  peine,  et  appnyc^  sur  son  vieux 
frire,  redescendre  ces  m£mcs  escaliers  sur  lesqueN, 
trente-qoatre  ans  auparavant,  on  I'avait  vu  installer  avcc 
tant  de  pompe,  et  traverser  ces  m^mes  salles  ou  la  repu- 
bltque  avait  recn  ses  sermens.     Le  peuple  cntier  parut 
indign^  de  tant  de  duret/  ezercee  cootre  un  vieiil.ird 
qu'il  respectait  et  qu'il  aimait ;  mais  le  con&cil  des  dix 


fit  publier  une  defense  de  parler  de  eette  revolution 
sous  peine  d'dtre  tradnit  devanC  les  inquistteurs  d'etat. 
Le  20  octobre  Pascal  Malipieri,  procuraiear  de  Saint- 
Marc,  fut  i\u  pour  sttccesseur  de  Foscari ;  celai-ci  n'eut 
pas  neanmoins  rhumiliation  de  vivre  sujet  Ik  ou  il 
avait  r^n^.  En  entendant  le  son  des  cloches  qui  son- 
naienl  en  actions  de  grace  pour  cette  Election,  tl  mourut 
subitement  d'une  hemorragie  caus^  par  ime  veine  qni 
s'(klau  dans  aa  poitrine . ' 


«  Le  doge,  bless^  de  trouver  constammeat  nn  contra- 
dicteur  et  un  censeur  si  amer  dans  son  frere,  lui  dit  un 
jour  en  plein  conseil:  «  Messire  Augustin,  vous  fsites 
tout  votre  pos&ible  pour  hater  ma  mort ;  vous  vous  flat- 
let de  me  succcdrr;  mais  si  les  autres  vous  connaissent 
aussi  bien  que  je  vous  connais,  ils  n'auront  garde  de 
vous  elire.»  La  dessus  il  se  leva,  <^mn  de  colere,  rentra 
dans  son  appartemeni,  et  monrut  quelques  jours  aprjv. 
Ge  fr^re  contre  lequel  il  s Vtait  emport^  fut  precisement 
le  successeur  qu'on  lui  donna.  C'<$tait  un  ro^rite  dont 
on  simail  k  tenir  compte,  surtout  k  un  parent,  de  s'^tre 
mis  en  opposition  avec  le  chef  de  la  r^publique.**  Daru^ 
Bisioirt  de  AVnt'ie,  vol.  ii.  sec.  xi.  p.  533. 
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»  Sarla  Sanaio,  p    1 163.— Naraf^lrro  Stt>r.  Vesra.  p.  1 1 18. 
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In  Lady  Morgans  ftearless  and  excellent  vork  upon 
«  Italy,*  I  perceive  the  expression  of  *  Rome  of  the 
<')ccanN  applied  to  Venise.  The  same  phrase  occurs  in 
the  «Two  Foscari.*  My  publisher  can  vouch  for  me 
that  the  tragedy  was  written  and  sent  to  England  some 
time  before  I  had  seen  Lady  Morgan's  work,  which  1 
only  received  on  the  i6lh  of  August.  I  hasten,  however, 
to  notice  the  coincidence,  and  (o  yield  the  originality  of 
the  phrase  to  her  who  firit  placed  it  before  the  public. 
I  am  the  more  anxious  to  do  thi^,  as  I  am  informed  (for 
I  have  seen  but  few  of  the  specimens,  and  those  accident- 
ally) that  there  have  been  lately  brought  against  mc 
charges  of  plagiarism.  I  have  also  had  an  anonymous 
sort  of  threatening  intimation  of  the  same  kind,  appa- 
rently with  the  intent  of  extorting  money.  To  such 
charges  I  have  no  answer  to  make.  One  of  them  is  lu- 
dicrous enough.  I  am  reproached  for  having  formed 
the  description  of  a  shipwreck  in  verse  from  the  narra- 
tives of  many  actual  slupwrccks  in  proie^  selecting  such 
materials  as  were  most  striking.  Gibbon  makes  it  a 
merit  inTasso  « to  have  copitnl  the  minutest  details  of  the 
siege  of  Jerusalem  from  the  Chronicles. »  In  me  it  may 
be  a  demerit,  I  presume;  let  it  remain  so.  Whilst  I  lia%e 
been  occupied  in  defending  Pope's  character,  the  lower 
orders  of  Grub-street  appear  to  have  been  a.<uailingmine; 
this  is  as  it  should  be,  both  in  them  and  in  me.  One  of 
the  accusations  in  tlic  nameless  epistle  alluded  to  is  still 
more  laughable  :  it  states  seriously  that  I  «  received  five 
hundred  pounds  fur  writing  advertisements  for  Day 
and  Martin's  patent  blacking !»  This  is  the  highest 
compliment  to  my  literary  powers  which  I  ever  received. 
It  slates  also  «  that  a  person  has  been  trying  to  make 

'  Marin  Sanoto,  \ite  de' Dut-bl  A\  Vennta,  p.  1164.— CbmainiiB 
Kagabinan.  T.\XI,  p.  cfxi.  — (Ibritioforo  da  Soldo Ittorta  BrMciaDS. 
T.  \M,  p.  891.— .Na*l«ero  Sioria  VaacBiaaa,  T-  XXIIl,  p.  iiaa.^- 
M.  A.  Sabdiim.    D«ca  III.  L.  VIII,  f.  jui. 

>  Th«*  VenHiant  appear  to  haT«  had  a  partlenlar  lam  for  hreakin|i; 
lbeh«rarUof  ib«iir  Dofjt'a:  tbo  above  i*  another  ioAUDce  of  iba  kind 
in  ibe  Doge  Marco  BarbariRo  :  be  wai  •ucce4<ded  by  bia  brother  Ago^- 
lino  Barbariso,  «hoa49rbirf  M«rii  itaboTe-neniioaad. 


36o 


IJYRON'S  WORKS. 


acquniaiancc  witli  Mr  Townsriid,  a  gentleman  of  the 
law,  who  was  with  me  on  business  in  Venice  three 
years  ago,  for  the  purpose  of  obtaiuinj*  any  defama- 
tory particulars  of  my  life  from  this  occasional  visitor.^ 
Mr  Townscud  is  welcome  to  say  whaUie  knows.  I  men- 
tion these  particulars  merely  to  show  the  world  in  ge- 
neral what  the  literary  lower  world  contains,  and  tlicir 
way  of  setting  to  work.  Another  charge  made,  1  am 
told,  in  the  «  Literary  G.izeite>«  is,  that  I  wrote  the  notes 
to  u^Uieen  Mab;»  a  work  which  I  never  saw  till  some 
time  after  its  publication,  and  which  I  recollect  showing 
to  Mr  Sotheby  as  a  poem  of  great  power  and  imagi- 
nation. I  never  wrote  a  line  of  ihe  notes,  nor  ever  saw 
them  except  in  their  published  form.  No  one  knows 
better  than  their  real  author,  that  his  opinions  and 
mine  differ  materially  upon  the  metaphysical  portion 
of  that  work  ;  though,  in  common  with  all  who  arc  not 
blinded  by  baseness  and  bigotry,  1  highly  admire  tlie 
poetry  of  that  and  his  other  publications. 

Mr  Southey,  too,  in  his  pious  preface  to  a  poem  whose 
blasphemy  is  as  harmless  as  the  sedition  of  Wat  Tyler, 
because  it  is  equally  absurd  with  that  sincere  production, 
calls  upon  the  u  legislature  to  look  to  it,n  as  the' tolera- 
tion of  fucli  writings  led  to  the  French  nevolutioa:  not 
such  writings  as  Wat  Tyler,  but  as  those  of  the  «  Satanic 
School. »  This  is  not  true,  and  Mr  Soutliry  knows  it  to  be 
not  true.  Every  French  writer  of  any  freedom  was  perse- 
cuted ;  Voltaire  and  Rousseau  were  exiles,  Marmontel  and 
Diderot  were  sent  to  the  Bastille,  and  a  perpetual  war 
was  waged  with  the  whole  class  by  the  existing  despotism. 
In  the  next  place,  the  French  Revolution  was  not  occa- 
sioned by  any  writings  whatsoever,  but  must  have  occur- 
red had  no  such  writers  ever  existed.  It  is  the  fa<:hion  to 
attribute  every  thing  to  the  French  Revolution,  and  the 
French  Revolution  to  every  thing  but  its  real  cause. 
That  cause  is  obvious — the  government  exacted  too 
much,  and  the  people  could  neither  give  nor  bear  more. 
^Vilhuut  this,  the  Encyclnpedistts  might  have  written 
their  fingers  off  without  the  occurence  of  a  single  alter- 
ation. And  the  English  Revolution — (the  first,  \  mean) 
wli;u  was  it  occasioned  by?  'Tlw  puritan  %  were  surely 
as  pious  and  moral  as  Wesley  or  his  biogr.ipher  ?  Acts — 
aciN  on  the  part  of  government,  and  /lot  vtriting^  against 
them,  have  caused  the  past  convulsions,  and  are  lending 
to  the  future. 

I  look  upon  such  as  inevitable,  though  no  revolu- 
tionist; I  wish  to  see  the  Knglish  constitution  restored 
and  not  destroyed.  Born  an  aristocrat,  and  naturally 
one  by  temper,  with  the  greater  part  of  my  present  pro- 
perty in  the  funds,  what  have  /  to  gain  by  a  revolution? 
Perhaps  I  have  more  to  lose  in  every  way  tlian  Mr  Sou- 
they, with  all  hi>;  places  and  presents  for  paufgyrics  and 
abuse  into  the  bargain.  But  that  a  rr\olulion  is  inc\it- 
nblo,  I  repeat.  The  government  may  exult  over  the 
repression  of  petty  tumults  ;  these  are  bul  ihc  rrrcdiiij; 
waves  repulsed  and  broken  for  a  moment  on  the  shore, 
while  the  great  tiilc  i:>  sidl  rolling  on  and  giiining  grotirid 
with  esery  breaker.  Mr  Southey  accuses  us  of  att.irkin^; 
the  religion  of  the  country;  and  !•>  he  abciling  it  by  writ- 
ing live-i  of  IVeslcy?  One  mode  of  worship  is  mriely  de- 
stroyed by  another.  There  never  was,  nor  ever  will  be,  a 
eountry  without  a  religion.  We  shall  be  tol<l  of  France 
.ii;.iin:  but  it  was  only  Paris  and  a  frantic  party,  which  for 


a  moment  upheld  their  dogmatic  nonsense  of  thco-phi- 
lanthropy.  The  church  of  England,  if  overthrown,  will 
be  swept  away  by  the  sectarians,  and  not  by  the  sceptics. 
People  are  too  w  ise,  too  well-informed,  too  certain  of  their 
own  immense  importance  in  the  realms  of  space,  ever  to 
submit  to  the  impiety  of  doubt.  There  may  be  a  few 
such  diffident  speculators,  like  water  in  the  pale  sun b«.im 
of  human  reason,  but  they  are  very  few ;  and  their  €)pi- 
nions,  without  enthusiasm  or  appeal  to  the  pas*«ions,  cm 
never  gain  proselytes — unless,  indeed,  they  are  perse- 
cuted :  tluit,  to  be  sure,  will  increase  any  thing. 

Mr  S.  with  a  cowardly  ferocity,  exults  over  the  an- 
ticipated u  death-bed  repentaucc»  of  the  objerls  of  \i\^ 
dislike;  and  indulges  himself  in  a  pleasant  «  Vision  of 
Judgment,))  in  prose  as  well  as  verse,  full  of  impious 
impudence.  What  Mr  S.'s  sensations  or  ours  may  be 
in  the  awful  moment  of  leaving  this  state  of  existence, 
neither  he  nor  we  can  pretend  to  decide.  In  common, 
1  presume,  with  most  men  of  any  retlcctipn,  /  luive  not 
waited  for  a  «  death- bed •>  to  repent  of  many  of  my 
actions,  notwithstanding  the  «  diabolical  pride»  which 
this  pitiful  renegado  in  his  rancour  would  impute  to 
those  who  scorn  him.  Whether,  upon  the  whole,  the 
good  or  evU  of  my  deeds  may  preponderate,  Is  not  for 
me  to  ascertain ;  but,  as  my  means  and  opportunities  have 
been  greater,  I  shall  limit  my  present  defence  to  an  as- 
sertion (easily  proved,  if  necessary)  that  I,  « in  my  de- 
grec,»  have  done  more  real  good  in  any  one  given  year, 
since  1  was  twenty,  than  Mr  Southey  in  the  whole  course 
of  his  shifting  and  turncoat  existence.  There  are  several 
actions  to  which  I  can  look  back  with  an  honest  pride, 
not  to  be  damped  by  the  calumnies  of  a  hireling.  There 
arc  others  to  which  I  recur  with  sorrow  and  repentance ; 
but  the  only  act  of  my  life  of  which  Mr  Soulliey  can 
have  any  real  knowledge,  as  it  was  one  which  brought 
me  in  contact  with  a  near  connexion  of  his  own,  did  no 
dishonour  to  that  connexion  nor  to  me. 

I  am  not  ignorant  of  Mr  Southey's  calumnies  on  a  dif- 
ferent occasion,  kuowing  them  to  be  such,  which  he 
scattered  abroad,  on  his  return  from  Switzerland,  against 
nie  and  others  :  they  have  done  him,  no  good  iu  this 
world  :  and,  if  his  creed  be  the  right  one,  they  will  do 
Inm  less  in  the  next.  What  his  u  dcatii-betii*  may  he, 
it  is  not  my  province  to  predicate:  let  him  settle  it  with 
his  Maker,  as  I  must  do  with  mine.  There  is  something 
at  once  ludicrous  and  blasphemous  in  this  a rrog:ui I  scrib- 
bler of  all  works  sitting  down  to  deal  damnation  and  de- 
structiou  upon  his  fellow-creatures,  with  Wat  Tyler,  the 
Apotheosis  of  (ieorgi'  the  Third,  and  the  Elegy  on  Martin 
the  regicide,  all  shufilcd  together  in  his  writing-ilesk. 
One  of  his  consolations  appc;irs  to  be  a  Latin  note  from 
a  work  of  a  Mr  Limlor,  the  autlior  of  «Gebir,w  whoso 
fiicndship  for  Robert  Southey  will,  it  seems,  «  be  an 
honour  to  him  when  the  ephemeral  disputes  and  ephr- 
ineral  reputations  of  the  day  are  forgotten.i*  1  for  one 
neither  envy  him  «  the  friendship,**  nor  the  gloi-y  in 
reversion  which  is  to  aoirne  from  it,  like  Mr  Thclus- 
son's  fortune,  in  the  third  and  fourth  generation. — 
riiis  fiiendship  will  probably  Ik*  as  memorable  as  his 
own  I'pies,  whieli  (asl  quoted  to  him  ten  or  twelve  years 
a[;o  in  English  Bards)  Porson  said  «t  would  be  reuirm- 
i>ered  when  Homer  and  Virgil  are  forgotten,  and  not  tilJ 
then."     For  the  present,  I  leave  him.  I 
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TO  SIR  WALT£H  SCOTT,  BART. 
€Vb  '"Msfllnv  tf  eite"  to  fucrflrl, 

■Y  ■!«  OIUOBD   PMIEVD,   AHD   PAITBPVL  IBITABT, 

THK  ACTHOR. 


PREFACE. 


I 


Tai  folio wiofMcnc*  ara  entitled  «  a  Mytiery,*  is  cod- 
fomiity  with  the  aBcioiK  title  aanexed  to  dramas  npon 
•tmilar  eubjecU,  which  were  styled  « lly«teries,»  or  «  Mo- 
ralitieSbii  The  aathor  hea  by  no  means  taken  the  same 
liberties  with  his  sabject  which  were  common  former- 
ly, as  may  be  seen  by  any  reader  curious  enough  to 
refer  to  those  very  profane  prodnctions,  whether  io 
English,  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish.  The  author  hat 
endeavoured  to  preserve  the  language  adapted  to  hi« 
characters;  and  where  it  is  (and  this  is  but  rardy)  taken 
from  actual  Scr^plnre,  he  has  made  at  little  alteration, 
eron  of  words,  as  the  rhythm  would  permit  The 
reader  will  recollect  that  tlie  book  of  Genesis  does  not 
state  that  Eve  was  templed  by  a  demon,  but  by  ■  the 
Serpent;*  and  that  only  because  he  was  «  the  most 
§uhdi  of  all  the  beasu  of  the  field.*  Whatever  interpre- 
tation the  Rabbins  and  the  Fathers  may  have  put  upon 
this,  I  must  lake  the  words  an  I  find  them,  and  reply 
wlih  BiUiop  Watson  upon  similar  occasions,  vAicn  the 
Fathers  were  quoted  to  him,  as  Moderator  in  tlie  Schools 
of  Cambridge,  «  Behold  the  Book!*— holding  up  the 
Scripture.  It  it  to  be  recollected  that  my  present  sub- 
ject has  nothing  to  do  with  the  New  Tesiamentj  to 
which  no  referent  can  be  here  made  without  ana- 
chronism. With  the  poems  upon  similar  topics  I  have 
not  been  recently  familiar.  Since  I  was  twenty,  I  have 
never  read  Milton ;  but  I  had  read  him  so  frequently 
before,  that  this  may  make  little  difference.  Gesner's 
«  Death  of  AbeU  I  have  never  read  since  I  was  eight 
years  of  age,  at  Aberdeen.  The  general  impressios  of 
my  recollection  is  delight;  but  of  thecontenu,  I  remem- 
ber only  that  Cain's  wife  was  called  Mahala,  and  Abel's 
Thirxa. — In  the  following  pages  I  liave  called  them 
«  Adah»  and  ■  Zillab,*  the  earliest  female  names  which 
occur  in  Genesis ;  they  were  those  of  Lsmech's  wives  : 
those  of  Cain  and  Abel  are  not  called  by  their  name^s. 
Whether,  then,  a  coincidence  of  subject  may  have 
caused  fhe  same  in  expression,  I  know  nothing,  and 
care  at  little. 

The  reader  will  please  to  bear  in  mind  (what  few 
chnae  to  recollect)  that  there  is  no  allusion  to  a  future 
state  in  any  of  the  liooks  of  Moves,  nor  indeed  in  the 


Old  Tesument.  For  a  reason  for  this  extraordinary 
omission  be  may  consult  «  Warburtou's  Divine  lega- 
tion;* whether  satisfactory  or  not,  no  better  has  yet 
been  auigned.  I  ha%e  therefore  supposed  it  new  io 
Cain,  without,  I  hope,  any  perversion  of  Holy  Writ. 

With  regard  to  the  language  of  Lucifer,  it  was  dif- 
ficult for  me  to  make  him  talk  like  a  clergyman  npon 
the  same  subjects ;  but  I  luve  done  what  I  could  to 
restrain  him  viitliin  the  bounds  of  spiritual  politeness. 

If  he  disclaims  having  templed  Eve  in  tlie  sliape  of 
the  Serpent,  it  i»  only  because  the  book  of  Cenesit  has 
not  the  most  distant  alluvion  to  any  thing  of  the  kind, 
but  merely  to  the  Serpent  in  his  serpentine  capacity. 

iVote.— The  reader  will  perceive  that  the  author  has 
partly  adopted  in  this  poem  the  notion  of  Cuvier,  that 
the  worid  had  been  destroyed  several  times  before  the 
creation  of  man.  This  speculation,  derived  from  the 
different  strata  and  the  bones  of  enormous  and  un- 
known animals  found  in  them,  is  not  contrary  to  the 
Mosaic  account,  but  nther  confirms  it;  as  no  human 
bones  have  yet  been  discovered  in  those  strata,  al- 
though those  of  many  known  animals  are  found  near 
the  remains  of  the  unknown.  The  aiisertion  of  Lucifer, 
that  the  pre^damite  world  was  aico  peopled  by  rational 
beings  much  more  intelligent  than  man,  and  propor- 
lionably  powerful  to  the  mammoth,  etc.,  etc.  is,  of 
course,  a  poetical  fiction,  to  help  him  to  make  out  his 
case.    -« 

I  ought  to  add,  that  there  is  a  m  Tramelogedia*  of 
Alficri,  called  «  AbiL» — I  have  never  read  that  nor  any 
other^of  the  posthumous  works  of  the  writer,  except 
his  life. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


MEN. 


Adam. 

Cain. 

AstL. 


WOMEN. 

Eve. 
A  DA  a. 

ZlLLAH. 

SPIRITS. 
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acqiiaiuiance  villi  Mr  Townscud,  a  geotleinan  of  the 
law,  M'ho  was  vith  me  on  business  in  Venice  three 
years  ago,  for  the  purpose  of  obLiiniuj;  any  defama- 
tory particulars  of  my  life  from  this  occasional  vi&itor.» 
Mr  Towusend  is  welcome  to  say  what-hc  knows.  I  men- 
tion these  particulars  merely  to  show  the  world  in  ge- 
neral what  the  literary  lower  world  contains,  and  their 
way  of  scttiug  to  work.  Another  charge  made,  I  am 
told,  in  the  «  Literary  Gazellew  is,  that  I  wrote  the  notes 
to  «c(Juecn  AIab;»  a  work  which  I  never  saw  till  some 
time  after  its  publication,  and  which  I  recollect  showing 
to  Mr  Sotheby  as  a  poem  of  great  power  and  imagi- 
nation. I  never  wrote  a  line  of  the  notes,  nor  ever  saw 
them  except  in  their  published  form.  Mo  one  knows 
better  than  their  real  author,  that  his  opinions  and 
mine  differ  materially  upon  the  metaphysical  portion 
of  that  work ;  though,  in  common  with  all  who  arc  not 
blinded  by  baseness  and  bigotry,  1  liighly  admire  the 
poetry  of  that  and  his  other  publicatious. 

Mr  Southey,  too,  in  his  pious  preface  to  a  poem  whose 
blasphemy  is  as  harmless  as  the  sedition  of  Wat  Tyler, 
because  it  is  equally  absurd  with  thai  sincere  production, 
calls  upon  the  u  legislature  to  look  to  it,n  as  the^  tolera- 
tion of  such  writings  led  to  the  French  Revolution:  not 
such  writings  as  Wat  Tyler,  but  as  those  of  the  «  Satanic 
School. »  This  is  not  true,  and  Mr  Southcy  knows  it  to  be 
not  true.  Every  French  writer  of  any  freedom  was  perse- 
cuted;  Voltaire  and  Rousseau  were  exiles,  Marmontel  and 
Diderot  were  sent  to  the  Bastille,  and  a  perpetual  war 
was  waged  with  the  whole  class  by  the  existing  despotism. 
In  the  next  place,  the  French  Revolution  was  not  occa- 
sioned by  any  writings  whatsoever,  but  must  have  occur- 
red had  no  such  writers  ever  existed.  It  is  the  fashion  to 
attribute  every  thing  to  the  French  Revolution,  and  the 
French  Rcvolutiou  to  every  thing  but  its  real  cause. 
That  cause  is  obvious — the  government  exacted  too 
much,  and  the  people  could  neither  give  nor  bear  more. 
Without  this,  the  Encyclopedists  might  have  written 
their  fingors  off  without  the  occurence  of  a  single  alter- 
ation. And  the  English  Revolution — (the  first,  I  mean) 
what  was  it  occasioned  by?  The  pMri/«n?  were  surely 
as  pious  and  moral  as  Wesley  or  his  biographer?  Acts — 
acts  on  the  part  of  government,  and  not  writing«.  against 
them,  have  caused  the  past  convulsions,  and  arc  tending 
to  the  future. 

I  look  upon  such  as  inevitable,  though  no  revolu- 
tionist :  I  wish  to  sec  the  English  constitution  restored 
and  not  destroyed.  Rorn  an  aristocrat,  and  naturally 
one  by  temper,  ^»iih  the  greater  part  of  my  present  pro- 
perty in  the  funds,  what  have  /  to  gain  by  a  revolution? 
Perhaps  I  have  more  to  lose  in  every  way  tl«n  MrSon- 
Ihry,  with  all  his  places  and  presents  for  panegyrics  and 
abuse  into  the  bargain.  But  that  a  revolution  is  inevit- 
able, I  repeat.  The  government  may  exult  o\er  the 
repression  of  petty  tumults ;  these  are  but  the  rercdin^; 
waves  repulsed  and  broken  for  a  moment  on  the  shore, 
while  the  great  tide  is  still  rolling  on  and  gaining  grotind 
with  every  breaker.  MrSouihey  accuses  us  of  attacking; 
the  religion  of  the  country ;  und  is  he  abetting  it  by  writ- 
ing lives  of  fVesley?  One  mode  of  worship  is  merely  de- 
stroyed by  another.  There  never  was,  nor  ever  will  he,  a 
country  without  a  religion.  We  shall  be  told  of  France 
.ig.iiu:  but  it  was  only  Paris  and  a  frantic  party,  which  for 


a  moment  upheld  their  dogmatic  nonsense  of  tlico-pbi- 
ianthropy.  The  church  of  England,  if  overthrown,  will 
be  swept  away  by  the  sectarians,  and  not  by  the  sceptics. 
People  are  too  wise,  too  well-informed,  too  certain  of  their 
own  immense  importance  in  the  realms  of  space,  ever  to 
submit  to  the  impiety  of  doubt.  There  may  be  a  few 
suchdifHdentspeculators,  like  water  in  the  pale  sunbeam 
of  human  reason,  but  they  are  very  few;  and  their  opi- 
nions, without  enthusiasm  or  appeal  to  the  passions,  can 
never  gain  proselytes — unless,  indeed,  they  are  perse- 
cuted: tliat^  to  be  sure,  will  increase  any  thing. 

Mr  S.  with  a  cowardly  ferocity,  exults  over  the  an- 
ticipated u  death-bed  rcpentancew  of  the  objects  of  hi» 
dislike;  and  indulges  him:>elf  in  a  pleasant  «  Vision  of 
Judgmcnt,»  in  prose  as  well  as  verse,  full  of  impious 
impudence.  What  Mr  S.'s  sensations  or  ours  may  be 
in  the  awful  moment  of  leaving  this  state  of  existence, 
neither  he  nor  we  can  pretend  to  decide.  In  common, 
I  presume,  with  most  men  of  any  retlectipn,  /  ha>c  not 
waited  for  a  «  death-bedn  to  repent  of  many  of  my 
actions,  notwithstanding  the  «  diabolical  pride»  which 
ihi.s  pitiful  rcnegado  in  his  rancour  would  impute  to 
those  who  scorn  him.  Whether,  upon  the  whole,  the 
good  or  evil  of  my  deeds  may  preponderate,  is  not  for 
me  to  ascertain ;  but,  as  my  means  and.opportuni tics  have 
been  greater,  I  shall  limit  my  present  defence  to  an  as- 
sertion (easily  proved,  if  necessary)  that  I,  « in  my  de- 
gree,»  have  done  more  real  good  in  any  one  given  year, 
since  I  was  twenty,  than  .Mr  Southey  in  the  whole  course 
of  his  shifting  and  turncoat  existence.  There  are  several 
actions  to  which  I  can  look  back  with  an  honest  pride, 
not  to  be  damped  by  the  calumnies  of  a  hireling.  There 
are  others  to  which  I  recur  with  sorrow  and  repentance ; 
but  the  only  act  of  my  life  of  which  Mr  Southey  can 
have  any  real  knowledge,  as  it  was  one  which  brought 
me  in  coutact  with  a  near  connexion  of  his  own,  did  no 
dishonour  to  that  connexion  nor  to  me. 

lam  not  ignorant  of  Mr  Southey's  calumnies  on  a  dif- 
ferent occasion,  knowing  them  to  be  such,  wliich  he 
scattered  abroad,  on  his  return  from  Switierlaud,  against 
me  and  others  :  they  have  done  him,  no  good  in  this 
world  :  and,  if  his  creed  be  the  right  one,  they  will  do 
him  less  in  the  next.  What  his  «  dcatli-bed»  may  bi\ 
it  is  not  my  province  to  predicate:  let  him  settle  it  with 
his  Maker,  as  I  must  do  with  mine.  There  is  something 
at  once  ludicrous  and  blasphemous  in  this arrogtuil. scrib- 
bler of  all  works  sitting  down  to  deal  damnation  and  de- 
struction ui)on  his  fellow -creatures,  with  Wat  Tyler,  the 
Apotheosis  of  George  the  Third,  and  the  Elegy  on  Martin 
the  regicide,  all  shuffled  together  in  his  writing-desk. 
One  of  his  consolations  appears  to  be  a  Latin  note  from 
a  work  of  a  Mr  Landor,  the  autlior  of  «  Gebir,»  whose 
friendship  for  Robert  Southey  will,  it  seems,  «  be  an 
honour  to  him  when  the  ephemeral  disputes  and  cplie- 
Hieral  reputations  of  the  »lay  are  forgotteu.»  I  for  one 
neither  envy  him  «  the  frien<lship,»  nor  the  gl«>i"y  in 
reversion  wliich  is  to  accrue  from  it,  like  Mr  Thclus- 
sons  fortune,  in  the  third  and  fourth  generation. — 
riiis  fiiendship  will  probably  be  as  memorable  as  his 
own  epics,  which  (as  I  quoted  to  him  ten  or  twelve  years 
ago  in  English  Bards)  Person  said  «  would  be  reniem- 
JH-red  when  Homer  and  Virgil  are  forgotten,  and  not  till 
then.x     For  the  present,  I  have  hira. 
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TO  SIR  WALTE31  SCOTT,  BART. 

€Vb  '"Ulsfltnv  tf  ecte**  to  fvcrflrl, 

BY  HIS  OBUOBO  rUEVD,   ARO   rAITBfTI.  tSETABT, 

THK  AUTHOR. 


PREFACfe. 


Tai  foUowiag  mciic*  ara  ontitlcd  «  s  Myttery,*  in  con- 
fbrmily  with  the  aDciciK  ticU  anneied  to  dnmas  upon 
similar  mibiects,  which  weretlyled  •  Mytleries,*  or  « llo- 
raJitiM.*  The  anchor  has  hy  so  means  taken  the  tame 
liberties  with  his  ■nhject  which  were  common  fermer- 
ly»  as  may  be  seen  by  any  reader  cnrions  enough  to 
refer  to  those  very  prohne  prodnctimis,  whether  in 
English,  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish.  The  anthor  has 
eodeaTonred  to  preserre  the  Unpuage  adapted  to  his 
eharacten;  and  when  it  is  (and  this  is  hnl  rarely)  ukeo 
from  actuaJ  Saifrtute,  he  has  made  as  little  alteration, 
eren  of  words,  as  the  rhythm  would  permit.  The 
reader  will  recollect  that  tlie  book  of  Genesis  does  not 
stale  that  Ere  was  tempted  by  a  demon,  but  by  «  the 
Serpent;*  and  that  only  becante  he  was  «  the  most 
subtil  of  all  the  beasts  of  the  field.*  Whaterer  interpre- 
tati<ui  the  Rabbins  and  the  Fathers  may  hare  pat  upon 
this,  I  imist  lake  the  words  as  I  find  ihem,  and  reply 
with  Bishop  Watsim  upon  similar  occasions,  w'ben  the 
Fathers  were  quoted  to  him,  as  Moderator  in  the  Schools 
of  Cambridge,  ■  Behold  the  Book!*— holding  up  the 
Scripture.  It  is  to  be  recollected  that  my  present  sub- 
ject has  nothing  to  do  with  the  New  Teitamentf  to 
which  no  reference  can  be  here  made  without  ana- 
chronism. With  the  poems  upon  similar  topics  I  have 
not  been  recently  fiimiliar.  Since  I  was  twenty,  I  have 
nerer  read  Milton  ;  but  I  had  read  him  so  frequently 
before,  that  this  may  make  little  difference.  Gesner's 
«  Death  of  AbeU  I  have  never  rend  since  I  was  eight 
years  of  age,  at  Aberdeen.  The  general  impression  of 
my  recollection  is  delight;  but  of  thecontenu,!  remem- 
ber only  that  Cain's  wife  was  called  Mahala,  and  Abel's 
Tbirxa. — In  the  following  pages  I  have  called  them 
«  Adah*  and  ■  Zillab,*  the  earliest  female  names  which 
occur  in  Genesis ;  they  were  those  of  Lamech's  wives  : 
those  of  Cain  and  Abel  are  not  called  by  their  names. 
Whether,  then,  a  coincidence  of  subject  may  have 
caused  (he  same  in  expression,  I  know  nothing,  and 
care  as  little. 

The  reader  will  please  to  bear  in  mind  (what  few 
chose  to  recollect)  that  there  is  no  allusion  to  a  future 
slate  in  any  of  the  books  of  Moses,  nor  indeed  in  the 


Old  Testament.  For  a  reason  for  this  extraordinary 
omission  be  may  consult  «  Warburtou's  Divine  l^ega- 
tion;a  whether  satisfoctory  or  not,  no  better  has  yet 
been  assigned.  1  have  therefore  supposed  it  new  to 
Cain,  without,  I  hope,  any  perversion  of  Holy  Writ. 

With  rrgard  to  the  language  of  Lucifer,  it  was  dif- 
ficult for  me  to  make  him  talk  like  a  clergyman  npon 
the  same  subjects ;  but  I  have  done  what  I  could  to 
restrain  htm  within  the  bounds  of  spiritual  politeness. 

If  be  disclaims  having  tempted  Eve  in  tlie  shape  of 
the  Serpent,  it  is  only  because  the  book  of  Genesis  has 
not  the  most  distant  allusion  to  any  thing  of  the  kind, 
but  merely  (o  the  Serpent  in  bi&  serpentine  capacity. 

Note. — The  reader  will  perceive  that  the  anthor  has 
partly  adopted  in  this  poem  the  notion  of  Cuvicr,  that 
the  world  had  been  destroyed  several  limes  befora  the 
creation  of  man.  This  speculation,  derived  from  the 
different  strata  and  the  bones  of  enormous  and  un- 
known animals  found  in  them,  is  not  contrary  to  the 
Mosaic  account,  but  rather  confirms  it ;  as  no  human 
bones  have  yet  been  discovered  in  those  strata,  al- 
though those  of  many  known  animals  are  found  near 
the  remains  of  the  unknown.  The  assertion  of  Lucifer, 
that  the  pre-adamite  world  was  also  peopled  by  rational 
beings  much  more  intelligent  than  man,  and  propor- 
tionably  powerfnl  to  the  mammoth,  etc.,  etc.  is,  of 
course,  a  poetical  fiction,  to  help  him  to  make  out  his 
case.    ■• 

I  ought  to  add,  that  thera  is  a  «  Tramelogedia*  of 
Alfieri,  called  «  AbiL" — I  have  never  read  that  nor  any 
other -of  the  postliumous  works  of  the  writer,  except 
his  life. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON/E. 


MEN. 


Adam. 

Cain. 

Ami.. 


WOMEN. 
Evi. 
A  DA  a. 

ZlLLAH. 

SPIRITS. 

A  NOIL  or  rax  Lokd. 
LuciriR. 
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CAIN. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 
The  Land  without  Paradise. —  Time^  Sunrise. 

Adam,  Cvb,  CAi?r,ABEL,  Adah,  ZiLLka^  offering  a 

Sacrifice. 

ADAM. 

God,  the  Eternal!  Infinite!  All-Wise  I— 
Who  out  of  ilarkue<;s  on  the  deep  did^t  make 
Li{>ht  on  the  waters  with  a  vrord— all  hail! 
Jehovah, \ritli  relurniDg  li(;ht,  all  hail! 

EVE. 

God!  who  didst  name  the  day,  and  separate 
Morning  from  niylit,  till  then  divided  never — 
Who  didst  divide  the  wave  from  wave,  and  call 
Part  of  thy  work  the  firmament — all  hail! 

ABEL. 

God!  who  didst  call  the  element<i  into 
Earth — ocean — air — and  fire,  and  with  the  day 
And  ninht,  and  worlds  which  the>e  illuminate 
Or  shadow,  madcst  beings  to  enjoy  them, 
And  love  both  them  and  thee — all  hail!  all  hail' 

ADAn. 

God,  the  Eternal!  Parent  of  all  things' 

Who  did'it  create  these  best  and  beauteous  beings, 

To  be  belovetl,  more  than  all,  save  thee — 

Let  me  love  thee  and  them: — All  hail !  all  hail! 

ZILLAU. 

Oh,  God!  who  loving,  making,  blessing  all. 
Yet  didst  permit  the  serpent  to  creep  in. 
And  drive  my  father  forth  from  Paradise, 
Keep  us  from  further  evil: — Hail!  all  hail! 

ADAM. 

Son  Cain,  my  first-born,  wherefore  art  thou  silent? 

CAIN. 

Why  should  I  speak? 

ADAM. 

To  pray. 

CAIN. 

Have  ye  not  pmy'd  ? 

ADAM. 

We  have,  most  fervently. 

CAIN. 

And  loudly :  I 
Dave  heard  you. 

ADAM. 

So  will  God,  I  trust. 

ABEL. 

Amen ' 

ADAM. 

But  thou,  my  eldest-born,  art  silent  still. 

CAIN. 

T  is  better  I  should  be  so. 

ADAM. 

Wherefore  SO ^ 

C^IN. 


I  have  nought  to  ask. 


ADAM. 

Nor  aught  to  thank  for? 

CAIN. 


No. 


ADAM. 

Dost  thou  not  live? 

CAIN. 

Must  I  not  die? 

EVE. 

Alas! 
The  fruit  of  our  forbidden  tree  begins 
To  fall. 

ADAM. 

And  we  must  gather  it  again. 
Oh,  God!  why  didst  thou  plant  the  tree  of  knowledge? 

CAIN. 

And  wherefore  pluck'd  ye  not  the  tree  of  life? 
Yc  might  have  then  defied  him. 

ADAM. 

Oh !  my  son, 
Blaspheme  not :  these  are  serpents'  words. 

CAIN. 

Why  not? 
The  snake  spoke  truth  :  it  was  the  tree  of  knowledge; 
It  u'rtj  the  tree  of  life: — knowledge  is  good. 
And  life  is  good;  and  how  can  both  be  evilT 

EVE. 

My  boy !  thou  speakest  as  I  spoke  in  sin, 
before  thy  birth :  let  me  not  see  renew  d 
My  misery  in  thine.     I  have  repented. 
Let  me  not  see  my  offspring  fall  into 
The  snares  beyond  the  walls  of  Paradise, 
Which  ecu  in  Paradise  destroy'd  his  parentR. 
(Content  thee  with  what  is.     Had  we  been  so, 
Thou  now  hadst  been  contenled. — Oh,  my  son! 

ADAM. 

Our  orisons  completed,  let  us  hence, 
Kach  lo  his  task  of  toil— not  hea^-y,  though 
Needful :  the  earth  is  young,  and  yields  as  kindly 
Iler  fruits  with  little  Ijbour. 

EVE. 

Cain,  my  sod. 
Behold  thy  father  cheerful  and  resign'd, 
And  do  as  he  doth. 

[£.vit  Ada.m  and  Ete. 

ZILLAU. 

Wilt  thou  not,  my  brother? 

ABEL. 

Why  wilt  thou  wear  this  gloom  upon  thy  brow, 
Wliich  can  avail  thee  nothing,  save  to  rouse 
The  Lierual  anger? 

ADAH. 

My  beloved  Ciin, 
Wilt  thou  froiJTi  even  on  mc  ? 

CAIN. 

No,  Adah!  no; 
I  fain  would  he  alone  a  little  while. 
Abel,  I  "m  sick  at  hrarl;  but  it  will  pass; 
Precede  me,  brother — I  will  follow  shortly 
And  you,  too,  sisters,  tarry  not  behind; 
Your  gentleness  must  not  be  harshly  met  • 
I  'II  follow  you  anon. 

ADAH. 

If  not,  I  will 
Return  fo  seek  you  here. 

ABEL. 

The  peace  of  God 
Be  on  vour  spirit,  brother! 

[Exit  .Vbei.,  Zillah,  and  Adah. 


CAIll  {$oUu). 

And  this  is 
Life !— Toil!  aiid  vWreforo  tlMuld  I  toil!— because 
M J  father  could  aoc  keep  hie  place  in  Edoa. 
What  bad  /  done  ia  this?— I  was  unboiv, 
I  sought  not  to  be  boro;  nor  love  the  state 
To  which  that  birth  has  brought  me.     Why  did  he 
Yield  to  the  serpent  and  the  woman  7  or, 
Yielding*  why  «uffer?  What  was  there  in  this? 
The  tree  was  planted,  and  why  not  for  him  ? 
If  not,  why  place  him  near  it,  where  it  grew, 
The  fairest  in  the  centre  ?  They  have  hut 
One  answer  to  all  questions,  *  't  was  hii  wtU, 
And  he  is  good.*    How  know  1  that  ?  Because 
He  is  all-powerful  must  aU-good,  too,  follow  T 
I  judge  but  by  the  fr«it» — and  Uiey  are  bitter — 
Which  1  muse  feed  on  for  a  fault  not  mine. 
Whom  have  we  here?— A  shape  like  to  tht  angeU, 
Yet  of  a  ftlaraer  and  a  sadder  aspect. 
Of  spiritual  essence:  why  do  I  quake? 
Why  should  I  fear  him  more  than  other  spirits. 
Whom  I  see  daily  wave  their  fiery  swords 
Before  the  gates  round  which  I  Unger  oft, 
In  twilights  hour,  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  those 
Gardens  which  are  my  just  inheriunce, 
Ere  the  night  closes  o'er  the  inhibited  walls. 
And  the  immortal  trees  which  overtop 
The  cberubim-defended  battlements  ? 
If  I  shrink  not  ^m  these,  the  fire-arm'd  angels, 
Why  should  I  quail  from  him  who  now  approaches  I 
Yet  he  seems  mightier  for  than  them,  nor  lett 
Beauteous,  and  yet  not  ail  as  beautiful 
As  he  hath  been,  and  might  be:  sorrow  seenu 
Half  of  his  immortality.    And  is  it 
So?  and  can  au^  grieve  save  humanity? 
lie  Cometh. 

Bnter  Lvciraa. 

I.UCIPIK. 

MoruU 

CAin. 
Spirit,  who  art  thou? 
LcciPia. 
Master  of  spirits. 

CAIN. 

And  being  so,  canst  thou 
Leave  them,  and  walk  with  dust  ? 

UVCIWBK 

I  know  the  thoughts 
Of  dust,  and  feel  for  it,  and  with  you. 

CAIN. 

How! 
Yon  know  my  thoughts? 

Lccnrii. 

They  are  the  Ihooghtt  of  all 
Worthy  of  thought,— 'tis  your  immortal  part 
Which  speaks  within  you. 

CArn. 

What  immortal  part? 
Thia  haa  not  been  reveaPd :  the  tree  of  life 
Was  withheld  from  us  by  my  fother  s  folly, 
WBile  that  of  knowledge,  by  my  mother^  haste, 
Was  pluck'd  too  toon;  and  all  the  fruit  it  death  ! 

LDCirta. 
They  ham  deceived  thee ;  thoa  shall  Uve. 

CAIN. 

Iliva, 
But  lava  to  die :  and,  Uving,  see  no  thing 


To  make  death  hateful,  save  an  innate  *t«w^"»g 
A  loathsome  and  yet  all  invincibla 
Instinct  of  life,  which  I  abhor,  as  I 
Despise  myself,  yet  tennot  overoome— 
And  so  I  Uve.     Would  1  had  never  lived! 

Lvcivsa. 
Thou  livest,  and  moel  live  for  ever:  think  not 
The  earth,  which  is  thine  outward  covefiof,  ia 
Existence — it  will  ceaie,  and  tlMM  wile  he 
No  less  than  thou  art  now. 

CAIR. 

No  kss/  and  why 
Mo  more? 

LDCim. 

It  may  be  ihou  shait  he  aa  we. 
CAm. 
And  ye? 

LitGinui. 
Are  evedastiag. 

CAm. 
Are  ye  happy  ? 
Li;cirta. 
We  are  mighty. 

cam. 
Are  ye  happy? 
Locifga. 

Mo :  art  lho«  I 
CAia. 
How  sh««ld  I  ha  sol  Lookoaael 

fcucivia. 

PuoreUy! 
And  thou  preieadest  to  be  wiwtehedl  Thoa  1 

CAin. 
I  am :— and  thou,  with  all  thy  might,  what  art  thoa! 

ivcirsa. 
One  who  aspiied  to  be  what  made  thee,  and 
Woidd  not  have  made  thee  what  thoa  art. 


CAM. 


f 


Thou  look's!  ahDost  a  god; 

LDoma 


I 


And  having  foil'd  to  be  o«e,  woald  be  noaght 
Save  what  I  am.    He  conqner'd;  let  bin  rai|^  I 

CAW. 

Who? 

Locifia. 
Thy  sira'a  Kakcr,  and  the  earth's. 

CAIN. 

Aad  kacvaa'si 
And  all  that  in  them  is.    So  I  have  heard 
His  seraphs  sing;  and  so  my  fotlier  saith. 

Lucirga. 
They  say^what  diey  must  sing  and  say,  on  pain 
Of  being  that  which  I  am— and  thoa  art— 
Of  spirits  aad  of  men. 

CAIN. 

And  what  ia  that! 

Lucivaa. 
Souls  who  dara  nee  their  imaifOrtality— 
Soub  who  dare  look  the  Omnipoient  tyrant  ia 
His  everlasting  face,  and  tell  him«  that 
His  evil  is  not  good !  If  he  haa  made. 
As  he  saith— which  I  know  not,  aor  believe— 
But,  if  he  made  us— he  caaaot  unmake: 
We  ara  immortal  1— nay,  ho'd  kaaa  as  so^ 
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Tliat  he  may  torture: — let  him!  He  is  great— 

But,  ia  his  grcatnc*;!;,  is  no  happier  than 

We  in  our  conflict!  Goodness  would  not  make 

Evil;  and  what  rise  hath  he  made?  But  let  him 

Sit  on  his  vast  and  solitary  throne, 

Creating  worlds,  to  make  eternity 

Less  hurthensome  to  his  immense  existence 

And  unparticipated  solitude! 

Let  him  crowd  orb  on  orb :  he  is  alone 

Indefinite,  indissoluble  tyrant! 

Could  he  but  crush  himself,  'twere  the  best  boon 

He  ever  granted  :  but  let  him  reign  on, 

And  muiriply  himself  in  misery'! 

Spirits  and  men,  at  least  we  sympathise; 

And,  suffering  in  concert,  make  our  pangs, 

Innumerable,  more  endurable. 

By  the  unbounded  sympathy  of  all — 

With  all !  But  ffe !  so  wretched  in  his  height, 

So  restless  in  his  wretchedness,  must  still 

Create,  and  re-create 

CAIN. 

Thou  speak'st  to  me  of  things  which  Jong  have  swum 

In  visions  through  my  thought:  I  never  could 

Reconcile  what  1  saw  with  what  I  heard. 

5Iy  father  and  my  mother  talk  to  me 

Of  serpents,  and  of  fruits  and  trees:  I  see 

The  gates  of  what  they  cdl  their  Paradise 

Guarded  by  fiery-sworded  cherubim. 

Which  shut  ihcm  out,  and  me:  I  feel  the  weight 

Of  daily  toil,  and  constant  thought:  I  look 

Around  a  world  where  I  seem  nothing,  with 

Thoughts  which  arise  within  me.  as  if  they 

Could  master  all  things: — but  I  thought  alone 

This  misery  was  mine.— My  father  is 

Tamed  down;  my  mother  has  forgot  the  mind 

Which  made  her  thirst  for  knowledge,  at  the  risk 

Of  an  eterniil  curse;  my  brother  is 

A  watching  shepherd  boy,  who  offers  up 

The  tirstlings  of  the  flock  to  him  who  bids 

The  earth  yield  nothing  to  us  without  sweat; 

My  sister  Zillah  sings  an  earlier  hymn 

Than  the  birds  matins;  and  my  Adah,  my 

Own  and  beloved,  she  too  understands  not 

The  mind  which  overwhelms  me:  never  till 

Now  met  I  aught  to  sympathise  with  me. 

'lis  well — I  rather  would  consort  with  spirits. 

LUCIFKR. 

And  hadst  thou  not  been  lit  by  thine  own  soul 
For  such  companionship,  I  would  not  now 
Have  stood  before  thee  as  I  am:  a  serpent 
Had  been  enough  to  charm  ye,  as  before. 

CAlPf. 

Ah!  didst  tiioH  tempt  my  mother? 

LUCIFER. 

I  tempt  none. 
Save  with  the  truth :  was  not  the  tree,  the  tree 
Of  knowledge  ?  and  was  not  the  tree  of  life 
Still  fruitful?  Did  /  bid  her  pluck  them  not? 
Did  /pl.int  iliings  prohibited  within 
The  reach  of  beings  innocent,  and  curious 
By  their  own  innocence?  !  would  have  made  ye 
Gods,  and  even  lie  who  thrust  ye  forth  so  thrust  ye 
Because  «  ye  should  not  eat  the  fruits  of  life. 
And  become  gods  as  we.»     Were  those  his  words? 

CAIN. 

They  were,  as  I  have  heard  from  those  who  heard  them 


In  thunder. 

LUCIFER. 

Then  who  was  the  demon  ?  He 
Who  would  not  let  ye  live,  or  he  who  would 
Have  made  ye  live  for  ever  in  the  joy 
And  power  of  knowledge? 

CAIN. 

Would  they  had  snatch'd  both 
The  fruits,  or  neither! 

LUCIFER. 

One  is  yours  already, 
The  other  may  he  still. 

CAl.N. 

How  so? 

LUCIFER. 

By  being 
Yourselves,  in  your  resistance.     Nothing  can 
Quench  the  mind,  if  the  mind  will  be  itself 
Auil  ceutre  of  surrounding  things — 't  is  made 
To  sway. 

CAIN. 

But  didst  thou  tempt  my  parents  I 

LUCIFER. 

I? 
Poor  clay  !  what  should  I  tempt  them  for,  or  how  ? 

CAIN. 

They  say  the  serpent  was  a  spirit. 

LUCIFER. 

v;ho 

Saith  that?  It  is  not  written  so  on  high  : 
The  proud  One  will  not  so  far  falsify. 
Though  man's  vast  fears  and  little  vanity 
Would  make  him  cast  upon  the  spiritual  natuce 
His  own  low  failing.     The  snake  was  the  snake — 
No  more;  and  yet  not  less  than  those  he  tempted. 
In  nature  being  earth  also — more  in  wis</t)m, 
Since  he  could  overcome  them,  and  foreknew 
The  knowledge  fatal  to  their  narrow  joys. 
Think'st  thou  I  'd  take  the  shape  of  things  that  die? 

CAIN. 

But  the  thing  had  a  demon? 

LUCIFER. 

He  but  woke  one 
In  those  he  spoke  to  with  his  forky  tongue. 
I  tell  thee  that  the  serpent  was  no  more 
Than  a  mere  serpent:  ask  the  cherubim 
Who  guard  the  tempting  tree.    When  thousand  ages 
Have  rolIM  o'er  your  dead  ashes  and  your  seed's, 
The  seed  of  the  then  world  may  tlius  array 
Their  earliest  fault  in  fable,  and  attribute 
To  me  a  shape  I  scorn,  as  I  scorn  all 
That  bows  to  him  who  made  things  but  to  bend 
Before  his  sullen  sole  eternity; 
Rut  we,  who  see  the  truth,  must  speak  it.     Thy 
Fond  parents  listcn'd  to  a  creeping  thing, 
And  fell.     For  what  should  spirirs  tempt  them?  What 
Was  iherr  to  envy  in  the  narrow  bouuds 
Of  Paradise,  that  spirits  who  pervade 

Space but  I  speak  to  thee  of  what  thou  know'st  not. 

With  nil  thy  tree  of  knowledge. 

CAIN. 

But  thou  canst  not 
Speak  aught  of  knowledge  which  I  would  not  know, 
Aud  do  not  thirst  to  know,  and  bear  a  mind 
To  know. 


LDCIFM. 

And  heart  to  look  on  ? 

CAIM. 

Be  it  proved. 

LUCirM. 

Dmr%l  thou  to  look  on  Death  ? 

CAin. 

He  has  not  yet 


Lucirsa. 
Bat  nwM  be  nndeifone. 
CAin. 

Mybthcr 
Seys  he  U  something  dreadful,  and  my  mother 
Weepe  when  he  '•  named ;  and  Abel  hfts  hit  eyee 
To  beaTen,  and  ZiUah  casts  hers  to  the  earth, 
And  sighs  a  prayer ;  and  Adah  looks  on  me, 
And  speaks  not. 

Locini. 
AndthonT 

CAin. 
Thoughts  nnspeakable 
Crowd  in  my  hrsast  to  homing,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  almighty  Death,  who  is,  it  seems, 
Ineritahle.    Conld  I  wrestle  with  him  7 
I  I  wrestled  with  the  lion,  when  a  boy, 
In  play,  till  he  ran  rooring  from  my  gripe. 

Luciria. 
It  has  no  shape,  bat  will  absorb  all  things 
That  bear  the  form  of  earth-bom  being. 

CAIR. 

Ah! 
I  thought  it  was  a  being  :  who  could  do 
Such  evil  things  to  beings  save  a  being? 

LDGiria. 
Ask  the  Destroyer. 

CAIN. 

Who? 

Lucirai. 

The  Maker"  call  him 
Which  name  thoa  wilt;  he  makes  but  to  destroy. 

CAin. 
I  knew  not  that,  yet  thought  it,  since  I  heard 
Of  death  :  although  I  know  not  what  it  is. 
Yet  it  seems  horrible.     1  have  look'd  out 
In  the  vast  desolate  ni^t  in  search  of  him ; 
And,  when  I  saw  gigantic  shadows  in 
The  umbrage  of  the  walls  of  Eden,  chequex'd 
By  the  fsf^Oasbing  of  the  cherubs'  swords, 
I  watch'd  for  what  I  thought  his  coming ;  for 
With  fear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 
What 't  was  which  shook  us  all— but  nothing  came. 
And  then  I  tum'd  my  weary  eyes  from  oflF 
Our  native  aod  forbidden  I^radise, 
Up  to  the  lights  above  us,  in  the  asure, 
Which  are  so  beautiful :  shall  they,  too,  die? 

Lucina. 
Periups — but  long  dutlive  both  thine  and  thee. 

CAIR. 

I  *m  glad  of  that;  I  would  not  have  them  die, 
They  are  so  lovely.     What  is  death  T    I  fear, 
I  feel,  it  is  a  dreadful  thing;  but  what, 
1  cannot  compass  :  't  is  denounced  against  us, 
Both  them  who  sinn'd  and  sinn'd  not,  as  an  ill— 
What  ill  7 


Lucirat. 
To  be  resolved  into  the  earth. 

CAM. 

Batshalllknowit? 

As  1  know  not  death, 

I  cannot  answer. 

CAin. 
Were  I  qniet  earth. 
That  were  no  evil :  would  I  ne'er  had  been 
Aught  else  bat  dnst! 

LUGiraa. 
That  is  a  grovling  wish. 
Less  than  thy  Cither's,  for  he  wiilk'd  to  know. 

CAIR. 

But  not  to  live,  or  wherafore  plock'd  he  not 
The  life-tree? 

LDciria. 
He  was  hinder'd. 

CAM. 

Deadly  error! 
Not  to  snatch  first  that  frnit :  bat  ere  he  pluck'd 
The  knowledge,  he  was  ignorant  of  death. 
Alas !  I  scarcely  now  know  what  it  is. 
And  yet  I  fear  it-~fear  I  know  not  what ! 

LUcirsa. 
And  I,  who  know  all  things,  fear  nothing  :  see 
What  is  trae  knowledge.  • 

CAia. 

Wilt  thou  teach  me  all  7 
Lucirsa. 
Ay,  npon  one  condician. 

CAIR. 

Name  it 
LDCiria. 

That 
Thou  dost  fall  down  and  worship  me— thy  Lord. 

CAIR. 

Thoa  art  not  the  Lord  my  feiher  wonhipa. 

Luciria. 

No. 

CAIR. 

His  equal? 

Lucivia. 
No ;— I  have  nought  in  common  with  him ! 
Nor  would  :  I  would  be  aught  above— beneath— 
Anght  save  a  sharer  or  a  servant  of 
His  power.    I  dwell  apart;  bat  I  am  great  :— 
Many  there  are  who  worship  me,  and  more 
Who  *HmU — he  thoa  amongst  the  first. 

CAIR. 

1  never 
As  yet  have  bow'd  onto  my  fether's  God, 
Although  my  brother  Abel  oft  implores 
That  I  woukl  join  vrith  him  in  sacrifice  :— 
Why  should  I  bow  to  thee? 

LOGIflB. 

Hast  thoa  ne'er  bow'd 
To  him  7 

CAIR. 

Have  I  not  said  it  ?— need  I  say  it? 
Gould  not  thy  mighty  knowledge  teach  thee  that? 

Luciraa. 
He  who  bows  not  to  him  has  bow'd  to  me ! 

CAIM. 

But  I  will  bend  to  neither. 
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lUCIFEK. 

Ne'er  the  less. 
Thou  art  my  worshipper  :  not  trorshippiog 
Him  makes  thee  raiue  the  same. 

CAin. 

Aod  what  is  that? 

LUCIFKR. 

Thou  'It  know  here — and  hereafter. 

CAIN. 

Let  me  but 
Be  taught  the  mystery  of  my  beint^. 

Lucirta. 

Follow 
Where  I  will  lead  thee. 

CAIM. 

But  I  must  retire 

To  till  the  earth — for  I  had  promised 

Lucirii. 

Whal? 

CAIN. 

To  cull  some  first  fruit.«i. 

Lucirsa. 
Why? 

CAIN. 

To  offer  up 
With  Abel  on  an  altar. 

LUCIFER. 

Saidst  thou  not 
Thou  ne'er  hadst  bent  to  him  who  made  thee? 

CAIN. 

Yes — 
But  Abel's  earnest  prayer  has  wrought  upon  me ; 
The  offering  is  more  his  titan  mine — and  Adah 

LUCIFER. 

Why  dost  thou  hesitate  7 

CAIN. 

Slic  is  my  sister, 
Born  on  the  same  day,  of  the  same  womb  ;  and 
She  wrung  from  me,  with  tears,  this  promise,  and 
Rather  than  see  her  weep,  I  would,  melhinks. 
Bear  all — and  woi*ship  aught. 

LUCIFER. 

Then  follow  me ! 

CAIN. 

1  will. 

Enter  Adah. 

ADAH. 

Hy  brother,  I  have  come  for  thee; 
It  is  our  hour  of  rest  and  joy — and  we 
Have  less  without  thee.     Thou  hast  labour'd  not 
This  morn  ;  but  I  have  done  thy  task  :  the  fruits 
Are  ripe,  and  glowing  as  the  light  which  ripens  ■' 
Come  away. 

CAIN. 

See'st  thou  not? 

ADAH. 

I  see  an  angel ; 
We  have  seen  many  :  will  he  share  our  hour 
Of  rest? — he  is  welcome. 

CAIN. 

But  he  is  not  like 
The  angels  we  have  seen. 

ADAB. 

Are  there,  then,  others ' 
But  he  IS  welcome,  as  they  were  :  they  deign'd 


To  be  our  guests — will  he? 

CAIN  {to  Lucifer). 

Wilt  thou  ? 


LUCIFBE. 


I  ask 


Thee  to  be  mine. 


CAIN. 

1  must  away  with  him. 

ADAH. 


And  leave  us  ? 


CAIN. 


Ay. 


ADAH. 

And  me  ? 

CAIN. 

Beloved  Adah  ! 

ADAM. 

Let  me  go  with  thee. 

LUcrrsR. 
No,  she  must  not. 

ADAH. 

Who 
Art  thou  that  steppest  between  heart  and  heart  ? 

CAIN. 

lie  is  a  god. 

ADAH. 

How  know'&t  thou  T 

CAIN. 

He  speaks  Uke 
A  god. 

ADAH. 

So  did  the  serpent,  and  it  lied. 

LUCIFER. 

Thou  errest,  Adah! — was  not  the  tree  that 
Of  knowledge? 

ADAH. 

Ay — to  our  eternal  sorrow. 

LUCIFEH. 

And  yet  that  grief  is  knowledge — so  he  lied  not  ; 
And  if  he  did  betray  you,  't  was  with  truth; 
Aud  truth  in  it.s  own  essence  cannot  be 
but  good. 

ADAH. 

But  all  wc  know  of  it  has  gather'd 
Bvil  on  ill  :  expulsion  from  our  home. 
And  dread,  and  toil,  and  sweat,  and  heaviness; 
Itemorse  of  that  which  was,  and  hope  of  that 
Which  cometli  not.     Cain  !  walk  not  with  this  spiriL 
Bear  with  what  we  have  borne,  and  love  me — I 
Love  thee. 

LUCIFER. 

More  than  thy  mother  and  thy  sire? 

ADAH. 

I  do.     Is  that  a  sin,  too  ? 

LUCIFER. 

No,  not  yet; 
It  one  day  will  be  in  your  children. 

ADAH. 

What: 
iMusi  not  my  daughter  love  her  brother  Enoch  ? 

LUCIFER. 

Not  as  thon  lovest  Cain ! 

ADAH. 

Oh,  my  God  ! 
Shall  they  not  love  and  bring  forth  things  that  love 
Out  of  their  love?  have  they  not  drawn  their  milk 


CAIN. 
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Oac  of  this  b<Mom  ?  was  not  be,  their  father. 
Bom  of  the  same  tole  womb,  in  the  Hone  bow 
With  me !  did  we  not  love  each  other,  and. 
In  miUtipiying  our  being,  multiply 
Thiofi  which  will  love  each  other  at  we  love 
Tbem! — And,  as  I  love  thee,  mj  Cain!  go  not 
Forth  with  this  apuiC;  he  is  not  of  ours. 

LUGVia. 

The  sin  I  apeak  of  is  not  of  my  making, 
And  cannot  be  a  sin  in  yon — whate'er 
It  seem  in  those  who  wUl  raplace  ye  in 
Mortality. 

ADAH. 

What  is  the  sin  which  m  not 
Sin  in  itself  I  Can  eircnmalance  make  sin 
Or  TirtneT^if  it  dolh,  we  are  the  slaves 
Of 

LUClFBa. 

Higher  things  than  ye  are  slaves;  nod  highar 
Than  them  or  ye  would  be  so,  did  they  not 
Prefer  an  independency  of  torture 
To  the  smooth  agonies  of  adnlation 
In  hymns  and  harpings,  and  seif-seekiag  pmyera 
To  that  which  is  omnipolcnt,  because 
It  is  omnipotent,  and  not  from  love. 
Bat  terror  and  self-hope. 

ADkU. 

Omnipotence 
Must  be  all  goodness. 

LtTCIPBI. 

Was  it  so  in  Eden? 

ARAB. 

Fiend !  tempc  ma  not  with  beauty ;  thou  art  fairer 
Than  was  the  serpent,  and  as  ^se. 

Luotfia. 

As  true. 
Ask  Eve,  your  mother;  bears  she  not  the  knowledfs 
Of  good  and  evil  ? 

A  DA  I. 

Oh,  my  mother!  thoa 
Hast  pinck'd  a  fruit  more  fatal  to  thioe  offspring 
Than  to  thyself;  thou  at  the  least  bast  past 
Thy  youth  in  Paradise,  in  innocent 
And  happy  intercoorae  writh  happy  spirits; 
But  we,  U»y  children,  ignorant  of  Eden, 
Are  girt  about  by  demons,  who  assume 
The  words  of  God,  and  tempt  us  with  our  own 
DissatisKed  and  curious  thoughts — as  thoa 
Wert  work'd  on  by  the  snake,  in  thy  most  flush'd 
And  heedless,  harmtess  wantonness  of  bliss. 
I  cannot  answer  this  immortal  thing 
Which  stands  before  me:  I  cannot  abhor  him; 
I  look  upon  him  with  a  pleasing  fear, 
And  yet !  fly  not  from  him :  in  his  eye 
There  is  a  fastening  attraction  which 
Fixes  my  fluttering  eyes  on  his;  my  heart 
Beats  quick  ;  he  awrs  me,  and  yet  draws  me  near, 
Nearer  and  nearer :  Cain — Cain — save  me  from  him ! 

CAIN. 

What  dreads  my  Adah  ?  This  is  no  ill  spirit. 

AOAB. 

He  b  not  God--aor  God's :  I  have  beheld 
The  cherubs  and  the  seraphs;  he  looks  not 
Like  them. 

CAM. 

Bat  there  are  spirits  loftier  still— 


The  archangeb. 


LUCIFBI. 

And  still  loftier  than  the  archangels. 

AOAB. 


Ay^bat  ftot  blessed. 

LDGirtB. 

If  the  hlesaedMss 
Consists  in  slavery    no. 

AAAB. 

I  have  beard  it  said. 
The  seraphs  lomt  asost^^chcrubim  know  wtost — 
And  this  should  be  a  clieruh'— ssDoa  ha  toves  not. 

LDCIPBB. 

And  if  the  higher  kaowledge  quenches  love, 
What  must  hMbejou  cannot  love  whea  knosni? 
Since  the  all-knowing  cherubim  love  least. 
The  seraphs'  love  can  be  but  ignorance: 
That  they  ara  not  compatible,  the  doom 
Of  thy  fond  parents,  for  their  daring,  proves. 
Chuse  betwixt  love  and  knowledge    sinoa  thsfe  n 
No  other  choice :  your  sire  hath  chosen  alrendy ; 
His  worship  is  but  fear. 

A»AB. 

Oh,  Gam  1  chose  Wve. 

GAM. 

For  thee,  my  Adah,  I  chusa  not— it  was 
Bom  with  me — but  I  love  nought  else. 

AOAB. 

Onrj^afBDttT 

CAIN. 

Did  they  love  us  when  they  snalch'd  from  the  tree 
That  which  hath  driven  us  all  from  Paradise  T 

AOAB. 

We  were  not  born  then— and  if  we  had  been. 
Should  we  not  love  them  and  our  children,  Cain  ? 

CAIN. 

My  little  Enoch  I  and  his  lisping  sister! 

Could  I  but  deem  them  hsppy,  I  woohl  half 

Forget—  — but  it  can  never  be  forgotltfi 

Through  thrice  a  thoasand  generations  1  ntver 

Shall  men  love  the  remembrance  of  the  man 

Who  Bow'd  the  seed  of  evil  and  mankind 

In  the  same  hour!  They  pinck'd  (ha  tree  ol science 

And  sin — and,  not  content  with  iheir  own  sorrow, 

Begot  me— Ifaee— and  ail  the  few  that  are, 

And  all  the  unnuaber'd  and  innumerable 

Multitudes,  millions,  myriads,  which  may  be, 

To  inherit  agonies  accumulated 

By  ages! — Aud  /  must  be  sire  of  such  things! 

Thy  beauty  and  thy  love — my  love  and  joy. 

The  rapturous  moment  and  the  placid  hour. 

All  we  love  in  our  children  and  each  other, 

But  lead  them  and  ourselves  through  many  years 

Of  sin  and  pain — or  few.  but  still  of  sorrow, 

Interckeck'd  with  an  instant  of  brief  pleasure. 

To  death— the  unknown !  Methioks  the  tree  of  knowledge 

Hath  not  fulfill'd  its  promise: — if  they  sion'd. 

At  least  they  ought  lo  have  known  aN  things  that  are 

Of  knowledge— and  the  mystery  of  death. 

What  do  they  know  7— that  they  are  miserable. 

What  need  of  snakes  and  fraits  to  teach  us  that  ? 

A  DAB. 

I  am  not  wretched,  Cain,  aad  if  thoa 
Wert  happy — 

CAIB. 

Be  thoa  happy  then  alone— 
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I  will  have  nought  to  do  with  happiness, 
Which  humbles  me  and  mine. 

ADAH. 

Alone  I  could  not. 
Nor  woul/l  be  happy  :  but  with  those  around  us, 
I  think  I  could  be  so,  despite  of  death. 
Which,  as  I  know  it  not,  I  dread  not,  though 
It  seem  an  awful  shadow — if  I  may 
Judge  from  what  I  have  heard. 

LUCIFER. 

And  thou  couldst  not 
Alone^  thou  say'st,  be  happy  ? 

ADAH. 

Alone !  Oh,  my  God ! 
Who  could  be  happy  and  alone,  or  good  ? 
To  me  my  solitude  seems  sin ;  unless 
When  1  think  liow  soon  I  shall  see  my  brother, 
His  brother,  and  our  children,  and  our  parents. 

LUCirSB. 

Yet  thy  God  is  alone ;  and  is  he  happy, 
Lonely  and  good? 

ADAH. 

He  is  not  so;  he  hath 
The  angels  and  the  mortals  to  make  happy, 
And  thus  becomes  so  in  diffusing  joy  : 
What  else  can  joy  be  but  the  spreading  joy  7 

UTCirSR. 

Ask  of  your  sire,  the  exile  fresh  from  Eden; 
Or  of  his  first-born  son :  ask  your  own  heart : 
It  is  not  tranquil. 

ADAH. 

Alas  !  no ;  and  you — 
Are  you  of  heaven  ? 

LUCIFER. 

If  I  am  not,  inquire 
The  cause  of  this  all-spreading  happiness 
(Which  you  proclaim)  of  the  all-great  and  good 
Maker  of  life  and  living  things;  it  is 
His  secret,  and  he  keeps  it.     We  must  bear. 
And  some  of  us  resist,  and  both  in  vain, 
His  seraphs  say  ;  but  it  is  worth  the  trial, 
Since  better  may  not  be  without:  there  is 
A  wisdom  in  the  spirit,  which  directs 
To  right,  as  in  the  dim  blue  air  the  eye 
Of  you,  young  mortals,  lights  at  once  upon 
The  star  which  watches,  welcoming  the  morn. 

ADAH. 

It  is  a  beautiful  star;  I  love  it  for 
Its  beauty. 

LUCIFER. 

And  why  not  adore? 

ADAH.' 

Our  father 
Adores  the  Invisible  only. 

LUCIFER. 

But  the  symbols 
Of  the  Invisible  are  the  loveliest 
Of  what  is  visible;  and  yon  bright  star 
Is  leader  of  the  host  of  heaven. 

ADAH. 

Our  ^ther 
Saith  that  he  has  beheld  the  God  himself 
Who  made  him  and  our  mother. 


I-UCIFER. 


Hast  thou  sciii  luin  ' 


ADAH. 

Yes — in  his  works. 

LUCIFER. 

But  in  his  being ! 

ADAH. 

No- 
Save  in  my  father,  who  ig  God's  own  image ; 
Or  in  his  angels,  who  are  like  to  thee — 
And  brighter,  yet  less  beautiful  and  powerful 
In  seemiug:  as  the  silent  sunny  noon, 
v\ll  light,  they  look  upon  us;  but  thou  seem'st 
Like  an  ethereal  night,  where  long  white  clouds 
Streak  the  deep  purple,  and  unuumber'd  stars 
Spangle  the  wonderful  mysterious  vault 
With  things  that  look  as  if  they  would  be  suns; 
So  beautiful,  unnumber'd,  and  endearing, 
Not  dazzling,  and  yet  drawing  us  to  them. 
They  fill  my  eyes  with  tears,  and  so  dost  thou. 
Thou  seem'st  unhappy ;  do  not  make  us  so, 
And  I  will  weep  for  thee. 

LUCIFER. 

Alas!  those  tears! 
Couldst  thou  but  know  what  oceans  will  be  shed- 

ADAH. 

By  me? 

LI'CIFER. 

By  all. 

ADAH. 

What  all? 

LUCIFER. 

The  million  millions — 
The  myriad  myriads — the  all-peopled  earth — 
The  unpeopled  earth — and  the  o"cr-peopled  hell. 
Of  whicli  thy  bosom  is  the  germ. 

ADAH. 

Oh  Cain' 
This  spirit  curseth  us. 

CAIN. 

Let  him  say  on.- 
Him  will  I  follow. 

ADAH. 

Whither? 

M'CIFER. 

To  a  place 
Whence  he  shall  come  back  to  thee  in  an  hour; 
But  in  that  hour  see  things  of  many  days. 

ADAli. 

How  can  that  be? 

LI'CIFER. 

Did  not  your  Maker  make 
Out  of  old  worlds  this  new  one  in  few  days  ? 
And  r.innot  I,  who  aided  in  this  work. 
Show  in  an  hour  what  he  hath  made  in  many. 
t)r  hath  destroy'd  in  few? 

(:\IN. 

Loeul  nil. 
\it\li 

Will  he 
In  sooili  rpiiirn  within  an  hour' 

I.ILIFI-R. 

11«^  sh.ill 
•  Willi  Its  .ins  arc  rxnnpt  from  time,  and  vrr 
(^aii  nowd  eternity  into  an  hour. 
Or  stretch  an  hour  into  eternity  : 
We  breathe  not  by  a  mortal  measurement — 
But  tliat  s  a  mv«tcrv.    ('nin,  conic  on  with  me. 


AOAD. 


Willh'zrecam! 


LDcirsi. 
A  J,  wonuD !  he  alone 
Of  moftab  from  that  place  (ihe  first  and  last 
Who  sliall  retarn,  save  One)— shaJl  come  back  to  thee 
To  make  that  sUent  and  expectant  world 
As  popoloiu  as  this :  at  present  there 
Are  few  inhabitants. 

ADAI. 

Where  dvellcst  thonl 
Lucirsa. 
Tbroof^oat  all  space.  W^here  should  I  dwell?  Where  are 
Thy  God  or  Gods — there  am  1 ;  all  thioQi  are 
Divided  with  me;  life  and  death — and  lime— 
Eternity — and  heaven  and  earth — and  that 
Which  is  not  heaven  nor  cartli,  but  peopled  with 
Those  who  once  peopled  or  shall  people  both — 
These  are  my  realms!  So  that  I  do  divide 
Bi$f  and  possess  a  kingdom  which  is  not 
His.     If  I  were  not  that  which  1  have  said, 
Could  I  stand  here?     Uis  angels  are  within 
Tour  vision. 

ADAH. 

So  they  were  when  the  bir  serpent 
Spoke  with  our  motlier  first. 

Lucirsa. 

Cain !  thou  hast  heard. 
If  thou  dost  long  for  knowledge,  I  can  satiate 
Thai  thirst:  nor  ask  thee  to  paruke  of  fruit 
Which  shall  deprive  thee  of  a  single  good 
The  conqueror  has  left  thee.     Follow  me. 

CAIl*. 

Spirit,  I  have  said  it.  [Exeunt  Luciru  and  Caih. 

ADAB  (JoUow$^  exclaiming). 

Gain !  my  brother !  Cain ! 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 
The  Abyss  of  Space. 

CAIR. 

I  tread  on  air,  and  sink  not ,-  yet  I  fear 
To  sink. 

LUCIFEB. 

Have  faith  in  me,  and  thou  shalt  be 
Borne  on  the  air,  of  which  1  am  the  prince. 

CAIN. 

Can  I  do  so  without  impiety? 

LUCIKER. 

Relieve — and  Mnk  not !  doubt — and  perish !  thus 

W^ould  run  tlic  edict  of  the  otiier  God, 

Who  names  me  demon  to  his  angels;  tliey 

Echo  the  sound  to  miserable  things. 

Which,  knowing  nought  beyond  their  shallow  senses. 

Worship  the  word  which  strikes  their  car,  and  deem 

Evil  or  good  what  is  proclaim'd  to  them 

In  their  abasement.     1  will  have  none  such : 

Worship  or  worship  not,  thou  shalt  behold 

The  worlds  beyond  thy  little  world,  nor  be 

Amerced,  for  doubts  beyond  thy  little  life, 

With  torture  of  my  dooming.     There  will  come 

An  hour,  when,  toss'd  upon  some  water-drops, 

A  man  shall  say  to  a  man,  «  Believe  in  me. 

And  walk  the  waters;*  and  the  man  shall  walk 


The  billows  and  be  safe.     /  will  not  say 
Believe  in  me^  as  a  conditioiul  creed 
To  save  thee;  but  fly  with  me  o'er  the  |(iUf 
Of  space  an  equal  (light,  and  I  will  show 
What  thou  daresl  not  deny,  the  history 
Of  past,  and  present,  and  of  futnra  worlda. 

CAIff. 

Oh,  god,  or  demon,  or  whate'er  thou  art. 
Is  yon  our  earth  7 

Luarta. 
Dost  thou  not  recognise 
The  dust  which  fwm'd  your  fathor  ? 

CAIN. 

Can  it  be? 
Yon  small  blue  circle,  swinging  in  far  ether. 
With  an  inferior  circlet  near  it  still. 
Which  looks  like  that  which  lit  our  earthly  night? 
Is  this  our  Paradise?  Where  are  its  walk, 
And  they  who  guard  them  ? 

Lucirta. 

Point  DM  out  the  site 
Of  Paradise. 

CAIN. 

llow  should  l!  As  we  move 
Like  sunbeams  onward,  it  grows  small  and  tmalbr, 
And  as  it  waxes  little,  and  then  less, 
Gaihera  a  halo  round  it,  like  the  light 
Which  shone  the  roundest  of  the  sUn,  when  I 
Beheld  them  from  the  skirU  of  Paradise  : 
Methinks  they  both,  as  we  recede  from  them, 
Appear  to  join  the  innumerable  surs 
Wliich  are  aroimd  us;  and,  as  we  move  on. 
Increase  their  myriads. 

Luciras. 

And  if  there  should  be 
Worlds  greater  than  thine  own,  inhabited 
By  greater  things,  and  they  diemselvea  Hr  more 
In  number  than  the  dust  of  thy  dull  earth. 
Though  multiplied  to  animated  atoms. 
All  living,  and  all  doom'd  to  death,  and  wrctch«d. 
What  wouldst  tliou  think? 

CAIN. 

I  sliould  be  proud  of  thouglit 
Which  knew  such  things. 

Luciria. 

But  if  that  high  thought  were 
Link'd  to  a  servile  mass  of  matter,  and. 
Knowing  sach  things,  aspiring  to  such  things. 
And  science  still  beyond  them,  were  chain'd  down 
To  the  most  gross  and  petty  paltry  wants. 
All  foul  and  fulsome,  and  the  very  best 
Of  thine  enjoyments  a  «weet  degradation, 
A  most  enervating  and  filthy  cheat, 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 
Fresh  souls  and  bodies,  all  foredoom'd  to  be 
As  frail,  and  few  so  happy— 

CAIN. 

Spirit!  I 
Know  nought  of  death,  save  as  a  dreadful  thing,v 
Of  which  I  have  heard  my  parents  speak,  as  of 
A  hideous  heritage  I  owe  to  them 
No  less  than  life ;  a  heritage  not  happy. 
If  I  may  judge  till  now.     But,  spirit,  if 
It  be  as  thou  hast  said  (and  I  within 
Peel  the  prophetic  torture  of  its  truth). 
Here  let  me  die :  for  to  give  birth  to  those 
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who  can  but  suffer  maoy  years,  and  die, 
Mettiinki>,  is  merely  propagating  death, 
And  multiplying  murder. 

LUCIFEI. 

Thou  canu  not 
j4ll  die— there  is  wliaC  must  survive. 

CAIN. 

The  Other 
Spake  not  of  this  unlo  ray  father,  when 
lie  shut  him  forth  from  Paradise,  with  death 
\N>itten  upon  his  forehead.     But  at  least 
Let  whiit  is  mortal  of  me  perish,  that 
I  may  be  in  the  rest  as  augcls  arc. 

I.LCirER. 

/  am  angelic :  ^wouidst  thou  be  as  I  am? 

CAIN. 

I  know  not  what  thou  art :  /  see  thy  power. 
And  sec  thou  thow'st  me  ihiuijs  beyond  my  power, 
Beyond  all  power  of  my  born  faculties, 
Although  inferior  still  to  my  desires 
And  uiy  conceptions. 

LUCIFER. 

What  are  they,  which  dwell 
So  humbly  in  their  pride,  as  10  sojourn 
With  worms  in  clay? 

CAIN. 

And  what  art  thou,  who  dwellcst 
So  haughtily  in  spirit,  and  canst  range 
Nature  and  immorLility,  and  yet 
Seem'st  sorrowful? 

LUCIFER. 

I  seem  that  which  I  am; 
And  therefore  do  I  ask  of  ilice,  if  thou 
Wouldst  be  immortal? 

CAIN. 

Thou  hast  said,  I  must  be 
Immortal  in  despite  of  rae.     I  knew  not 
This  until  lately— but,  since  it  must  he, 
Let  me,  or  happy  or  unhappy,  learn 
To  anticipate  my  immortality. 

LUCIFER. 

Thou  didst  before  I  came  upon  thee. 

CKttt. 

How? 

LUCIFKR. 

Ky  suffering. 

CAIN. 

And  must  torture  be  immortal  ? 

LOCIKER. 

We  and  thy  sons  will  try.      But  now,  behold  ! 
Is  it  not  glorious? 

CAIN. 

Oh,  thou  beautiful 
And  uiiinia{;in:iblc  ether!  and 
Ye  niuliiplying  masses  of  increased 
And  still-in(iTasiii(>  lighis !  what  are  yi*?  wliai 
Is  this  blue  wildmiess  of  intermin  ihle 
Air,  vkhere  ye  roll  alon^:,  as  I  have  scni 
The  leaves  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden  f 
l>  your  course  measured  for  yc?  Or  do  yc 
Swerp  on  ill  your  unbounded  rewlry 
Through  an  aerial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion,  at  which  my  soul  aches  to  think. 
lii;oxi(al(-d  with  eternity? 
Oh  God  I   Oh  Gods!    or  whatsoe'er  ye  are' 
lluw  bciutiful  ye  are'  how  heaniiful 


Your  works,  or  accidents,  or  whatsoe'er 

They  may  be!  Let  me  die,  as  atoms  die 

(If  that  (hey  die),  or  know  ye  in  your  might 

And  knowledge!  My  thoughts  are  not  in  this  hour 

Unworthy  what  I  see,  ttiough  my  dust  is  : 

Spirit!  let  me  expire,  or  see  them  nearer. 

LUCIFER. 

Art  thou  not  nearer?  look  back  to  thine  earth! 

CAIN. 

Where  is  it?  I  see  nothing  sate  a  mass 
Of  most  iunumerable  lights. 

LUCIFER. 

Look  there ! 

CAIN. 

I  cannot  see  it. 

LUCIFER. 

Yet  it  sparkles  still. 

CAIN. 

What,  yonder? 

LUCIFER. 

Yea. 

C*IN. 

.\iid  wilt  thou  tell  me  so? 
Why,  I  have  sccu  the  lire-Hies  and  Hre-worms 
Sprinkle  the  dusky  groves  aud  the  green  banks 
In  the  dim  twilii;ht,  brighter  than  yon  world 
Which  beais  them. 

LUCIFER. 

Tliou  hast  seen  both  worms  and  worlds, 
E.jch  bright  and  sparkling, — what  dost  think  of  (hem? 

CAIN. 

That  they  are  beautiful  in  their  own  sphere; 
And  that  the  night,  which  makes  botli  beautiful, 
The  little  shining  fire-Hy  in  its  flight, 
And  the  immonal  star  in  its  great  course, 
Must  both  be  [;uiilcd. 

LUCIFER. 

But  by  «hoiii  or  what? 

CAIN. 

Show  me. 

LUCIFER. 

Oarest  thou  behold? 

ClIN. 

How  know  I  what 
I  dare  behold?  as  yet,  thou  hast  shown  nought 
I  dare  not  {jaze  on  further. 

LUCIFER. 

On,  then,  with  me. 
WouKlsl  thou  behold  thiiips  mortal  or  immortal? 

CAIN. 

Why.  what  arc  thinys? 

LUCIFER. 

Jiotfi  partly:  but  what  dotli 
Sit  iifxt  iliy  heart? 

CAIN. 

The  things  I  see. 

LUCIFER. 

Itut  wliat 
Sate  nearest  it? 

CAIN. 

The  things  I  have  not  seen. 
Nor  ewr  shall — the  mysteries  of  death. 

LUCIFER. 

Wli.it  if  I  show  to  thee  things  which  have  «lieJ, 
As  I  liav»'  shown  thee  niiieli  whirli  cannot  die? 


CAIII. 

Do  SO. 

•  Lucirift. 

Away,  thea!  on  our  mighty  wings. 

CAIN. 

Oh !  how  we  elesTe  the  blue !  The  sunt  fade  from  us ! 
The  earth?  where  is  my  earth?  let  me  look  oo  it, 
For  I  was  made  of  it. 

Luciria. 

T  is  now  beyond  thee« 
Less  in  the  nniverse  than  thou  in  it : 
Yet  deem  not  that  thou  canst  escape  it ;  thoo 
Shalt  soon  return  to  earih,  and  all  its  dnst ; 
'T  is  part  of  thy  eternity,  and  mine. 

CAin. 
Where  dost  thou  lead  roc  7 

Luciraa. 

To  what  was  before  thee! 
The  phantasm  of  the  world ;  of  which  thy  world 
Is  but  the  wreck. 

CAIN. 

What!  is  it  not  then  new? 

LUCiriK. 

No  more  than  life  is  :  and  that  was  ere  thoa 
Or  /  were,  or  the  things  which  seem  to  us 
Greater  than  either  :  many  things  will  have 
5o  end ;  and  some,  which  would  pretend  to  have 
Had  no  beginning,  have  had  one  as  mean 
As  thou ;  and  mightier  things  have  been  eitinct 
To  make  way  for  much  meaner  tlian  we  can 
Surmise;  for  mtoments  only  and  the  spnea 
Have  been  and  must  be  all  unchangeable. 
But  changes  make  not  death,  except  to  clay; 
But  thou  art  clay — and  canst  but  comprehend 
That  which  was  clay,  and  such  thou  sbalt  behold. 

CAIN. 

Qay,  spirit !  What  thou  wilt,  I  can  survey. 

LCCirBB. 

Awa  J,  then ! 

CAIN. 

Bat  the  lighu  fide  from  me  fast, 
And  some  till  now  grew  larger  as  we  approach'd, 
And  wore  the  look  of  worlds. 

Lucirxi. 

And  such  they  art. 

CAIlf. 

And  Edern  in  them  T 

LDCini. 

It  may  be. 

CAIN. 

And  men? 

LUCiriB. 

Tea,  or  things  higher. 

CAIN. 

Ay!  and  serpents  too! 
LuciriB. 
Wouldst  thou  have  men  without  them?  must  no  reptile 
Breathe,  save  the  erect  ones? 

CAIN. 

How  the  lights  recede ! 
Where  fly  we? 

LDCirEl. 

To  the  world  of  phantoms,  which 
Are  bcingB  put,  and  shadows  still  to  come. 

CAm. 
But  it  grows  dark,  and  dark— the  ilars  are  gone! 


Lucirsa. 
And  yet  thou  seest. 

CAUL. 

Tisafearfuilight! 
Mo  sun,  no  mooo,  bo  lights  imiunerahle. 
The  very  blue  of  the  empurpled  night 
Fades  to  a  dreary  twilight ;  yet  I  see 
Huge  dusky  masses,  but  unlike  the  wrids 
We  were  approaching,  which,  begirt  with  lights 
Seem'd  full  of  life  even  when  their  aumosphere 
Of  light  gave  way,  and  sboVd  them  taking  sliapes 
Unequal,  of  deep  valleys  and  vast  mountaina; 
And  some  emitting  sparks,  and  some  displaying 
Enormous  liquid  plains,  and  some  begirt 
With  luminous  bells,  and  floating  moons,  which  took 
Like  them  the  features  of  fair  earth :— instead. 
All  here  seems  dark  and  dreadful. 

LUCVBB. 

But  diatinet. 
Thou  seekest  to  behold  death,  and  dead  thinfil 

CAIN. 

I  seek  it  not;  but  as  I  know  there  are 

Such,  and  tliat  my  sire's  sin  makes  him  and  me. 

And  all  that  we  inherit,  liable 

To  such,  I  would  behold  at  once  what  I 

Must  one  day  see  perforce. 

LDGirBB. 

Behold! 


caiN. 


T  is  darknesB. 


Lucivn. 
And  so  it  shall  be  ever;  but  we  will 
Unfohl  iu  gates  ! 

CAIN. 

Enormous  vapoim  roU 

Apart— what's  this? 

Lucirn. 
Enter! 
cam. 
Can  I  return  T 

LCCirKI. 

Return !  be  sure  :  how  else  shoald  death  be  peopled  1 
Iu  present  realm  is  thin  to  what  it  will  be. 
Through  thee  and  thine. 

CAIN. 

The  elonds  still  open  wide 
And  wider,  and  make  widening  circles  round  us. 

Luciraa. 
Advance ! 

CAIM. 

And thoa I 

Looiraa. 
Fear  not — without  me  thou 
Couldst  not  have  gone  beyond  thy  world.    On  I  on ! 
!  [Th€y  disappear  tkrwsh  the  clouds. 


SCENE  II. 

Bmdes. 

Enter  LccirtB  and  Gain. 

CAIN. 


How  silent  and  how  vast  are  these  dim  worlds! 
For  they  seem  more  than  one,  and  yet  more  peopled 
Than  the  huge  brilliant  1  uminous  orbs  which  swung 
So  thickly  in  the  upper  air,  that  I 
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Had  (Icem'd  them  rather  the  bright  populace 

Of  some  all  unimai;inable  heaven 

Thau  thiiitjs  to  be  iniiabitcd  themselvcx, 

But  tliat  on  dra>»ing  near  them  I  beheld 

Their  swellinp  into  palpable  immensity 

Of  matter,  whieh  seem'd  made  for  life  to  dwell  on. 

Rather  than  life  itself.  Hut  here,  all  is 

So  shadowy  and  so  full  of  twili^jht,  that 

It  speaks  of  a  day  past. 

i.rciFFR. 

It  is  the  realm 
Of  death.— Wouldsl  have  it  present? 

C.il.l. 

Till  I  know 
That  which  it  really  is,  I  cannot  answer. 
But  if  it  be  as  I  have  heard  my  father 
Deal  out  in  his  lon{]  homilies,  'i  is  a  thing — 
Oh  (lodi  I  dare  not  think  on  *t!  Curs«Ml  be 
He  who  invented  life  that  Ic.uls  to  death! 
Or  the  dull  ma-s  of  life,  that  bein<;  life 
Could  not  retain,  but  uecds  must  forfeit  it  — 
Even  for  the  innocent! 

Lire  I  FEB. 

Dost  thou  curse  thy  father? 

CAIN. 

Cursed  he  not  me  in  giving  me  my  birth? 
Cursed  he  not  me  bffore  my  birth,  in  <iaring 
To  pluck  the  fruit  forbidden? 

LUCIFER. 

Thou  saysl  well . 
The  curse  is  mutual  twixt  thy  sire  and  ihe»* — 
but  for  thy  sons  and  brother? 

CMS. 

Let  th»Mn  share  it 
With  me,  their  sire  and  brother!     What  eUe  is 
iJequeath'd  to  me?  I  lea\c  them  my  inheritance. 
Oh  ye  interminal)le  gloomy  realms 
Of  swimming  shadows  and  enormous  sh.i[>es. 
Some  fully  shown,  some  indistinct,  and  all 
Mighty  and  melancholy — what  are  ye? 
Ijve  ye,  or  have  ye  lived? 

LiriKm. 

Somevliat  of  both 

C.AI.N. 

Then  what  is  death? 

LirciFKn. 
Wliat.'  llatli  not  lie  who  m.ide  ye 
I    Said  l  is  anothei  life^ 

c\n. 
Till  now  Il<>  liaili 
Said  nothing,  sa\e  that  all  shall  die. 

H  I.IFER. 

Peril  i|i^ 
lie  one  day  will  unf(»Id  lliat  fmibrr -.ccrrt 

0.  \  I  IN . 
Happy  the  «lay  ' 

I.I  cin ».. 
Y«'>.  h.i|)|)v!  vlien  iinfoliUtI 
'    Thiougli  agonies  nn>p»MU  iMe.  and  elo^;j',d 
I    With  agonies  eternal,  to  immmeralile 
I    Yet  unborn  mvrla<ls  of  iin'"onsrioiis  aloiiis. 
I    .Ml  to  be  aniiiJ.ili  d  for  llii^  only' 
I  <;\i\. 

What  are  llipse  iiii,;liiy  pliiiit<iins  wliicli  1  xe 
I  l(»  ilii),;  arniind  iiu-    —  tin  y  \\<  ii  not  ilic  funii 
I  If  iIh"  inlelligtiici's  1  li.)\e  seen 


Round  our  regretted  and  unenterd  Eden, 
Nor  wear  the  form  of  man  as  I  have  vicw'd  it 
In  Adam's,  and  in  Abel's,  and  in  mine. 
Nor  in  my  sister-brides,  nor  in  my  children's; 
And  yet  they  have  an  at-pect,  whieh,  though  not 
f)f  men  nor  angels,  looks  like  something  which, 
If  not  the  last,  rose  higher  than  the  hrst, 
llaiighiy,  and  high,  and  beautiful,  and  full 
Of  seeming  strength,  but  of  inexplicable 
Shape;  for  I  never  saw  such.     They  bear  not 
The  wing  of  sernph,  nor  the  face  of  man, 
Nor  form  of  niigliiiest  brute,  nor  aught  that  is 
Now  breathing;  mighty  yet  and  beautiful 
As  the  most  beautiful  and  mighiy  which 
lave,  and  yet  so  unlike  litem,  that  I  scarce 
Can  call  them  living. 

Ll'CIFER. 

Yet  they  hvcd. 
c  \  I  ^ . 


Where  7 


Thou  livcst. 


Ll'CIFER. 


CAI.I. 


Where 


When  ? 

LrCIFRK. 

On  what  thou  callesl  earth 
They  did  inhabit. 

CAIN. 

Adam  is  the  first. 

LICIFER. 

Of  thine,  I  grant  thee — but  too  mean  to  be 
The  last  of  these. 

C.\IN. 

And  what  are  they? 

LirciFER. 

That  which 
Thou  shall  be. 

CAIN. 

But  what  u'crc  they] 

la  CIFER. 

Living,  hi(*h, 
Iuielli|;ent,  good,  great,  and  glorious  things, 
.\s  much  superior  unto  all  tliy  sire, 
Ailam,  couKl  e'er  have  been  in  K<len.  as 
The  si.\tv-lhoiis.iiulili  geiieraiion  shall  be, 
In  its  dull  damp  de,;fneracy.  to 
I  lire  and  thy  son,  — and  how  weak  they  are.  judge 
I'v  thy  own  llesh. 

t:viN. 
Ah  me  I  and  did  Uiey  perish' 

H'ClFKU. 

Yes,  from  ilieir  earih,  as  ibou  wilt  fade  from  ihiue. 

CAIN. 

Hut  was  minr  lliri!  s  ' 

1.1  CIFIT.. 

I 

I  U  was. 

1 

CVIN 

I  I'lit  not  as  iio>»  . 

I  It  is  loo  lillle  and  too  lowly  to 
'  Su^l  (in  Mieh    rrealiires. 
I  I  rciFt.R. 

i  True,  it  Ma^  more  glonouv. 

I  rv;N. 

\ii.i  wIh  lelurt   (li.l  II  talP 


LUCIFKB. 

A«k  Him  trbo  Mh, 

CAIN. 


But  how? 


LUCtriB. 

By  •  mofti  crush  iD(;  and  ioeiorable 
D«structioa  and  disorder  of  the  elpmenb, 
Which  struck  a  world  to  chio<,  as  a  cliaos 
Subsiding  has  struck  out  a  world  :  such  thiogt, 
Though  rare  in  lime,  are  frequent  in  eternity.^ 
I^us  oo,  and  gaae  upon  the  past. 

CAIN. 

T  is  awful! 

LCCirSK. 

And  true.  Behold  these  pbantoois!  they  were  onee 
Material  as  thou  art. 

CAIN. 

And  must  1  be 
Like  them? 

Lvciria. 
Let  He  who  made  thee  answer  that. 
I  show  thee  what  thy  predecessors  are, 
And  what  they  were  thou  feelr<((,  in  degree 
Inferior  as  thy  petty  feeliii{r«,  and 
Thy  pettier  portion  of  the  immortal  part 
Of  high  intelligence  and  earthly  strength. 
What  ye  in  common  have  with  what  they  had 
is  life,  and  what  ye  sluiU  have— death;  the  rest 
Of  your  poor  attributes  is  such  as  suits 
Reptiles  engendered  out  of  the  subsiding 
Slime  of  a  mighty  universe,  crush'd  into 
A  scarrely-yet  shaped  planet,  peopled  with 
Things  whose  enjoyment  was  to  be  in  blindueit   ■ 
A  Paradise  of  Ignorance,  from  which 
Knowledge  was  barr'd  as  poison.  But  behold 
W'hat  thc«e  superior  betngn  are  or  were : 
Or,  if  it  irk  thee,  turn  thee  back  and  till 
The  earth,  thy  task— I  'II  waft  thee  there  in  safety. 

CAIIf. 

No :  1 11  stay  here. 

LDcirn. 
How  long? 

CAIN. 

For-erer!  Since 
I  must  one  day  return  here  from  the  earth, 
I  rather  would  remain ;  I  am  &ick  of  all 
Tliat  dust  has  shown  me— let  me  dwell  in  shadows. 

LUCirES. 

It  cannot  be :  thou  now  beholdcst  as 

A  vision  that  which  is  reality. 

To  make  thyself  fit  for  this  dwelling,  thou 

Must  pass  through   what  the  things  thou  see'st  have 

pass*d — 
The  gates  of  death. 

CAIN. 

By  what  gate  have  we  enter'd 
Even  now  ? 

Luciria. 
By  mine!  But,  pli);h(cd  to  return, 
My  spirit  buoys  thee  up  to  breathe  in  regions 
Where  all  is  breailile.<«s  save  thyself.  Gase  on  ,* 
But  do  not  think  to  dwell  here  till  thine  hour 
Is  come. 

CAIN. 

And  these,  too,  can  ihry  ne'er  repass 
To  earth  again? 


Luctrn. 
7%eir  earth  is  gone  for 
So  changed  by  its  convulsion,  they  would  not 
Re  conscious  to  a  single  present  spot 
Of  its  new  scarcely-harden'd  surface— 't  was— 
Oh,  what  a  beautiful  world  it  was-' 

CAIN. 

And  is. 
It  is  not  with  the  earth,  though  I  must  till  it, 
I  feel  at  war,  but  that  I  may  not  profit 
Oy  what  it  bears  of  beautiful  untoiling. 
Nor  gratify  my  thousand  swelling  thoughts 
With  knowledge,  nor  allay  my  thousand  fcan 
Of  death  and  life. 

Luciria. 
What  thy  world  is  thou  see'st, 
But  canst  not  comprehend  the  shadow  of 
Thai  which  it  was. 

CAIN. 

And  those  enormous  crtmtiires. 
Phantoms  inferior  in  intelligence 
(At  least  so  seeming)  to  the  things  we  have  pass'd. 
Resembling  somewhat  the  wild  habilanls 
Of  the  deep  woods  of  earth,  the  bugest  which 
Roar  nightly  in  the  forest,  but  ten-fold 
In  magnitude  and  terror;  uller  than 
Tlie  cherub- guarded  walls  of  Eden,  with 
Eyes  flashing  like  the  Gery  swords  which  fence  them, 
And  tusks  projecting  like  the  trees  stripp'd  of 
Their  bark  and  branches — what  were  they  ? 

Lucirsa. 

Thai  which 
The  mammoth  is  in  thy  world ; — but  these  lie 
f!y  myriads  underneath  its  surface. 

CAIN. 

But 
None  on  it? 

LDciria. 

No :  for  thy  frail  race  to  war 
With  them  would  render  the  curse  on  it  useless — 
T  would  be  destroy'd  so  early. 

CAm. 

But  why  w«r  7 

LDCirtK. 

You  have  forgotten  the  denunciation 
Which  drove  your  race  from  Eden — war  with  all  things 
And  death  to  all  things,  and  di«M>ase  to  most  things, 
And  pangs,  and  bitterness;  these  were  the  fruits 
Of  the  forbidden  tree. 

CAIN. 

But  animal« — 
Did  they  too  eat  of  it,  that  they  must  die? 

LUC  I  FBI. 

Your  Maker  told  ye,  they  were  made  for  yon, 
As  you  for  him. — You  would  not  have  their  doom 
Superior  to  your  own  ?  U«d  Adam  not 
Fallen,  all  had  stood. 

CAIN. 

Alas !  the  hopeless  wretches! 
They  too  mnat  share  my  sire'<t  fate,  like  his  sons; 
Like  them,  loo,  without  having  i>liared  the  apple; 
Like  them,  too,  without  the  so  dear-bought  knowledge' 
It  was  a  lying  tree — for  we  know  nothing. 
At  least  it  promised  knowledge  al  the  price 
Of  death— but  knowledge  still :  but  what  knows  man  ? 
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LUCIFSK. 

ft  may  be,  death  leads  to  the  highett  knowledge; 
And  being  of  all  tiling*  the  sole  thing  certain, 
At  least  leads  to  the  surest  science  :  therefore 
The  tree  was  true,  though  deadly. 

GAIN. 

These  dim  realms! 
I  sec  them,  but  I  know  tliem  noi. 

LUCIFER. 

Because 
Thy  hour  is  yrt  afiir,  and  matter  cannot 
Comprehend  spirit  wholly — but  'l  is  something 
To  know  there  are  such  realms. 

CAIN. 

We  kuew  already 


That  there  vras  death. 


LUCIFER. 

Rut  uot  what  was  beyond  it. 

CAI.Xf. 


Nor  know  I  now. 


LUCIFER. 

Thou  know'st  that  there  is 
A  state,  and  many  states  beyond  thine  own — 
Aud  this  thou  knewcst  uot  this  morn. 

CAIN. 

But  alt 
Seems  dim  and  shadowy. 

LUCIFER. 

Be  content;  it  will 
S«'em  clearer  to  thine  immortality. 

CAIN. 

And  yon  immeasurable  liquid  space 

Of  glorious  azure  which  floats  on  beyond  us, 

Which  looks  like  w^ator,  and  which  I  should  deem 

The  rivi-r  which  Mows  out  of  Paradise 

Past  my  own  dwelling,  but  that  it  is  bankless 

And  boundless,  and  of  an  etlierca]  hue — 

What  is  it? 

LUCIFER. 

There  is  slill  some  "iuch  on  earth, 
Although  inferior,  aud  thy  i  liildrm  shall 
Dwell  near  it — t  is  the  pliantasm  of  an  ocean. 

CAIN. 

T  is  like  another  >»orld;  a  liquid  sun — 
And  lho>>e  iuonlinate  creatures  sporting  o'er 
Its  shining  surface? 

LUCIFER. 

Are  its  habitants. 
The  past  leviathans. 

CAIN. 

And  yoniinnicnsc 
Serpent,  which  rears  his  dripping  mane  and  vasty 
Head  ten  times  higher  than  the  haughtiest  tcdar 
Forth  from  the  abyss,  lookiuf;  as  ho  could  coil 
Himself  arouud  the  orbs  we  l.itrly  look'd  on  — 
Is  he  uot  of  the  kind  whicli  bask'd  beneath 
The  tree  in  Eden  ? 

LUCIFER. 

E*e,  thy  mother,  best 
Can  tell  what  shape  of  serpent  tempted  her. 

CAIN. 

This  seems  too  terrible.     No  doubt  the  other 
Fiad  more  of  beauty. 

LUCIFER. 

Hast  thou  ne  er  beheld  him  ? 


CAIN. 

Many  of  the  same  kind  (at  least  so  call'd). 
But  never  that  precisely  which  persuaded 
The  fatal  fruit,  nor  even  of  the  same  aspect. 

LUCIFER. 

Your  father  saw  him  not? 

CAIN. 

No ;  't  was  my  mother 
Who  tempted  him— she  tempted  by  the  serpent. 

LUCIFER. 

Good  maul  wheneer  thy  wife,  or  thy  sons'  wives 
Tempt  thee  or  them  to  aught  that  's  new  or  strange. 
We  sure  thou  see'st  first  who  hiith  tempted  Viem. 

CAIN. 

Thy  precept  comes  too  late  :  there  is  no  more 
For  serpents  to  tempt  woman  to. 

LUCIFER. 

Cut  there 
Are  some  lhing<i  still  which  woman  may  tempt  man  to. 
And  man  tempt  woman  : — let  thy  sons  look  to  it! 
iMv  counsel  is  a  kind  one  :  for  'l  is  eveu 
Given  chiefly  ai  my  own  expense  :  't  is  true, 
'T  wUI  uot  be  follow'd,  so  there  's  little  lost. 

CAIN. 

I  understand  not  this. 

LUCIFER. 

The  happier  thou! — 
The  world  and  thou  are  still  too  young  I  Thou  thiokest 
Thyself  most  wicked  and  unhappy  :  is  it 
Not  so? 

CAIN. 

For  crime  I  know  uot;  but  for  pain, 
1  have  felt  much. 

LUCIFER. 

First-born  of  the  first  mau  I 
Thy  present  st.ue  of  sin — and  thou  art  evil. 
Of  sorrow— and  thou  sufferest,  are  both  Eden, 
In  all  its  iiiuoceuce,  compared  to  what 
ThoH  shortly  mnyst  he;  and  that  state  again, 
In  its  redoubled  wretchedness,  a  paradise 
To  what  thy  sons"  sons"  sons,  aecuniuiating 
III  generations  like  to  dust  (wliirh  they 
In  fad  but  add  to),  sli.ill  endure  and  do.— 
Now  let  us  back  to  eariii ! 

CAIN. 

And  wherefore  didst  thou 
Lead  me  here  only  to  inform  me  this? 

LUCIFER. 

Was  not  thy  quest  for  kuow ledge? 

CAIN. 

Yes :  as  being 
The  road  to  happiness. 

LUCIFER. 

If  truth  be  so. 
Thou  hast  it. 

C«IN. 

Then  my  father's  God  did  well 
When  he  prohibited  the  fatal  tree. 

LUCIFER. 

But  had  done  better  in  not  planting  it. 
But  ignorance  of  evil  doth  not  save 
From  evil;  it  must  still  roll  on  the  same, 
A  part  of  all  things. 

CAIN. 

Not  of  all  lliiugs.     No  : 
I  11  not  believe  it— for  I  tliirsi  for  good. 


CAIN. 
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LOCiriB. 

And  who  and  what  doth  not?  fFtko  eoTeta  evil 
For  its  own  bitter  take  * — iVoii«— ooihiDg !  't  ia 
The  IcftTca  of  aU  life  and  lifelcsMieak 

CAIN. 

Within  thoie  glorioua  orbs  which  we  behold, 
Disuot,  and  daiiliog,  and  innumerable. 
Ere  we  came  down  into  this  phantom  realm, 
111  cannot  come;  they  are  too  beautiful. 

LUGirtl. 

Thou  hnat  aatn  chem  from  afer. 

CAIN. 

And  whet  of  that  ? 
Distance  can  but  diminish  glory— they. 
When  nearer*  must  be  more  ineffable. 

■.ucirit. 
Approach  the  thin^i  of  earth  most  beautiful, 
And  jndfe  their  beauty  near. 

CAIN. 

I  have  done  this— 
The  loralieic  thing  I  know  b  loveliest  nearest 

Lociraa. 
Then  there  must  be  deluMoo. — What  is  that. 
Which  being  nearest  to  thine  eyes  is  still 
More  beautiful  than  beauteous  iliiogs  remote? 

CAIN. 

My  sister  Adah. — All  the  stars  of  heaTen, 

The  deep  blue  noon  of  night,  lit  by  an  orb 

Which  looks  a  spirit,  or  a  spirit's  world — 

The  hues  of  twiUght— the  sun's  gorgroua  coming— 

His  setting  indesciibable,  which  fills 

My  eyes  with  pleasant  tears  as  I  behold 

Him  sink,  and  feel  ray  heart  float  softly  with  him 

Along  thai  western  paradise  of  clouds — 

The  forest  abade — ihc  green  bough— the  bird's  voice 

The  Taper  bird's,  which  seems  to  sing  of  love. 

And  mingles  with  the  song  of  cherubim. 

As  the  day  closes  over  Eden's  wails ; — 

All  these  are  nothing  to  my  eyes  and  heart. 

Like  Adah's  face :  1  turn  from  earili  and  heaven 

To  gate  0u  it. 

Lt'CiniB. 

T  is  frail  as  fair  mortality. 
In  the  first  dawn  and  bloom  of  young  creation 
And  earliest  embraces  of  earth's  parenu. 
Can  make  its  ofF»pring;  ftdil  it  is  delusion. 

GAIN. 

Ton  think  so,  being  not  her  brother. 

LuuriB. 

Morul! 
My  iMVtherhood  *s  with  those  who  liavo  uo  children. 

CAIN. 

Then  thou  canst  have  no  fellowsliip  with  us. 

LL'Ciril. 

It  may  be  that  thine  own  shall  be  for  me. 
But  if  thou  dost  possesK  a  beautiful 
Being  beyond  all  beauty  in  thine  eyes. 
Why  art  thou  wretched? 

GAIN. 

Why  do  I  exist  ? 
Why  art  tkm  wretched  ?  why  are  all  thiop  to? 
Even  He  who  made  us  must  be  as  the  maker  . 
Of  things  unhappy !    To  produce  destruction 
Can  surely  never  be  the  task  of  joy, 
And  yet  my  sire  say«  He  's  omnipotent ; 
Then  why  is  evil — He  being  good  7     I  ask'd 


. 


This  question  of  my  father;  and  he  said. 

Because  this  evil  only  was  the  path 

To  good.    Strange  good,  that  must  arise  from  out 

Itt  deadly  oppositi: !     I  lately  saw 

A  lamb  stung  by  a  reptile :  the  poor  auckling 

Lay  foaming  on  the  earth,  beneath  the  vain 

And  piteous  bleating  of  its  restless  dam : 

My  father  pluck'd  some  herba,  and  laid  them  to 

The  wound :  and  by  degrees  the  helpUas  wretch 

Resumed  its  careless  life,  and  rose  to  drain 

The  mother's  milk,  who  o'er  it  tremulous 

Stood  licking  its  reviving  limfaa  with  joy. 

Behold,  my  son!  said  Adam,  how  from  evil 

Springs  good. 

LDCirit. 

What  didst  thon  aoawer? 

CAIN. 

Mochiag:  for 
Ue  is  my  father:  but  I  thought,  that  *t  were 
A  better  portion  for  the  animal 
Never  to  have  been  stuHf  at  nil,  than  to 
Purchase  renewal  of  its  little  life 
With  agonies  unutterable,  though 
Dispell'd  by  antidotes. 

LUCirBB. 

But  as  thon  saidat, 
Of  all  beh>vcd  things  thou  lovest  her 
Who  shared  thy  mother's  milk,  and  giveth  hers 
Unto  thy  children 

CAIN. 

Most  amoradly: 
What  should  I  be  without  her? 

LUCiriB. 

What  am  I? 

CAIN. 

Dost  thou  love  nothing  ? 

LUCIFBB. 

What  does  thy  God  love? 

GAIN. 

All  things,  my  father  says ;  but  I  confess 
I  see  it  not  in  their  allotment  here. 

Luciria. 
And  therefore  thou  canst  not  see  if  /  love 
Or  no,  except  some  vast  and  general  purpoae. 
To  which  particular  things  must  melt  hka  snow. 

GAia. 
Snovra!  whatarelheyl 

LUGirtB. 

Be  happier  in  not  knowing 
What  thy  remoter  offspring  must  encounter; 
But  bask  beneath  tiie  ctime  which  knows  no  winter! 

GAIN. 

But  dost  thou  not  love  something  like  thyself! 

LUGirBB. 

And  dost  thon  love  dijrulff 

CAIN. 

Yea,  bnl  love  more 
What  makes  my  feelings  more  endurable. 
And  is  more  than  myself,  because  I  love  it. 

Lucma. 
Thou  lovest  it,  because  't  ia  beautiful. 
As  was  the  apple  in  thy  mothers  eye; 
And  when  it  ceases  to  be  so,  thy  love 
Will  cease,  like  any  other  appetite. 

CAI*. 

Cease  to  be  beautiful !  how  can  that  be  T 
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LUCIFER. 

1  have  thoui;hr,  why  itcal  a  thou(;h(  that  —  (he  jmuset. 

Willi  time. 

ai  ngitated) — Spirit! 

CAIN. 

Here  are  wc  in  tliy  world ;  speak  not  of  mine. 

But  time  has  past,  and  hitherto 

Thou  'st  show  n  me  wonders ;  thou  hast  shown  me  those 

Even  Adam  and  my  mother  hoih  are  fair: 

Mighty  Pre-Addniile«i  who  walk'd  the  earth 

Not  fair  like  Adah  and  the  seraphim — 

Of  which  ours  is  the  wreck:  thou  hast  pointed  out 

Lut  very  fair. 

3lyriad.s  of  starry  worliLs,  of  which  our  own 

LUCIFER. 

Is  the  dim  and  remote  companion,  in 

All  that  must  pass  away 

lufiuity  of  life:  thou  hast  shown  me  shadows 

In  them  and  her. 

Of  that  existence  with  the  dreaded  name 

CAIN. 

Which  my  sire  brought  us— death ;  thou  host  shown  me 

I  'm  sorry  for  it ;  hut 

much — 

Cannot  conceive  my  love  for  her  the  less. 

Hut  not  all:  show  me  where  Jehovah  dwells, 

And  when  her  heauty  disappears,  melhinks 

In  his  especial  Paradise — or  thine: 

lie  who  creates  all  heauty  will  lu&e  more 

Where  is  it? 

Thau  me  in  seeing;  perish  such  a  work. 

LUCIFER. 

LIXIFKR. 

Here,  and  o'l-r  all  space. 

I  pity  thee,  who  lovest  what  must  perisli. 

CAIN. 

CAIN. 

Dut  ye 

And  I  ihec  who  lovest  nothing. 

Have  some  allotted  dwelling— as  all  things; 

LUCIFKR. 

Clay  hail  its  eartli,  aud  other  worlds  their  tenants; 

And  thy  brother — 

All  temporary  breathitig  creatures  their 

Sits  he  not  near  thy  lieart  ? 

Peculiar  element ,-  ana  things  which  have 

CAIN. 

Loug  ceasid  to  breathe  our  breath  have  theirs,  thou 

Why  should  he  not? 

say's  t ; 

LUCIFER. 

.\ud  the  Jehovah  and  thyself  have  thine — 

Thy  father  loves  him  well — .so  does  thy  God. 

Ye  do  not  dwell  together? 

CAIN. 

LLCIFER. 

And  so  do  1. 

No,  we  reign 

LUCIFER. 

Together,  but  our  dwellings  are  asunder. 

'T  is  well  and  meekly  done. 

C\IN. 

r 

C\IN. 

Meekly ! 

LUCIFER. 

lie  is  the  second  born  of  flesh, 
Aud  is  his  mother's  favourite. 

CAIN. 

Let  him  keep 
Her  favour,  since  the  serpent  was  the  first 
To  win  it, 

LUCIFRR. 

And  his  father's  ? 

CAIN. 

What  is  that 
To  me!  should  I  not  love  that  which  all  love? 

LlUMKtR. 

And  the  Jehovah — the  indulg<  iit  Lord, 
And  beauteous  planter  of  harrd  Paradise — 
lie,  too,  looks  smilingly  on  Abel. 

CAIN. 

I 

Ne'er  saw  Him,  aud  I  know  not  if  He  smiles. 

LUCIFER. 

Dut  you  have  seen  his  anjjels. 

CAIN. 

Rarely. 

MTCIFER. 

but 

Suflicicnily  to  see  they  love  your  brother; 
Hi%  sacriliccs  are  acceptjlilo. 

CAIN. 

I 

I   So  be  they!  wherefore  spe;«k  to  me  of  this? 

I  LUCIFKK. 

j    Because  thou  hast  thought  of  this  ere  now. 

CUN. 

And  if 


Would  there  were  only  one  of  ye  ?  perchance 

An  uuity  of  purpose  might  make  union 

III  elements  which  seem  now  jarr'd  in  storms. 

How  came  ye,  being  spirits,  wi.se  and  infinite, 

To  separate  ?     Are  ye  not  as  brethren  in 

Your  essence,  and  your  nature,  and  your  glory? 

LVCIFER. 

Art  thou  not  Abel's  brother? 

CAIN. 

We  are  brethren, 
And  so  we  shall  remain;   but,  were  it  not  so, 
Is  -spirit  like  to  tiesli?  can  it  fall  out? 
Infinity  with  immortality? 
Jarring  and  turning  sp.ue  to  misery — 
For  what  ? 

MC.IKER. 

To  reign. 

CAIN. 

Did  ye  not  tell  me  that 
Ye  arc  both  eternal  ? 

LirriFER. 
Yea. 

CAIN. 

And  what  I   have  seen. 
Yon  blue  immensity,  is  boundless? 

LUCIFEK. 

Ay. 

CAIN. 

And  cannot  ye  botli  reNyn  then? — is  there  not 
Enough  ? — Why  should  ye  differ? 

LUCIFER. 

\N>  fcot/i  reign. 

CAIN. 

Hut  one  of  you  makes  evil. 


CAIN. 
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LUCirSB. 

Which? 
CAiir. 

Tbou*  for 
If  thou  caost  do  man  good,  why  dot!  ibo«  not? 

LocirM. 
And  why  not  be  vbo  made  I     /  made  ye  not ; 
Ye  are  Ids  creature*,  and  not  mine. 

cAin. 

Tlien  leave  us 
Bis  creatures,  aa  thou  tay  st  we  are,  or  show  me 
Thy  dwcUing,  or  his  dwciiini;. 

LucirEa. 

I  could  show  thee 
Both ;  but  the  time  will  come  thou  shait  see  one 
Of  them  for  evermore. 

CAIN. 

And  why  not  now? 

LCCIPEK. 

Thy  human  mind  hath  scarcely  gniftp  to  gather 

The  little  I  liate  shown  thee  into  calm 

And  clear  tlioughi ;  and  tiiou  woultlst  go  on  aspiriuj; 

To  the  great  double  mysteries!  the  two  Principles! 

And  gaze  upon  them  on  their  secret  throncji! 

Dust!  limit  thy  ambition,  for  to  see 

Either  of  these,  would  be  for  thee  to  perish! 

CAIN. 

And  let  me  perish,  so  I  see  them ! 

LVCirEE. 

There 
The  son  of  her  who  snatcli'd  the  apple  spake ! 
But  tiiott  wouldiit  only  perish,  and  not  sec  them; 
That  sight  is  for  the  otlter  4taie. 

CAIN- 

Of  death? 

LUCiriB. 

That  is  tlie  iM^ehide. 

CAIN. 

Then  I  dread  it  less, 
Now  that  I  know  it  leads  to  something  definite. 

LUCirEB. 

And  now  I  will  convey  thee  to  thy  world, 

Where  thou  shalt  multiply  the  race  of  Adam, 

Cat,  drink,  toil,  tremble,  laugh,  weep,  sieep,  and  die. 

CAIN. 

And  to  what  end  have  I  beheld  these  thtof^ 
Which  thou  hai^t  shown  me? 

Luciria. 

Didst  thou  not  require 
Knowledge?    And  have  I  not,  in  what  I  show'd, 
TaughC  thee  to  know  thyself  7 

CAIN. 

Alas!  I  seem 
Nothing. 

Luctras. 
And  this  should  be  the  human  sum 
Of  knowledge,  to  know  mortal  nature's  nothingness; 
Bequeath  that  science  to  thy  children,  and 
T  will  spare  them  many  tortures. 

CAIN. 

Haughty  spirit ! 
Thou  speak  St  it  proudly;  but  thyself,  though  proud. 
Hast  a  superior. 

Lucirsi. 
No !     By  heaven,  which  He 
Holds,  and  the  abyss,  and  the  immensity 


Of  worlds  and  life,  which  I  bold  with  him— No ! 

I  have  a  victor— true;  but  no  superior. 

Homage  He  has  from  all — but  none  from  me : 

I  battle  it  against  him,  as  I  battled 

In  highest  heaven.    Through  all  eternity. 

And  the  unfathomable  gulfi  of  Hades, 

And  the  interminable  realms  of  space. 

And  the  infinity  of  endless  ages. 

All,  all,  will  I  dispute !     And  world  by  world. 

And  star  by  star,  and  universe  by  universe. 

Shall  tremble  in  the  balance,  till  the  great 

Condict  shall  cease,  if  ever  it  shall  cease, 

Which  it  ne'er  shall,  till  he  or  I  be  quench'd! 

And  what  can  quench  our  immortality. 

Or  mutual  and  irrevocable  bate? 

He  as  a  conqueror  will  call  the  conquer'd 

Evil;  but  what  will  be  the  $ood  He  gives? 

Were  I  the  victor,  his  works  would  be  deem'd 

The  only  evil  ones.    And  you,  ye  new 

And  scarce-bom  mortals,  what  have  been  his  |pfts 

To  yon  already  in  your  httle  world  I 

CAIN. 

But  few;  and  some  of  those  but  bitter. 

Luciria. 

Back 
With  me,  then,  to  thine  earth,  and  try  the  rest 
Of  his  celestial  boons  to  ye  and  yours. 
Evil  and  good  are  things  in  their  own  eeaence. 
And  not  made  good  or  evil  by  the  giver ; 
But  if  he  gives  you  goo<l — so  call  him ;  if 
Evil  springs  from  fcjm,  do  not  name  it  miMe, 
Till  ye  know  better  its  true  fount ;  and  judge 
Not  by  words,  though  of  spirits,  but  the  fruits 
Of  your  existence,  such  as  it  must  be. 
One  good  gift  has  the  fatal  apple  given-~ 
Your  reason: — let  it  not  be  oversway'd 
By  tyrannous  threats  to  force  yon  into  faith 
Gainst  all  external  sense  and  inward  fteliog : 
Think  and  endiu«,-'«nd  form  an  inner  world 
In  your  own  bosom^wbere  the  oatwani  fisils : 
So  shall  you  nearer  be  the  spiritual 
Nature,  and  war  trinmphnni  with  your  own. 

[They  disap^emr. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

The  Earth  near  Eden,  as  in  ^et  I. 

Enter  Cain  and  Adah. 

ADAS. 

Hush!  traad aofUy, Cain. 

CAIN. 

I  will;  but  wherefore? 

AOAB. 

Our  little  Enoch  sleeps  upon  yon  bed 
Of  leaves,  beneath  the  cypress. 

CAIN. 

Cypress  I'tia 
A  gloomy  tree,  which  looks  as  if  it  moum'd 
O'er  what  it  shadows;  wherefore  didst  thou  chose  it 
For  our  child's  canopy? 

ADAM. 

Because  its  branches 
48 
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Shut  oiu  ilie  sun  like  nielit,  and  tlierefore  scrind 
FiltiiiQ  10  shadow  slumber. 

CAIN. 

Ay,  the  last — 
And  longest;  but  no  mailer— lead  nie  to  him. 

[They  go  up  to  Oie  child. 
How  lovely  he  appears !  his  little  cheeks. 
In  their  pure  incarnation,  vying  with 
The  rose-leaves  strewn  beneath  them. 

ADAII. 

And  his  lip<i,  too. 
Mow  beautifully  parted!  No,  you  sh:ill  not 
Kiss  him,  at  least  not  now:  he  will  awake  soon  — 
His  hour  of  mid-tlay  rest  is  nearly  over, 
But  it  were  pity  to  disturb  him  till 
'T  is  closed. 

CAI.V. 

You  have  said  well;  I  will  contain 
My  heart  till  then.     He  smiles,  and  sleeps!— Sleep  on 
And  smile,  ihou  little,  young  inheritor 
Of  a  world  scarce  less  yonng:  sleep  on,  and  smile! 
Thine  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both  are  chceriDji 
And  innocent!  thou  hast  not  pluck'd  the  fruit — 
Thou  know'st  not  thou  art  naked !     Must  the  lime 
Come  thou  shall  be  amerced  for  sins  unknown, 
Whicli  were  not  thine  nor  mine?  But  now  sleep  on  ! 
His  cheeks  are  rethlening  into  deeper  smiles, 
And  sjiining  lids  are  trembling  o'er  his  long 
Lashes,  dark  as  the  cypress  which  waves  o'er  them : 
Half  open,  from  beneath  them  the  clear  blue 
Laughs  out,  although  in  slumber.     He  must  dream — 
Of  what  ?     Of  Paradise !— Ay !  dream  of  it, 
Jly  disinherited  boy!     'T  w  but  a  dream; 
For  never  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  fathers. 
Shall  walk  in  ihat  forbidden  place  of  joy! 

ADAH. 

Dear  Cain  !     Kay,  do  noi  whisper  o'er  our  son 
Such  melancholy  yearnings  oer  the  past; 
Why  will  thou  always  mourn  for  paradise? 
(^in  we  not  make  another? 

CAIN. 

Where  ? 

AOAU. 

Here,  or 
Where'er  thou  will:  where'er  thou  art,  I  feel  not 
The  want  of  this  so  much  regretted  Eden. 
Have  I  not  thee,  our  boy,  our  sire,  and  brother. 
And  Zillah — our  sweet  sister,  and  our  Kve, 
To  whom  we  owe  so  much  besides  our  birth? 

CAIN. 

Yes,  dcalh,  too,  is  amongst  the  dtbls  we  owe  her. 

ADAB. 

Gjin!  that  proud  spirit,  who  withdrew  thee  hence, 
Hath  sadden'd  thine  still  deeper.     1  had  hoped 
The  promised  wonders  which  thou  hast  beheld. 
Visions,  thou  say'»t,  of  past  and  present  worl«is, 
Would  have  composed  thy  mind  into  the  calm 
Of  a  contented  knowledge  ;  but  f  see 
Thy  guide  hath  done  'hee  evil:  still  I  thank  liim, 
And  cm  forgive  him  all,  that  he  so  soon 
llalli  given  thee  back  to  us. 

CAIN. 

So  soon! 

ADAU. 

*T  is  soarcfly 
Tv^o  liours  since  yc  deparic<l :  tvo  lonij  hours 


To  NIC,  but  only  hours  upon  the  sun. 

CAIN. 

And  yet  I  have  approach'd  that  sun,  and  seen 
Worlds  which  he  omc  shone  on,  and  never  more 
Shall  light;  and  worlds  he  never  lit:  methought 
Years  had  roll'd  o'er  my  absence. 

ADAH. 

Hardiv  hours 

CAIN. 

The  mind  then  hath  capacity  of  time. 

And  measures  it  by  that  which  it  beholds, 

IMoa'.iiig  or  p.iinfiil,  liltle  or  almighty. 

I  had  beheld  the  immemorial  works 

Of  endless  beings;  skirrd  cxtinguishd  i^orlds  ; 

.\nd.  gazing  on  eternity,  methougbi 

I  Ij.id  Jjorrow'd  more  by  a  few  drops  of  a^es 

Finin  its  iiiiiiicasity;  but  now  I  feel 

My  iiultuess  again.     Well  said  llie  spirit. 

Thai  I  MJS  notlung! 

ADAU. 

Wliprefor?  .said  he  so? 
Jehovnh  said  not  that. 

CAIN. 

!  No  :  he  contents  him 

j  With  making  us  the  nothing  which  we  are; 

And,  after  Haltering  dust  with  glimpses  of 
I  IMcn  and  iminurlality,  resolves 

It  back  to  dust  aguiu — for  what? 

ADAH. 

Thou  know'si — 
Kven  for  our  parents'  error. 

CAIN. 

What  is  tliat 
To  us?   they  sinn'd,  then  let  t/ieni  die! 

ADAU. 

Thou  hast  not  spoken  well,  nor  is  that  thought 
Tliy  own,  but  of  the  spirit  who  was  with  ihcr. 
Would  /  could  die  for  them,  so  titey  might  live  ! 

CAI.N. 

Why,  so  say  I — provided  that  one  victim 

flight  satiate  the  insatiable  of  life, 

And  that  our  little  rosy  sleeper  there 

.Might  never  taste  of  death  nor  human  sorrow. 

Nor  hand  it  down  to  those  who  spring  from  him. 

ADAn. 

How  know  we  that  some  such  atonement  one  day 

May  not  redeem  our  race? 

CAIN. 

Ily  sacrificing 
riie  liarmless  for  the  guilty?  \»hal  atonement 
Wrn;  there?   wliy,  ue  an-  innocent:  \ihal  have  we 
r)4)nr,  th.it  we  must  be  \iciims  f«)r  a  deed 
|{ef(tre  our  birth,  or  need  have  vicfmis  to 
A!oiic  for  this  mvsterious,  nameless  sin — 
If  it  be  such  a  sin  to  seek  for  kuov ledge? 

ADAH. 

Ai.is!  thou  sinnest  now,  my  Cain  ;  thy  words 
Sound  impious  in  mine  ears. 

CAIN. 

Then  leave  mc ! 


ADAH. 


Tli<Mi;;li  lliy  C,oi\  U'ft  ihee. 


Never, 


CUN. 

Say,  what  have  wo  hero  7 


^# 


CAin. 
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Two  aJtirs,  which  our  hrocher  Abel  made 
During  thine  absence,  wbereupon  to  offer 
A  sacrifice  to  God  on  thy  return. 

GAin. 
And  how  .knew  he,  that  /  would  be  so  ready 
With  the  biimt*offerui9s,  which  he  daily  brisfi 
With  a  meek  brow,  whose  base  bainility 
Shows  more  of  fear  than  worship,  aa  a  bribe 
To  the  Creator  T 

ADAM. 

Hurely,  't  is  well  done. 

CAM. 

One  altar  may  suffice  ;  /  have  no  offerin((. 

ADAS. 

The  fruits  of  the  earth — Che  early,  beautiful 
Blossom  and  bud,  and  bloom  of  flowers,  and  fruits ; 
These  are  a  goodly  offering  to  the  Lord, 
Given  with  a  gaotla  and  a  conirile  spirit. 

CAIK. 

I  have  toiTd,  and  tMl'd,  and  twoalen  m  the  ton 

According  to  the  corse:— must  I  do  more ? 

For  what  should  I  be  gentle?  for  a  war 

With  all  the  elements  ere  they  will  yield 

The  bread  we  eatT    For  what  must  I  be  gratafol  I 

For  being  dust,  and  groveling  in  the  dntt. 

Till  I  return  to  doat  ?    if  I  am  nothing — 

For  nothing  shall  1  be  a  Jiypaerite, 

Aad  seem  well  plea«ed  with  pain  I    For  what  should  I 

Be  contrite?  for  my  fisther's  sin,  already 

Expiate  with  what  we  all  have  undergone, 

And  to  be  more  than  esptated  by 

The  sges  prophesied,  upon  our  seed. 

Little  deems  our  youog  l>looming  sleeper,  there. 

The  germs  of  an  eternal  misery 

To  myriads  is  within  him !  Batter  't  were 

I  snatch'd  him  in  his  sleep,  and  dash'd  him  'gainst 

The  rocks,  than  let  him  live  to 

ADAH. 

Oh,  my  God! 
Touch  not  the  child— my  child !  Ay  child !   Oh  Gain ! 

CAIN. 

Fear  not!  for  all  -the  stars,  and  all  the  power 
Which  sways  them,  I  would  not  accost  yon  snfant 
With  ruder  greeting  than  a  father's  kiss. 

ADAB. 

Then,  why  m  nwfol  in  Ihy  speech  ? 

CAIM. 

I  said, 
T  were  better  that  he  ceased  to  live,  than  give 
Life  to  so  much  of  sorrow  as  he  must 
Endure,  and,  harder  still,  bequeath ;  but  since 
That  saying  jars  you,  let  us  only  say — 
T  were  better  that  he  never  had  been  bom. 

ADAB. 

Oh,  do  not  say  so!     Where  were  then  the  joys. 

The  mother's  joys  of  watching,  nourishing. 

And  loving  him ?     SofI!  he  awakes.    8wcet  Enoch! 

[She  goes  to  the  child. 
Oh  Cain!  look  on  him;  see  how  full  of  life. 
Of  strength,  of  bloom,  of  beauty,  and  of  joy, 
flow  like  to  me— how  like  to  thee,  when  gentle, 
For  0ien  we  an  mU  alike ;  is 't  not  so,  Cain  ? 
Mother,  and  sire,  and  son,  our  features  are 
Reflected  In  each  other;  as  they  are 
In  the  clear  waters,  when  they  are  genOe,  and 


When  ihom.  art  gentle.    Love  us,  then,  my  Cain ! 
.\ad  love  thyself  for  our  sakes,  for  we  love  thee. 
Look !  how  be  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  arms, 
And  opens  wide  his  blue  eyes  upon  thine. 
To  hail  his  fsther;  while  liis  little  form 
Flutters  as  wtng'd  with  joy.     Talk  not  of  pain ! 
The  chikUess  cherubs  well  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a  parent !     Bless  him,  Cain ! 
As  yet  he  hath  no  words  to  thsnk  thee,  but 
His  heart  trill,  and  thine  own  loo. 

CAIM. 

Bleis  thee,  boy ! 
If  that  a  morul  blessing  may  avail  thee. 
To  save  thee  from  tlie  serpent's  corse ! 

ADAB. 

ItshaH. 
Surely  a  fathers  blessing  nuy  avert 
A  reptile  subtlety. 

CAIN. 

Of  that  I  doubt; 
Rut  bless  him  ne'er  the  less. 

ADAB. 

Our  brother  comes. 

CAIN. 

Thy  brother  Abel. 

Enter  Abbl. 

ABIL. 

Welcome,  Cain !    My  brother, 
I'he  peace  of  God  be  on  thee  ! 

GAIN. 

Abel!  hail! 

ASIL. 

Our  sister  tells  me  that  thou  bast  been  waodcria^, 
lu  high  communion  with  a  spirit,  far 
Reyond  our  wonted  raoge.     Was  lie  of  thav* 
We  have  seen  and  spoken  with,  like  to  our  fatiier ! 

CAIN. 

No. 

ASBL. 

Why  tiien  commune  with  him?  h«  may  he 
A  foe  to  ihc  Most  High. 

CAIN. 

And  friend  to  man. 
lias  the  Most  Uigh  been  so-^if  so  you  term  him  ! 

ABIL. 

Term  him!  your  words  arc  strange  to-day,  my  brollur. 
My  sister  Adah,  leave  us  for  a  whUe— 
We  mean  to  sacrifice. 

ADAB. 

Farewell,  my  Cain ; 
Rut  first  embrace  ihy  son.     May  hi6  soft  spirit, 
And  Abel's  pious  ministry,  rccal  tliee 
To  peace  and  holiness ! 

[Exit  Adan,  wit/i  her  child. 

ABKL. 

Where  hast  thou  been  ? 

CAIN. 

I  know  not. 

ABEL. 

Nor  what  thou  hast  seen  T 

CAI.^. 

The  dead. 
The  immortal,  the  unhoundod,  tlie  onuipotent, 
The  overpowering  mysteries  of  space— 
The  innumerable  worlds  that  were  and  are — 
A  whirlwind  of  such  overwhelming  things. 
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Suns,  mooos,  and  earths,  upon  their  Joitd-voiced  spheres 
Singing  in  thunder  round  me,  as  l^vc  made  me 
Hnfit  for  mortal  conveme:  leave  mc,  Abel. 

ABEL. 

Thine  eyes  are  (lashiod;  with  unnatural  light — 
Thy  check  is  flusli'd  with  an  unnatural  hue — 
Thy  words  are  fraught  with  an  unnatural  sound — 
What  may  this  mean  ? 

CAIX. 

It  means 1  pray  thee,  leave  me. 

ABEL. 

Not  till  we  liave  pray'd  and  sacrificed  together. 

CAIN. 

Abel,  I  pray  thee,  sacrifice  alone — 
Jehovah  loves  thee  well. 

ABEL. 

Botli  well,  I  hope. 

CAIN. 

But  thee  the  better.  I  care  not  for  that; 
Thou  art  filter  for  his  worship  than  I  am  ; 
Revere  him,  then— but  let  it  be  alone— 
At  leist  without  me. 

ABEL. 

Brother,  I  should  ill 
Deserve  the  name  of  our  great  father's  son, 
If  as  my  elder  I  revered  thee  not. 
And  in  the  worship  of  our  God  call'd  not 
On  thee  to  join  me,  and  precede  me  in 
Our  priesthood— 't  is  thy  place. 

CAIN. 

But  I  have  ne'er 
Asserted  it. 

ABEL. 

The  more  my  grief ;  I  pray  thee 
To  do  so  now  ;  thy  soul  seems  labouring  in 
Some  strong  delusion;  it  will  calm  thee. 

CAIN. 

No ; 
Noiliing  can  calm  me  more.     Calm!  say  I?     Never 
Knew  I  what  calm  wss  in  the  soul,  although 
I  have  seen  the  elements  siili'd.     My  Abel,  leave  me ! 
Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  thy  pious  purpose. 

ABEL. 

Neither;  we  must  perf^irin  our  task  together. 
Spurn  me  uot. 

C*IN. 

If  it  must  be  so well,  then. 

What  shall  I  do? 

ABEL. 

Chuse  one  of  those  two  altar*.. 

CAIN. 

Ohuse  for  mot   I  hoy  to  me  are  so  much  turf 
And  stone. 

ABFL. 

Clliuse  thou  ! 

C\IN. 
I  hive  rhos'Mi. 
Ann.. 

'T  IS  ilic  |iij^;Iie-.t, 
Ati'\  suits  ilice,  .IS  the  ••Mi'i .     Now  pivp.n  e 
Tliinr  offerings. 

Where  are  tliinr ' 

iUFL. 

Reliojd  ilnni  Iiiie— 
llw  hr.'.lliin^;-  III  ihe  tlork,  and  f.tl  thereof — 


A  shepherd's  humble  offering. 

CAIN. 

I  have  no  flocks : 
I  am  a  tiller  of  the  ground,  and  must 
Yield  what  it  yieldcth  to  my  toil — its  fruit: 

[lie  ga titers  fruits. 
Uehold  them  in  their  various  bloom  and  ripeness. 

[  They  dress  tlieir  altars^  and  kindle  0  flame 
upon  tit  em. 

ABEL. 

My  brother,  as  the  elder,  offer  first 

Thy  prayer  and  thanksgiving  with  sacrifice. 

CAIN. 

No — I  am  new  to  this;  lead  thou  the  way. 
And  I  will  follow — as  I  may. 

ABEL  (kneeling). 
Oh  God : 
WMio  made  us,  and  who  breathed  the  breath  of  hfc 
Vi'iihiu  our  nostrils,  who  hath  blessed  us, 
And  spared,  despite  our  father's  sin,  to  make 
His  children  all  lost,  as  they  might  have  been, 
Had  not  thy  justice  been  so  temper'd  with 
The  mercy  which  is  thy  delight,  as  to 
Accord  a  pardon  like  a  paradise, 

Compared  v»ith  our  great  crimes: — Sole  Lord  of  light! 
Of  good,  and  glory,  and  eternity; 
Without  whom  all  were  evil,  and  with  whom 
Nothing  can  err,  except  to  some  good  cad 
Of  thine  omnipotent  benevolence — 
[nscruiable,  but  still  to  be  fulfiU'd — 
Accept  from  out  thy  humble  first  of  shepherd's 
lirst  of  the  first-born  flocks — an  offering, 
In  itself  nothiiig — as  what  offering  can  be 
.\ught  unto  thee? — but  yet  accept  it  for 
The  thanksgiving  of  hirn  who  spreads  it  in 
The  face  of  thy  hi[;h  heaven,  bowing  his  own 
Kven  to  the  dust,  of  which  he  is.  in  honour 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  name,  for  evermore! 

CAIN  (itnuding  vrevt  during  this  speech]. 
Spirit  I  whate  cr  or  whosoe'er  thou  art, 
OinnipoUnt,  it  may  he — and,  if  good, 
.Shown  in  the  cxemplion  of  thy  deeds  from  evil : 
•Ichovah  upon  earth!  and  God  in  licavcn ! 
And,  it  may  be,  willi  other  names,  because 
Thine  attributes  seem  many,  as  thy  works: 
If  tliou  must  be  propiliated  with  prayers. 
Take  them !     If  thou  must  be  induced  with  altars, 
.And  sofun'd  wiih  a  sacriiice,  receive  thcni ! 
Two  being's  here  erect  tli<  m  unto  thee. 
I  f  thou  lo vest  blood,  the  shepherd's;  shrine,  which  smokes 
On  my  ii<;ht  hand,  hath  sJK^d  it  for  thy  service. 
In  the  lirst  of  his  (luck,  whose  limbs  now  reek 
In  s:in(^iiiij.iry  inrensf  to  lliy  skies; 
Or  if  tlir  sweet  and  blooming  fruits  of  earth, 
.\nii  niilJi^r  siMsons,  wliiili  the  utistain'd  turf 
I  spread  ihein  c»n  now  offers  in  the  face 
Of  thi-  broad  sun  which  ripen  d  lliein,  may  seem 
(iooJ  to  thee,  inasmuch  as  ihcv  have  not 
Suffer  d  in  limb  or  life,  and  railier  form 
\  sample  of  thy  vorks,  than  supplieation 
To  look  on  ours  !     If  a  shrine  vkiihout  a  victim, 
-And  alt.ir  without  gore,  may  win  thy  favour, 
I  00k  oil  ill   and  for  him  who  dresseth  it, 
lie  is — suc  l»  as  thou  madest  him  ;  and  seeks  nothing 
Whieh  must  be  won  by  kneeling:  if  he  s  evil. 
Si  I  ike  him  I   thou  art  omnipotent,  and  mayst, — 


CAIN. 
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For  trhat  can  he  oppose  7    If  he  be  (ood. 

Strike  him,  or  cpAre  ham,  as  thou  wilt !  since  all 

Rests  upon  thee;  and  good  aad  evil  seem 

To  have  DO  power  themselves,  save  in  thy  will; 

And  whether  that  be  good  or  ill  i  know  not, 

Mot  beins  omnipotent,  or  fit  to  judge 

Omnipotence,  hut  merely  to  endure 

Its  mandate,  which  thus  far  I  have  endured. 

[TKeJirt  upon  Ae  altar  of  A%mL kindles  into  u 
d^wnn  of  A€  brightest  fiatmt^  and  ascends 
to  heaven ;  while  a  whirlwind  throws  down 
the  altar  of  Caim,  and  scatters  Ae  frmitt 
abroad  upon  Ae  earA. 
ABBL  (kneeling). 
Oh,  brother,  pray !  Jehovah  's  wroth  with  thee ! 

CAIM. 

Why  so? 

ABBL. 

Thy  fruits  are  scatter'd  on  the  earth. 

GAIIf. 

From  earth  they  came,  to  earth  let  them  retnrn; 
Their  seed  will  bear  fresli  fruit  there  ere  the  summer : 
Thy  burnt  flesh-oAlering  pro>iper>  belter;  see 
How  heaven  lacks  up  the  flames,  when  thick  with  blood ! 

ABBU 

Think  not  upon  my  offering's  acceptance, 
But  make  another  of  thine  own  before 
It  is  loo  late. 

GAIN. 

I  will  build  no  more  altars. 
Nor  Baffler  any. — 

ABBL  {rising), 
Cain!  what  meanest  thou ? 

GAIIf. 

To  cast  down  yon  vile  flati'rer  of  the  clonds. 
The  smoky  harbinger  of  thy  dull  prayers — 
Thine  altar,  with  its  blood  of  lambs  and  kids. 
Which  fed  on  milk,  to  be  destroy'd  in  blood. 

ABBL  {opposing  him). 
Thou  shalt  not:— add  not  impious  works  to  impious 
Words!  let  that  altar  stand— 't  is  hallow'd  now 
By  the  immortal  pleasure  of  Jehovah, 
In  his  acceptance  of  the  victims. 


CAIN. 


His! 


His  pleasure !  what  was  his  high  pleasure  in 
The  fumes  of  scorching  flesh  and  smoking  blood, 
To  the  pain  of  the  hieaiing  motlirr^,  which 
Still  yram  for  thrir  dead  offsipriiig?  or  ibe  pangs 
Of  the  sad  ignorant  victims  underneath 
Thy  pious  knife  7     Give  way!   this  bloody  record 
Shall  not  stand  in  the  sun,  to  shame  creation  ! 

ABEL. 

Brother,  ^ve  back !  thou  shah  not  touch  my  altar 
With  violence:  if  that  thou  wilt  adopt  it, 
To  try  another  sacrifice,  't  is  thine. 

CAIN. 

Another  sacrifice !  Give  way,  or  else 
That  sacrifice  may  be 

ABBL. 

What  meanest  thou? 

CAIN. 

Give- 
Give  way !  thy  God  loves  blood !— Then  look  lo  it  :— 
(;ive  way,  ere  he  hJlh  vsore  I 


ABBL. 

In  his  great  name, 
1  stand  between  thee  and  the  shrine  which  hath 
Had  his  acceptance. 

CAIIf. 

If  thou  lov'st  tfayaeif. 
Stand  back  till  1  have  strew'd  this  turf  along 
Its  native  soil : — else— — 

ABBL  {opposing  him). 

I  love  God  ^r  more 
Than  life. 

CAIN  {striking  kimwiA  a  brand,  on  Ike  templas,  which 
he  snatches  from  the  altar). 
Then  uke  thy  life  unto  thy  God, 
Since  he  loves  lives. 

ABKL  {felts). 

What  hast  tfaou  done,  my  brother? 

CAIII. 

Brother  I 

ABIL. 

CXi,  God!  receive  thy  servant,  and 
Forgive  his  slayer,  for  he  knew  not  what 
He  did.— Gain,  give  me— give  me  thy  hand ;  and  IcU 
Poor  Zillab—  — 

CAIN  {afUr  a  munnent's  etnpefaction). 

My  hand!   t  is  all  red,  and  with— 
Whatf 

[^  lon^  pauM. — Looking  slcwlf  round. 
Where  am  I  ?  alone  I    Where  s  Abel  ?  where 
Cain?  Can  it  be  that  I  am  he?  My  brother, 
Avake!— why  liesi  thou  so  on  the  green  earth  ? 
T  is  not  tlie  hour  of  slumber: — why  so  pale? 

Wliat  ha.«»t  thou? thou  wert  full  of  life  tliis  mom ! 

Abel !  I  pray  thee,  mock  me  noi !    I  Mnoie 

Too  fiercely,  but  not  fatally.     Ah,  why 

Wouldst  thou  oppose  me  ?    Tliis  is  mockery; 

And  only  done  to  daunt  me  : — 't  was  a  blow — 

And  but  a  blow.     Stir — stir— nay,  only  stir ! 

Why,  so— tliat  's  well  <- thou  brcalh'st !  breathe  npon 

me ! 
Oh,  God!  Oh,  God! 

ABBL  {very  faintly). 

What  s  he  who  speaks  of  God  ? 

GAIN. 

Thy  murderer. 

ABBL. 

Then  may  God  forgive  him !    Gain, 
Comfort  poor  Zillah : — she  lias  but  one  brother 
Now.  [Abel  dies. 

GAIN. 

And  I  none!     Who  makes  me  broilierless ? 
His  eyes  are  open !  tlien  he  is  not  dead  ! 
Death  is  like  sleep;  and  sleep  shuts  down  our  lids. 
His  lips,  too,  arc  apart ;  why  then  he  breathes! 
And  yet  I  feel  it  not. — His  heart!— bis  heart  !— 
I^t  me  see,  doth  it  beat? — melhinks— — No!— no! 
This  is  a  virion,  el«e  I  am  become 
The  native  of  another  and  wocm  world. 
The  earth  swims  round  me: — what  is  this? — *i  is  wet; 
[Puts  his  hand  to  his  brow^  and  Aen  looks  at  it. 
And  yet  there  are  no  dews  !     T  is  blood— my  blood— 
My  brother's  and  my  own;  and  shed  by  me! 
Then  what  have  I  further  to  do  with  life. 
Since  I  have  taken  life  from  my  own  (lesh? 
But  he  can  not  be  dead ! — Is  silence  death? 
No;  he  will  wake:  then  let  me  watch  by  him. 


38?. 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


I 


Life  canuoi  be  so  slight,  as  to  be  quench  <1 
Thus  quickly ! — be  hath  spoken  to  me  since — 
What  shall  I  say  to  him? — My  brother! — No; 
He  will  not  answer  to  that  name;  for  brethren 
Smite  not  each  other.     Yet — yet— speak  to  mc. 
Oh !  for  a  word  more  of  that  5cntie  voice, 
That  I  may  bear  to  bear  my  own  again  ! 

Enter  Zillau. 

ZILLAB. 

1  heard  a  heavy  sound  ;  what  can  it  be  ? 
T  is  Caiu;  and  watchin^^  by  my  husband.     What 
Dost  thou  there,  brother  I    Doth  he  sleep  7  Oh!  heaven! 
What  means  this  paleness,  and  yon  stream  ? — No !  no ! 
It  is  not  blood  ;   for  who  would  .shed  his  blood  ? 
Abel!  what  s  this ?— who  hath  done  this?     He  moves 

not  ,- 
He  breathes  not :  and  his  bands  drop  down  from  mine 
W^ith  stony  lifelessncss  !     Ah!  cruel  Cain  ! 
Why  earnest  thou  not  in  time  to  save  him  from 
This  violence?  Whatever  hath  assail'd  him, 
Thou  wert  the  stronger,  and  shouldst  have  stepp'd  in 
Between  him  and  agtjression  !     Father  !— Eve  1— 
Adah  ! — come  hither!  Death  is  in  the  world  ! 

[Exit  ZiLLAa,  calling  on  her  parents,  etc. 
CAi.x  (tolns). 
And  who  hath  brought  him  tlitrc?— I— who  abhor 
The  name  of  death  so  deeply,  that  the  thoujlit 
Empoison'd  all  my  life,  before  I  knew 
His  aspect  — I  have  led  him  hero,  and  (pven 
My  brother  to  his  cold  and  still  embrace. 
As  if  he  would  not  have  asserted  his 
Inexorable  claim  without  my  aid. 
I  am  awak«»  at  last — a  dreary  dream 
Had  maddeu'd  me  : — but  fie  »hall  ne'or  awake  I 

Enter  Adam,  Evk,  Adab,  and  Zillad. 

ADAM. 

A  voice  of  woe  from  Zillah  brings  me  here. — 
What  do  I  sec?— T  is  true  !— My  son!  — my  sou  ! 
Woman,  behold  the  serpents  work,  and  thine  ! 

[To  K\K. 

KVB. 

Oh!  speak  not  of  it  now:   the  serpent's  faiiys 
Are  in  my  heart.     My  best  beloved,  Abel  ! 
Jehovah  !  this  is  punishment  beyond 
A  mother's  sin,  to  take  him  from  mc! 

ADAM. 

Who. 
Or  what  hath  done  this  deed?— Speak,  Cain,  since  thou 
WVrt  present;  was  it  some  more  hostile  angel. 
Who  walks  not  with  Jehovah  ?  or  some  wild 
Brute  of  the  forest  ? 

EVE. 

Ah!  a  livid  light 
Breaks  through,  as  from  a  ihundtr-cloud!  von  hr.Tii'I, 
Massy  and  bloody!  snatrh'd  from  off  the  altar, 
And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  with 

ADAM. 

Speak,  mv  ^oii  I 
Speak,  and  assure  us,  wretched  as  wc  are. 
That  we  are  not  more  miserable  still. 

ADAH. 

Speak,  Cain  '  and  say  it  was  not  thnn  ' 

KVF. 

It    W.ls 


I  see  it  now — he  hangs  his  guilty  head, 
And  covers  bis  ferocious  eye  with  hands 
Incarnadine. 

▲  BAB. 

Mother,  thou  d&st  him  wrong — 
Cain !  clear  thee  from  this  horrible  accusal. 
Which  grief  wrings  from  our  parent. 

EVK. 

Hear,  Jehovah  ' 
May  the  eternal  serpent's  curse  be  on  him  ! 
For  he  was  Biter  for  his  seed  than  ours. 
Blay  all  his  days  be  desolate !     May 

ADAH. 

Hoi.i : 

Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  thy  son — 
(>urse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  my  brother. 
And  my  betroth'd. 

EVE. 

He  hath  left  thee  no  brother — 
Zillah  no  husband — me  no  son! — for  this 
I  curse  him  from  my  sight  for  evermore  ! 
.411  hoods  I  break  between  us,  as  he  broke 
That  of  his  nature,  in  yon — Oh  death!  death  ! 
Why  didst  thou  not  take  me,  who  first  incurr  d  thee  ? 
Why  dost  thou  not  so  now  ? 

ADAM. 

Eve !  let  not  this, 
Thy  natural  grief,  lead  to  impiety! 
A  heavy  doom  was  long  forespoken  to  us; 
And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  be  borne 
In  such  sort  as  may  show  our  God,  that  we 
.\re  faithful  servants  to  his  holy  will. 

FVK  (pointing  to  Cain). 
His  will!  the  will  of  you  incarnate  spirit 
Of  death,  whom  I  have  brought  upon  the  earth 
To  strew  it  with  the  dead.    May  all  the  curses 
Of  life  be  on  him  !  and  his  agonies 
Drive  him  forth  o'er  the  wilderness,  like  us. 
From  Eden,  till  his  children  do  by  him 
As  he  did  by  his  brother  I     May  the  swords 
And  wings  of  fiery  cherubim  pursue  him 
I'Y  day  and  night — snakes  spring  up  in  his  path — 
Earth's  fruits  he  ashes  in  his  mouth — the  leaves 
On  which  he  lays  his  head  to  sleep  be  strew'd 
With  scorpions  !     May  his  dreams  be  of  his  victim  ! 
llis  waking  a  continual  dread  of  death  ! 
May  the  clear  rivcr»  turn  to  blood,  as  he 
Sloops  down  to  stain  them  with  his  raging  lip  ! 
May  every  clement  shun  or  change  to  him! 
May  he  live  in  the  pangs  which  others  die  with  ! 
And  death  itself  wax  something  worse  than  death 
To  him  who  first  acquainted  him  with  man ! 
Ilcncc,  fratricide  !   henccforih  that  word  is  Crtin, 
Through  all  the  coming  myrlmJs  of  mankind. 
Who  shall  abhor  thee,  though  thou  wert  their  sire  ! 
May  the  grass  wither  from  thy  fret !  the  woods 
hrny  ihce  shelter!  earth  a  honic !   the  dust 
.V  ^lave  !   the  sun  his  light  I  and  hej>en  her  God  ! 

[Exit  Eve 

ADVM. 

(Iain  !  get  lliec  forth:   ^e  dwell  no  more  together. 
Depart!  and  leave  the  dead  to  mc — 1  am 
llenicforth  alone — we  never  must  meet  more. 

Ai>\n. 
( 'h.  part  not  with  hitn  thus,  my  fither  .  do  not 
\fld  thy  (lei'[>  «iir-e  to  E>e"i  upoti  his  head  ' 


AIUM. 

I  cnrte  him  imC  :  ku  spirit  be  his  eurse. 

Come,  ZUIak! 

XIIXAB. 

I  must  watch  my  hoaiMMd's  cone. 

ADAH. 

We  will  return  afjato,  vhen  he  is  gone 
Who  hath  prot ideU  for  na  this  dread  office. 
Come,  Zillah ! 

ZIIXAV. 

Yet  ooe  kiss  oa  yon  pole  day, 
I   And  those  lips  ooce  so  -warm — my  heart !  my  heart ! 

[Exeunt  Adam  and  2^lla  weeping. 

\  ABAB. 

I   Cain !  ihou  hast  heard,  we  must  go  forth.     I  am  ready, 
!   So  .shall  our  chiUlreo  be.     I  wUl  bear  Eoocb, 
'   And  you  his  sister.     Ere  the  sun  declines 
'    Let  us  depart,  nor  walk  the  wilderuMs 
I   Under  the  cloud  of  night. — Nay,  speak  to  me. 
To  ate — thine  own, 

I  CAIR. 

;  I^are  me ! 

'  AOiLH. 

Why,  all  hare  left  thee. 

CAlIf. 

I   And  wherefore  Itngerest  thou?  Dost  thou  not  fear 
,    To  dwell  with  one  who  hath  done  thu ! 

ADAH. 

I  fear 
I   Nothing  except  to  leaTe  thee,  much  as  I 

Shrink  from  the  deed  Vhich  leaf ca  thee  bracb«riess. 
I    I  must  not  speak  of  this — it  is  between  thee 
.\nd  the  great  God. 

ji  Foice  from  tvttikin  exclaimi, 
j  Gain  !  Cain  ! 

ADAa. 

'  Hear'sc  thou  that  voice? 

I  The  Foice  within. 

'    Cain!  Cain! 

I  ADAM. 

It  soundeth  like  an  angel's  tone. 
Enter  the  Anokl  of  the  Lord. 

AKOIL. 

Where  it  thy  btother  Abel  T 

CAM. 

Ami  then 
My  brother's  keeper  ? 

ABOIU 

Cain  I  what  hast  thou  d(»e? 
TUe  voice  of  tby  shun  bcolber's  blood  cries  out. 
Even  frooa  Ibe  ground,  unto  the  Lordt^Now  art  thou 
Cursed  from  the  eartb,  which  open'd  iate  her  mouth 
To  drink  thy  brother's  blood  from  thy  rash  band. 
IJcoceforth,  when  thou  shah  till  the  ground,  it  idiall 

not 
Yield  thee  her  strength  ;  a  fugitive  shah  thou 
Be  from  this  day,  and  vagabond  on  earth ! 

ADAH. 

Tliis  punishment  is  more  than  he  can  bear. 
Behold,  thou  drivest  him  from  the  face  of  earth, 
And  from  the  face  of  God  shall  he  be  hid. 
A  fugitive  and  vagabond  on  earth, 
T  will  come  to  pass,  that  whoso  fiodeth  him 
Shall  slay  him. 

Cain. 
Would  they  could !  bat  who  are  they 


Shall  slay  meT  where  are  these  on  the  lone  earth. 
As  yet  unpeopled  ? 

ARGIL. 

Thou  hast  slain  tby  brother, 
And  who  shall  warrant  thee  against  thy  son  ? 

ADAS. 

Angel  of  light !  be  merciful,  nor  lay 

That  this  poor  aching  breast  now  nourisbet 

A  murderer  in  my  hoy,  and  of  his  father. 

AWOKt. 

Then  be  wonid  hnt  he  what  his  fisther  is. 

Did  not  the  milk  of  Eve  give  nutriment 

To  liim  thou  now  see'st  so  besmear'd  with  blood  T 

The  fratricide  might  well  engender  panricidca.^ 

But  it  shall  not  be  so — the  Lord  thy  God 

And  mine  commandefh  me  to  Net  hie  seal 

On  Clin,  so  that  he  may  go  forth  in  safety. 

Who  slayeth  Cain,  a  sevenfold  vengeance  shall 

Be  taken  on  his  head.     Come  hither! 

CAI9. 

What 

Wouldst  thou  with  me  ? 

AWOIt. 

To  mark  upon  thy  brow 
Exemption  from  such  deeds  as  thou  hast  done. 

CAIR. 

No,  let  me  die ! 

AIV6BL. 

It  must  not  be. 
[Tk0  AnotL  self  the  mark  on  Cain's  brow. 

CAIN. 

It  bums 
My  brow,  but  nought  to  that  which  is  within  it. 
Is  tliere  more  1  let  me  meet  it  as  1  may. 

ANGIL. 

Seem  hast  thon  been  and  stubborn  from  the  womb, 
A%  the  ground  thou  must  henceforth  till ;  but  be 
Tliou  slew'sl  was  gentle  as  the  flocks  he  tended. 

CAIN. 

After  the  fall  too  soon  was  1  begotten ; 

Ere  yet  my  mother's  mind  subsided  from 

The  serpent,  and  my  sire  still  moum'd  for  Eden. 

That  which  I  am,  I  am  ;  I  did  not  seek 

For  life,  nor  did  I  make  myself ;  but  could  I 

With  my  own  death  redeem  him  from  the  dust — 

And  why  not  so  7  let  him  return  to  day. 

And  I  lie  ghastly !  so  shall  be  restored 

By  God  the  life  to  him  he  loved ;  and  taken 

From  me  a  being  1  ne'er  loved  to  bear. 

ANGKL. 

Wlio  shall  heal  murder?  what  u  done  is  done. 

Go  forth!  fulfil  thy  days!  and  be  thy  deeds 

Cnlike  the  last !  [The  Anoxl  disappears. 

ADAS. 

He  *s  gone,  let  us  go  forth  ; 
T  hear  our  little  Enoch  cry  within 
Onr  bower. 

CAIR. 

Ah !  little  knows  he  what  he  weeps  for ! 
And  I  who  have  shed  blood  cannot  shed  tears! 
But  the  four  rivers  >  would  not  cleanse  my  soul. 
Think'st  thou  my  boy  will  bear  to  look  on  me? 

AOAB. 

If  I  thought  that  he  would  not,  I  would— 

,  Tb«  •  foar  rivvn*  which  l<nv«d  rosad  Edea,  aad  eoaMqacnlly 
ibi>  only  waiiTi  niih  nhiih  f^in  was  a(quatnl«<l  upon  Ihc earth. 
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cviN  {interrupting  her). 


No, 


No  more  of  threats :  we  have  had  too  many  of  them  : 
Go  to  our  children;  I  will  follow  ihcc. 

An\H. 
I  will  not  leave  thee  lonely  with  the  dead  ; 
Lei  us  depart  together. 

cvirr. 

Oh !  thou  «lead 
And  everlasting  witness!  whoso  nnsinkiii(j 
Blood  darkens  eurtii  and  hravcn  !  what  thou  now  art, 
I  know  not !  hut  if  thou  see'st  what  /  am, 
I  think  thou  wilt  forgive  him,  whom  his  God 
Can  ne'er  forgive,  nor  his  own  soul. — Farewell  I 
I  must  not,  dare  uot,  touch  what  1  have  made  thee. 
I,  who  sprang  from  the  same  womh  with  thee,  drain'd 
The  same  breist,  clasp'd  thee  often  to  my  own, 
In  fondness  brotherly  and  boyish,  I 
Can  never  meet  thee  more,  nor  even  dare 
To  do  that  for  thee,  which  thou  shouldsi  have  donr 
For  me — compose  ihy  limbs  into  their  gra\e — 
The  first  gra>e  yet  dug  for  moriahiy. 
Rut  who  hath  dug  that  grave  !  Oh,  earili  !  Oh,  earlh! 
For  all  the  fruits  thou  hast  romier'ii  to  nic,  I 
(iUe  tlu'rt  back  this. — Now  for  the  wilderness. 

[.'Vdau  stoops  down  ttnU  kisses  the  body  of  \nt:t.. 


ADAIT. 

.\  tireary,  and  an  early  doom,  my  brother, 
lias  been  thy  lot!  Of  all  who  mourn  for  thee, 
I  alone  must  not  weep.     My  office  is 
Henceforth  to  dry  up  tears,  and  not  to  shed  them  ; 
Hut  yet,  nf  all  who  mourn,  none  mourn  like  mr. 
Not  only  for  thyself,  but  him  who  slew  thee. 
Now,  Cain!  I  will  divide  thy  burden  with  thee. 

CVIN. 

Eastward  from  Eden  will  we  t  «ke  our  way  ; 
'T  is  the  most  desolate,  and  suits  my  steps. 

ADAH. 

Lead!  thou  shall  be  my  guide,  and  may  our  God 
lie  thine  !  Now  let  us  carry  forth  our  children. 

CAlit. 

And  he  who  lieth  there  was  childless. 

I  have  dried  the  fountain  of  a  gentle  race. 

Which  might  have  graced  his  recent  marriage  coucli. 

And  might  have  temperd  this  stern  blood  of  mine, 

Uniting  v^iih  our  children  Abel's  offspring! 

O  Abel! 

.\niii. 
Peace  be  vtith  him! 

CVI.N. 

But  ^ith  me' 

[^Exeunt. 


A  TRAGEDY. 

TO  THE  ILLUSTUIOUS  GOETHK, 

RT    0?iE    OF    HIS    HUMBLEST    ADMIflEllS, 


PREFACE. 


TuE  following  drama  is  taken  entirely  from  the  «  Ger- 
man's Title,  Kntitiuer,n  published  many  years  ago  in 
u  Lee's  Canterbury  Tales ;»  written  fl  believe)  by  two 
sisters,  of  whom) one  furnished  only  this  story  and 
another,  both  of  «hich  arc  considered  superior  to  the 
remainder  of  the  collection.  I  have  adopted  the  cha- 
racters, plan,  and  even  the  language,  of  many  parts  of 
this  story.  Some  of  the  characters  are  modilicd  or 
altered,  a  few  of  the  uuiiics  changed,  and  one  character 
(Ida  of  Stralenheim)  added  by  myself  :  but  in  the  rest 
the  original  is  chiidy  followed.  Whrn  I  was  young 
(about  fourteen,  I  think)  I  fir>t  read  this  talc,  whiih 
made  a  drrp  im|iression  upon  ine;  and  may,  inlerd,  lu: 
said  to  contain  the  germ  of  much  that  I  ha\e  since 
written.  I  am  not  sure  that  it  ever  was  \ery  popular;  or 
at  any  rate  its  popularity  has  sinre  bc<Mi  eclipsed  by  that 
of  other  (jrcat  wiiti  rs  in  the  same  dcpii  Inuiit.  Rut  I 
ha>e  [jenrr.ijly  found  that  those  who  hud  read  it,  agrc4<l 
with  me  ill  tiirir  estiinalc  of  tlir-  sin^;uljr  power  of  mind 
an«l  conrrpiion  which  it  d.'M-lopes.      I  should  also   a«l.l 


conception,  rather  than  execution  ;  for  the  story  mipht. 
perhaps,  have  been  more  developed  with  greater  advan- 
tage. .\mongsi  those  who>e  opinions  agreed  with  mine 
upon  this  story,  I  could  mention  some  very  high  names; 
but  it  is  uot  necessary,  nor  indeed  of  any  use;  for  everv 
one  must  judge  according  to  their  own  feelings.  I  men-iy 
refer  the  reader  to  the  original  story,  that  he  may 
see  to  what  extent  I  have  borrowed  from  it;  and  am 
not  unwilling  that  he  should  find  much  greater  pl'«.'j«urr 
in  perusing  it  than  the  drama  which  is  founded  upon 
its  contents. 

I  had  begun  a  drama  upon  this  tale  so  fiir  back  3« 
i8t5  'the  hist  I  ever  attempted,  except  one  at  ihirtecn 
yc.irs  old,  called  «>  Ulric  and  Jlvina,»  which  F  had  srase 
enou{;h  to  burn),  and  had  nearly  completed  an  act. 
wlun  I  was  interrupted  by  (ircumsiances.  Thisissom<> 
wlwrt' ainon{^;>t  my  |>ap(rs  in  England;  but  as  it  Ui< 
uot  been  found,  I  have  re-written  the  first,  and  addcJ 
the  subsequent  acts. 

The    ^hf.le   is    neither   intended,   nor  in   any  shjp«' 

rtih|Mrd,  for  till-  stage. 


1  . 
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MKN. 

Wbixbi. 

IIbmricb. 

Ulbic. 

Ebic. 

STB4LIN1IKIM. 

Abnukim. 

iDBNITBIIf. 

Mbisteb. 

GiBOB. 

RotiOLPB. 

Fbitz, 

LVDWIG. 

WOMEN. 

JoSKFHinB. 

lov  STBALt!<IIRIM. 

iSceae — partly  on  the  frontier  of  SileMa,  und  partly  in 
Siejjendorf  Cattle,  near  Praf^e. 

Time — the  close  of  the  thirty  years'  war. 


WERNER. 

ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

TJieHallofa  decayed  PaUce  near  a  tmall  Town  on  tltr 
northern  Frontier  of  Silesia — tiie  yight  tempestuous. 

Webubb  amf  Josbphiiie  his  wife. 

josepbinb. 
Mr  love,  be  calmer ! 

WBBIfBB. 

I  am  calm. 

JOSBPOINE. 

Tomr— 
Yes,  boC  DOC  to  thyself :  thy  pace  is  hurried. 
And  no  one  walk«  a  chamber  like  to  ours 
With  steps  like  thine  vh^n  hit  heart  is  at  rest. 
Were  it  a  garden,  I  should  deem  thee  happy. 
And  stepping  with  tlie  bee  from  flower  lo  flower  ; 
^thert! 

WBBNKR. 

T  is  chill ;  the  tapestry  lets  through 
The  wind  to  which  it  waves  :  my  blood  is  frozen. 

JOSEPBINB. 

Ah,  no ! 

wbr:«eb  {smilintf). 
Why !  wouldst  thou  have  it  so  ? 

JOSBPHINB. 

1  would 
Have  it  a  healthful  current. 

WBBKIBB. 

Let  it  flow 
Until  *t  is  spilt  or  check'd— how  goon,  I  care  not. 

JOSBPRINB. 

And  am  I  nothing  in  thy  heart  T 

WBBIfEB. 

All— all. 

iOSBPHIIIt. 

Then  canst  thou  wish  for  that  which  must  break  mine? 

wtRNKR  {approaching  her  slowly). 
But  for  thee  I  had  been — no  matter  what. 
But  much  of  good  and  evil;  what  I  am. 


I. 


Thou  knowesi ;  what  I  might  or  should  have  been. 
Thou  knowest  not :  but  still  1  love  thee,  nor 
Shall  aught  divide  us. 

[Wernrr  walks  on  abruptly ^  and  Aeu  ap- 
proaches JOSBPBINB. 

The  storm  of  the  night, 
Perhaps,  affects  me:  I  'm  a  thing  of  fieelings. 
And  have  of  late  been  sickly,  as  alas ! 
Thou  know'st  by  sufferings  more  than  mine,  my  love ! 
In  watching  me. 

JOSBrailfB. 

To  see  thee  well  is  much — 
To  see  thee  happy 

WBBIfBB. 

Where  hast  thoa  seen  such  ? 
Let  mc  bo  virrctrhed  with  the  rest ! 

JOSEPHINE. 

But  think 
Flow  many  in  thi<  hour  of  tempest  shiver 
Beneath  the  biting  wind  and  heavy  rain. 
Whose  every  drop  bows  them  down  nearer  earth, 
Which  hath  no  chamber  for  them  save  beneath 
Her  surface. 

WBBNBB. 

And  that 's  not  the  worst :  who  care* 
For  chambers  7  rest  is  all.    The  wretches  whom 
Thou  namest — ay,  the  wind  howls  round  them,  and 
The  dull  and  dropping  rain  saps  in  their  bones 
The  creeping  marrow.    I  have  been  a  soldier, 
A  hunter,  and  a  traveller,  snd  am 
A  beggar,  and  should  know  the  thing  thou  talk'st  of. 

JOSEPBIIirB. 

And  art  thou  not  now  slielter'd  from  them  all? 

WBBNEB. 

Yes.    And  from  these  alone. 

JOSEPHINE. 

And  that  is  something. 

WBBNBB. 

True — to  a  peasant. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Should  the  nobly  bom 
Be  thankless  for  that  refuge  which  their  habits 
Of  early  delicacy  render  more 
Needful  than  to  the  peasant,  when  the  ebb 
Of  fortune  leaves  them  on  the  shoals  of  life  ** 

WBBNBB. 

It  is  not  that,  thou  know'st  it  is  not:  we 
Have  borne  all  this,  I  '11  not  say  patiently, 
Except  in  thee— but  we  have  borne  it. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Well ! 

WBBNBB. 

Something  beyond  our  outward  sufferings  (though 
These  were  enough  to  gnaw  into  our  souls) 
Hath  stung  me  oft,  and,  more  than  ever,  now. 
When,  but  for  this  untoward  sickness,  which 
Seized  me  upon  this  desoUite  frontier,  and 
Hath  wasted,  not  alone  my  strength,  but  means, 
And  leaves  us, — no!  this  is  beyond  mc  !  but 
For  this  I  had  been  happy — thou  been  happy— 
The  splendour  of  my  rank  sustain'd — my  name — 
My  father's  name — bcen.still  upheld  ;  and,  more 

Than  those 

JOSEPHINE  {abrupdy). 
My  son — our  son — our  Ulric, 
Been  clasp'd  again  in  these  long-empty  arms, 
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And  all  a  mother's  lainurT  salisfird. 

Twrlvc  years  !  he  was  but  cii;lil  then  :   beautiful 

He  was,  and  beautiful  he  must  be  now. 

My  Ulriel  my  adored! 

WKRNFR. 

I  have  been  full  oft 
The  ehase  of  fortune;  now  {.lie  hiith  o'crtaken 
My  spirit  where  il  cannot  tiwn  at  bay, — 
Sick,  poor,  and  lonely. 

JOSKflllNR. 

Lonely  I  my  dear  husband? 

WERKER. 

Or  worse — involvinp  all  I  love,  in  this 

Far  worse  than  solitutle.     /tlone,  I  had  died, 

And  all  been  over  in  a  nameless  jjrave. 

JOSi:PHI.>iE. 

And  f  had  not  oullived  lliee ;  but  pray  take 
Comfort!   We  have  strugi;led  long;  and  they  who  strive 
AViih  fortune  win  or  vear^'  her  at  last, 
So  that  they  fiud  the  (joal,  or  cease  to  feel 
Further.     Take  comfort,— vc  shall  (ind  our  boy, 

WERNER. 

We  were  in  stpht  of  him,  of  every  thinjj 

Which  could  bring  compeusalioii  for  j)a>l  sorrow — 

And  to  be  baflled  thus! 

JOSKPtlME. 

Wc  arc  not  baffled. 

WEHMR. 

Are  wc  not  pennyless? 

JOSFrillMB. 

We  ne'er  were  wealthy. 

\*ERMKR. 

Put  I  was  born  to  weallh,  and  rank,  and  power; 
Knjoy'd  them,  loved  them,  and,  ulas!  ;ibused  them. 
And  forfeited  them  by  my  father's  wrath. 
In  my  o'er-fcrvenl  youth;   but  for  the  ;ibusc 
l.onu  sufferings  have  atoned.     I^ly  f:iiher's  death 
Left  the  path  open,  y<'(  not  without  snjres. 
Till;  cold  and  creeping;  kinsni.ui,  who  so  long 
Kept  his  eve  on  me,  as  the  snake  np«>ii 
The  llutioring  bird,  h.ith  «re  this  time  onlstepi  me. 
lieconie  the  master  of  n)y  rights,  .-mil  lord 
OF  that  which  lifts  him  up  to  princes  in 
Dontinion  and  domain. 

JOSIPHirCE. 

Who  knows?  our  son 
May  have  return'd  back  to  his  granrUire,  and 
Kven  now  uphold  thy  rights  fur  tlicc  ! 

WERNER. 

T  i>  lioprlcss. 
Since  his  strange  disappearance  from  my  f.nliri  s, 
Kntailiiig,  as  it  were,  my  sins  upon 
llim«.elf,  no  tidings  have  reve.ilrl  his  course. 
I  parted  with  him  to  his  gr.Tudsire,  on 
The  promise  that  his  aHjjir  would  stop  short 
Of  tlic  third  generation  ;   but  Heii\rn  seems 
Id  claim  her  stern  j)rer<igili\e,  and  visit 
I'pou  my  boy  his  f.ither  s  f.iults  and  fttllies. 

JUSV.J'IIINV  . 

1  must  hope  better  still, — ;u  le.ist  >*e  have  yet 
U-ifilcd  the  long  pursuit  of  Siiiilenheim. 

\k  HI  :h  K  n . 
We  should  have  done,  but  for  this  fat.il  sickness. 
More  fit.it  lliau  a  mortal  mal.uly, 
llci  :iuse  it  takes  not  life,  but  life"?,  sole  solace  : 
K>en  now  I  feel  my  spirit  girt  about 


Ity  the  snares  of  this  avaricious  ficml; — 
How  tlo  1  know  he  hath  not  irackd  us  here  ? 

JOsKPMnfc. 

lie  does  not  know  thy  person  ;  and  his  sple«;, 

Who  so  long  watchd  thee,  l)a\e  been  left  at  Hamburgh. 

Our  unexpected  journey,  and  this  change 

Of  n.une,  leaves  all  discovery  far  behind  : 

None  lu>ld  us  here  for  anglit  save  ^hat  we  seem. 

WHlNKK. 

Save  ^hat  we  seem  !  s.ive  what  we  are — sick  bcgg.ar-.. 
Kven  to  our  very  hopes. Ha!  ha' 

JO.StPUI>E. 

Al.is ! 
That  bitter  laugh ! 

W  E  H  N  h  R . 

fj'ho  would  re.id  in  this  form 
The  high  soul  of  the  son  of  a  long  line  ? 
//'/lo,  in  this  garb,  the  heir  of  princely  kinds^ 
/r/jo,  in  thi-,  sniikca  sickly  eye,  the  pride 
Of  rank  and  ancestry?  in  this  worn  cheek, 
And  famine-hollow'd  brow,  the  lord  of  halls 
Which  daily  feast  a  thousand  vassals? 

JUSEPUINE. 

You 
Ponder'*!  not  thus  iiptm  the.sc  worldly  things, 
My  Werner!  \ihen  you  ileignM  to  chu>e  for  bride 
The  foreign  daughter  of  a  wandering  exile. 

WtRNi;R. 

An  exile's  daugiiter  with  an  outcast  sou 
Were  a  (it  marriage  ;  but  I  still  had  hopes 
To  lift  thee  to  the  state  we  both  were  born  for. 
Your  father's  house  was  uolde,  though  decay'd  ; 
And  worthy  by  its  liirih  to  match  VMlli  ours. 

JoSFPHI'SF.. 

Your  f.jther  did  not  think  so,  ihoiigh   t  was  noble; 
Dut  had  my  birth  been  all  mv  claim  to  match 
With  thee,  I  should  have  deein'd  il  what  it  is. 

WEHVV  n 

And  what  is  that  in  thine  eyes? 

JOSI.IIIINE. 

All  which  it 
Has  done  in  our  behalf. — nothing. 

Wi  P..NLR. 

How.  —  nothing? 
josFpiiiNr. 
Or  worse;   for  it  has  been  a  eankec  in 
1  liy  heart  from  the  be(;iniiing:    but  for  this, 
^^'<'  hid  not  fell  our  po\<rlv,  hnt  as 
.MiMions  of  invi'iails  feel  it,  elu'crfnllv; 
I'nt  fi>r  these  |)h.inloins  of  thy  feinl.il  f.ithcrs, 
TIkui  rni;;liisi  li;i\e  earuM  ihv  bre.id  as  thousiinds  earn  it ; 
f  »r,  :(  tli.il  seem  inn  InuiiMe,  tried   by  ••oiniiiercc. 
Or  oliur  civic  means,  lo  .iineiid  diy  furtuiies. 

WK'.NIH     ironit  tilly'i. 
An»I  been  .in  ll.iiiseilie  biirgliei-?     I-.\( cilint  1 

JOSf  IIIINF. 

Wli.iieer  thou  mightsf  ha\e  jjeen,  to  mc  thou  art, 

W!i;U  no  si.iie,  liigii  or  low,  cm  e\i  r  eli;in,;f*, 

My  beans   liist    cli«)iee  ;  —  which  elni-e   thee,   knowing 

ii<-iili<-r 
Thv  Itirili  iliv  lioj»es,  tliy  pi  ide;  nought,  sa\e  thy  sorrows 
Wliiji-  lUey  lasl,  let  iiie  euinfoi'l  or  divitlr  them; 
When  tlM'V  end.  let  iniui-  end  vviili  them,  or  thee' 

WKRM-H. 

My  betler  an|;el'  such  1  have  e\er  found  thee; 
1  111-,  r.islini's',,  or  this  weakness  of  my  temper. 


WERNER. 
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Ne'er  raifed  a  thought  to  iojure  ihee  or  thine. 
Thoo  di<lst  not  nuir  my  fortunes :  my  own  nature 
la  youth  was  Mich  as  to  unmake  an  empire, 
flad  tuch  been  my  inheritance;  but  now, 
Cha»ten'd,  subdued,  out-worn,  and  taught  to  know 
Myself, — to  lose  this  for  our  son  and  thee! 
Trust  me,  when  in  my  two-and-iwentieth  sprinfj, 
My  fafher  barr'd  me  from  my  f^ilier  s  hou«e, 
The  last  sole  scion  of  a  thousand  sires 
(For  I  was  then  the  last),  it  hurt  me  less 
Than  to  behokl  my  boy  and  my  boy's  mother 
Excluded  in  their  innocence  from  what 
My  faults  deserved  exclusion;  aiihou^h  then 
My  passions  were  ail  lining  lierpents,  and 
Twined  like  the  gorgon's  round  me. 

[j4  knocking  it  heard, 

lOSIPVINI. 

Hark! 

WIBNBl. 

A  knocking ! 
josipaiifE. 
Who  can  it  be  at  this  lone  hour?  we  have 
Few  visitors. 

WBRNBB. 

And  poverty  hath  none, 
Siave  those  who  come  to  make  it  poorer  still. 
Well,  I  am  prepared. 

[WaariEB  putt  hit  hand  into  hit  botom  at  if  to 
tearchfor  some  weapon. 

JOSKPBINC. 

Oil !  do  not  look  so.     I 
Will  to  the  door,  it  cannot  he  of  import 
In  this  lone  itpot  of  winery  desolation — 
The  very  desert  saves  man  from  mnnkind. 

[She  goet  to  tite  door. 

Enter  Idenstein. 

IDBNSTBt.t. 

A  fiair  good  evening  to  my  fairer  hostess 
And  worthy— —wliat  's  your  name  my  friend? 

waaNEB. 

Are  yon 
Not  afraid  to  demand  it  I 

lOBNSTEIIf. 

Not  afraid ! 
Egad!  I  am  afraid.    You  look  as  if 
1  ask'd  for  something  better  than  your  name. 
By  the  face  you  put  on  it. 

WERNBB. 

Better,  sirT 

IDBaSTBlN. 

Better  or  worse,  like  matrimony,  what 

Shall  I  say  more  7  You  liave  been  a  guest  this  month 

Here  in  the  prince's  palace — (to  be  sure 

ills  highness  had  resign'd  it  to  the  ghosts 

And  rats  these  twelve  years ^but  't  is  still  a  pnlftce)-~ 

I  say  you  have  been  our  lodger,  and  as  yet 

We  do  not  know  yonr  name. 

WERNBB. 

Hy  name  it  Werner. 

IDEIVSTEI.f. 

A  goodly  name,  a  very  worthy  name, 

As  e'er  was  gilt  upon  a  trader's  hoard; 

I  have  a  cousiu  in  the  laxaretto 

Of  Hamburgh,  who  has  got  a  wife  who  b«re 

The  same.     He  is  an  ofhcer  of  truat. 


Surgeon  s  assisunt  (hoping  to  b«  surgeon), 
And  has  done  miracles  i*  the  way  of  buaineu. 
Pcrliaps  you  are  related  to  my  relative  1 

WBBNBB. 

To  yours  ? 

JOSBPBIHB. 

Oh,  yes,  we  are,  but  distantly. 

[Atido  to  WiBRB*. 
Oinnot  you  humour  the  dull  gossip  till 
We  learn  his  purpose? 

IDBNITBIN. 

Well,  I'm  glad  of  that; 
I  thought  so  all  along;  such  natural  yearnings 
Play'd  round  my  heart—blood  is  not  water,  coiiabi; 
And  so  let 's  have  some  wine,  and  drink  unto 
Our  bettor  acquaintance :  relatives  should  be 
Friends. 

WBBNBB. 

YoQ  appear  to  have  drunk  enongh  alfcady, 
And  if  you  had  not,  I  've  no  wine  to  offer. 
Else  it  were  yours;  but  this  you  know,  or  should  know : 
You  sec  1  am  poor  and  sick,  and  will  not  see 
That  1  would  be  alone;  but  to  your  buiineBS ! 
What  brings  you  here? 

IDBKSTSIM. 

Why,  what  should  bring  bm  hert? 

WBBNBB. 

I  know  not,  tliough  I  think  that  I  could  guess 
That  which  will  send  you  hence. 

iosBPBiNB  {atide). 

Patience,  dear  Werner' 

IDBNSTEIN. 

You  don't  know  what  has  happen'd,  then? 

iOSBPHINB. 

How  should  we? 

IDBNSTEIN. 

The  river  has  o'erflow'd. 

JOSBPatNB. 

Alas !  we  have  known 
That  to  our  sorrow,  for  these  five  dayt,  since 
It  keeps  us  here. 

IDBNSTEIN. 

But  what  you  don't  know  is. 
That  B  great  personage,  who  fain  would  cross 
Against  the  stream,  and  three  postilions'  wishes, 
Is  drown d  below  the  ford,  with  five  post-horses, 
A  monkey,  and  a  mastiff,  and  a  valet. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Poor  creatures!  are  you  sure? 

IDBNSTEIN. 

Yes,  of  the  monkty, 
And  the  valet, and  the  cattle;  but  as  yet 
We  know  not  if  his  excellency 's  dead 
Or  no;  your  noblemen  are  hard  to  drown. 
As  it  is  fit  that  men  in  office  should  be; 
But,  what  is  certain  is,  that  he  has  swailow'd 
Enough  of  the  Oder  to  have  burst  two  pcasanU{ 
And  now  a  Saxon  and  Hungarian  traveller, 
Who,  at  their  proper  peril,  snatch'd  him  from 
The  whirUog  ri\er,  have  sent  on  to  crave 
A  lodging,  or  a  grave,  according  as 
It  may  turn  out  with  the  live  or  dead  body. 

iosBraiNB. 
And  where  will  yon  receive  him?  hert,  I  hope. 
If  we  can  be  of  service — say  the  word. 
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IDEnSTKIN. 

Here!  no;  but  in  the  prince's  own  apartment, 
As  fits  a  noble  guest:  'tis  damp,  no  doubt. 
Not  liaviii{;  been  inbabited  tliesc  twcl\e  years; 
Bui  tben  lie  coines  from  a  mucb  dainpcr  pl.ice, 
So  scarerlv  will  caicb  cold  in  'l,  if  be  be 
Still  liable  to  cold — and  if  not,  \»by 
lie  11  be  Morse  lod[^;ed  to-morrow:  ne'crtlielcss, 
I  bave  orderd  fire  anti  all  appli;uiee> 
To  be  got  ready  for  ibe  wor>t — tbat  is, 
In  case  be  sbould  survive. 

JOSEI'IIINE. 

Poor  grntleman ' 
I  hope  he  will,  with  all  my  heart. 

WICRNER. 

lulendant, 
Have  you  not  Icarn'd  bis  -lame?  My  JoM>pl«iue, 

l^siile  to  his  teiyi*. 
Ilctire,  I  Ml  sift  this  fool.  [Exit  Josephine. 

inCNSTEIN. 

His  name?  oh  Lord! 
WIio  knows  if  be  hath  now  a  name  or  no? 
T  is  time  enough  to  a«k  it  when  lie  s  able 
To  give  an  answer,  or  if  not,  to  put 
Ills  heirs  upon  bis  epitaph.      Metiiouglif, 
Just  now  you  chid  me  for  dem.unliii^;  luimes  ^ 

wtRNtn. 
True,  true,  I  did  so;  you  say  well  .uid  wisely. 

Enter  Gadoh. 

GABon. 
If  I  intrude,  1  crave 

IDENSVKrN. 

Oil,  no  intrusion ' 
This  is  the  palace:  this  a  stranger  like 
Yourself;  I  pray  you  make  yourself  at  home  : 
But  where  's  hh  excellency,  aiiJ  bow^  fares  lie.' 

(iVIlOK. 

Wetly  aud  wearily,  but  out  of  peril; 

lie  paused  to  »  hau;;e  Imn  };arini'nts  i:i  a  eotlag<' 

(Where  1  tloffd  mine  f«)r  ilie>(r,  .iiid  CAinr  on  hillier.. 

And  has  almo^t  reroxei  d  from  bi>  dreneiiing. 

He  Mill  be  here  aaon. 

IDtNsrKIN. 

What  ho,  there  :  bu.-,tl«-: 
Without  there,  Herman,  W(  ilburg,  IVtcr,  Conrad! 

[Gii'O  (lirtctii)ni  to  different  strvants  who  cuter. 
A  nobleman  sleeps  here  to-night — see  that 
-\ll  is  in  oriler  iu  the  damask  ( jiamher — 
Keep  up  the  sJo\e  — 1  will  inyx  If  t(»  tli.>  c,  ihir— 
Aud  .'^ladjime  lilenstein  ^my  loiisort,  sirangcr, 
Shall  turuisli  forth  tli«-  hrtl-:i|<p,»rfl  ;  for, 
To  say  ib(<  irulli,  tiny  .ire  niarviUous  sr.jnt  r)f  this 
Wiilnn  tlic  pal  Iff  pre.  in«i-,  since  his  lii;;l»u<ss 
Left  it  sfMiie  iIo/imi  yiMr>  a^;o.      ,\nil  tli<-ii 
Hi-,  excellency  will  snp,  (Liuhlicss? 

r,  vr.o:i. 

I-.ilir 
I  "Mnnot  tell;    lait  I  should  think  the  pillow 
Wtmid  pltMsf  hini  hctler  lli  in  the  taldc,  after 
His  so;iking  ill  \onr  river:    hut  for  Tear 
^oiir  \i.inds  should  he  ihrovvn  aw:iv,  f  mean 
To  Slip  niy-elf,  .lud  have  a  fri('n<l  willnmt 
Who  will  do  huiiour  to  your  [jood  eluer  vsifh 
A  traxellcr  s  appetite. 


iDKNSThlJJ. 

But  are  you  sure 
His  excellency but  his  name,  what  is  it? 

GKROH. 

I  do  not  know. 

IDENSTEI.V. 

And  yet  you  saved  his  life. 

G\B0R. 

I  help'd  my  friend  to  do  so. 

lUKNSTErt. 

Will,  that 's  strange, 
To  sa\e  a  man's  life  whom  vou  do  uoi  know. 

GAIIOit. 

Not  so;  for  there  are  some  I  know  so  well, 
I  scarce  should  give  myself  the  trouble. 

IDE.VSTEI.N. 

Pray, 
Good  friend,  and  who  may  you  be? 

UABOR. 

By  my  family, 
Hungarian. 

IDENSTKIN. 

Which  is  caird? 

GAIIOR. 

It  matters  little. 

inENSTElN  Uiiide]. 

I  think  that  all  the  Morld  are  grown  anonymoiLS, 
Since  no  one  cares  to  tell  me  what  he  s  call'd ! 
Pray,  has  his  excellency  a  large  suite  ? 

GADOR. 

Sufhcicnt. 

n»ENSTKIN. 

Ib)\v  many? 

OVBOR. 

I  did  not  eonnt  them. 
We  came  up  by  mere  accident,  and  just 
In  time  to  ihag  him  through  his  carriage  window. 

11)1  NSTEIM. 

Well,  what  wouhl  I  give  to  si\e  a  great  man! 

No  doubt  you  11  ha\e  a  swingeing  sum  as  recompense. 

G  vDoi;. 
Perhaps. 

ii»r.\srFiN. 
Nov,  how  much  do  vou  reckon  on'' 
r.  iiior. . 
I  have  not  yet  put  up  myself  to  sale: 
In  the  mean  time,  my  best  reward  would  be 
A  glass  of  your  Hochheimer,  a  tjrcen  glass. 
Wreathed  with  rich  grapes  and  Bacchanal  devices, 
Ocrflovving  with  the  oldest  of  your  vinta(;e; 
Tor  wliich  I  promise  vou.  in  case  vou  e'er 
lUin  h,i/,!rd  of  heing  drown'd  f.ihhouijh  [  own 
It  sccnis,  of  all  tlcaths.  the  le.ist  likely  for  you ), 
I   li  pull  von  out  for  nothing.     Oiiick,  mv  friend, 
.\n(l  think,  for  e\erv  huniper  I  sh  ill  quaff, 
A  wave  the  less  iiiav  ndl  aho\e  Y<»ur  head. 

niKNsruN  [aside), 
\  don  I  niiirh  like  ihi-~  fellow — close  and  dry 
lie  s(  eius.  iwo  thiui',^  which  suit  me  not;  however, 
NN'iiie  h<'  shall  ha\e;  if  that  ntiiocks  him  not, 
1  shall  not  sleep  to-iii;;ht  for  curio- ilv. 

[Exit  lOLNSTClN. 

c\B«)R  (to  wm  n^r). 
This  in. 1st*  r  of  the  eeremonie.s  is 
the  inteii'i.irit  ot  the  palace,  I  prcsutne? 
r  is  a  lint   Ijiiilding,  Itut  decav  d. 
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WIlNKl. 

wiaifia. 

The  apartment 
Desigud  for  him  yon  rescued  will  be  found 

I  was. 

CiBOB. 

la  fitter  order  for  a  sickly  guest. 

You  look  one  still.     All  soldiers  are 

GABOB. 

Or  should  be  comrades,  even  though  enemies. 

I  wonder  then  you  occupied  it  not. 

Our  swords  when  drawn  must  cros«,  our  engines  aim 

For  you  seem  delicate  in  health. 

(While  leveU'd)  at  each  other's  hearts;  but  wheu 

WBaifta  {quickly). 
8ir: 

A  truce,  a  peace,  or  what  you  will,  remits 
The  steel  into  its  scabbard,  and  lets  sleep 

GABOa. 

Pray 
Excuse  me:  hare  I  said  anght  to  offond  you  I 

WBBllEa. 

Nothiof :  bnt  we  are  strangers  to  each  other. 

GABOB. 

And  that 's  the  reason  I  would  have  us  le%s  so! 
I  thought  our  bustling  guest  without  had  said 
You  were  a  chance  and  passing  guest,  the  counterpart 
Of  me  and  my  companions. 

wBaaiB. 

Very  true. 

GABOB. 

Then,  as  we  never  met  before,  and  never, 
It  may  be,  may  again  encounter,  why, 
I  tliought  to  cheer  up  this  old  dungeon  here 
[\i.  least  to  me)  by  asking  you  to  share 
The  fare  of  my  companions  and  myself. 

wBBifaa. 
Pmy,  pardon  me;  my  health 

GABOB. 

Even  as  yon  please. 
I  have  been  a  soldier,  and  perhaps  am  blunt 
In  bearing. 

WKSNKB. 

I  have  also  »er>ed,  and  can 
Requite  a  soldier's  greeUii(;. 

GABOB. 

In  what  service! 
The  imperial? 

WBaniB  {quickly,  and  then  interrupting  himself). 
I  commanded — no^l  mean 
I  served ;  bnt  it  is  many  years  a(;o, 
Wbeu  first  Bohemia  raised  her  banner  'gainst 
The  Austrian. 

GABOB. 

Well,  that's  over  now,  and  peace 
Has  tum'd  some  thousand  gallaut  liearts  adrift 
To  live  as  they  best  may:  and,  to  say  truth, 
Some  take  the  shortest. 

WKR!IBB. 

What  is  that? 

GABUR. 

Whateer 
Ttiey  lay  their  hands  on.     All  Silesia  and 
Lusatia's  woods  are  tenanted  by  tuods 
Of  the  late  troops,  who  levy  on  thr  country 
Their  maintenance:  the  Cliatelains  must  keep 
Tlieir  castle  walls — beyond  them  'i  is  but  doubtful 
Travel  for  your  rich  count  or  full-blown  baron. 
Uy  comfort  is  that,  wander  where  I  may, 
1  've  liule  left  to  lose  now. 

WEa2«BB. 

And  1 — nothing. 

6ABOB. 

Tliat  's  harder  still.     You  say  you  were  a  soldier? 


The  spark  which  lights  the  matchlock,  we  are  brethren. 
You  are  poor  and  uckly— I  am  not  rich  but  healthy; 
I  want  for  nothing  which  I  cannot  want; 
You  seem  devoid  of  this— -wilt  share  it? 

[Gabob  puUs  out  hit  purse. 

WBBNEB. 

Who 

Told  you  I  was  a  beggar? 

GABOB. 

You  yourself. 
In  saying  you  were  a  soldier  during  peace  time. 

WBRNKR  {lookintf  at  him  with  suspicion). 
You  know  me  not  ? 

GABOB. 

1  know  no  man,  not  even 
Myself:  how  should  I  then  know  one  I  ne'er 
IteUeld  till  half  an  hour  since  ? 

WBRMBB. 

Sir,  I  thank  you. 
Your  offer  's  noble,  were  it  to  a  friend. 
And  not  unkind  as  to  an  unknown  stranger. 
Though  «icarcely  prudent;  but  no  le«s  I  thank  you. 
1  am  a  beggar  in  all  save  his  trade. 
And  when  I  brg  of  any  one,  it  shall  be 
Of  him  who  was  the  finit  (o  offer  what 
Few  can  obtain  by  asking.     Pardon  me. 

[Exit  Vt'in'ifsu 
GABOR  {solus). 
A  goodly  fellow  by  his  looks,  though  worn, 
As  most  goo<l  fellows  are,  hy  pain  or  pleasure, 
Which  tear  life  out  of  us  before  our  time: 
I  scarce  know  which  most  quickly;  but  he  seems 
To  have  seen  better  days,  as  who  ha.%  not 
Who  has  seen  yesterday  ? — But  here  approaches 
Our  sage  intendant,  with  the  wine;  however, 
For  the  cup's  sake  1  '11  bear  the  cup-bearer. 

Enter  Idknstbik. 

IDBNSTEIN. 

T  i.s  here!  the  supernaculum  !  twenty  years 
Of  age,  if 't  is  a  day. 

04BOB. 

Which  epoch  makes 
Young  women  and  old  wine,  and  't  t%  great  pity 
Of  two  such  excellent  things,  increase  of  years. 
Which  still  improves  the  one,  should  spoil  the  other. 
Fill  full — Here  s  to  our  hostess— your  fair  wife. 

[Takes  the  glass. 

IDBRSTEtH. 

Fair !— Well,  I  trust  your  taste  in  wine  is  equal 
To  that  you  show  for  beauty !  but  I  pledge  you 
Nevertheless. 

GABOB. 

Is  not  the  lovely  woman 
I  met  in  the  adjacent  liall,  who,  with 
An  air,  and  port,  and  eye,  which  would  have  better 
Ik'Mrem'd  tliis  palace  in  its  brightest  days 
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(Thonph  in  a  (jarh  adapted  to  its  present 
AUandoumcnl),  rotiirn'd  my  Kululalion — 
h  not  the  same  your  spouse? 

IDENSTEIN. 

I  would  she  were! 
Uut  you  're  mistaken — that 's  the  stranger's  wife. 

GVBOR. 

And  by  her  aspect  she  mi(;ht  be  a  prince's: 
Thou(;h  time  hath  touch'd  Iut  too,  she  still  retains 
Much  beauty,  and  more  majesty. 

IDE.NSTRIN. 

And  that 
Is  more  than  f  can  say  for  Madame  Idenstein, 
At  least  in  beauty;  as  for  majesty, 
She  has  some  of  its  properties  wliioh  might 
l»o  spared — but  never  mind  ! 

UABOR. 

I  don't.     Rut  who 
May  he  this  stran{;er7     He  too  hath  a  bearing 
Above  his  outward  fortunes. 

IDkNSTEIN. 

Thtre  I  differ, 
lie  's  poor  as  Job,  and  not  so  p.itieul;  but 
Who  lie  may  be,  or  what,  or  aiit;lil  of  him, 
Kxeepi  his  name  (ind  that  I  only  learn'd 
To-night),  I  know  not. 

GABOR. 

But  how  came  he  here? 

lUENSTtlM. 

In  a  most  miserable  old  caleehc. 

About  a  mouth  since,  and  immediately 

Fell  siek,  almost  to  death,      lie  should  have  died. 

GAROR. 

Tender  and  true  ! — but  why? 

IDENSTEIN. 

Why,  what  is  life 
Without  a  living?   He  has  not  a  stiver. 

G  \liOR. 

Tn  that  eiise,  I  much  wonder  that  a  person 
of  your  apparent  pru«l«'nee  should  admit 
Guests  so  forlorn  into  this  nobic  ni.insion. 

lUK>i<>TEI'>l. 

That 's  true;  but  pity,  as  you  know,  does  mnke 
Ones  he.irl  euinmit  thew;  follies;  and  besides, 
rii.-v  ImiI  some  \aluablcs  left  at  that  time. 
Which  p.iid  their  way  up  lo  the  pre^ent  hour, 
.\iid  so  I  thought  they  might  as  well  be  lodged 
Here  as  at  tlie  small  ta\crn,  and  I  gave  them 
The  run  of  some  of  the  oldest  palace  rooms. 
They  scrvrd  to  air  them,  .it  tlie  least  as  long 
As  they  could  pay  for  lire-wood. 

GVBOR. 

Poor  souls! 

IDE.MSTEl.f. 

Ay, 

Kxceeding  poor. 

GADOR. 

Ami  yet  unused  to  poverty. 
If  I  mistake  not.    Whither  were  they  going  ? 

IDKMSTEIN. 

Oh!  Ilenven  knows  where,  unUss  lo  heaven  itself, 
."some  dav>  ;igo  that  luokd  the  likeliest  journey 
Tor  Werner. 

GVUUR. 

Werner!  I  have  heard  the  name, 
but  It  may  be  afeign'd  oue. 


IDENSTEIN. 

Like  enough ! 
But  hark!  a  noise  of  wheels  and  voices,  and 
.\  blaze  of  torches  from  without.     As  sure 
As  destiny,  his  excellency  's  come. 
I  must  be  at  my  post:  will  you  not  join  me. 
To  help  him  from  his  carriage,  and  present 
Your  humble  duty  at  the  door? 

GABOR. 

I  drapgM  him 
Trom  out  that  carriige  when  he  would  have  given 
His  barony  or  county  lo  repel 
The  rusliiii|;  river  from  his  gurgling  throat, 
lie  h;«s  valets  now  enon^;h:  thev  stood  aloof  then 
Sinking  ilieir  dripping  ears  upon  the  shore, 
.\ll  roaring,  «« llelpl»  but  offering  none;  and  as 
For  iliity  fas  you  call  it)  I  did  mine  t/ien. 
Now  (\o  yours.     Hence,  an«l  bow  and  cringe  him  here! 

lOENSTFt:^. 

/cringe! — but  I  shall  lose  the  opportunity — 
Plague  take  it!  he  11  be  here,  and  I  ttot there  ! 

[£.\if  loBNSTEi?!,  hastily. 

Re-enter  Werner. 

WERNER  f  to  himself ). 
1  heard  a  noi<e  of  wheels  and  voices.      How 
All  soiiikK  now  jar  nie! 

I  I'trcfi II imj  (^vHoR!.  Still  here!  Is  he  not 
A  spy  of  my  pvirsiursj  llis  frank  offer, 
So  MiJdnilv,  aii<l  lo  a  stranger,  wore 
I  be  :ispeet  of  a  serrri  ciifinv; 
For  friends  are  slow  at  such, 

«.  vhoa. 

You  srem  rapt, 
And  yet  (he  lime  is  iu»l  akin  to  thought. 
Tliesc  old  wails  will  Uc  noisy  soon.     The  baron, 
Ov  coiiiit  ^or  wliaisoeVr  this  balf-<lrownd  noble 
Miv  I  v],  for  whom  this  desolate  \iilage,  and 
Its  jotie  mil. ibit. Mils,  sli.iw  more  respect 
Than  did  the  elements,  is  come. 

IDE.NSTKI.H  'wiUiout^.. 

This  way — 
This  way,  your  e\rellence: — have  a  care. 
The  staire-isf  is  a   lilth-  idoorTiy,  and 
Somewhn  dceayM;  but  if  we  had  expectctl 
So  liijjh  a  guest — pray  take  my  arm,  my  lord! 

Entrr  SiiuLEMiFiM,  Idenstfin,  ««</  Attendants,  pn-rtly 
hii  own,  itnd  imrtly  retainers  vfthe  domain  of  whn.h 
loENsiKi.N  i>  intcndant. 

STKALE.MIEIM. 

1  11  rest  me  here  a  moment. 

iDENSTti?!    to  the  %ervnntt). 
(Ml!  a  chair! 
Instantly,  knaves!  [Siralemueim  siCs  (Jown. 

w^F.RNEh  [aside). 
T  is  he! 

SIKAI.FMIEIM. 

1  ni  better  now. 
Who  are  these  strangers? 

ll)ENSTtl?(. 

Please  yt>u,  my  good  lord. 
One  savs  he  is  no  straH(jor. 

WERNER  {aloud  ond  hastily'. 
H'ho  says  that? 
[  They  look  at  him  witii  iUTpri*< 
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tOENITIIlV. 

Why,  no  ooe  »poke  ofyou^  or  to  you  /— bttl 

Here  9  ooe  bis  excetlcDcy  may  be  pleaiwrd 

To  recogoise.  [Pointing  to  Gaboi. 

CABOB. 

I  leek  not  to  disturb 
Ili<i  noble  memory. 

tT^ALBNHBIIC. 

I  apprehend 
Tbis  is  one  of  the  slraii(;ers  to  whose  aid 
I  owe  my  rescue.     Is  not  that  the  other? 

[Pointing  to  Wbbnxr. 
My  stale,  when  I  was  succour'd,  mu&t  excuse 
My  uDceruinty  to  whom  I  owe  so  much. 

IDEffSTSm. 

lie !— DO,  my  lord !  be  rather  waoU  for  rescne 
Ttian  ran  afford  it.     T  is  a  poor  sick  man. 
Travel-tired,  and  lately  risen  from  a  bed 
From  whence  he  never  dream'd  to  rise. 

tTBAUlflBIH. 

Hethougbt 
Ttiat  there  were  two. 

CABOB. 

There  were,  in  company ; 
But,  in  the  service  render'd  to  your  lordship, 
I  needs  must  say  but  one^  and  lie  is  absent. 
The  chief  part  of  whatever  aid  was  render'd 
Wa«»  his :  it  was  his  fortune  to  be  first. 
My  will  was  not  inferior,  but  his  strength 
And  youth  oulstripp'd  me;  therefore  do  not  waste 
Your  thanks  on  me.     I  was  but  a  glad  second 
Unto  a  nobler  principal. 

tTBALENlBIIC. 

Where  is  he? 

Alf    ATTEKDANT. 

My  lord,  be  tarried  in  the  cotLige,  where 
Your  excellency  rested  for  an  hour, 
And  said  he  would  be  here  to-morrow. 

STBALBNBEtM. 

Till 
That  hour  arrives,  I  can  but  offer  thanks 
And  then 

GABOB. 

I  seek  no  more,  and  scarce  deserve 
So  much.     My  comrade  may  !(pi*ak  for  himself. 
STRALENHBIM  (Jixing  hit  eyes  upon  web^lr,  tiien  aiide). 
It  cannot  be  !  and  yet  he  mu»t  br  iook'd  to. 
T  i»  twenty  years  since  I  beheld  him  with 
These  eyes ;  and,  tlinn(;li  my  agents  still  have  kept 
Theirs  on  him,  policy  hat  held  aliMif 
My  own  from  his,  not  to  alarm  him  into 
Su«-picion  of  my  plan.     Why  did  I  leave 
At  ll:imbur{;h  those  who  would  have  made  assurance 
If  this  be  he  or  uo?     1  thon<;ht,  ere  now. 
To  have  been  lord  of  Sirjjcndorf,  and  parted 
In  iM^tf,  thuu^li  e\en  the  elements  appear 
To  ti(;ht  against  me,  and  this  sudden  (loud 

May  keep  me  prisoner  here  till 

[He  pausei  and  looks  at  Wernbb;  then  resumet. 

This  man  must 
Be  watch'd.  If  it  is  he,  he  is  so  changed, 
Hi>(  father,  rising  from  his  grave  again, 
\Vould  pass  him  by  unkuown.    I  must  be  wary ; 
An  error  would  spoil  all. 

IbBNSTEIII. 

Your  lordship  seems 


Pensive.    Will  it  not  please  you  to  pass  on? 

STBALBNHBIM. 

T  is  past  fatigue  which  gives  my  weigh'd-down  spirit 
An  outward  show  of  thonghi.     I  will  to  rest. 

IDENSTEtrr. 

The  prince's  chamber  is  prepared,  with  all 
The  very  furniture  the  prince  used  when 
Last  here,  in  its  full  splendour. 

{j4side.)  Somewhat  tatter'd 
And  devilish  damp,  but  fine  enough  by  torch-light; 
And  that 's  enough  for  your  right  noble  blood 
Of  twenty  quartt*ring«i  upon  a  hatchment : 
So  let  their  bearer  sleep  'oealh  something  like  one 
Now,  as  he  one  day  will  for  ever  lie. 

STBALENHEtM  {Hsing  and  turning  to  gabob). 
Good  night,  good  people !     Sir,  1  trust  tonnorrow 
Will  find  me  apter  to  requite  your  service. 
In  the  mean  lime,  I  crave  your  company 
A  moment  in  my  chamber. 

OABOB. 

I  attend  you. 

fTBALANBEIH. 

(After  a  few  stof  s,  ^MSMsei,  and  calls  Wbbiibb). 
Friend! 

WKB!«SB. 

Sir? 

iraiftTBlN. 

Sir  •'  Lord  !— oh,  I^rd  !  Why  don't  you  say 
His  lordship,  or  his  excellency  T     Pray, 
My  lord,  excuse  this  poor  mau's  want  of  breeding  : 
He  bath  not  been  accustom'd  to  admission 
To  such  a  presence. 

STBALAIflBIH  (to  IdBIVSTBIN). 

Peace,  inlendant  * 

IDBMSTEtn. 

Oh' 
I  am  dumb. 

iTBALBNRBIM  (to  WsBflKB). 

Have  you  been  long  here  ? 

WERNEB. 

Long> 

•TBALBNIBtM. 

I  sought 
An  answer,  not  an  echo. 

WBBNER. 

You  may  seek 
Doth  from  the  walls.     I  am  not  used  to  answer 
Those  whom  1  know  not. 

STBALENBilW. 

Inilecd  !  ne'er  the  less. 
You  mii;ht  reply  with  courtesy,  to  what 
Is  a&k'd  in  kindness. 

web:ieb. 
When  I  know  it  such, 
I  will  requiie^-that  is,  reply — in  unison. 

SrBALENHEIM. 

The  intendant  said,  you  had  been  detain'd  by  sickness— 
If  1  could  aid  you — ^journeying  llie  same  way  f 

WEBKER  {guickly). 
I  am  not  journeying  the  same  way. 

STBALBKUBIM. 

How  know  ye 
That,  ere  you  know  my  route  ? 

WBBMBB. 

BecauBe  there  is 
But  one  way  that  tbe  rich  and  poor  biimC  Cread 
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Toy«tl»cr.     You  ilivrr{;«^il  from  lliat  tlreail  path 
Some  iioiirs  nyo,  and  I  some  days;  hcnccf«>rlli 
Our  roads  must  lie  asunder,  thouijii  they  tend 
All  to  one  home. 

STRALENHECM. 

Your  language  is  above 
Your  station. 

\¥ERNLR  {bitterly). 
hit? 

STRALEMUEIM. 

Or,  at  least,  beyond 
Your  garb. 

WERNEK, 

T  is  well  that  it  is  not  beneath  it, 
As  sometimes  happens  to  the  better  clad. 
But,  in  a  word,  what  would  you  with  me  ? 

STRALENQEIM   [iturtlcd). 

1! 

MEP.NER. 

Yes — you!     You  know  me  not,  and  question  m»% 
And  wonder  th.ii  1  aiiswor  not — not  knowinj; 
My  iufjuisiior.     Kxplaiu  what  you  would  have; 
And  then  I  11  satisfy  youf.elf,  or  me. 

SI  K\r.EMiF.i\r. 
1  knew  not  that  you  had  rea.s«>u,s  for  reserve. 

Manv  have  such  ; — Have  vou  none? 

SIHALLMJLIM. 

None  which  can 
Interest  a  mere  stranger. 

WERNER. 

Then  forgive 
The  same  unknown  and  humbi''  stranger,  if 
lie  wishes  to  remain  so  to  the  m<iu 
Who  can  have  nought  in  common  with  him 

MRALENUblM. 

Sir, 
I  will  not  baulk  your  humour,  though  untoward  : 
I  only  uieuit  you  service — but,  good  niglil  ! 
Intendatit,  show  the  way  ! 

(to  (iAFioii).  Sir,  vou  will  vviih  me? 
[E.veinif  Sn<iLi..Mii:i.M  <«"«/  Attcndnnti^  Ide.nstci.' 
and  (lAiior.. 

WERNER    SoJuO. 

T  is  he!     I  *ni  taken  in  the  toils.     I'ufore 

1  quitted  Hamburgh,  (iiulio,  his  lale  steward 

liiforind  mc,  that  he  had  obtain  d  an  onler 

From  nrauflenbnrgh  s  elector,  for  the  .irrest 

Of  Kruitzner  fsuih  the  name  I  then  bore;,  when 

1  came  up(»n  the  frontier;  the  free  city 

Alone  pn  scrvctl  my  freed(»ni  —  till  I  left 

Its  vails— fool  that  I  was  to  <piit  them  I     Hut 

I  dc'md  this  liuinble  garb,  atid  route  ol)NCUie, 

•  lad  baffled  tlic  ^low-houttds  in  thrir  pursuit. 

What  's  to  be  don«,' '      He  ki)o>»s  me  not  by  person; 

Nur  could  auglit,  save  the  eye  of  apj)relieiJsion, 

Have  recognised  him,  after  twenty  years, 

W«'  lui't  so  rarely  and  so  coldly  iu 

Onr  youth.     Uiil  those  about  hlin  !     Now  1  can 

Divine  the  frankness  of  the  Hungarian,  who. 

No  d(>nbt,  is  a  mere  tool  and  spy  of  Slralenheim  s 

To  soiu'.d  and  to  secure  nie.      Wiilionl  means'. 

Sick,  poor — bci;irl  too  with  the  llooiling  rivers, 

lnipass.ll>!,-  e\en  to  the  vn.ilihv.  with 

,\ll  the  appli.incrj;  which  pni  chase  UKub's 

()f  «>\(  rpowering  pccil  with  nii  us  lives, — 


How  can  I  hope?  .\n  hour  ago  methought 
My  state  beyond  <lespair;  and  now,   lis  such. 
The  past  seems  paradise.     AnoUu^r  day, 
.\iid  I'm  detected, — on  the  very  eve 
Of  honours,  rights,  and  my  inheritance, 
When  a  few  drops  of  goUl  might  save  me  still 
In  favouring  an  escape. 

Enter  Idensiein  and  Fritz  in  couvenntioti. 

FRITZ. 

Immediately. 

IDENSTEIN. 

I  tell  you,  't  is  impossible. 

FRITZ. 

It  must 
Vu'  tried,  however;  and  if  one  express 
Fail,  you  must  send  on  others,  till  the  answer 
Arrives  from  Frankfort,  from  the  commandant. 

IUEXSTEI."»I. 

I  will  do  what  I  can. 

FRIT/. 

And  rec«dlecl 
To  spare  no  trouble;  you  will  be  repaid 
Tenfold. 

ir>ENSTEIM. 

The  baron  is  retired  to  rest? 

FRITZ. 

He  hatli  thrown  himself  into  .m  easy  chair 
Ilcside  the  fire,  and  slumbers;  and  has  order'tl 
He  may  not  be  distuibd  until  eleven, 
When  he  will  take  himself  to  bed. 

IDENSTEIN. 

Before 
An  hour  is  past  I  'II  do  my  best  to  serve  him. 

FRITZ. 

Uemember!  J  fT.vif  Frit.- 

IDENSTEIN. 

The  devil  take  these  great  men  !  they 
Think  all  things  made  for  them.      Now  here  mu*l  I 
Rouse  up  some  half  a  do/en  shivering  vassals 
From  their  scant  pallets,  .ind,  at  peril  of 
Their  liv«'s,  despatch  them  o'er  the  river  towards 
Frankfort.      Methiiiks  the  barons  o^n  experience 
Some  hours  .igo  might  teach  him  fellow-feeling: 
But  no,  «« it  must,\'  and  there  s  an  end.     How  uow  ■* 
Are  you  there.  Mynheer  Werner? 

WERNER. 

You  have  left 
Your  noble  guest  right  rpiickly. 

IhENSTEIN. 

Yes — he  s  <lc7ni-^. 
And  'crm^  to  like  that  none  should  sleep  besides. 
Here  is  a  packet  for  the  coininaiidant 
Of  Frankfort,  at  all  risks  an<l  all  expi-nses; 
Lul  1  must  not  lose  time  :  good  night! 

[Exit  Idenstj  i> 

WERNfrR. 

"To  Frankfort *- 

So,  so,  it  thickens!  Ay,  «  the  commandant. » 
This  l.illies  well  with  all  the  prior  steps 
Of  this  cool  calculatiug  licnd,  who  walks 
lUivveen  nil-  and  mvr  fathers  house.      No  doubt 
He  Mriti-.  for  a  d<>iachment  to  convey  me 
Inio  stiiue  secret  fortn  ss. — Sooner  than 

Tiii, 

( Wj  RM.R  looks  nrounti,  nud  snatt  hc<  tip  n  tni,* 
/)nif/  un  a  tclAc  in  n  recesi. 
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Now  I  am  matter  of  myself  at  least. 
Hark ! — fboUtept !     How  do  I  know  that  StraleDheim 
Will  wait  for  even  the  sbow  of  that  authority 
Which  ifl  to  overshadow  usurpation  T 
That  be  tospecU  me  '*  certain.     I  'm  alone; 
He  with  a  numerous  train.     I  weak ;  he  strong 
In  gold,  in  numbers,  rank,  authority. 
I  nameless,  or  involving  in  my  name 
Destruction,  till  I  reach  my  own  domain ; 
He  full  blown  with  his  titles,  which  impose 
Still  farther  on  these  obscure  p«tiy  burthen 
Than  they  could  do  elsewhere.     Hark !  nearer  still ! 
I  '11  to  the  secret  pa<isa(;e,  which  communicates 

With  the No  !  all  is  silent— 't  was  my  fancy! — 

Still  as  the  breathless  inirnral  between 

The  flash  and  thunder : — I  mu«t  hush  my  soul 

Amidst  its  perils.     Yet  I  will  retire, 

To  see  if  still  be  unexplored  the  passage 

I  wot  of:  it  will  serve  me  as  a  den 

Of  secrecy  for  some  hours,  at  the  worst. 

[WtiNKR  draws  a  pannel  andexit^  closing  it 
a/Ur  him. 

Enter  Gaioe  and  Josbphinb. 

OABOB. 

Where  is  your  husband  ? 

JOSBPIIflB. 

JSTere,  I  thought  :  I  left  him 
Not  long  since  in  his  chamber.     But  these  rooms 
Have  many  outlets,  and  he  may  be  gone 
To  accompany  the  intendant. 

OABOI. 

Baron  Stralenheim 
Pot  many  questions  to  the  intendant  on 
The  subject  of  your  lord,  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  have  my  doubts  if  he  means  well. 

lOSBPIIlfB. 

Alas! 
What  can  there  be  in  common  with  the  proud 
And  wealthy  baron  and  the  unknown  Weruer  ? 

6ABOB. 

That  yon  know  best. 

lOSCrBllfB. 

Or,  if  it  wrre  so,  how 
Come  you  to  stir  yourself  in  his  behalf. 
Rather  ilian  that  of  him  whosr  life  you  saved  ? 

GABOB. 

I  help'd  to  save  him,  as  in  peril ;  but 
I  did  not  pledge  myself  to  serve  him  in 
Oppression.     I  know  well  these  nobles,  and 
Their  thousand  modes  of  trampling  on  tlie  poor. 
I  have  proved  them,  and  my  spirit  boils  up  when 
I  find  them  practising  against  the  weak: — 
This  is  my  only  motive. 

JOSEPHINE. 

It  wculd  be 
Not  easy  to  persuade  my  consort  of 
Your  good  iu  ten  lions. 

OABOB. 

Is  he  so  suspicious  ? 

JOSKPai?lB. 

He  was  not  once ;  but  time  and  troubles  have 
Blade  him  what  you  beheld. 

GABOB. 

I  'm  sorry  for  it 
Suspicion  is  a  heavy  armour,  and 


With  its  own  weight  impedes  more  than  protects. 
Good  niglit.    I  trust  to  meet  with  him  at  day-break. 

[Exit  Gabob. 

tU-enter  iDBtiSTBin  and  some  peasants.    Josipbiiib 
retires  up  tlie  Hall, 

riBST    PBASANT. 

Butif  rndrown'd? 

IDBNSTBIIf. 

Why,  you  'II  lie  well  paid  for  't, 
And  have  risk'd  more  than  drowning  for  as  much, 
I  doubt  not. 

SECOND    PEASANT. 

But  our  wives  and  families ! 

IDBNSTBIIf. 

Cannot  be  worse  off  thau  llicy  are,  and  may 
Be  better. 

THIBD    PEASANT. 

I  have  neither,  and  will  venture. 

lOENSTBIN. 

That 's  right.     A  gallant  carle,  and  fit  to  be 
A  soldier.     I  'II  promote  you  to  tlie  ranks 
In  the  prince's  body-guard — if  you  succeed  ; 
Aiul  you  shall  luve  besides  in  sparkling  coin 
Two  thalers. 

TBIBD   PEASANT. 

No  morel 

IDENSTBIN. 

Out  upon  your  avarice! 
Can  that  low  vice  alloy  so  much  ambition  T 
I  tell  thee,  fellow,  that  two  thalers  in 
Small  change  will  subdivide  into  a  treasure. 
Do  not  five  hundred  thousand  heroes  daily 
Risk  lives  and  souls  for  the  tithe  of  one  thaler T 
When  had  you  half  the  sum? 

THIBD    PEASANT. 

Never — but  ne'er 
The  less  I  must  have  three. 

IDENSTBIN. 

Have  you  forgot 
Whose  vassal  you  were  born,  knave? 

TBlBD    PEASANT. 

No— the  prince's, 
.\nd  not  the  stranger's. 

IDENSTBIN. 

Sirrah  !  in  the  prince's 
Absence,  I  *m  sovereign ;  and  the  baron  is 
My  intimate  connexion. — «  Cousin  Idenstein! 
(^Ouolh  he)  you  'II  order  out  a  doxen  villains.* 
And  so,  you  villains!  troop — march — march,  I  say: 
And  if  a  single  dogs  ear  of  this  packet 
lie  sprinkled  by  the  Oder — look  to  it ! 
For  every  page  of  paper,  shall  a  hide 
Of  yours  be  stretch  d  as  parchment  on  a  drum, 
l/ike  Ziska's  skin,  to  beat  alarm  to  all 
Hefractory  vassals,  who  cannot  effect 
Impossibilities — Away,  ye  earth-worms ! 

[Exit,  driving  them  out. 
JOSBPHINB  {coming  firward).  ^ 

I  fain  would  shun  these  scenes,  too  oft  repeated. 
Of  feudal  tyranny  o'er  petty  victims; 
I  cannot  aid,  and  will  not  witness  such. 
Kvcn  here,  in  this  remote,  unnamed,  dull  spot, 
The  dimmest  in  the  district's  map,  exist 
The  iusolcure  of  wealth  in  poverty 
O'er  something  poorer  still — the  pride  of  rank 

So 
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In  servitude,  o'er  somolliint;  slill  more  servile; 

And  vice  in  mi&<ry  affcclinu  slill 

A  titterd  splendour.     Wlial  a  stale  of  being  I 

In  Tuscany,  my  own  dear  sunny  land, 

Our  nobles  were  but  citizens  and  merchants 

Like  Cosmo.     We  had  evils,  but  not  such 

As  these;  and  our  all-ripe  and  pushing  valleys 

Made  poverty  more  cheerful,  where  each  herb 

Was  in  itself  a  meal,  and  every  vine 

Rain'd,  as  it  were,  the  beverage  which  makes  gl.nl 

The  heart  of  man ;  and  the  ne'er  unfelt  sun 

(But  rarely  clouded,  and  when  clouded,  leaving 

His  warmth  behind  in  memory  of  his  beams) 

JIakes  the  worn  mantle,  and  the  thin  robe,  less 

Oppressive  than  an  cmperor'sjewelld  purple. 

But,  here  !  the  despots  of  the  north  appear 

To  imitate  the  ice-wind  of  their  clime, 

Searching  the  shivering  vassal  through  his  rags, 

To  wring  his  soul — as  the  bleak  elements 

His  form.     And  'l  is  to  be  amongst  these  sovereigns 

Sly  husband  pants!  and  such  his  pride  of  birth — 

That  twenty  years  of  usage,  such  as  no 

Father,  born  in  a  humble  state,  could  nerve 

His  soul  to  persecute  a  son  withal. 

Hath  changed  no  atom  of  his  early  nature; 

But  I,  born  nobly  also,  from  my  fathers 

Klmlness  was  taught  a  different  lesson.     Father' 

May  tliy  long-ined  and  now  rewarded  spirit 

Look  down  on  us  and  our  so  long  desired 

riric!  1  love  my  son,  as  thou  didst  me  ! 

What  's  that  ?     Thou,  Werner!  can  it  be  :  and  thus. 

Entcr'^XhM'Sf.R  hastily,  with  Vie  knife  in  his  hand,  by  th 
secret  pnnuel,  whivli  he  cloies  hurriedly  after  him. 

wniNKH  (not  fit  first  recotjni%iiuj  her). 

DiscoverMI  ilu'U  Til  sLib (rcfognisiiuj  her). 

Ah  !  Josephine, 
Why  art  thou  not  at  rest  1 

JOSF.PniNE. 

What  rest?     My  Cod  ' 
What  doth  this  mean? 

VNEKKEK  '  sh()nin(j  n  rottlenu  . 

Here's  qolU — tjttld,  Josephine, 
Will  rescue  us  from  this  detcsied  dungoon. 

JOSJ  l'II!>K. 

And  how  obtain'd  ? — that  knife! 

WEARIER. 

'T  is  bloodless — )  et 
.\way — we  must  to  our  chamber. 

JOSEPUI.NE. 

But  whence  com  st  ihon 

WEnNER. 

Ask  not  I   but  let  ns  think  where  we  shall  go — 
This — this  vvill  make  us  way  iihowintj  the  goldj. 

1  11  hi  them  now. 

JOSEPHINE. 

I  d.ire  not  tbink  thee  guilty  of  dishonour. 

ni«,li(jnuiu' ! 

JOSEPIIINE. 

I  have  s.iid  it. 

WFRISER. 

L''t  Us  hence  : 
r  In  llir  l.isi  niglit,  I  irn-»r,  iliU  \vc  nrcd  pjss  her/v 

J<»>tl'llIM 

\ii>l  ni>l  llie  >\  cir^l,   I   lioj'i-. 


W  ERXER. 

Hope  !  I  make  sure. 
But  let  us  to  our  chamber. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Yet  one  question ! 
What  hast  thou  done  ? 

WERNER  [fiercely). 

Left  one  thing  nntlone,  which 
Had  made  all  well :  let  me  not  think  of  it. 
.Vway  ! 

JOSEPHINE. 

Alas,  that  I  should  doubt  of  thee! 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 

SCKNE    I. 
//  Hall  in  tJie  same  Palace. 
Enter  Idenstein  and  others. 

IDENSTHN. 

Fine  doings  !  goodly  doings  !  honest  doings! 

A  baron  pillagrd  in  a  jirince's  palace! 

Where,  till  this  hour,  surli  a  siu  ne'er  was  heard  of. 

FRITZ. 

It  hanily  could,  unless  the  rats  despoil'd 
The  mice  of  a  few  shn-ds  of  tapestry. 

IDENSTEIN. 

Oh  !  that  I  r'er  should  live  to  ser  this  day  ! 
The  honour  of  our  city  "s  gone  for  ever. 

Kiiirz. 
WrII,  but  now  to  <liscover  the  delinquent; 
The  baron  is  deu-rmined  not  lu  lose 
Ibis  sum  without  a  search. 

IDE.NSTEIX. 

And  so  am  I. 

FRITZ. 

But  wiiom  do  you  suspect? 

IKLNSTEIN. 

Suspect !  all  people 
Without — within — above — below — Heaven  help  me' 

FRIT/. 

Is  there  no  otlicr  entrance  to  the  chamber; 

IDENSrtlM. 

None  wh.ile^er. 

FKIl  7.. 

Are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

IDF \SrFIN. 

Ccrt.iin.     I  ha\c  ii\cd  and  serveil  hero  .nince  my  birlb. 
And  if  tlu-re  were  -^iicb,  must  ha>e  heard  of  .-^uch, 
Or  scon  it. 

FRIT7.. 

Then  it  must  be  some  one  who 
ILul  access  to  the  ante*  liainber. 

IDI.NSIEIN. 

Doubtless. 

FRITZ. 

The  man  rall'd  Werner  's  poor  I 

IUk>srFIN. 

Poor  as  a  rais«?r. 
But  lodp.cd  vo  f.ir  off,  in  the  oilwr  wing. 
By  N^liicli  ilicre  s  no  coinmunic.ition  with 
I  lie  li.tKHi's  clumber,  ili.il  it  cant  be  he: 
Besides,  I  ii.ide  linn  •<  g«>nd  nigliin  in  the  hall, 
AliUdNi  .1  inde  off,  and  vliirh  oolv  leails 
Tk  his  it\Mi  ajLirlineiit,  alxtiil  ihe  same  time 
\\  lii-n  l\n>  l<ni  [;l.iri«)Us.  KiireixMis  fcloiiv 
Ajijx.iis  Id  ii.ne  hrcu  coniinined. 
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raiTZ. 

There  's  aoodaer— 
Tlie  stranger — 

lOBNSTKltf. 

The  Rungarlao? 
riiTx. 

lie  irho  help'd 
To  fish  the  baroo  from  the  Oder. 

JDtMSTlIJf. 

Not 
Unlikely.     But,  boUl — might  it  not  have  been 
One  of  the  suite  ? 

raiTZ. 
How?  »^e.  Sir! 

IDBMSTBllf. 

Mo— DOt  yoUf 
But  some  of  the  ioferior  knaves.     You  say 
The  baron  was  asleep  in  the  great  chair — 
The  velvet  chair — in  his  embroider'd  night-gown ; 
His  toilet  spread  before  him,  and  upon  it 
A  cabinet  with  letters,  papers,  and 
Several  rouleaux  of  gold  ;  of  which  one  only 
Has  disappear'd: — the  door  onbolied,  with 
No  difficult  access  to  any. 

riiTZ. 
Good  sir. 
Be  not  so  quick :  the  honour  of  (he  corps, 
Which  forms  the  baron's  household,  s  unimpeach'd, 
From  steward  to  S(*uUioo,  save  in  the  fair  way 
Of  peculation;  such  as  in  accompts, 
Wrights,  measures,  larder,  cellar,  buttery, 
Where  all  men  take  their  prey ;  as  also  in 
Postage  of  letten,  g.iihering  of  rents, 
Purveying  feasts,  aud  undcfftiauding  with 
The  honest  trades  who  furnish  noble  roasters  : 
But  for  your  p«tty,  picking,  dowuriyht  thievery, 
W*c  scorn  it  as  we  do  board-wages  :  (lien 
Had  one  of  our  folks  douc  it,  he  would  not 
Have  been  so  poor  a  spirit  a%  to  hazard 
His  neck  for  one  rouleau,  but  have  swoop'd  all ; 
Also  the  cabinet,  if  portable. 

lOKNSTIIN. 

There  is  some  sense  in  that 

FBITZ. 

No,  sir ;  be  sure 
T  was  none  of  our  corps;  but  some  petty,  trivial 
Picker  and  stealer,  without  art  or  genius. 
The  only  question  is — Who  else  could  have 
Access,  save  the  Uungariau  aud  yourself  ? 

lOENSTBIM. 

You  don't  mean  me  ? 

raiTz. 
No,  sir ;  I  honour  more 
Your  talents 

IDINSTBIII. 

And  my  principles,  I  hope. 

FBITZ. 

Of  course.    Bat  to  the  point :  What 's  to  be  done  ? 

IDB!<ISTBI?I. 

Nothing — but  there 's  a  good  deal  to  be  said. 
We  '11  offer  a  reward ;  move  heaven  and  earth, 
And  the  police  (though  there 's  none  nearer  than 
Frankfort) ;  post  notices  in  manuscript 
'For  we  've  no  printer);  and  set  by  my  clerk 
To  read  them  (for  few  can,  save  he  and  I). 
We  '11  send  out  villains  to  strip  beggars,  and 


search  empty  pockets;  also,  to  arrest 
All  gipsies,  and  ill-clothed  and  sallow  people. 
Prisoners  we  'II  have  at  least,  if  not  the  culprit; 
And  for  the  baron's  gold — if 't  is  not  found, 
At  least  he  shall  have  the  full  satisfaction 
Of  melting  twice  its  substance  in  the  raising 
The  ghost  of  this  rouleau.     Here  's  alchymy 
For  your  lord's  losses ! 

FBITZ. 

He  bath  found  a  better. 

IDBMSTBIN. 

Where  ? 

FBITZ. 

In  a  most  immense  inheritance. 
The  late  Count  Sicgcndorf,  his  distant  kinsman, 
U  dead  ne-ir  Prague,  in  his  castle,  and  my  lord 
Is  on  his  way  to  take  possession. 

lOBIISTBIK. 

Was  there 
No  heir  T 

FBITZ. 
Oh,  yes;  but  be  lias  di&appear'd 
Long  from  the  world's  eye,  aud  perhaps  the  world. 
\  prodigal  son,  beneath  his  father's  ban 
For  the  last  twenty  years;  for  whom  his  sire 
llcfused  to  kill  the  fatted  calf;  aud,  therefore, 
If  living,  he  must  chew  the  busks  still.     But 
The  baron  would  find  means  to  silence  him. 
Were  he  to  re-appear:  he  's  politic, 
Aud  has  much  inlluence  with  a  certain  court. 

lOBNSTEIII. 

lie  's  fortunate. 

FBITZ. 

T  is  true,  there  is  a  grandson. 
Whom  the  late  count  reclaim'd  from  his  son's  hands. 
And  educated  as  his  heir ;  but  then 
Uis  birth  is  doubtful. 

IDBifSTBIJf. 

How  so  t 

FBITZ. 

His  sire  made 
A  left-luind,  love,  imprudent  sort  of  marriage. 
With  an  Italian  exile's  dark-eyed  daughter: 
Noble,  they  say,  too;  but  no  match  for  such 
A  house  as  Sicgendorf  s.     The  grandsire  ill 
(lould  brook  the  alliance;  and  could  ne'er  be  brought 
To  see  the  parents,  though  he  took  the  son. 

IDX^STEI.tl. 

If  be  's  a  lad  of  mettle,  he  may  yet 

Dispute  your  claim,  aud  weave  a  web  that  may 

Puiile  your  baron  to  unravel. 

FBITZ. 

Why. 
For  mettle,  he  has  quite  enough  :  they  say, 
lie  forms  a  happy  mixture  of  his  sire 
And  grand%ire's  qualitie«t, — impetuous  as 
The  former,  aud  deep  as  the  latter;  but 
The  strangest  is,  that  he  too  disappear'd 
Some  mouths  ago. 

IDBNSTBIN. 

The  devil  he  did ! 

FBITZ. 

Why,  yes; 
It  must  have  been  at  his  suggestion,  at 
An  hour  so  critical  as  was  the  eve 
Of  the  old  man's  death,  whose  heart  was  broken  by  it. 
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inENSTKIN. 

Was  tlicre  no  cause  assigii'd  ? 

raiTZ. 

Plenty,  do  doubt, 
And  none  perhips  ihc  true  ouc.     Some  averr'd 
It  was  lo  seek  liis  parents;  some,  because 
The  old  roan  held  his  spirit  in  so  strictly 
(But  that  could  scarce  be,  for  he  doted  on  him): 
A  third  believed  he  >kish'd  to  serve  in  war, 
Ihit  peace  bcinj;  made  soon  after  his  departure, 
He  mi[jht  have  since  return'd,  were  that  the  motive; 
A  fourth  set  charitably  have  surmised, 
As  there  was  $omethin{;  siranpc  and  mystic  in  him, 
That  in  the  wild  exuberance  of  his  nature, 
He  had  join'd  the  black  bands,  who  lay  waste  Lusatia, 
The  mountains  of  Itohcmia  and  Silesia, 
Since  the  last  years  of  war  had  dwindled  into 
A  kind  of  (jencral  condotticro  system 
Of  bandit  warfare;  each  troop  with  its  chief, 
And  all  aiyaiust  mankind. 

10ENSTF.I1V. 

That  cannot  be. 
A  young  heir,  bred  to  wealth  and  luxury, 
To  risk  his  life  and  honours  with  disbanded 
Soldiers  and  desperadoes ! 

FRITZ. 

Heaven  best  knows! 
Ihit  there  are  human  natures  so  allied 
I'nto  the  savage  love  of  enterprise, 
That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  pleasure. 
I  've  heard  that  noihini;  can  reclaim  your  Indian. 
Or  tame  the  li{;er,  thou(;h  their  infancy 
Were  fed  on  milk  and  honey.     After  ail. 
Your  Wallenstein,  your  Tilly  and  Custavus, 
Your  bannier,  and  your  Torslenson  and  Weimar, 
Were  but  the  same  thing  upon  a  grand  scale  ; 
And  now  that  they  are  gone,  and  pence  proclai  m'd, 
They  who  would  follow  the  same  pastime  must 
Pursue  it  ou  their  own  account.     Here  comes 
The  biron,  and  the  Saxon  sir.inger,  who 
Was  his  chief  aid  in  ycslcrdav's  escape, 
Ilut  did  not  leave  the  cottage  by  the  Oder 
Until  this  morning. 

Enter  Stralekbeim  and  Ulric. 

STRVLRNUEIM. 

Since  you  have  refused 
All  compensation,  gentle  stranger,  save 
Inadequate  thanks,  yon  almost  check  even  thcni, 
Making  me  feel  the  worlhle^suess  of  words, 
•Vnd  blush  at  my  own  barren  gratitude, 
Tliey  seem  so  iii|jj;.irdly,  compared  with  what 
Your  courteous  coiirag**  did  in  my  behalf. 

ui.nic. 
I  pray  you  prrs-;  the  thcnie  no  further. 

STUVLENHEIM. 

l^ut 
C.At\  I  not  scr\e  you?     Yon  are  young,  and  of 
Tliat  mould  >\hich  throws  out  h«'rocs ;  fair  in  favour; 
r.ravc,  I  know,  by  my  living  now  to  s;»v  so. 
And,  diMi!)tIi^ssly,  Avith  such  a  form  and  hc.irt, 
NVoulil  icMik  into  the  firry  eyes  of  war, 
A"*  ardcnily  for  glory  as  you  dared 
An  «>I)S(  lire  death  to  save  aji  unknown  stranger 
In  an  as  ponlo(is  but  opposite  element. 
You  are  made  fur  the  service:  I  have  served  ; 


Have  rank  by  birth  and  soldiership,  and  friend.s 

Who  shall  be  yours.     T  U  true,  this  pause  of  pence 

Tavours  such  views  at  present  scantily; 

I5ut  t  will  not  last,  men's  spirits  are  too  stirring  ; 

And,  after  thirty  years  of  conllicl,  peace 

Is  but  a  petty  war,  as  the  times  show  us 

In  every  forest,  or  a  mere  arm'd  truce. 

NVar  will  reclaim  his  own;  and,  in  the  mean  lime, 

You  might  obtain  a  post,  which  would  ensure 

A  higher  soon,  and,  by  my  influence,  fail  not 

lo  rise.     I  speak  of  Brandeuburgh,  wherein 

I  stand  well  with  the  elector;  in  Bohemia, 

lake  you,  I  am  a  stranger,  and  we  are  now 

I'pon  its  frontier. 

ULRfC. 

You  perceive  my  garb 
Is  Saxon,  and  of  course  my  service  due 
To  my  own  sovereign.     If  I  must  decline 
Your  offer,  *t  is  witli  the  same  feeling  which 
Induced  it. 

STRILENHEIM. 

Why,  this  is  mere  usury! 
[  owe  my  life  lo  you,  and  you  refuse 
The  acquittance  of  the  interest  of  the  debt, 
To  heap  more  obligations  ou  me,  till 
I  bow  beneath  them. 

ULRIC. 

You  shall  say  so  when 
f  claim  the  payment. 

STRXLENHEIM. 

Well,  sir,  since  you  will  not — 
Vou  are  nobly  born  ? 

ULRIC. 

I  've  heard  my  kinsmen  say  so. 

STRALENIIEIM. 

Your  actions  show  it.     Might  I  a.sk  your  name  ? 

LLRIC. 

nirie. 

STRALENQEIM. 

Your  house's  ? 

LLRIC. 

When  I  'm  worthy  of  it, 
I  'II  answer  you. 

STRALEXHETO  (aside). 
Most  probably  an  Austrian, 
Whom  these  unsettled  limes  forbid  to  boast 
His  lineage  on  these  ^^\\^]  and  dangerous  frontiers, 
Where  the  name  of  his  country  is  abhorr'd. 

[.4lotidto  Fritz  anrflDE.x.sTii?i. 
.'^o,  sirs  I  how  have  ye  sped  in  your  researches? 

lUENSTKllS. 

Indifferent  well,  your  excellency. 

SrRALKNBEIM. 

Then 
I  am  to  deem  the  plunderer  is  caught  ? 

IDE.NSTEI.X. 

!Ium])hl — not  exvictly. 

SfRALENHEIM. 

Oral  least  suspected. 

IDF.NSTtl.N. 

oh  1  for  that  matter,  very  much  suspected. 

STRVLEMIEIM. 

Who  may  he  be  ? 

IDENSTEIN. 

Why,  don't ^ou  know,  my  lord.' 
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•TKALKfllBlM. 

Uo-w  nhoold  1 7 1  tras  fott  asleep. 

IDBRSTKIII. 

Andto 
Was  I,  and  that  *s  ilie  caiue  I  know  no  more 
Tliaa  does  your  eicelleocy. 

STBALBNIBllf. 

Dolt! 

IDBRSTElJf. 

Why,  if 
Yoar  lordship,  bein^  robb'd,  don't  recognise 
The  rogue;  how  should  I,  not  being  robb'd,  identify 
The  thief  among  so  many?  In  the  crovd. 
Hay  it  please  your  excellency,  your  thief  looks 
Exactly  like  the  rest,  or  rather  better: 
T  is  only  at  the  bar  and  in  the  duugron 
That  wise  men  know  your  felon  by  his  features; 
But  I  '11  engage,  that  if  seen  there  but  once, 
Whrther  he  be  found  criminal  or  no, 
His  face  shall  be  so. 

•TRALBJIHBIM  (to  rBITZ). 

Prithee,  Friix,  inform  me 
What  bath  been  done  to  trace  (he  fellow? 

raiTz. 

Faith! 
My  lord,  not  much  as  yet,  except  conjecture. 

STBALEIfBKlM. 

Besides  the  loss  (which,  I  must  own,  affects  me 
Ju«t  now  materially),  I  needs  would  find 
The  villain  out  of  pubUc  motives;  for 
So  dexterous  a  spoiler,  who  could  creep 
Through  my  attendants,  and  so  many  peopled 
And  ligbled  chambers,  on  my  rcs(,  and  snatch 
The  gold  before  my  scarce-cloMrd  ryes,  would  soon 
Leave  bare  your  borough.  Sir  Intendant ! 

IDXNSTBIN. 

True; 
If  tliere  were  aught  to  carry  off,  my  lord. 

otaic. 
What  is  all  this? 

STBALBNHBIIf. 

Ton  join'd  us  but  this  morning, 
And  have  not  heard  that  I  was  robb'd  last  night 

ULBIC. 

.Some  mmonr  of  it  reach'd  me  as  I  pass'd 
The  outer  chambers  of  the  palace,  but 
I  know  no  further. 

STBALXflBElM. 

It  is  a  Strange  business  : 
The  intendant  can  inform  you  of  the  facts. 

lOKNSTKlN. 

Most  willingly.    You  sec—— 

STBALBNBBiM  {impatiently). 

Dt'fer  your  tale, 
Till  certain  of  ihe  liearer's  patience. 

IDBNSTKIII. 

That 

Can  only  be  approved  by  proofs.     You  see 

STRALBNBXiM  {again  interrupting  him,  and  ad- 
dressing  ulric). 
In  short,  I  was  asleep  upon  a  chair. 
My  cabinet  before  me,  with  some  gold 
rpon  it  (more  than  I  much  like  to  lose, 
Though  in  part  only) :  some  ingenious  person 
Contrived  to  glide  through  all  my  own  attendants 
Decides  those  of  the  place,  and  bore  away 


An  hundred  golden  ducats,  which  to  find 
I  would  be  fain,  and  there  's  an  end ;  perhaps 
You  (as  I  still  am  ratlier  feint),  would  add 
To  yesterday's  great  obligation,  this. 
Though  slighter,  yet  not  slight,  to  aid  these 
(Who  seem  but  lukewarm)  in  recovering  it? 

ULaic. 
Most  willingly,  and  without  loss  of  time — 
{To  Iobmstbir).    Come  hither.  Mynheer  1 

IDBNSTBIII. 

But  so  much  haste  bodes 
Right  little  speed,  and 

ULBIC. 

Standing  motionleas, 
None;  so  let '%  march,  we  '11  ulk  as  we  go  on. 

IDBNSTBIfl. 

Out 

VLBIC. 

Show  the  spot,  and  (hen  I  '11  answer  yoa. 

rBITS. 

I  will,  sir,  with  his  excellency's  leave. 

fTBSLBRBXIM. 

Do  so,  and  take  yon  old  ass  with  yon. 

raiTS. 

Hence  1 

ULBIC. 

Come  on,  old  oracle,  expound  chy  riddle ! 

[Exit  with  Idrnstbin  nii^  Fbiti. 

ITBALBRBBIM  {solus), 

A  stalwart,  active,  soldier-looking  stripling; 

Handsome  as  Hercules  ere  his  first  labour. 

And  with  a  brow  of  thought  beyond  bis  years 

When  in  repose,  till  his  eye  kindle  up 

lu  answering  yours.     I  wish  I  could  engage  him; 

I  have  need  of  some  such  spirits  near  me  now, 

For  this  inheriunce  u  worth  a  struggle : 

And  though  I  am  not  the  man  to  yield  without  one. 

Neither  are  (hey  who  now  rise  up  between  me 

And  my  desire.     Tlie  boy,  they  say,  's  a  bold  one : 

But  he  hath  play'd  the  truant  in  some  hour 

Of  freakifh  folly,  leaving  fortune  to 

Champion  his  claims:  that's  well.  The  fither,  whom 

For  years  1  've  track'd,  as  does  the  blood-hound,  never 

In  siglit,  but  constantly  in  scent,  had  put  me 

To  fault,  but  here  I  have  him,  and  that 's  belter. 

It  must  be  he!  All  circumstance  proclaims  it; 

And  careless  voices,  knowing  not  the  cause 

Of  my  inquiries,  still  confirm  it — Yes! 

The  man,  his  bearing,  and  the  mystery 

Of  his  arrival  and  the  time;  the  account,  too. 

The  intendant  gave  (for  I  have  not  beheld  her) 

Of  hu  wife's  dignified  but  foreign  aspect  :^ 

Besides  the  antipathy  with  which  we  met, 

As  snakes  and  lions  shrink  back  from  each  other 

By  secret  instinct  that  both  must  be  foes 

Deadly,  without  being  natural  prey  to  either; 

All — all — confirm  it  to  my  mind:  h<»wever. 

We  '11  grapple,  nc'ertheless.     In  a  few  hours 

Tlie  order  comes  from  Frankfort,  if  these  waters 

nise  not  the  higher  (and  the  weather  favours 

Their  quick  abatement),  and  I  'II  liave  liim  safe 

Within  a  dungeon,  where  he  may  avouch 

His  real  estate  and  name ;  and  there  's  no  harm  done. 

Should  he  prove  other  than  I  deem.    This  robbery 

(Save  for  the  actual  loss)  is  lucky  also : 

He  8  poor,  and  that 's  suspicious— he  *s  unknown. 
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And  that 's  defenceless, — true,  we  have  no  proofs 
Of  guilt,  but  what  hath  he  of  innocence? 
Were  he  a  man  indifferent  to  my  prospects, 
In  other  l>e  irings,  I  should  rather  lay 
The  inculpation  on  the  liungnrian,  who 
Hath  something  which  I  like  not;  and  alone 
Of  all  around,  except  the  intendant,  and 
The  prince's  household  and  my  own,  liad  ingress 
Familiar  to  the  chamber. 

Enter'GkBOR. 

Friend,  how  fare  you  7 

GABOH. 

As  those  who  fare  well  every  where,  when  they 
Have  supp'd  and  slumber'd,  uo  great  matter  how — 
And  you,  my  lord  ? 

STRALKMHKIM. 

Itetter  in  rest  than  purse  : 
Mine  inn  is  like  to  cost  me  dear. 

GABU&. 

I  heard 
Of  your  late  loss:  but  'l  is  a  trifle  to 
One  of  your  order. 

STRVLENHEIM. 

You  would  hardly  think  so 
Were  the  loss  yours. 

GABOa. 

I  never  had  so  much 
(At  once)  in  my  whole  life,  and  therefore  am  not 
Fit  to  decide.     But  1  came  here  to  seek  you. 
Your  couriers  are  turn'd  back — 1  have  outstript  them, 
In  my  return. 

STRALEMHEIM. 

You  1— Why? 

GABOR. 

I  went  at  day-break. 
To  watch  for  the  abatement  of  the  river. 
As  being  anxious  to  resume  my  journey. 
Your  messengers  were  all  chcck'd  like  myself; 
And,  seeing  the  case  hopeless,  I  await 
The  currents  pleasure. 

!>rnALfc:NUEiM. 
Would  the  dogs  were  in  it! 
Why  did  they  not,  at  least,  attempt  the  passage? 
I  order'd  this  at  all  risks. 

GABOR. 

Could  you  order 
The  Oder  to  divide,  as  Moses  did 
The  l\ed  Sea  (scarcely  redder  than  the  flood 
Of  the  swoln  stream),  and  be  obey'd,  perhaps 
They  might  have  ventured. 

STRALEJinElM. 

I  must  see  to  it: 
The  knaves!  the  slaves! — but  tliey  shall  smart  for  ibis. 

[Exit  Str^le.ndeim. 
CABon  (iolns). 
There  goes  my  noble,  finulal,  self-wilid  baron  ! 
Epitome  of  what  brave  cliiv.ilry 
The  preux  chevaliers  of  the  good  old  limes 
Have  left  us,     Yesti-rday  he  would  have  given 
Ills  lands  (\(  he  liatb  any),  and,  still  dearer. 
His  sixjoeii  quartering^,  for  .is  mu<h  fresh  air 
As  would  h.'ive  filled  a  bl  iiMer,  while  he  lay 
Gurgling  and  foaming  half  way  through  the  window 
Of  his  oerset  and  water-logg'd  conveyanre; 
And  now  he  storms  at  half  a  dozen  wretches 


Dccanse  they  love  their  lives  too!  Yet  he  's  right  ;  ' 

' T  is  strange  they  should,  when  such  as  he  may   put    > 
them  , 

To  hazard  at  his  pleasure.     Oh !  thou  world ! 
Thou  art  indeed  a  melancholy  jest!  [Exit  Gaboh.   i 


SCtNE  II. 
The  Apartment  oyWERNER,  in  tlie  Palace. 
Enter  Josephine  and  Ulric. 

JOSEPIIIXE. 

Stand  back,  and  let  me  look  on  thee  again! 
3ly  Ulric' — my  beloved  ! — can  it  be — 
After  twelve  years? 

LLRIC. 

My  dearest  mother ! 

JOSEPHINE. 

Yes! 
My  dream  is  realized — how  beautiful — 
ISow  more  than  all  I  siglid  for!  Heaven  receive 
A  mothers  thanks! — a  mother's  tears,  of  joy! 
This  is  indeed  thy  work! — .\t  such  an  hour  too. 
He  comes  not  only  as  a  son  but  saviour. 

ULRIC. 

If  such  joy  await  me,  it  must  double 

What  I  now  feel,  and  lighten,  from  my  heart, 

A  part  of  the  long  debt  of  duty,  not 

Of  love  (for  that  was  ne'er  withhold) — forgive  me! 

This  long  delay  was  not  my  fault. 

JOSEPHINE. 

I  know  it. 
Itiil  cannot  think  of  sorrow  now,  and  doubt 
If  f  e'er  frit  it,  t  is  so  dazzled  from 
My  memory,  by  this  oblivious  transport!  — 
My  son! 

Enter  WiiRNER. 

WE  UN  EH. 

What  have  we  here,  more  strangers? 

JOSKPHINE. 


No! 


Look  iijion  him!  Wiiat  do  you  sec? 

WER.MEH. 


A  stripling. 


For  the  first  time 


t'LRic  {kneelintf). 

For  iweUc  long  years,  my  father ! 

WER-NER. 


Oil,  God! 


JOSEPHINE. 

He  faiiUs ! 

WERNER. 

No — I  am  better  now — 
L'Iric !  [Emhraves  him). 

VLKJC. 

My  father,  Sicgcudorf ! 

WERNtR  [stiivlintj). 

Hush  !  boy — 
The  walls  may  hear  that  name! 

II.RIC. 

What  then? 

WERNER. 

Why,  then  — 

Itiit  we  will  talk  of  that  anon.     Remember, 
I  iiinsl  bf  known  here  Jiui  as  Werner.     Come! 
(Ionic  to  iny  arms  again!  Why,  thou  look'st  all 


WERNER. 
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I  stiould  have  been,  aod  was  not.    Josephine ! 
Sure  't  i«  no  fathers  fbndnesn  dailies  me; 
But  had  I  seen  that  form  amid  ten  thousand 
Youth  of  the  choicest|  my  heart  would  have  chosen 
This  for  my  son ! 

DLSIC. 

And  yet  you  knew  me  not ! 
WBtiita. 
AKis!  I  h.ive  had  that  upon  my  soul 
Wluch  makes  me  look  on  all  men  with  an  eye 
That  only  knows  the  etil  at  first  glance. 

ULaic. 
My  memory  serred  me  fjr  more  fondly:  T 
Have  not  forgottrn  aught;  and  ofilimes  in 
Ttie  proud  and  princely  balls  of— (I  'U  not  name  them. 
As  you  say  that  't  is  perilous),  but  f  the  pomp 
Of  your  ure's  feudal  mansion,  I  look'd  hack 
To  the  Bohemian  mountains  many  a  sunset. 
And  wept  to  «ee  another  day  go  down 
O'er  llice  and  me,  with  those  huge  hills  between  us. 
They  shall  not  part  us  more. 

WBENKi. 

I  know  not  that. 
Are  you  aware  my  father  is  no  morel 

Dtaic. 
Oh  heavens !  I  left  him  in  a  green  old  age, 
And  looking  like  the  oak,  worn,  but  still  steady 
Aniiilsi  the  elements,  whilst  younger  trees 
Fell  fa<,i  around  him.   T  was  scarce  three  months  since. 

WBBREl. 

Why  did  you  leave  him  T 

JOSEPH NB  {embracing  ulbic). 

Can  you  ask  that  question? 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

WEBNBB. 

True ;  he  hath  sought  his  parents. 
And  found  them;  but,  oh!  how,  and  in  wlut  state! 

ULBIC. 

All  shall  be  better'd.     Wliat  we  have  to  do 

Is  to  proceed,  and  to  assert  our  rights. 

Or  rather  yours;  for  I  waive  all,  unless 

Your  father  has  disposed  in  such  a  sort 

Of  l]i»  broad  lands  as  to  make  mine  the  foremost, 

ho  that  I  must  prefer  my  claim  for  form  : 

Uut  I  trust  better,  and  that  all  is  yours. 

WEBl^EB. 

Have  you  not  heard  of  StralenheimT 

t'LBlC. 

I  saved 
His  life  but  yesterday:  be  s  here. 

WEBHEB. 

Ton  saved 
The  serpent  who  will  sCing  us  all ! 

ULBIC. 

You  speak 
Riddles :  what  is  this  Stralenheim  to  its! 

WEBNBB. 

Every  thing.     One  who  claims  our  fathers'  lands: 
Our  distant  kinsman,  and  our  nearest  foe. 

VLBIC. 

I  never  heard  his  name  till  now.     The  count. 
Indeed,  spoke  sometimes  of  a  kinsman,  who. 
If  his  own  line  should  fail,  might  be  remotely 
Involved  in  the  succession  :  but  his  titles 
Were  never  named  before  me — and  what  then? 
His  right  must  yield  to  ours. 


WBBNBB. 

Ay,  if  atPragne: 
But  here  he  is  all-powerful :  and  has  spread 
Snares  for  thy  father,  which,  if  hitherto 
He  hath  escaped  them,  is  by  fortune,  not 
By  favoor. 

ULiie. 
Doth  he  personally  know  yoal 

WBBNBB. 

No ;  but  he  guesses  shrewdly  at  my  person, 
As  he  betrey'd  last  night ;  and  I,  perhaps. 
But  owe  my  temporary  liberty 
To  his  uncertainty. 

ULBIC. 

I  think  yon  wrong  him 
(Excuse  me  for  the  phrase) ;  but  Stralenheim 
Is  not  what  you  prejudge  him,  or,  if  so, 
He  owes  me  something  both  for  past  and  present; 
I  saved  his  life,  he  therefore  trusts  in  me ; 
He  hath  been  pliuder'd  loo,  since  he  came  liitber; 
Is  sick ;  a  stranger;  and  as  such  not  now 
Able  to  trace  the  villain  who  hath  robb'd  him ; 
I  have  pledged  myself  to  do  so;  and  the  businesa 
Which  brought  me  liere  was  chielly  that:  but  I 
Have  found,  in  searching  for  another's  dross, 
My  own  whole  trrasure-^yon,  my  parents! 
WBBNBB  {myitat^dly). 

Who 
Taught  yott  to  mouth  tlut  name  of  « tillcinT» 

ULBIC. 

What 

More  noble  name  belongs  to  common  thieves  T 

WEBNEB. 

Who  taught  you  thus  to  brand  an  unknown  being 
With  an  infernal  stigma? 

ULBIC. 

My  own  feelings 
Taught  me  to  name  a  ruffian  from  his  deeds. 

WEBNBB. 

Who  taught  you,  long-sought,  end  tll-fonnd  hoy !  that 
It  would  be  safe  for  my  own  son  to  insult  me 7 

L'LBIC. 

I  named  a  Tillain.    What  is  there  in  eommon 
With  such  a  being  and  my  fother? 

WSBRBfe. 

Every  thing ! 
That  ruffian  is  thy  fother! 

JOSBPatlfB. 

Oh,  my  son! 

Believe  him  not — and  yet! {/ler  voice  falters). 

ULBIC  (sterCi,  looks  earnestiy  at  wbbnbb,  and  then 

amyt  slowly). 

And  you  arow  it  7 

WBBWBR. 

Ulric  !  before  yon  dare  despise  your  father. 

Learn  to  divine  and  jndgr  his  actions.     Foung^ 

Rash,  new  to  life,  and  rejr'd  in  luxury's  lap. 

Is  it  for  you  to  measure  passion's  force 

Or  misery's  leropcation?     Wait — (not  long. 

It  comelh  like  the  night,  and  quickly)— Wait!— 

Wait  till,  like  me,  your  hopes  are  blighted — till 

Sorrow  and  shame  are  handmaids  of  your  cabin ; 

Famine  and  poverty  your  guests  at  table; 

Despair  your  bed- fellow— then  rise,  but  not 

From  sleep,  and  judge !   Should  that  day  e'er  arrive — 

Should  you  see  then  the  serpent,  who  hath  coil'd 
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Himself  around  all  that  is  dear  and  noble 

Of  you  and  yours,  lie  slumberinf;  in  your  path, 

With  but  hii  folds  between  your  steps  and  happiness, 

When  he,  vrho  lives  but  to  tear  from  you  uumc, 

Lands,  life  itself,  lies  at  your  mercy,  with 

Chance  your  conductor;  midni^jht  for  your  mantle; 

The  bare  knife  in  your  hand,  and  earth  acleip, 

Even  to  your  deadliest  foe;  and  he  as  't  were 

Iuvitiu(j  death,  by  looking  like  it,  while 

His  death  alone  can  save  you  : — Thauk  your  God  ! 

If  then,  like  me,  content  with  petty  plunder. 

You  turn  aside 1  did  so. 

ULRIC. 

But 

VBaNER  {abruptly). 

Hear  me ! 
I  will  not  brook  a  humau  voice — scarce  dare 
Listen  to  my  own  (if  that  be  human  still)  — 
Hear  me !  you  do  not  know  this  man — I  do  : 
He  's  moan,  deceitful,  avaricious.     You 
Deem  your>clf  safe,  as  young  and  brave;  but  learn 
None  iirc  secure  from  desperation,  few 
From  subtilty.     My  worst  foe,  Stralenheim, 
Housed  in  a  prince's  palace,  couch'd  within 
A  prince's  chamber,  lay  below  my  knife! 
An  instant — a  mere  motion — the  le.tst  impulse — 
Il.id  swept  him  and  all  fears  of  uiiiie  from  earth. 
He  was  within  my  power — ujy  knife  was  r  lisrd — 
Wiihdr.iwn — and  I   m  in  his  :  are  you  not  so? 
Wiio  tells  you  th.it  he  knows  you  not?  Who  says 
He  hath  uot  lured  you  here  lo  end  you,  or 
To  plunge  you,  with  your  parents,  iu  a  dungeon? 

[He  pauses. 

ULRIC. 

Proceed — proceed ! 

WER.1ER. 

Me  he  hath  ever  known, 
And   hunted   through  each  change  of  time — name — 

fortune — 
And  why  not  jom?     Are  you  more  versed  in  men? 
He  wound  snares  round  me;  Hung  niong  my  pjth 
Ilepiihs,  whom,  in  my  youth,  I  would  ha\e  >puru'd 
Even  from  my  presence;  but,  in  spurning  uow, 
Fill  only  with  fresh  venom.     Will  you  be 
More  patient  ?      L'Iric  ! — Ulric  I — there  are  crimes 
Mule  venial  by  the  occasion,  and  temptations 
Which  nature  cannot  master  or  forbear. 

ULRIC  (looks  first  at  liim,  and  Uien  at  josepuine). 
My  mother! 

WERNER. 

Ay!  1  thought  so :  you  have  now 
Only  one  parent.     (  have  lost  alike 
laiher  aud  son,  and  stand  alone. 

ULRIC. 

nut  stay ! 
[Werner  rushes  out  of  tlie  chamber. 

JOSKI'tllNE   [to  ulric). 

Follow  him  not,  until  this  storm  of  pas>.ion 
Abates.     Think'st  thou  that,  wore  it  vkell  for  him, 
I  had  not  follow  d? 

ULRIC. 

I  ohey  you,  mother, 
Although  reluctantly.     My  lirsi  act  shall  not 
He  one  of  disobedience. 

josEi-nnE. 

Oh  !  he  is  good  I 


Condemn  him  not  from  his  own  mouth,  but  trust 
To  me  who  have  borne  so  much  with  him,  and  for  bim, 
That  this  is  but  the  surface  of  his  soul, 
Aud  that  the  depth  is  rich  in  better  things. 

ULRIC. 

These  then  are  but  my  father's  principles! 
My  mother  thinks  not  with  him? 

JOSEPOINE. 

Nor  doth  he 
Think  as  he  speaks.     Alas !  long  years  of  grief 
Have  made  him  sometimes  thus. 

ULRIC. 

Explain  to  me 
More  clenrly,  then,  these  claims  of  Siraleuhcira, 
That,  when  1  see  the  subject  in  its  bearings, 
I  may  prepare  to  face  him,  or,  at  least. 
To  extricate  you  from  your  present  perils. 
[  pleilge  myself  to  accomplish  this — but  would 
I  had  arrived  a  few  hours  sooner! 

JOSEPBINE. 

Ay! 

Hadst  thou  but  done  so! 

Enter  Gador  and  Idenstein  u^ilh  Attendants. 

GABor.  {to  ULRIc). 

I  have  sought  you,  comrade. 
So  this  is  my  reward ! 

ULRIC. 

What  do  you  mean? 

GABOR. 

'.S  death  ?  have  I  lived  to  these  years,  and  for  this? 

^  Fo  Ide.nstein.)     But  for  y^ur  age  and  folly,  I  would  — 

lUE.NSrEIN. 

Help  : 
Hands  off?  touch  an  iutendant! 

GABOR. 

Do  not  think 
\  11  honour  you  so  much  as  save  your  thront 
From  the  Uaveustone,  •  bv  choking  you  myself. 

lUENSTEIM. 

I  thank  you  for  the  respite;  hut  there  are 
Thosr  who  have  greater  need  qf  it  than  me. 

ULRIC.  ^ 

Furiddle  this  vile  wrangling,  or 

GAIiOa. 

At  once,  thca, 
I  he  baron  ha>  been  roLb'd,  and  upon  me 
riiis  w<»rlIiY  personage  has  deign  d  lo  fix 
His  kind  suspicions — me!  whom  he  ue'er  saw 
rill  ycstcr  c\t-ning. 

IDENSTEIN. 

Wouldst  liavo  me  suspect 
My  own  acqiiaintaoces?     You  have  to  iearu 
rii  It  I  kci'p  better  company. 

GABOR. 

You  shall 
Keep  the  best  shortly,  and  the  1  i>t  for  all  men — 
The  wuriris!  you  hound  of  malice! 

[CvDOR  seiz.es  on  hiui. 
ULiuc  [interferintj  . 

N.iv,  no  violfUf'c; 
He  "sold,  unarm'd — be  temperate,  Gabor! 

G\BOR   (Jetting  If  O  IDEfiSI  Ely). 

True ; 

'    Tl'c  H:i\on*i'iri»'.   «  H.-it^-iisirin,*  i»  iho  > 'one  gi/> f'el  of  Vti  rm  t-' 
lilt  >i> •;iill'-cl  I'r  III  tli<-  r<i>cu>  |<iTrliia(;  i-d  it. 


WERNEU. 


1  ua  a  fool  to  lose  myself  because 
Foob  deem  aie  knave :  il  is  their  bomai^t. 
umig  {to  iobrstkin). 
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Fare  joa? 


How 


Help! 


IDBNSTKIR. 


VLIIC 

I  hmve  help'd  you. 

IDKHSTKia. 

Kill  him !  then 
I'll  My  to. 

•ABOk 

I  am  calm—live  od! 

IDBRSTKIIC. 

That  'b  more 
Than  yoa  shall  do,  if  there  be  judge  or  judgment 
In  Gennany.  The  baron  shall  decide ! 

OABOB. 

Docs  hs  abet  yon  in  yonr  accusation? 

lOBHSTBIR. 

Docs  he  not? 

OABOB. 

Then  next  lime  let  him  go  sink. 
Ere  I  fo  hang  for  snatching  him  from  drowning. 
Bat  here  he  comes ! 

Enter  Stbalbmibiii. 

OABOB  (got*  up  to  him). 

My  noble  lord,  I  'm  here ! 

STBALBnaBlM. 

WeU,sir! 

OABOB. 

Havo  yon  anght  with  me? 

STBALBSIBBllf. 

What  should  I 
Have  with  yon? 

CABOB. 

Too  know  best,  if  yesterday's 
Flood  has  not  wash'd  away  your  memory ; 
But  that  s  a  trifle.    I  stand  here  accused. 
In  phrases  not  equivocal,  by  you 
Inlendant,  of  the  pillage  of  your  person, 
Or  chamber— is  the  charge  your  own,  or  his? 

STBALBNBBlM. 

I  aecnsc  no  man. 

OABOB. 

Then  you  acquit  me,  baron? 

STBALBfiaBlM. 

I  know  not  whom  to  accuse  or  to  acquit. 
Or  scarcely  to  suspect. 

OABOB. 

But  you  at  least 
Should  know  whom  not  to  suspect.  lam  insulted — 
Oppreas'd  here  by  tliete  menials,  and  I  look 
To  you  for  remedy — teach  them  their  duly ! 
To  look  for  thieves  at  home  were  part  of  it. 
If  duly  taught :  but,  in  one  word,  if  I 
Have  an  accuser,  let  it  be  a  man 
Worthy  to  be  so  <^  a  man  like  me. 
I  am  your  cquaL 

STBAI^NBBIM. 

Tou! 

OABOB. 

Ay,  sir ;  and  for 
Anght  that  yon  know,  superior ;  but  proceed — 


I  do  not  ask  for  hinu,  and  surmises. 

And  circumsuoce,  and  proofs;  1  know  enough 

Of  what  I  have  done  for  you,  and  what  yon  owe  me. 

To  have  at  least  wailed  your  payment  rather 

Than  paid  myself,  had  I  been  eager  of 

Your  gold.  1  also  know  that  were  I  even 

The  villain  I  am  deem'd,  the  service  render'd 

So  recently  would  not  permit  you  to 

Pursue  me  lo  the  deadi,  except  through  shamo, 

Such  as  would  leave  your  scutcheon  but  a  blank. 

But  this  is  nothing;  I  demand  of  you 

Jmiice  upon  your  unjust  servants,  and 

From  your  own  lips  a  disavowal  of 

.\ll  sanction  of  their  insolence  :  thus  much 

You  owe  to  the  unknown,  who  asks  no  moK^ 

And  never  thought  lo  have  ask'd  so  much. 

BTBALBliaBIM. 

Thbtono 
May  be  of  innocence. 

OABOB. 

"8  death !  who  dare  doubt  it. 
Except  snch  villains  as  ne'er  had  it  ? 

STBALBnaXlM. 

You 
Are  hot,  sir. 

OABOB. 

Must  I  Com  an  icicle 
Before  the  breath  of  menials,  and  their  master? 

STBALXNMBIIf. 

riric !  yon  know  this  man ;  I  found  him  in 
Four  company. 

CABOB. 

We  found  you  in  the  Oder : 
Would  we  had  left  you  there ! 

STBALBNBEIIf. 

I  give  you  thanks,  air. 

OABOB. 

I  've  eam'd  them;  but  might  have  eam'd  more  from 

others. 
Perchance,  if  I  had  left  yon  to  yonr  fate. 

STBALBIIBBIM. 

Olric  I  yon  know  this  man  ? 

OABOB. 

No  more  than  you  do, 
If  he  avouches  not  my  honour. 

VLBIC. 

I 
Can  vouch  your  courage,  and,  as  far  as  my 
Own  brief  connexion  led  me,  honour. 

STBALBRBBIIff. 

Then 
I  'm  satisfied. 

OABOB  (ironicaliy). 
Right  easily,  metbinks. 
What  is  the  spell  in  his  asseveration 
More  Uian  in  mine? 

tTBALBNIBIIf. 

I  merely  said  that  / 
Was  satisfied — not  that  yon  were  absolved. 

OABOB. 

Again  I  Am  I  accused  or  no? 

STBALBNaBIIf. 

Goto! 
You  wax  too  insolent :  if  circumstance 
And  general  suspicion  be  against  you. 
Is  tiie  fault  mine?  Is  *t  not  enough  that  I 

Si 
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Decliue  all  qiicalioa  of  your  (;uill  or  iuaoceaceT 

UABon. 
My  lord,  my  lord,  this  is  mere  cozenage; 
A  vile  rquivucatiou  :  you  well  know 
Your  doubts  arc  certainties  to  all  around  you — 
Your  look-i,  a  voice — your  frowon,  a  sentence;  you 
Are  praoti.sin{;  your  power  on  me — becauftc 
You  have  it;  but  bovrarc,  you  know  not  wlidm 
You  .strive  lo  tread  on. 

STftALKNHEIM. 

1'hrcat'st  thouT 

GABOR. 

Not  to  much 
As  you  accuse.  You  hint  the  basest  injury. 
And  I  retort  it  with  an  open  warning. 

STRALRNIIEIM. 

As  you  have  said,  't  h  true  I  owe  you  something, 
For  which  you  seem  disjtosed  to  pay  youn>elf« 

GABOR. 

Not  with  your  gold. 

STRALRnnKIM. 

With  bootless  insolence. 
[To  his  Attendnnti  and  Idxnstbim. 
You  need  not  further  to  molest  this  man, 
Dut  let  him  go  his  way.  t'Iric,  good  morrow! 

[ifxeuni  Stralenucim,  Idenstein,  and  Attendants. 

GABOR  (following). 

I  '11  after  him  and 

ULRic  (stopping  him). 
Not  a  step. 

GABOR. 

Who  shall 


Oppose  me? 
Thought. 


ULRIC. 

Your  owo  reason,  with  a  moment  s 


GABOR. 

Must  I  bear  this  ? 

ULRIC. 

Pshaw  !  we  all  must  bear 
The  arrogance  of  something  higher  than 
Ourselves — the  highest  cauuot  temper  Satan, 
Nor  the  lowest  \i\>  viceyereuts  upon  earth. 
I  've  seen  you  brave  tlie  elements,  and  bear 
Thin[;s  which  luid  made  this  silk-worm  cast  his  skin — 
Aud  shrink  you  from  a  few  sharp  sneers  and  words? 

UACOR. 

Must  I  bear  lo  be  deem'd  a  thief?  If 't  were 
A  bandit  of  the  woods,  I  could  have  borne  it — 
There  s  something  daring  in  it;  but  to  steal 
The  monies  of  u  slumbering  man! — 

ULRIC. 

It  seems.  I  hen, 
You  are  not  guilty. 

GABOR. 

Do  I  hear  aright? 
1 OM,  too  1 

LLRIC. 

I  merely  ask'd  a  simple  question. 

UABOR. 

If  the  judge  ask'd  me,  I  would  answer  ««  Noi>  — 
To  you  I  answer  thus.  [ifc  draws. 

ULRIC  {drau'imj). 

Widi  nil  niv  hr.irc  I 


JOSEPHINE. 

Without   there!  Hoi   help!   help!— Oh,  Go«i!   here  '» 
murder!  [fxif  Josepqine,  shrieking. 

Gabor  and  Ulric  fight.     Gabor  i5  disarmed  just  as 
Stralemueim,  Josepbine,  IbENSTEiN,  ctc.  re-enter. 

JOSEPQI^iE. 

Oh!  glorious  Heaven!  he  's  safe! 

STRALENBEIM  (tO  JOSEPHINE). 

fFho  's  safe? 

JOSEPHINE. 

My 

ULRIC  (interrupting  her  witii  a  stern  look,  and  tttrnin.j 
afterwards  to  STRALRnHEiit). 

Both 
Here  's  oo  great  harm  done. 

STRALENBEIM. 

What  hath  caused  all  iJiis? 

ULRIC. 

Foil,  baron,  I  believe;  but  as  the  effect 
Is  harmless,  let  it  not  disturb  you. — Gabor! 
There  is  your  sword ;  and  when  you  bare  it  next. 
Let  it  not  be  against  your  friends. 

[Ulric  pronounces  tlie  last  words  AowIy  and 
emphatically  in  a  low  voice  to  Gabok. 

GABOR. 

I  thank  you 
Less  for  my  life  than  for  your  counsel. 

STRALEKBKIM. 

These 
Brawls  must  end  here. 

GADOR  (taking  his  sword). 

They  ihall.  You  ha>e  wrong'd  rae  I'Iric. 
More  with  your  unkind  thoughts  than  sword;  I  would 
The  last  were  in  my  bosom  rather  than 
The  Hrst  in  yours.   I  could  have  borne  yoo  noble'» 
Absurd  insinuations — Ignorance 
.\nd  dull  suspicion  are  a  part  of  his 
Entail  will  List  him  longer  than  his  lands. — 
liut  1  may  lit  him  yet : — you  have  vanquiUi'd  me, 
I  was  the  fuel  of  passion  to  conceive 
That  I  couM  cope  with  you,  whom  I  had  seen 
Alrea<ly  proved  by  greater  perils  than 
Uest  in  this  arm.  We  m.iy  meet  by  and  by. 
However — but  in  friendship.  [Exit  Gabor. 

STilALE.NHEIM. 

I  will  brook 
No  more!  This  outrage  following  up  his  insults. 
Perhaps  his  guilt,  has  canrell'd  all  the  little 
I  oweil  him  heretofore  for  the  so  \aunled 
Aid  which  he  added  to  your  abler  succour, 
llric,  you  are  not  hurt? 

ULRIC. 

Not  e\en  by  a  scratch. 

SrnALK.MiEIM  (to  IDK ostein). 

Inteiul.int'  take  votir  measures  to  secure 
Yon  fellow  ;  I  revoke  my  former  lenitv. 
Me  sIj  ill  be  sent  to  Trankforl  with  an  escort 
Tlie  instant  that  the  waters  have  abated. 

IDENSrEM. 

Secure  him  !  he  hath  got  his  sword  again — 
An<i  seems  to  know  the  use  on  'l;  't  is  his  trade 
Uelike  : — I  "m  a  ci\ilian. 

STRALENBEIM. 

Fool !  arc  not 
Yon  score  of  vissals  do|^j]iog  at  vonr  heeU 
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WERNER. 
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Rnoui^h  to  teise  a  dosen  Mich  ?  Hence !  after  trim ! 

VLaic. 
Baroo,  I  do  betaedi  you ! 

STtALtllBBIIf. 
lOMMl  be 

Obey'd.  No  vonto! 

IDI!f9Tltlf. 

Well^  if  it  most  be  to — 
March,  Tatealt!    I 'm  your  leader — and  will  brin^ 
The  rear  up :  a  wise  geoeral  never  tbould 
Eipose  hit  precious  life — on  which  all  rests. 
I  like  that  article  of  war. 

[fjcniiit  iDnrsrnif  and  Attendants. 
vraALKivaciM. 

G>me  hither, 
Olric : — what  does  that  woman  here  7  Oh !  now 
I  recognise  her,  't  is  the  straager's  wifie 
Whom  they  naaie  «  Werner,  n 

OLaic. 

T  is  his  naote. 

Indeed! 
Is  not  yonr  husband  visible,  lair  dama? 


Whoseekthim? 

vniAUavRii. 
Ho  one— for  the  picasBt :  bat 
I  fain  would  parley,  Ulrie,  with  yonraelf 
Alone. 

DLSIC. 

T  win  retiM  with  yon. 

foaaaaiRi. 

Not  so. 

Ton  are  the  latest  stranger,  and  command 
All  places  here. 

{Aside  to  Uliic  a«  the  goet  onl)  Oh!  Ulric,  hare  a 
Remember  wlmt  depends  on  a  rash  word ! 

iTLBic  (fa  f osBpami). 
Fear  not! — 

[fjrit  JoiK?ni«B. 

fTBALlNBIIM. 

Clric,  I  think  that  t  may  trust  youT 

Tou  saired  my  lift-— and  acts  Kke  these  beget 

Unbounded  confidence. 

in.Bie. 

Say  OB. 

BTBALBIiaBlH. 

jfyftefwns 
And  long-engender'd  ciiminrtinces  (not 
To  be  now  fully  enter'd  on)  have  made 
This  man  obnoxious — perhaps  fatal  to  me. 

hlbico 
Who?  Gabor,  the  Bulgarian T 

CTBALBNanW. 

No— this  «  Wwnei»— 
With  the  Mse  name  avd  habit. 

OLBIC. 

How  can  this  be? 
He  f  s  the  paortst  of  the  poor-   and  yellow 
Sickness  sits  caTem'd  in  his  hollow  eye : 
The  man  is  helpless. 

STBALVIfaBni. 

He  is— 'c  is  ao  matter ; 
Bat  if  he  be  the  atan  1  ileem  (and  that 
He  is  en,  idl  around  im  here— and  much 
That  is  not  here^-ccNifirm  my  apprebenfion), 


He  mnat  be  made  sacarr,  era  iwelva  houn  farther. 

DLBIC. 

And  what  hare  I  to  do  with  this? 


STBALBNBBIII. 

I  have  sent 
To  Frankfort,  la  the  governor,  ny  friend — 
(I  have  the  authority  to  do  ao  by 
An  order  of  the  house  of  Brandenborgh) 
For  a  fit  escort ;  but  this  earaed  flood 
Bars  all  access,  and  may  do  fer  boom  boon. 

DUUO. 

It  is  abating. 

arBALaaiani. 
That  is  well. 

VLBId. 

But  how 
Am  I  concemM? 


As  one  who  did  so  moch 
For  me,  you  eanaot  be  iadiffersBt  la 
That  which  is  of  more  import  to  me  than 
The  life  you  rescaad.^Keep  yoar  eye  oa  him  * 
The  maa  avoids  me,  kaowt  that  I  now  know  him. — 
W*atch  him !— as  you  would  wateh  the  wild  boar  wheo 
He  makes  agaiast  yoa  ia  the  ku^tcr^s  gap : 
Like  htm  he  must  be  spear* d. 

VLBIC. 

Why  soT 
tTBALtimm. 

■a  staods 
Between  me  and  a  brare  loheritance. 
Oh!  could  yoa  see  it!  But  you  shall. 

VLIIC. 

t  hope  so. 

•TBALBiniBIW. 

It  is  the  richeflC  of  the  rich  Bohemia, 
Unscathed  by  scorching  war.  It  lies  so  aear 
The  strongest  city,  Prague,  that  fire  and  sword 
Have  skimm'd  it  lightly :  so  that  now,  besides 
Its  own  exuberance,  it  bears  double  value 
Confronted  with  whole  realms  afar  and  near 
Made  deserts. 

VtBtC. 

Ton  deacfibe  it  faithfally. 

STBALBBIBIW. 

Ay— could  yon  see  it,  you  would  say  so — but 
As  I  have  said,  yoa  shall. 

VLBTC 

I  aecept  the  omen. 

iTtALBRaBIM. 

Then  claim  a  recompense  from  it  and  me, 
Such  as  both  may  make  worthy  your  acceptance 
And  services  to  me  and  mine  for  ever. 

tasic. 
And  this  sole,  sick,  and  miserable  wretdi — 
This  way-worn  stranger — stands  between  yon  and 
This  paradise? — (As  Adam  did  between 
The  devil  and  his.)— (i^ffde.] 

fTBALBNBBIIf. 

He  doth. 

VLBtC. 

Hatti  he  no  right  ? 

BTBALBWIBItf. 

Right !  none.    A  disinherited  prodigal. 

Who  for  these  twenty  years  disgraced  Ms  finean^ 

In  all  bis  acL<i— but  chiefly  by  lii^  marriage. 
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Aud  living  amidst  commerce-fetching  burghers, 
And  dabbling  merchants,  in  a  mart  of  Jews. 

ULBIC 

He  has  a  wife,  then] 

STltALENnEIM. 

You  'd  be  sorry  to 
Call  such  your  mother.  You  have  seen  the  woman 
lie  calls  his  wife. 

ULHIC. 

Is  she  not  so? 

STRALINBEIX. 

No  more 
Thnn  he  's  your  father: — an  Italian  {jiri, 
The  daughter  of  a  banish'd  man,  who  lives 
On  love  and  poverty  with  the  same  Werner. 

ULRIC. 

They  are  childless,  then? 

STRALENHKIM. 

There  is  or  was  a  bastard, 
Whom  the  old  man — the  grandsirc  (as  old  age 
Is  ever  doting)  took  to  warm  his  bosom. 
As  it  went  chilly  downward  to  the  grave  : 
Kut  the  imp  stands  not  in  my  path — he  has  fled. 
No  one  knows  whither;  aud  if  ho  had  not, 
His  claims  alone  were  too  contemptible 
To  stand. Why  do  you  smile? 

L'LBIG. 

At  your  vain  fears  : 
A  poor  man  almost  in  his  grasp — a  child 
Of  doubtful  birth — can  startle  a  grandee! 

STEALEiXUELW. 

All's  to  be  fear'd,  where  all  is  to  be  gain'd. 

ULRIC. 

True;  and  aught  done  to  save  or  to  obtain  it. 

STRtLENHEIX. 

You  have  harp'd  the  very  string  next  to  my  heart. 
I  may  depend  upon  you  ? 

ULRIC. 

T  were  loo  late 
To  doubt  it. 

STRALEIVBEIM. 

Let  no  foolish  pity  shake 
Your  bosom  (for  the  appearance  of  the  man 
Is  pitiful);  he  is  a  wretch,  js  likely 
To  have  robb'd  me  as  the  fellow  more  suspected, 
Except  that  circumstance  is  less  agunst  him; 
He  being  lodged  far  off,  and  in  a  chamber 
Without  approach  to  mine;  and,  to  say  truth, 
I  think  too  well  of  blood  allied  to  mine. 
To  deem  he  would  descend  to  such  an  act; 
Ltcsides,  he  was  a  soldier,  and  a  brave  one 
Once — though  too  rash. 

ULRIC. 

And  they,  my  lord,  we  know 
By  your  experience,  never  plunder  till 
They  knock  the  brains  out  first — which  makes  them 

heirs, 
Not  thieves.      The  dead,  who   feel  nought,  can   lose 

notliin[j. 
Nor  e'er  be  robb'd  :  their  spoils  are  a  bequest — 
No  more. 

STEALENOEIM. 

Go  to!  you  are  a  wag.     But  say 
I  may  be  sure  you  11  keep  an  eye  on  this  man, 
And  let  me  know  his  slightest  movement  towards 
Concealment  or  escape? 


ULRIC 

You  may  be  sure 
You  yourself  could  not  watch  him  more  tlian  I 
Will  be  his  sentinel. 

STRALENUEIIff. 

By  this  you  make  me 
Yours,  and  for  ever, 

ULRIC. 

Such  is  my  inteotioa. 


[Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

A Hallin  the  same  Palace,  from  whence  the  secret 
Pnaofje  leads. 

Enter  Werner  an</ Gador. 

GABOR. 

Sir,  I  have  told  my  tale;  if  it  so  please  you 
To  give  me  refuge  for  a  few  hours,  well — 
If  not — I  'II  try  my  fortune  elsewhere. 

WERNER. 

Uow 

Can  I,  so  wretched,  give  to  misery 

A  shelter? — wanting  such  myself  as  much 

As  e'er  the  hunted  deer  a  covert 

GABOR. 

Or 
The  wounded  lion  his  cool  cave.     Methinks 
You  rather  look  like  one  would  turn  at  bay, 
And  rip  the  hunters  entrails. 

WERNER, 

Ah! 

GABOR. 

I  care  not 
If  it  he  so,  being  much  disposed  to  do 
The  same  myself;  but  will  you  shelter  me? 
lam  oppressd  like  you — and  poor  like  you — 
Disgraced — 

WERNER  (^ahrtiptly). 
Who  told  you  that  1  was  disgraced? 

GABOR. 

No  one;  nor  did  I  say  jou  were  so  :  with 
Your  poverty  my  likeness  ended;  but 
1  said  /  was  so — and  would  add,  with  truth. 
As  undeservedly  as  ^ou. 

WERNER. 

Again  7 
As/? 

GABOR. 

Or  any  other  honest  man. 
What  the  devil  would  you  have?  You  don't  believe  mc 
Guilty  of  this  base  tlieft? 

WERNER. 

No,  no — T  cannot. 

GABOR. 

Why,  that 's  my  heart  of  honour!  yon  young  gaUant — 

Your  miserly  iiiteudant,  aud  dense  uoble — 

All — .ill  suspected  me;  and  why?  because 

I  am  the  worst-clothed  and  least-named  amongst  thriii. 

Although,  were  Momuis'  lattice  in  our  breasts. 

My  soul  mi[^;ht  brook  to  open  it  more  widely 

1  hau  theirs;  but  thus  it  is — you  poor  and  helpless — 

Both  still  more  than  myself. 
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vsami. 

Ilov  know  yoo  that? 

GABOB. 

Toa  *re  ri^hC;  I  a<k  for  shelter  at  the  hand 

Which  I  call  helple««;  if  yon  now  deny  it, 

i  were  well  paid.     But  you,  who  seem  to  have  proved 

The  wholesome  bitleroess  of  life,  know  well. 

By  sympathy,  that  all  the  outspread  gold 

Of  ihe  New  World,  the  Spaniiird  boasts  about. 

Could  never  tempt  the  man  who  knows  its  worth, 

Weigfa'd  at  its  proper  value  in  the  balance, 

Save  in  such  guise  (and  there  I  grant  its  power, 

Because  1  feel  it)  as  may  leave  no  night-mare 

Upon  his  heart  o'  nights. 

WKIMU. 

What  do  yott  mean  T 

GABOB. 

Just  what  I  say;  I  thought  my  speech  was  plain: 
You  are  no  thief — nor  I — and,  as  true  men, 
Should  aid  each  other. 

wkbukb. 
It  is  a  damn'd  world,  sir. 

OABOB. 

So  is  the  nearest  of  the  two  next,  as 

The  priests  aay  (and  no  doubt  they  should  know  best). 

Therefore  I  'U  slick  by  this— as  being  loth 

To  suffer  martyrdom,  at  least  willi  such 

An  epitaph  as  larceny  upon  my  tomb. 

It  is  but  a  night's  lodging  which  I  crave; 

To-morrow  I  vriU  try  the  waters,  as 

The  dove  did,  trusting  that  they  have  abated. 

WKBREB. 

Abated?  Is  thera  hope  of  that? 

ftABOa. 

There  waa 
At  noontide. 

WKBRBB. 

Than  we  may  be  safe. 

GABOB. 

Are/ou 
In  peril? 

WBaniB. 
Pbverty  it  ever  so. 

OABOB. 

That  1  know  by  long  practice.    Will  you  noc 
Promise  to  make  mine  len? 

WBBMBB. 

Your  poverty  ? 

GABOm. 

No— yoa  don't  look  a  leech  for  that  disorder ; 
I  meant  my  peril  only  :  you  >e  a  roof, 
And  I  haTe  none;  I  merely  seek  a  covert. 

WKRRBB. 

Rightly;  for  how  should  such  a  wretch  as  I 
Have  gold  ? 

GABOB. 

Scarce  honestly,  to  say  the  tmth  on't, 
Although  1  almost  wish  you  had  the  baron's. 

WBBRM. 

Dare  you  instnaate  ? 

GABOB. 

What? 

WBBIIBB. 

Are  yon  aware 

j  To  whom  you  speak? 


GABOB. 

No ;  and  I  am  not  used 
Greadyto  care.    {A  noise  htard  withmU,)    BuC  haik! 
they  come ! 

WBBNBB. 

Who  come? 

GABOB. 

The  intendant  and  his  man-hounds after  me: 
I  *d  face  them— but  it  were  in  vain  to  expect 
Justice  at  hands  like  theirs.     Where  shall  I  go? 
Rut  show  me  any  place.    I  do  assure  you. 
If  there  be  f^ith  in  man,  I  am  most  guiltless  : 
Think  if  it  were  your  own  case ! 

WKBMKB  (nside). 

Oh,  just  God! 
Thy  hell  is  not  hereafter!  Am  1  dust  still  ? 

GABOB. 

i  see  you  're  moved;  and  it  shows  wdl  in  yon : 
I  may  live  to  requite  it. 

WBBNKB. 

Are  you  not 
A  spy  of  Stralenheim's  ? 

GABOB. 

Not  I !  and  if 
I  were,  what  is  there  to  espy  in  you: 
Although  I  recollect  his  frequent  question 
About  you  and  your  spouse,  might  lead  to  soma 
Suspicion;  but  you  hen  know— what— and  why:  ^ 
I  am  hia  deadliest  foe.  "'- 

WBBlfEl.  ^ 

ro«? 

GABOB. 

After  such 
A  treatment  for  the  service  which  in  part  ' 
I  render'd  him — I  am  his  enemy; 
If  you  are  not  his  friend,  you  will  assist  ma. 

WBBHBm.  ~ 

I  wiU. 

GABOB. 

But  how  ? 

WKBNBB  {showing  dke  pannet). 
There  is  a  secret  spring  { 
Remember,  I  discover'd  it  by  chance, 
And  us«d  it  but  for  safety. 

GABOB. 

Open  it, 
And  I  will  use  it  for  the  same. 

WIBNBB. 

I  found  it. 
As  T  have  said :  it  leads  through  winding  walls 
(So  thick  as  to  bear  paths  within  their  ribs, 
Yet  lose  no  jot  of  strength  or  siatelioes») 
And  hollow  cells,  and  obscure  niches,  to 
I  know  not  whither;  you  must  not  advance  : 
Give  me  your  word. 

GABoa. 
It  is  unnecessary : 
How  should  I  make  my  way  in  darkness,  throngh 
A  Gothic  labyrinth  of  unknown  windings? 

WXaNKB. 

Yes,  but  who  knows  to  wliat  place  it  may  lead? 

/  know  not— (mark  you  !)~but  who  knows  it  might  not 

Lead  even  into  the  chambers  of  your  foe? 

So  strangely  were  contrived  these  galleries 

By  our  Teutonic  fathers  in  old  days. 

When  man  built  less  against  the  elemenu 
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Than  his  next  Dri(;hboiir.     You  must  not  advance 
Reyond  the  tvo  fir«t  windings;  iF  you  do 
(Albeit  I  never  pa<(s'd  (hem),  I  '11  not  answer 
For  what  you  may  be  led  to. 

6AB0B. 

But  I  will. 
A  thou&aad  thanks ! 

You  '11  find  the  sprinfj  more  obTious 
On  the  other  side;  and,  when  you  would  return, 
It  yields  to  the  least  touch. 

6AB0II. 

I  *ll  in — farewell ! 
[G^Boi  goesin  by  tiie secret pannel. 

WERNBR   (solus). 

What  have  I  done?  Alas  !  what  hnU  I  done 
Before  to  make  this  fe.irfulT  I^'t  it  be 
Still  some  atonement  that  1  save  the  man 
Whose  sacrifice  had  saved  perhaps  my  own — 
They  come!  to  seek  elsewhere  what  is  before  them! 

fnfer  Idenstetn,  and  others. 

IDENSTKIN' 

Is  he  not  here?  lie  must  have  vanish'd  then 
Tlirou{;li  the  dim  (>othic  (;lass,  by  pious  aid 
Of  pictured  saints, upon  the  re<l  and  yellow 
C.iseiiienis,  ttirou(jh  which  the  sunset  streams  like  sunrise 
On  looj;  pe.irj-colourd  br-ards  and  crimson  crosses, 
And  {',ilded  crosiers,  and  cross'd  arms,  and  cowls. 
And  helms,  and  twisted  armour,  and  lonj]  swords, 
All  the  fantastic  furniture  of  windows, 
Dim  with  brave  knights  and  holy  heimits,  whose 
Likeness  and  fame  alike  rest  on  some  panes 
Of  rrysial,  which  each  ratllin{;  wind  proclaims 
As  frail  as  any  other  life  or  glory. 
He  's  gone,  however. 

WERNER. 

Whom  do  you  seek? 

IDBNSTETN. 

A  villain ! 

WBR<<fER. 

Why  need  you  come  so  far,  then  ? 

IDENSTEIN. 

In  the  search 
Of  him  who  robb'd  the  baron. 

WER7IER. 

Are  you  sure 
You  have  divined  the  man  ? 

lOElHSTETN. 

As  sure  as  you 
Stand  there;  but  wliere  *i»  he  pone? 

WERNER. 

Who? 

tDENSTEirr. 

He  we  sought. 

WERNER. 

You  see  he  is  not  here. 

IDRNSTEIH. 

And  yet  we  traced  him 
Tp  to  this  hall  :  are  you  accomplices, 
Or  deal  you  in  the  black  art  ? 

WERNER. 

I  deal  plainly: 
To  many  men  the  blackest. 

IPENSTFIN. 

It  may  be 


I  have  a  question  or  two  for  yourself 
Hereafter  ;  hut  we  must  continue  now 
Our  search  for  t*  other. 

WERNER. 

You  had  best  begin 
Your  inquisition  now;  (  may  not  be 
So  patient  always. 

IDE?(STFI«r. 

T  should  hkc  to  know, 
In  pood  sooth,  if  you  really  arc  the  man 
That  Straleohcim's  in  quest  of? 

WERNER. 

Insolent! 
Said  you  not  that  he  w^as  not  here? 

IDENSTKIK. 

Yes,  onr ; 
Rut  there  *s  another  whom  he  tracks  more  keenly, 
And  soon,  it  may  be,  with  authority 
r.oth  paramount  to  his  and  mine.     Rut,  come! 
Hustle,  my  boys!  we  are  at  fault. 

[Exeunt  Idensteix  and  AttendanU. 

WERNER. 

In  what 
.\  ma7e  hath  my  dim  destiny  involved  me  ! 
And  one  base  sin  hath  done  me  less  ill  than 
The  leavinj;  undone  one  fur  greater.     Down, 
Thou  busy  devil!  rising  in  my  heart! 
Thou  art  loo  late!  i  'II  nought  to  do  with  blood. 

Enter  L'LRIc. 

ULRIC. 

I  sought  you,  father. 

WERNER. 

Is  't  not  dangerous  "* 
ULRrc. 
No;  Stralcnheim  is  irrnorant  of  all 
Or  any  of  the  ti»'s  between  us  :   more — 
Ho  scuds  nie  here  a  spy  upon  vour  actions. 
Deeming  me  wholly  his. 

WERNER. 

I  cannot  think  it  - 
T  is  but  a  snare  he  \%inds  about  us  both, 
To  s>*oop  the  sire  and  son  at  once. 

IJLRIC. 

I  cannot 
Pause  in  each  pettv  fear,  and  stumble  at 
The  donhls  tlinl  rise  like  briars  in  our  path, 
Rut  must  brcik  lhrou(;h  them  as  an  unarm'd  rarli* 
Would,  ilioujyh  with  nuked  limbs,  were  the  wolf  rustling 
In  the  s.nne  tlii«'ket  where  he  hew'd  for  bread  : 
Nets  are  for  thrushes,  eugles  arc  not  caught  so; 
We  11  overtly,  or  rend  tlnm. 

WERNER. 

Show  me  how! 

CLRIC. 

Can  you  not  guess? 

WERNER. 

I  cannot. 

ULRIC. 

Thit  is  strange. 
Came  the  thour,ht  ne'er  into  your  mind  last  night? 

WERNEU. 

I  understand  you  not. 

ILRIC. 

Then  we  shall  never 
More  nndrrstand  each  other.  Rut  to  change 
TIh*  topir 
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WIBHBB. 

Yon  mean  10  punuM  it,  m 
T  is  of  ear  safety. 

OLIIC 

Right ;  1  suiid  eorrecied. 
I  see  the  snbject  now  more  cleoriy,  and 
Our  general  latoatioa  in  iia  bearings. 
The  waters  are  abating;  a  few  houn 
Will  bring  his  xummoo'd  myrmidons  from  Frankfort, 
Wtien  you  wiJI  be  a  prtsooer,  perliaps  worse, 
A  ad  I  an  outcast,  bastardised  by  practice 
Of  this  same  baron,  to  make  way  for  him. 

waama. 
And  now  your  remedy?    I  thought  to  escape 
By  meaos  of  this  accursed  gold,  but  now 
I  dare  not  use  it,  show  it«  scarce  look  on  iL 
Mcthinks  it  wears  upon  its  Hce  my  guilt 
For  motto,  not  the  mintage  of  the  slate; 
And,  for  the  sorereign's  head,  my  own  begirt 
With  liissing  snakes,  who  curl  around  my  temples, 
Aud  cry  to  ail  beholders — lo !  a  villain ! 

ULBIC. 

You  must  not  nse  it,  mt  lea&t  now ;  hut  take 
This  ring.  [He  gw4$  WsMii  mjtmel, 

wsaaaa. 
A  gem!  it  was  my  father's, 
nunc. 

And 
As  such  is  now  your  own.    With  this  you  most 
Bribe  the  inlendant  for  his  old  caleche 
And  bones  to  pursue  your  route  at  sunrise. 
Together  with  my  mother. 

WiaMKl. 

And  leave  yon« 
So  lately  found,  in  peril  too  T 

ULaic. 

Fear  nothing! 
The  only  fear  were  if  we  fled  together. 
For  that  would  make  our  ties  beyond  all  doubt. 
The  waters  only  lie  ia  flood  between 
This  burgh  and  Frankfort ;  so  far 's  in  onr  fsvonr. 
The  route  00  to  Bohemia,  though  encumberd. 
Is  not  impassable;  and  when  you  gain 
A  few  hours'  start,  the  difficulties  will  be 
The  same  to  your  pursuers.    Once  beyond 
The  frontier,  and  you  're  wfe. 

wasNKa. 

My  noble  boy! 

ULBlC. 

Hush !  hush !  no  transports :  we  *il  indulge  in  them 

In  Castle  Siegendorf !     Display  no  gold: 

Show  Idcnsiein  the  gem  (I  know  the  man. 

And  have  look'd  ihrou^jh  him) :  it  will  answer  thus 

A  double  purpose.     Siralcnhcim  lost  gold — 

No  jewel:  therefore,  it  could  not  be  his; 

And  then,  the  man  who  was  possess'd  of  this 

Can  hardly  be  suspected  of  abstracting 

The  baron's  coin,  when  he  could  thus  convert 

This  ring  to  more  than  Stralenlieim  has  lost 

By  his  last  night's  slumber.     Be  not  over  timid 

In  your  address,  nor  yet  too  arrogant, 

And  Idenstein  will  serve  you. 

wiaNsa. 

1  will  foUow 
In  all  thinga  yo«r  diroction. 


VLIIG. 

I  would  have 
Spared  you  the  trauble ;  but  hod  I  appear'd 
To  take  an  interest  in  you,  and  still  more 
By  dabbling  with  a  jewel  in  your  favQUTi 
All  had  been  known  at  onee. 

WBtRKa. 

My  guardian  nngel ! 
This  overpays  the  past !    But  bow  wilt  thou 
Fare  in  our  obitncel 

DLaic 
Siraienheim  knows  nothing 
Of  me  as  aught  of  kindred  with  yourself 
I  will  but  wait  a  day  or  two  with  him 
To  lull  ail  doubts,  and  then  rejoin  mj  fiuhar. 

waanco. 
To  port  no  more' 

DLSIC 

I  know  not  that ;  but  at 
Tha  loast  wa  11  meet  ogam  once  mnra, 

vunsa. 

My  boy! 
My  friend— my  only  child,  and  sole  praoervar ! 
Oh,  do  not  hate  me  I 

UIAIC. 

Bate  my  father ! 
wsaasa. 

My  father  hated  me:  why  not  my  son? 

utaic. 
Your  fother  knew  you  not  as  I  do. 

VaSNEB. 

Scorpions 
Are  in  tliy  words !    Thou  know  me  ?    In  this  guise 
Thou  canst  not  know  me,  1  am  not  myself; 
Yet  (hale  me  not)  I  will  be  soon. 

ULBIC. 

I  'U  wntl/ 
In  the  mean  time  be  sure  that  all  a  son 
Can  do  for  parents  shall  be  done  for  mine. 

WEBNBB. 

I  see  it,  and  I  feel  it ;  yet  1  feel 
Further — that  you  despise  me. 

ULBIC 

Wherefore  shouU  I? 

WaBBBB. 

Must  I  repeat  my  humiliation  7 

ULOIC. 

No! 
I  have  fathom'd  it  and  yon.     But  let  us  talk 
Of  this  no  more.    Or  if  it  must  be  ever. 
Not  now ;  your  error  has  redoubled  all 
The  present  difficulties  of  our  house, 
At  secret  war  with  that  of  Stralenlieim ; 
All  we  have  now  to  think  of  is  to  baffle 
UiM.     I  have  shown  oiu  way. 

wbbubb. 

The  only  one. 
And  I  embrace  it,  as  I  did  my  son, 
Who  show'd  kumsel/  and  fathers  Hiftt/  in 
One  day. 

ULBIC. 

You  ihail  be  safe :  let  that  suffice. 
Would  Stralenheim's  appearance  in  Bohemia 
Disturb  your  right,  or  mine,  if  onoa  we  were 
Admitted  to  our  lands? 
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WKRNRR. 

A<«suredly, 
Situate  as  we  are  now,  although  the  first 
Possessor  might,  a*  usual,  prove  the  strongest. 
Especially  the  next  iu  blood. 

ULRIC. 

Blood!   i  is 
A  word  of  many  meanings :  in  the  veins 
And  out  of  them  it  is  a  different  thing — 
And  so  it  should  be,  wheu  the  same  in  blood 
(As  it  is  call'd)  are  aliens  to  each  other, 
Like  Theban  brethren  :  when  a  part  is  bad, 
A  few  spilt  ounces  purify  the  rest. 

WERNER. 

I  do  Dot  apprehend  you. 

TJLRIC. 

That  may  be — 
And  should,  perhaps, — and  yet — but  get  ye  ready; 
You  and  my  mother  must  away  to>night. 
Here  comes  the  intendant  ;  sound  him  with  the  gem, 
'T  will  sink  into  his  venal  soul  like  lead 
Into  tlie  deep,  and  bring  up  slime,  and  mud, 
And  ooze,  too,  from  the  bottom,  as  the  lead  doth 
With  its  greased  understratum  ;  but  no  less 
Will  serve  to  warn  our  vessels  through  these  shoals. 
The  freight  is  rich,  so  heave  the  line  in  time! 
Farewell  I  1  scarce  have  time,  but  yet  your  hand^ 
My  father! 

WERXER. 

I-et  me  embrace  thee ! 

ULRIC. 

We  may  be 
Observed  :  subdue  your  nature  to  the  hour! 
Keep  off  from  rne  as  from  your  foe  I 

WERNER. 

Accursed 
Be  he  who  is  the  stifling  cause,  which  smothers 
The  best  and  sweetest  feeling  of  our  hearts, 
At  such  an  hour  too ! 

ULRIC. 

Yes,  curse — it  will  ease  you  ! 
Here  is  the  intendant. 

Enter  Idekstein. 

Master  Idenstein. 
How  fare  you  in  your  purpose?    Ila\e  you  caught 
The  rogue? 

IDENSTCIN. 

No,  faith ! 

ULRIC. 

Well,  there  are  plenty  more  : 
You  may  have  better  luck  another  chase. 
Whrre  is  the  baron? 

IDENSTEIN. 

Cone  b.ick  to  his  chamber; 
And,  now  I  think  on   t.  asking  after  vou 
With  nobly-horn  iinp.ilienco. 

LLHIC. 

Your  great  men 
Mii^t  be  answer'd  on  the  instant,  as  the  bound 
Of  the  siunj;  sti'cil  rf-piics  unto  tin?  ».[)ur: 
T  is  well  tiny  lia\e  Iioims,  too,  for  if  they  had  not, 
I  feir  lluit  men  must  draw  their  chariots,  ai 
They  say  kings  did  Sesosiris. 

IDENSTEIN. 

Who  was  he^ 


ULRIC. 

An  old  Bohemian — an  imperial  gipsy. 

lOeNSTEIN. 

A  gipsy  or  Bohemian,  't  is  the  same, 

For  they  pass  by  both  names.    And  was  he  one  T 

I'LRIC. 

I  'vc  heard  so  ;  but  I  must  Like  leave.     Intendant, 
Your  servant! — Werner  [to  Werner,  sUghtiy)^  if  that 

be  your  name. 
Yours.  [Exit  Ulric. 

idenstein. 
A  well-«pokcn,  pretty-f<iced  young  man  '. 
And  prettily  behaved  !    He  knows  his  station. 
You  see,  sir  :  how  he  gave  to  each  his  dae 
Precedence  I 

WERNER. 

I  perceived  it,  and  applaud 
His  just  discernment  and  your  own. 

idenstein. 

That  8  well- 
That  's  very  well.    You  also  know  your  place,  too, 
And  yet  I  don't  know  that  1  know  your  place. 

WERNER  {showing  tlie  ring). 
Would  this  assist  your  knowledge  ? 

IDENSTEIN. 

How  !— What  l—Eh  ! 
A  jewel ! 

WERNER. 

T  is  your  own,  on  one  condition. 

IDENSTEIN. 

Mine  ! — Name  it ! 

WERNER. 

That  hereafter  you  permit  me 
At  thrice  its  value  to  redeem  it :  't  is 
A  family  ring. 

IDENSTEIN. 

A  family  !  yours  !  a  gem  ! 
I  'm  breathless ! 

WERNER. 

You  must  also  furnish  me. 
An  hour  ere  daybreak,  with  all  means  to  quit 
This  place. 

IDENSTEIN. 

But  is  it  real  ?  let  nic  look  on  it : 
Diamond,  by  all  that  s  glorious  I 

WERNER. 

Come,  I  Ml  trust  you  . 
You  have  guess'd,  no  doubt,  that  1  was  bora  above 
3Jy  present  seeming. 

IDENSTEIN. 

I  can't  s:iy  I  did, 
Though  this  looks  like  it;  thi»  is  ihe  true  breeding 
Of  gentle  blood  I 

WERNER. 

I  have  ini|*or(.int  reasons 
For  wishing  to  continue  pri>ily 
My  journey  hence. 

IDENSTEIN. 

So  then  you  are  the  man 
Whnin  Stralenheim  's  in  quest  of? 

w£i:>Ea. 

I  am  not ; 
But  being  taken  for  him  might  conduct 
To  much  embarrassment  to  me  just  now. 
And  to  the  baron's  self  hereafter — t  is 
To  spare  both,  th'it  I  would  avoid  all  bustle. 
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IDINSTIIN. 

Be  yoa  the  man  or  do,  *l  U  not  my  bosincM ; 

Besides,  I  never  should  obtain  the  half 

From  this  proud  ntg^rdkj  noble,  who  would  raise 

The  country  for  some  missing  bits  of  coin. 

And  never  offer  a  precise  reward : 

But  this  !  Another  look ! 

wiaiTKa. 
Gaxe  on  it  freely. 
At  day«^wn  it  is  yours. 

IDIRSTBIIf. 

Oh,  Ihou  sweet  sparkler  ! 
Thon  more  than  stone  of  the  philosopher ; 
Thou  touchstone  of  Philosophy  herself! 
Thou  bright  eye  of  the  Mine !  thou  load-star  of 
The  soul  7  the  true  magnetic  pole  to  which 
All  hearu  point  duly  north,  like  trembling  needles! 
Thou  flaming  spirit  of  the  earth  !  which,  sitting 
High  on  the  monarch's  diadem,  attractest 
More  worship  than  the  majesty  who  sweats 
Beneath  the  crown  which  makes  his  head  ache,  like 
Millions  of  hearts  which  bleed  to  lead  it  lustre! 
Shalt  thon  be  mine?     I  am,  metliinks,  already 
A  little  king,  a  lucky  alchymist! — 
A  wise  magician,  who  has  bound  the  devil. 
Without  the  forfeit  of  his  soul.     But  come, 
Werner,  or  what  else  ? 

WBBIfll. 

Gall  me  Werner  still ; 
Ton  may  yet  know  me  by  a  loftier  title. 

IDBNSTBIR. 

I  do  believe  in  thee !  thou  art  the  spirit 
Of  whom  1  long  have  dream'd,  in  a  low  garb. — 
But  come,  I  *11  serve  thee ;  thou  shalt  be  as  free 
As  air,  despite  the  waters :  let  us  hence, 
I  '11  show  thee  I  am  honest — (oh,  thou  jewel !) 
Thou  shalt  be  fumish'd,  Werner,  with  such  means 
Of  flight,  that  if  thou  wert  a  snail,  not  birda 
Should  overtake  thee. — Let  me  gase  again ! 
I  have  a  foster»brother  in  the  mart 
Of  Hamburgh,  skill'd  in  precious  stones :  how  many 
Canu  may  it  weigh  T— Gome,  Werner,  1  will  wing  thee. 

[ExtunL 

SCENE  U. 

STaALBRiEiM's  Chamber. 

STEALBicBtiM  and  Fbitz. 

raiTZ. 
All 's  ready  7  my  good  lord ! 

STBALBRBBIM. 

1  am  not  sleepy, 
And  yet  I  must  to  bed ;  I  fain  would  say 
To  rest,  but  something  heavy  on  my  spirit, 
Too  dull  for  wakefulness,  loo  quick  for  slumber. 
Sits  on  me  as  a  cloud  aloog  the  sky. 
Which  will  not  let  the  sunbeams  through,  nor  yet 
Descend  in  rain  and  end,  but  Aprends  itself 
'Twizt  earth  and  heaven,  like  envy  between  man 
And  man,  an  oerlasting  mist  j — 1  will 
Unto  my  pillow. 

FBITZ. 

May  you  rest  there  well! 

STBALBMHIIM, 

I  feel,  and  fear,  I  sliall. 


ram. 

And  wherefore  feart 

tTMALBIIHilll. 

I  know  not  why,  and  therefore  do  fear  more, 

Because  an  undescribable but 't  is 

All  folly.     Were  the  locks  (as  I  desired) 
Changed  tonlay,  of  this  chamber  7  for  last  night's 
Adventure  makes  it  needful. 

FBITZ. 

Certainly, 
According  to  your  order,  and  beneath 
The  inspection  of  myself  and  the  young  Saxon 
Who  saved  your  life.     I  think  they  call  him  «  Ulrica 

STaALBRHBIM. 

You  thitik!  you  supercilious  slave  !  what  right 
Have  you  to  tax  your  memory,  which  should  bt 
(^hiick,  proud,  and  happy  to  retain  the  name 
Of  him  who  saved  your  master,  as  a  litany 
Whose  daily  repetition  marks  your  duty  7 
Get  hence !  «  Tou  think,*  indeed  !  you,  who  stood  still 
Howling  and  dripping  on  the  bank,  whilst  I 
Lay  dying,  and  the  stranger  dash'd  aside 
The  roaring  torrent,  and  restored  me  to 
Thank  him— and  despise  you.  vfbu  thitdi  !m  and  scarce 
Can  recollect  his  name !     I  will  not  waste 
More  words  on  yoo.    Gall  me  betimes. 

raiTZ. 

Goodnight! 
I  trust  to-morrow  will  restore  your  lordship 
To  renovated  strength  and  temper. 

[7%e  scene  elose$. 


SCENE  IIL 

The  secret  Passage. 

Gabob,  solus. 

Four — 
Five — til  hours  have  I  counted,  like  the  guard 
Of  outposts,  on  the  never-mtfrry  clock : 
That  hollow  tongue  of  time,  which,  even  when 
It  sounds  for  joy,  takes  something  from  enjoyment 
With  every  clang.    T  is  a  perpetual  knell. 
Though  for  a  marriage  feast  it  rings :  each  stroke 
Peals  of  a  hope  the  less  ;  the  funeral  note 
Of  love  deep  buried  without  resurrection 
In  the  grave  of  possession ;  while  the  knolt 
Of  long-lived  parents  finds  a  jovial  echo 
To  triple  time  in  the  son's  ear. 

I  *m  cold — 
I  'm  dark — I  've  blown  my  fingrrs^-number'd  o'er 
And  o'er  my  steps — and  knock'd  my  head  again&t 
Some  fifiy  buttresses — and  romed  tlie  rats 
And  hats  in  general  insurrection,  till 
Their  cursed  pattering  feet  and  whirring  wings 
Leave  me  scarce  hearing  for  another  sound. 
A  light !  It  is  at  distance  (if  I  can 
Measure  in  darkness  distance) :  but  it  blinks 
As  through  a  crevice  or  a  key-hole,  in 
The  inhibited  direciion;  I  must  on, 
NevcrtbelcM,  from  curiosity. 
A  distant  lamp-liglit  is  an  incident 
In  such  a  den  as  this.     Pray  Heaven  it  lead  me 
To  nothing  that  may  tempt  me!     Else  Heaven  aid  me 
To  obLiin  or  to  escape  it !  Shining  still ! 
Were  it  the  star  of  Lucifer  himself, 
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Or  lie  himself  girt  with  its  beams,  I  could 

Cnniain  no  loinjcr.     Softly  !  mi{}hty  well ! 

That  corner's  tiirn'd— so — ah!  no,  right!  it  dravs 

Nearer.     IJere  is  a  darksome  angle — so, 

That's  weather'd. — Let  me  pause. — Suppose  it  leads 

luto  some  greater  danger  than  that  which 

I  have  escaped  ? — no  matter,  't  i*  a  new  one; 

And  novel  perils,  like  fresh  mist^e•;^es, 

Wear  more  magnetic  aspects ;  I  will  on, 

And  be  it  where  it  may — I  have  my  dagger, 

Which  may  protect  me  at  a  pinch.  —  Burn  still. 

Thou  little  light !     Thou  art  my  iguis  fatuus .' 

My  stationary  Will  o'  the  wisp ! — So  !  so  I 

lie  hears  ray  invocation,  and  fails  not. 

^Thc  icenc  closes. 


SCENE   IV. 
A  Garden. 


Enter  Werner. 
I  could  not  sleep — and  now  the  hour  s  at  hand  ; 
All 's  ready.     Idenstein  has  kept  his  word: 
And  station'd  in  the  outskirts  of  the  town, 
Upon  the  forest's  edge,  the  vehicle 
Awaits  us.     Now  the  dwindling  star^;  begin 
To  pah.'  in  heaven  ;  and  for  the  last  time  1 
Look  on  these  horrible  walls.     Oh!  never,  nc\ it 
Shall  I  forget  tliem.     Here  I  came  most  pour, 
But  not  dishonour'd  :  and  1  leave  them  with 
A  slain, — if  not  upon  my  name,  yet  in 
My  heart  I  A  never-dying  eanker->*orm, 
Which  all  the  coming  splendour  of  the  lands, 
And  rights,  and  sovereignty  of  Siegcndorf, 
(Ian  scarcely  lull  a  moment.  I  nui>t  hnd 
Some  means  of  restitu(ion,  wliich  would  ease 
My  soul  in  part ;  but  how,  without  discovery  !  — 
It  must  be  done,  howevor;  and  I  'II  pause 
Tpon  the  method  the  first  hour  of  s.ifety. 
Tiie  nj.idness  of  my  misery  led  to  tliis 
B>ise  infamy;  repentance  must  retrieve  it : 
I  will  have  nought  of  Stndenheini's  upon 
My  syiirit,  tlinugh  he  would  grasp  ;ill  of  mine  ; 
Lands,  frccdoiii,  hfe, — and  yot  lie  sK-rps !  as  suuinlly, 
Prrlnps,  as  infancy,  with  gorj;(Mtus  riirtains 
S[>re:ul  for  his  cannpy,  o'er  silken  pillows, 
Siu  li  as  when — Hark  !  vh.it  noise  is  ih.ii  ?  Again  '. 
I  In*  l)ranches  shake  ;  and  some  loose  stones  Jiavc  fallf  d 
V  roni  vondiM"  ri'rrare 

[Ui-nic  leaps  down  from  the  termer 
ririe  '  c\er  >\cl<  onw  ' 

Timer  wriiomc  now  '  ihis  Iili:il 

IM  uic. 

S(op  I  before 
Wc  approach,  tell  n\e 

WFP.NER. 

Why  look  you  so? 

L'LRIC. 

no  I 

Behold  my  father  or 

wm-^iER. 

What? 
ri.nic. 


.\n  ass  issni  ! 


VERNER. 


Iiisanr  or  insolcm  ; 


ULRIC. 

Reply,  sir,  as 
You  prize  your  life,  or  mine  1 

WEAKER. 

To  what  must  I 
Answer  ? 

ULRIC. 

Are  you  or  are  yon  not  the  a>;sassin 
Of  Stralcnheim  ? 

WERNER. 

I  never  was  as  yet 
The  murderer  of  any  man.     What  mean  you? 

ULRIC. 

Did  you  not  this  night  (as  the  night  before) 
Hetrace  the  secret  passage?     Did  you  not 

Atjain  re\isil  Stralenheim's  chamber?  and 

[Ulric  pauset. 

WERNER. 

Proceed. 

ULRIC. 

Died  he  not  by  your  hand  ? 

WERNKR. 

Great  God ! 

ULRIC. 

You  are  innocent,  then  !  my  father  's  innocent ! 
Embrace  me!  Yes, — your  tone — your  look — yes,  yes, — 
Yet  say  so ! 

WERNER. 

If  I  e'er,  in  heart  or  mind, 
Conceived  deliberately  such  a  thought. 
But  rather  strove  to  (rample  back  to  hell 
Such  ihoiights — if  e'er  they  glared  a  moment  through 
The  irritation  of  my  opprcss'd  spirit — 
May  Heaven  be  shut  for  ever  from  my  hopes 
As  from  mine  eyes ! 

ULRIC. 

But  Strulenhcim  is  dead. 

WERNER. 

T  is  horrible  !   t  is  hideous,  as  *t  is  hateful ! — 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  this  7 

ULRIC. 

No  bolt 
[s  forrrd  ;  no  \iolcuce  e,\x\  be  dttcrictl, 
Stve  on  his  body.     Part  of  his  own  household 
II  i>f  h(  en  ai.trinil  ;  but  as  ihe  inli  iidant  is 
Absent,  I  tor)k  u[>«>n  rnyscif  the  care 
Of  iniistt'ritig  (111-  polici'.     His  ch.iiiiber  ha«;, 
Past  doubt,  \iev\\  eutcid  seercily.     Excuse  me, 
If  natur«^ 

WFRNFR. 

Oh  my  hoy  I  what  unknown  woes 
Of  dark  fatihry,  hke  clouds,  .ire  g.ilheriiig 
Abov<'  our  hou-.f  ' 

I  LRIC. 

My  father,  1  acquit  you  ! 
But  will  the  >\orld  do  so?  Will  e>en  the  judge. 
If but  you  must  away  this  instant. 

WERNtR. 

No' 
I  II  face  it.      Wh(»  shall  d:ire  suspect  me? 

ILIIIC, 

Yet 

You  had  no  guests — »io  visitors^no  life 
Brcalhiii^j  .unund  you,  ham'  my  mother's? 

\M:.r..NLR. 

Ah' 


WERNER. 


4ii 


The  Himgarian! 

DUIK. 

He  k  f«»e !  ba  dJMpiMar'd 
Ere  siansei. 

No ;  I  hid  him  in  that  very 
Cooceal'd  and  fatal  gallery. 

Qi.aic 

Th€r^  I  U  find  him. 

[Uuuc  is  $oing. 
WBanaa. 
Il  is  too  late;  he  had  left  the  palace  en 

I  quitted  it.    I  found  the  secret  panael 
Open,  and  the  doort  which  lead  from  that  hall 
Which  masks  it : I  bat  thought  he  had  loatchd  the  silent 
And  favourable  moment  to  escape 

The  myrmidons  of  Idenslein,  who  were 
Dogging  him  yester-even. 

ULatc 

You  re-closed 
The  pannel  ? 

WKama. 
Yes;  and  not  without  reproach 
(And  inner  trembling  for  the  avoided  peril) 
At  his  dull  heedlessness,  in  leaving  thus 
His  shelterer's  asylum  to  the  risk 
Of  a  discovery. 

ULIIC. 

Ton  are  sure  you  closed  it  ? 
WBSfita. 
Certain. 

Laic. 
That  '•  well;  but  had  been  better  if 
You  ne'er  had  tum'd  it  to  a  den  for — {He  pauses.) 

waaaaa. 

Thieves  ! 
Thou  wouldst  say  :  1  must  bear  it,  and  deserve  ii; 

But  not 

VLaic. 
No»  father,  do  not  speak  of  this ; 
This  is  no  hour  to  think  of  petty  crimes, 
But  to  prevent  the  coosequcuce  oi  great  ones. 
Why  would  you  shelter  this  man  T 

witnaa. 

Could  I  shun  it  ? 
A  man  pursued  by  my  chief  foe ;  disgraced 
For  my  own  crime;  a  victim  to  my  Kafcty, 
Imploring  a  few  hour's  coucealmcni  from 
The  very  wretch  who  was  the  cause  he  needed 
Such  refuge.     Had  he  been  a  wolf,  I  could  not 
Have,  in  such  circunutanccs  thrust  him  forth. 

VLRIC. 

And  like  the  wolf  he  hath  repaid  you.    But 

II  is  too  late  to  ponder  this :  you  must 
Set  out  ere  dawn.     I  will  remain  here  to 
Trace  out  the  murderer,  if 't  is  possible. 

WSRNSa. 

Bat  this  my  sudden  flight  will  give  the  Moloch 
Suspicion,  two  new  victims,  in  the  lieu 
( )f  one,  if  I  remain.    The  fled  Hungarian, 

Who  seems  the  cvlprit,  and 

uutic. 

Who  teemi!  Who  c\hc 
Can  be  so? 

WKaNta. 
Not  /,  though  just  now  you  doubted— 


Tou,  my  son/— doubted 

UUIIO. 

And  do  yott  iontht  of  him. 
The  fugitive  ? 

wBann. 
Boy !  since  1  fell  into 
The  abyss  of  crime  (though  not  of  tmeh  erima),  I, 
Having  seen  the  imiocent  oppress'd  for  me. 
May  doubt  even, of  the  guilly's  gailL    Your  heart 
Is  free,  and  quick  with  virtnous  wrath  to  accuae 
Appearances ;  and  viewaa  cramiDal. 
In  innocence's  shadow,  it  may  be, 
Because  't  is  dusky. 

VLaiG. 

And  if  I  do  so. 
What  will  mankind,  who  know  you  not,  or  knew 
But  to  oppress?  You  must  not  stand  the  haxard. 
Away ! — I  '11  make  all  easy.     Idenstein 
Will,  for  his  own  sake  and  his  jewel's,  hokl 
Hii  peace — he  also  is  a  partner  in 
Your  flight — moreover — 

wtanta. 

Fly  I  and  leave  my  name 
Link'd  with  the  Hungarian's,  or  preferr'd,  as  poorest, 
To  bear  the  brand  of  bloodshed  7 

vLaic. 

Pshaw !  leave  any  thing 
Except  our  fathers'  sovereignty  and  castles. 
For  which  you  have  so  long  panted  and  in  vain ! 
What  namel  You  leave  mo  naau,  since  that  you  bear 
h  frign'd. 

wtaffxa. 
Most  true;  but  still  1  would  not  hava  it 
En(;raved  in  crimson  in  men's  memories, 
1  liou{;h  in  this  mo4t  obscure  abode  of  man : 

[k'sidc*,  the  search 

ULaic. 

I  will  provide  against 
Aught  that  can  touch  you.     No  one  knows  you  here 
As  heir  of  Siogeodorf  :  if  Idenstein 
Suspects,  't  is  bmt  suspicion^  and  he  is 
X  fool  :  his  folly  shall  have  such  employment. 
Too,  that  the  unknown  Werner  shall  give  way 
To  nearer  thoughts  of  self.    The  laws  (if  e'er 
Lnw«i  rejch'd  this  village)  are  all  in  abeyance 
With  the  late  general  war  of  thirty  years. 
Or  crunh'd,  or  rising  slowly  from  the  dust. 
To  which  the  march  of  armies  trampled  them. 
Stralenheim,  although  noble,  is  unheeded 
ffere,  save  as  such — without  lands,  influence, 
Save  what  hath  perisli'd  with  him;  few  prolong 
A  week  beyond  their  funeral  rites  their  sway 
O'er  men,  unless  by  relatives,  whose  interest 
Is  roused  :  such  is  not  here  the  case ;  he  died 
Alone,  unknown, — a  solitary  grave, 
Obscure  as  his  deserts,  without  a  scutcheon, 
Is  all  he  '11  have,  or  wants.     If  /  discover 
The  assassin,  't  will  be  well — if  net,  believe  me. 
None  «lse,  though  all  the  full-fed  train  of  menials 
May  huwl  above  his  ashes,  as  they  did 
Around  him  in  his  danger  on  the  Oder, 
W^ill  no  more  stir  a  linger  now  than  Chen. 
Hence !  hence !  I  must  not  hear  your  answer.  Look ! 
The  st.-ir<»  are  almost  faded,  and  the  grey 
llegins  to  grizilc  the  black  hair  of  night. 
You  shall  not  answer— Pardon  mc,  that  1 
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Am  peremptory;  'l  is  your  son  that  speaks, 

Your  long-lost,  late-foum!  son — Let 's  call  my  mother  ! 

Softly  and  swiftly  step,  and  ipave  the  rest 

To  me;  1  'II  ansvrcr  for  the  event  as  far 

As  regards  ^'ou,  and  that  is  the  chief  point, 

As  my  first  duty,  which  shall  be  observed. 

We  11  meet  in  Castle  Siegendorf — once  more 

Our  banners  shall  be  glorious.  Think  of  that 

Alone,  and  leave  all  other  thoughts  to  me, 

Whose  youth  may  better  battle  with  them — Hence! 

And  may  your  age  be  happy! — I  will  kiss 

My  mother  once  more,  tlien  Heaven's  speed  be  with  you  ! 

WEBNER. 

This  counsel  *s  safe — but  is  it  honourable? 


ULRIC. 

To  save  a  ^Either  is  a  child's  chief  honour. 


[Exeun  t. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Gothic  Hall  in  Hie  Castle  of  Siegendorf.near  Pragut. 

Enter  Eric  and  Ucnbick,  retainers  oftlie  Count 

ERIC. 

So,  better  times  are  come  at  last;  to  these 
Old  walls  new  masters  and  high  wassail,  both 
A  long  desideratum. 

HEMRICK. 

Yes,  for  masters. 
It  might  be  unto  those  who  long  for  novelty, 
Though  made  by  a  new  grave  :  but  as  for  wassail, 
Methinks  the  old  Count  Siegendorf  maintain'd 
His  feudal  hospitality  as  high 
As  e'er  another  prince  of  the  empire. 

£HIC. 

Why, 
For  the  mere  cup  and  trencher,  we  no  doubt 
Fared  passing  well;  but  as  for  merriment 
And  sport,  without  which  salt  and  sauces  season 
The  cheer  but  scantily,  our  sizings  were 
Even  of  the  narrowest. 

DENRICK. 

The  old  count  loved  not 
The  roar  of  revel;  are  your  sure  that  tJUs  does  ? 

KRIC. 

As  yet  lie  hath  been  courteous  as  he  's  bounteous, 
And  we  all  love  him. 

HBNRICX. 

His  reign  is  as  yet 
Hardly  a  year  o'crpast  its  honey-moon. 
And  the  first  year  of  sovereigns  is  bridal ; 
Anon,  we  shall  perceive  his  real  sway 
And  moods  of  mind. 

ERTC. 

Pray  Heaven  he  keep  the  present ! 
Then  this  brave  sou,  Count  Ulric — there  's  a  knight ! 
Pity  the  wars  are  o'er! 

UENRICK. 

Why  so? 

ERIC. 

Look  on  him  I 
And  answer  that  yourself. 

UE.NRICK. 

He  's  very  youthful, 


And  strong  and  beautiful  a$  a  youug  tiger. 

ERIC. 

That 's  not  a  faithful  vassal's  likeness. 

BBNRICK. 

fiut 
Perhaps  a  true  one. 

KRIC. 

Pity,  as  I  said, 
The  wars  are  over ;  in  the  hall,  w^ho  like 
Count  Ulric  for  a  well-supported  pride, 
Which  awes  but  yet  offends  not?  in  the  field. 
Who  like  him  with  his  spear  in  hand,  when,  gnashing 
His  tusks,  and  ripping  up  from  right  to  left 
The  howling  hounds,  the  boar  makes  for  the  thicket? 
Who  backs  a  horse,  or  bears  a  hawk,  or  wears 
A  sword  Ukc  him !     W^hose  plume  nods  knighllier? 

SEN- RICK. 

No  one's,  I  grant  you  ;  do  not  fear,  if  war 
Ue  long  ia  coming,  he  is  of  that  kind 
Will  make  it  for  himself,  if  he  hath  not 
Already  done  as  much. 

ERIC. 

What  do  you  mean  ? 

HENRICK. 

You  can't  deny  his  train  of  followers 
(But  few  our  fellow  native  vassah  born 
On  the  domain)  are  such  a  sort  of  knaves 
As (jJtiusti.) 

ERIC 

What? 

HENRICR. 

The  war  (you  love  so  much)  leaves  living ; 
Like  other  parents,  she  spoils  her  worst  children. 

ERIC 

Nonsense  I  they  are  all  brave  iron-visaged  fellows. 
Such  as  old  Tilly  loved. 

HENRICK. 

And  who  loved  Tilly? 
Ask  that  at  Magdebourg — or,  for  that  matter, 
Walleustein  either  :  they  are  gone  to 

ERlC. 

Rest; 
But  what  beyond,  't  is  not  ours  to  pronounce. 

HENRICK. 

I  wish  they  had  left  us  something  of  their  rest  : 
The  country  (nominally  now  at  peace) 
Is  overrun  with— Cod  knows  who  :  they  fly 
By  night,  and  disappear  wiih  sunrise;  but 
Leave  no  less  desolation,  nay,  even  more 
Than  the  most  open  warfare. 

ERIC 

But  Count  Ulric— 
What  has  ail  this  to  do  with  him? 

HENBICK. 

With /urn? 

lie might  prevent  it.     As  you  say  he  's  fond 

Of  war,  why  makes  he  it  not  on  those  marauders? 

ERIC. 

You  'd  better  ask  himself. 

HENRICK. 

I  would  as  soon 
Ask  of  the  lion  why  he  laps  not  milk. 

ERIC 

And  here  he  comes ! 

DENRICK. 

The  devil  I  you  11  hold  your  tongue  ? 
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»IC. 

Why  do  yon  tnni  so  paleT 

■BMIICK. 

T  it  oothiDg— bat 
Be  silent! 

inc. 
I  will,  upon  what  you  hare  sakL 

■  BIfllCK. 

I  assure  yon  I  meant  nothing,  a  mere  sport 

Of  words,  no  more;  besides,  had  it  been 

He  is  to  espouse  the  gentle  barooess, 

Ida  of  Stralenheim,  the  late  baron's  heiress. 

And  she  no  doubt  will  soften  whatsoe'er 

Of  fierceoese  the  late  long  intestine  wan 

Have  given  all  natures,  and  most  unto  those 

Who  were  bom  in  them,  and  bred  np  upon 

The  knees  of  homicide;  sprinkled,  as  it  were. 

With  blood  even  at  their  baptism.    Prithee,  peace, 

On  all  that  I  have  said  I 

Enter  Uliic  and  Rodolpb. 

Good  morrow,  count ! 

VLEIC. 

Good  morrow,  worthy  Benrick.    Erie,  Is 
All  ready  for  the  chase? 

inc. 

The  dogs  are  ordei'd 
Down  to  the  forest,  and  the  vassals  out 
To  beat  the  bushes,  and  the  day  looks  promising. 
Shall  I  call  forth  your  eicelleocy's  suite? 
What  Conner  will  you  please  to  mount? 

ULBIC. 

The  dun, 
Waktein. 

MtC. 

I  fiear  he  scarcely  has  recovered 
The  toils  of  Monday:  t'  was  a  noble  chase. 
Ton  spear'd  ,/Vur  with  your  own  hand. 

tJLlIC. 

Tme,  good  Eric, 
I  had  forgotten — let  it  be  the  grey,  then, 
Old  Ziska :  he  has  not  been  out  this  fortnight. 

BlIC. 

He  shall  be  straight  caparison'd.     How  many 
Of  your  immediate  retainers  shall 
Escort  yon  7 

DLIIC. 

I  leave  that  to  Weilbnr^,  oar 
Master  of  the  horse.  [Exit  Eiic. 

Rodolph ! 

aODOLPB. 

My  lord! 

ULIIC. 

The  news 
b  awkward  from  the — (Rodolpi  points  to  Henmick.) 

How  now,  Uenrick,  why 
loiter  yon  here? 

■  KNKICK. 

For  your  commands,  my  lord. 

tLIIC. 

Go  to  my  ftther,  and  present  my  duty, 

And  learn  if  he  would  aught  with  me  before 

I  mount.  [Exit  Hmbick. 

Rodolph,  our  friends  have  had  a  check 
Upon  the  frontien  of  Franconia,  and 
T  is  rumoured  that  the  column  sent  against  them 


Is  to  be  strengthen'd.    I  must  join  them  soon. 

aODOLPB. 

Best  wait  for  further  and  more  sure  advices. 

ULSIC. 

I  mean  it — and  indeed  it  could  not  well 
Have  fallen  out  at  a  time  more  opposite 
To  all  my  plans. 

■OIK>LPV. 

it  wiU  be  difficult 
To  excuse  your  absence  to  the  count,  your  fether. 

ULlIC. 

Tes,  but  the  unsettled  state  of  our  domain 

In  High  Silesia  will  permit  and  cover 

My  journey.    In  the  mean  time,  when  we  are 

Engaged  in  the  chase,  draw  off  the  eighty  men 

Whom  Wolffe  leads — keep  the  forests  on  your  route : 

Ton  know  it  well  T 

BODOLPB. 

As  well  as  on  that  night 
When  we 

VLBIC. 

We  will  not  speak  of  that  until 
We  can  repeat  the  same  with  like  success ; 
And  when  you  *ve  join'd,  give  Rosenberg  this  letter. 

[Gives  a  Utter. 
Add  further,  that  I  have  sent  this  slight  addition 
To  our  force  with  you  and  Wolffe,  as  herald  of 
My  coming,  thou^  I  could  but  spare  them  ill 
At  this  time,  as  my  father  loves  to  keep 
Full  nnmben  of  retainen  round  the  castle, 
Until  this  marriage,  and  its  feasts  and  fooleries. 
Are  rung  out  with  its  peal  of  nuptial  nonsense. 

BOOOLPB. 

I  thought  you  loved  the  lady  Ida? 

ULBIC. 

Why, 
I  do  so— but  it  follows  not  from  that 
I  would  bind  in  my  youth  and  glorious  years. 
So  brief  and  burning,  with  a  lady's  loue. 
Although  *t  were  that  of  Venus  ;~but  I  love  ber. 
As  woman  should  be  loved,  fairiy  and  solely. 

BODOLPI. 

And  constantly? 

VLBIC. 

I  think  so ;  for  I  love 
Nought  else. — But  1  have  not  the  time  to  pause 
Upon  ihfse  gewgaws  of  the  heart.    Great  things 
We  have  to  do  ere  long.  Speed!  speed \  good  Rodolph! 

BODOLPB. 

On  my  return,  however,  I  shall  find 

The  Baroness  Ida  lost  in  Countess  Siegcndorf ! 

DLBIC. 

Perhaps :  my  father  wishes  it,  and  sooth, 
'T  is  no  bad  policy;  this  union  with 
The  hist  bud  of  the  rival  branch  at  once 
Unites  the  future  and  destroys  the  past. 

BOOOLPH. 

Adieu! 

ITLBIC. 

Tet  hold— we  had  better  keep  together 
Until  the  chase  begins  ;  then  draw  thou  off. 
And  do  as  I  have  said. 

BOOOLPB. 

1  will.     But  to 
Return — 't  was  a  most  kind  set  in  the  count, 
Tour  father,  to  send  up  to  Konigsberg 
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For  this  fair  orphan  of  the  baron,  and 
To  liail  her  as  his  daughter. 

VLIIC. 

Wondrous  kind ! 
Especially  as  little  kindness  till 
Then  grew  between  them. 

HOOOLPH. 

The  late  baron  died 
Of  a  fever,  did  he  not? 

VLRIC. 

IIow  should  I  know  ? 

RODOLPH. 

I  've  heard  it  whispered  there  was  something  strange 
About  Ills  death — and  even  the  place  of  it 
Is  scarcely  known. 

ULRIC. 

Some  obscure  village  on 
The  Saxon  or  Silesian  frontier. 

■  ODOLPD. 

He 
lias  left  no  testament — no  farewell  words  ! 

ULRIC. 

]  am  neither  confessor  nor  notary, 
So  caunot  say. 

BOnOLPH. 

Ah  !  here's  the  lady  Ida. 
Enter  Ida  Stralenhbim. 

ULRIC. 

You  arc  early,  my  sweet  cousin ! 

IDA. 

Not  too  early, 
Dear  Ulric,  if  I  do  not  interrupt  you. 
Why  do  you  call  me  «  cousin  ?» 

ULRIC  {smiling). 

Are  we  not  so  ? 

IDA. 

Yes,  but  1  do  not  like  the  name  ;  mcthinks 
It  sounds  so  cold,  as  if  you  tliougtit  upon 
Our  pedigrt'c,  and  only  wcij^hed  our  blood. 

ULRIC  {startinij). 
Blood! 

IDA. 

Why  docs  yours  stnrl  from  your  cheeks? 

I'LRIC. 

Ay!  doili  it' 

IDA. 

It  doth — but  no  !  it  rushes  like  a  torrent 
Even  to  your  brow  again. 

ULRIC  {recovering  himself). 
And  if  it  (led. 
It  only  was  because  your  presence  sent  it 
Back  10  my  heart,  which  beats  for  you,  sweet  cousin! 

IDA. 

u  Cousiu  »  again  ! 

ULRIC 

Nay,  thcu  I  11  call  you  sister. 

IDA. 

I  like  that  name  still  worse — would  we  had  ne'er 
Been  aught  of  kindred! 

ULRIC  {gloomily). 

Would  M>e  nrvcr  had ! 
inv. 
0  Heaven!  and  can  jom  wish  thntf 

I'LRIC. 


Dearest  Ida  I 


Did  I  not  echo  your  own  wrish  ? 

IDA. 

Yes,  Ulric, 
But  then  I  wish'd  it  not  with  such  a  glance, 
And  .scarce  knew  what  I  said;  but  let  me  be 
Sister,  or  cousin,  what  you  will,  so  that 
1  still  to  you  am  something. 

CLHIC. 

You  shall  be 
All— all 

IDA. 

And  you  to  me  are  so  already ; 
But  I  can  wait. 

ULKIC. 

Dear  Ida ! 

IDA. 

Gall  me  Ida, 
Your  Ida,  for  I  would  be  yours,  none  else's — 
Indeed  I  have  none  else  left,  since  my  poor  father — 

[She  pause i. 

ULRIC. 

You  have  mine — you  have  me. 

IDA. 

Dear  Ulric  I  how  I  wi>h 
My  father  could  but  view  our  happiness. 
Which  wants  but  this! 

ULRIC. 

Indeed ! 

IDA. 

You  would  have  loved  hiiii. 
Ho  you;  for  the  brave  ever  love  each  others 
Ilis  manner  was  n  little  cold,  his  spirit 
Proud  (as  is  birtli's  pn;ro|;ativc*\  but  under 
Tlii»i  {jr.'ivc  exterior  :  would  you  h.ui  known  each  other ' 
Had  such  as  you  been  near  him  on  his  journey. 
He  li.id  not  died  without  a  friend  to  soothe 
His  l.ist  and  lonely  momenta. 

ULRIC 

Who  says  that  ? 

IDA. 

Wh.it? 

ULRIC. 

That  he  died  alone. 

IDA. 

The  general  rumour, 

I  And  disippearancc  of  his  servants,  who 

I  Have  ne'er  returnd:  that  fever  was  most  deadly 

;  Wjjich  swept  them  all  away. 

j  Ll.RIC. 

If  they  were  near  him. 
He  could  not  die  nejjlected  or  alone. 

j  IDA. 

',  Alls!  what  is  a  meni-il  to  .t  dealh-ljed, 
,  When  I  In-  dim  eve  rf)lK  \.Tinly  round  for  what 
It  loves? — ihey  say  he  died  of  a  fever. 

I  LRIC. 

Say? 
It  iffls  so. 

IDA. 

I  sometimes  dream  otherwise. 

I'LBIC. 

All  dreams  arc  false. 

IDA. 

And  yet  I  see  him,  as 
1  see  you. 
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ID4. 

In  «leep    I  8«e  him  lie 
Pale,  bleeding,  and  a  man  wiih  a  railed  knifs 
Beside  him. 

CLaic. 
Baf  do  you  not  see  his  facel 
IDA  {looking  at  him). 
No!  oh,  my  Godl  dojrou? 

OIAIC. 

Why  do  yon  ask? 

IDA. 

Because  yon  look  as  if  yon  urw  a  murderer ! 

DLKic  (agitatodly). 
Ida,  this  is  mere  chiidishoess ;  your  weakness 
Infects  me,  to  my  shame;  but  as  all  feelings 
Of  yours  are  common  to  me,  ic  affects  me. 
Prithee,  tweet  child,  change— 

IDA. 

Child,  indeed !  I  have 
Full  fifteen  summers!  [A  huyio  mmnds, 

BODOLM. 

Bark,  my  lord,  the  bugle ! 
IDA  (poevidily  to  aoDoLPa). 
Why  need  you  tell  him  that?  Can  he  not  hear  h 
Without  your  echof 

BODOLpn. 

Pardon  me,  fair  baronets ! 

IDA. 

I  will  not  pardon  yon,  unless  yon  earn  it 
By  aiding  me  in  my  dissuasion  of 
Count  Ulric  Irom  the  chase  to-day. 

aODOLPI. 

Yon  will  not, 
Lady,  need  aid  of  flune. 

ULBIC. 

I  must  not  now 
Forego  it. 

IDA. 

Btttyou  thall! 

VLBIC. 

Shall! 

IDA. 

Yet,  or  be 
No  true  kni^t.— Gome,  dear  Ulric !  yield  to  me 
In  this,  for  this  one  day;  the  day  looks  heavy, 
And  you  are  tnm'd  so  pale  and  UL 

CLBIC. 

You  jest. 

IDA. 

Indeed  I  do  not :  ask  of  Rodolph. 

aoDOLpa. 

Truly, 
My  lord,  within  this  quarter  of  an  hour 
You  have  changed  more  than  1  e'er  saw  you  change 
In  years. 

OLBIC. 

T  is  nothing ;  but  if 't  were,  the  air 
Would  soon  restore  me.  I'm  the  true  cameleon, 
And  live  but  on  the  atmospliere ;  your  feasts 
In  castle  halls,  and  social  banquets,  nurte  not 
My  spirit— 1  *m  a  forester,  and  breather 
Of  the  steep  moontain-tope,  where  I  love  all 
The  eagle  loves. 


IBA. 

Bseepc  hit  prey,  I  hope, 
utile. 
Sweet  Ida,  wish  me  a  fair  ehase,  and  I 
Will  bring  yon  six  boars*  headt  for  trophiet  home. 

IDA. 

And  will  yon  net  ttay,  then?  You  thaU not  go! 
Come !  I  will  ting  to  yon. 

VLVIC. 

Ida,  yon  scarcely 
WUl  make  a  toldiers  wife. 

IDA. 

1  do  not  whh 
To  be  so;  for  I  trust  these  wars  are  over. 
And  you  will  live  in  peace  on  your  domains. 

Enter  WitwBi,  as  Covwr  Siioim dobf. 

ULBIC. 

My  father,  I  salute  yon,  and  it  grieves  me 

With  such  brief  greeting. — You  have  heard  our  bugle; 

The  vassals  wait. 

siiotRDoap. 
So  let  them— you  forget 
To-morrow  it  the  appointed  festival 
In  Prague,  for  peace  restored.    Yon  are  apt  to  follow 
The  chase  with  sneh  an  ardour  as  will  scarce 
Permit  you  to  return  to-day,  or  if 
Return'd,  too  much  fetigned  to  join  to-morrow 
The  nobles  in  our  mar^all'd  ranks. 

ULBIC. 

Yon,  count. 
Will  well  aupply  the  place  of  both— I  am  not 
A  lover  of  these  pageantries. 

tiKOxrrDosr. 

No,  Ulric ; 
It  were  not  well  that  yon  alone  of  all 
Our  young  nobility 

IDA. 

And  far  the  noblest 
In  aspect  and  demeanour. 

siioKiVDoap  (to  I  da). 

True,  dear  child. 
Though  somewhat  frankly  said  for  a  feir  damsel. — 
But,  Ulric,  recollect  too  our  position, 
So  lately  reinstated  in  our  honours. 
Believe  me,  't  would  be  mark'd  in  any  house, 
But  most  in  oun^  that  oni  should  be  found  wanting 
At  such  a  time  and  place.    Besides,  the  Heaven 
Which  gave  us  back  our  own,  in  the  same  moment 
It  spread  its  peace  o'er  all,  hath  double  claims 
On  us  for  thanksgiving ;  first,  for  our  country. 
And  next,  that  we  are  here  to  share  its  blessings. 

ULBIC  {aside). 
Devout,  tool  Well, sir,  I  obey  at  once. 

[Then  ahud  to  a  servant. 
Ludwig,  ditmltt  the  train  without  1 

[Exit  LuDWto. 

IDA. 

And  to 
Yon  yield  at  ooce  to  him,  what  I  for  hours 
Might  supplicate  in  vain. 

siBoaiiDOBP  {tmiling). 

You  arc  not  jealous 
Of  me,  I  trust,  my  pretty  rebel !  who 
Would  sanction  disobedience  against  all 
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Except  thyself?  But  fear  not,  thou  slialt  rule  liioi 
Hereafter  vrith  a  fonder  s^ay  and  firmer. 

IDA. 

But  I  should  like  to  govern  now. 

SIEGE?!  DORK. 

You  shall, 
Your  harp;  which,  by  the  way,  awaits  you  with 
The  countess  ia  her  chamber.   She  complains 
That  you  are  a  sad  truant  to  your  music  : 
She  attends  you. 

IDA. 

Then  jjood  morrow,  my  kind  kinsmen ! 
Ulric,  you  'II  come  and  hear  me! 

ULUI 

By  and  by. 

IDA. 

Be  sure  I  11  sound  it  better  than  your  bugles; 
Then  pray  you  be  as  punctual  to  its  notes: 
1  '11  play  you  King  Gustavus'  march. 

ULBIC. 

And  why  not 
Old  Tilly's? 

IDA. 

Not  that  monster's!  I  should  think 
My  harp-strings  rang  with  groans,  and  not  with  music, 
(louldaiiglit  of  his  sound  on  it;  —  but  come  quickly; 
Your  mother  will  be  eager  to  receive  you. 

[ExU\dx. 

SIEtiEMDORF. 

Ulric,  I  wish  to  speak  with  you  alone. 

ULRIC. 

My  time's  your  vassal. —        [/iside  to  Bodolph. 

Bodolph,  hence  !  and  do 
As  I  directed;  and  by  his  best  speed 
And  readiest  means  let  Koseuberg  reply. 

RODOLPH. 

Count  Siegendorf,  command  you  aught?  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  journey  past  the  frouticr, 

SIEGENDORF  (sUirts). 

Ahl— 
NVhcre  ?  on  what  frontier  ? 

KODOLPU. 

The  Silesian,  on 
My  way — (aside  io  Ulric.)  tVherc  shall  I  say? 
I'LRic  [aside  to  rodolph). 

To  Hamburgli. 
(Aside  to  himself.)  That 
Word  will,  I  think,  put  a  (irm  padlock  on 
His  further  imjuisition. 

RODOLPU. 

Count,  to  Hamburgh. 
SIEGENDORF  [agitated]. 
Hamburgh !  no,  1  have  nought  to  do  tliere,  nor 
Am  aught  connected  with  that  city.    Tlicn 
God  speed  you  I 

RODOLPH. 

Fare  ye  well,  Count  Siegendorf! 

[Exit  RoDOLPU. 

SIEGENDORF. 

Ulrlo,  this  man,  who  has  just  departed,  is 
One  of  iliosc  strange  companions,  >\iiom  I  fain 
Would  reason  with  you  on. 

ULRlC. 

.My  lord,  h<!  is 
Noble  by  birth,  of  one  of  tiie  liist  houses 
In  Saxony. 


SIEGENDORF. 

I  talk  not  of  his  birth. 
But  of  his  bearing.  Men  speak  lightly  of  him. 

ULRIC. 

So  they  will  do  of  most  men.  Even  the  monarch 
Is  not  fenced  from  his  chamberlain's  slander,  or 
The  sneer  of  the  last  courtier  whom  he  has  made 
Great  and  ungrateful. 

SIEGENDORF. 

If  I  must  be  plain, 
The  world  speaks  more  than  lightly  of  this  Rodolph  : 
They  say  ho  is  leagued  with  the  wblack  baud:>»  who  still 
Ravage  the  frontier. 

L'LRIC. 

And  will  you  believe 
The  world  ? 

SIEGENDORF. 

In  this  case — yes. 

ULRIC. 

In  any  case, 
I  thought  you  knew  it  better  than  to  take 
An  accusation  for  a  sentence. 

SIEGENDORF. 

Son! 

1  understand  you  :  you  refer  to but 

,My  de<.iiny  has  so  involved  about  me 

Her  spider  web,  that  I  can  only  flutter 

Like  the  poor  tly,  but  break  it  not.   Take  heed, 

I'lric;  you  have  seen  to  what  tiie  passions  led  me; 

Twenty  long  years  of  misery  and  famine 

Oucncli'd  them  not — twenty  thousand  more,  perchance. 

Hereafter  (or  even  here  in  moments  which 

Might  dale  for  years,  did  anguish  make  the  dial). 

May  not  obliterate  or  expiate 

The  madness  and  dishonour  of  an  instant. 

Ulric,  be  warn'd  by  a  father! — I  was  not 

By  mine,  and  you  behold  me! 

ULRIC. 

I  behold 
The  prosperous  and  beloved  Siegendorf, 
Lord  of  a  prince's  appanage,  and  honour'd 
By  those  he  rules,  and  those  he  ranks  with. 

SIEGENDORF. 

Ah! 

Why  will  thou  call  me  prosperous,  while  I  fear 
For  thee?  Beloved,  when  thou  lovest  me  not! 
All  hearts  but  one  may  beat  in  kindness  for  me — 
But  if  my  sou's  is  cold! 

ULRIC. 

Who  dare  say  that? 

SIFGENDORF. 

None  else  but  I,  who  see  H—feel  it — keener 
Than  would  your  adversary,  mIio  d.ired  sav  so. 
Your  sabre  in  his  heart  I  But  mine  survives 
The  wound. 

ULRIC. 

You  err.  My  nature  is  not  given 
To  outvard  fontlling;  how  should  it  be  so. 
After  twelve  years  divorcement  from  my  parents' 

SIEGENDORF. 

And  did  not  I  too  pa<s  iIkkc  twelve  torn  years 
111  a  like  absence?  But   I  i>  vain  to  nr(;e  you — 
Nature  w.is  never  call  d  back  by  re  mo  ns  trance. 
L(,l  's  fliain;e  I  lie  tlicnie.      I  wish  v<^u  to  coii«iidpr 
lliai  lluse  young  violent  noblesof  higli  name. 
But  dark  deeds  (ay,  the  darkest,  if  all  rumour 
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Rqwrts  be  true),  with  whom  thoa  consortesc, 

WiU  lead  thee 

DLiic  {impatiinay). 
I  '11  be  Ud  by  DO  man. 
siictHDoar. 

Nor 
Be  leader  of  such,  I  would  hope :  at  once 
To  wean  thee  from  the  perils  of  thy  youth 
And  haughty  spirit^  1  have  thought  it  well 
That  thou  shouldst  wed  the  lady  Ida — more. 
As  thou  appear  St  to  love  her. 

CLSIC. 

I  have  said 
I  will  obey  your  orders,  were  they  to 
(JnUe  with  Hecate — can  a  son  say  more  ? 

SIEGBflDOSr. 

He  says  too  much  in  saying  this.     It  is  not 

The  nature  of  thine  age,  nor  of  thy  blood. 

Nor  of  thy  temperament,  to  talk  so  coolly, 

Or  act  so  carelessly,  in  that  which  is 

The  bloom  or  blight  of  all  men's  happiness 

(For  glory's  pillow  is  but  restless  if 

Ixive  lay  not  down  his  cheek  there) :  some  strong  bias. 

Some  master  fiend  is  in  thy  service,  to 

Misrule  the  morul  who  believes  him  slave. 

And  makes  bis  every  thought  subservient ;  else 

Thou  'dsi  say  at  once,  « I  love  young  Ida,  and 

Wilt  wed  her,*  or,  « I  love  her  not,  and  all 

Tlie  powers  of  earth  shall  never  make  me.» — So 

Would  I  have  answer'd. 

DLBIC. 

Sir,  you  wed  for  love. 

SlKGBNDOir. 

I  did,  and  it  has  been  my  only  refuge 
In  many  miseries. 

DLRIC. 

Which  miseries 
Had  never  been  but  for  this  love-match. 

SiBCZNDOaF. 

sun 

Against  your  age  and  nature!  who  at  twenty 
E'er  answer'd  thus  till  nowT 

tJLBIC. 

Did  you  not  warn  me 
Against  yoor  own  example  ? 

siiOKKDoar. 

Boyish  sophist! 
In  a  word,  do  you  love,  or  love  not,  Ida  T 

ULRIC. 

What  matters  it,  if  I  am  ready  to 
Obey  yon  in  espousing  her? 

SIIGMOOSF. 

As  fsr 

As  yon  feel,  nothing,  but  all  life  for  her. 
She 's  young — all-beautiful — adores  you — is 
Eodovr'd  with  qualities  to  give  happiness. 
Such  as  rounds  common  life  into  a  dream 
Of  something  which  your  poets  cannot  paint. 
And  (if  it  were  not  wisdom  to  love  virtue) 
For  which  philosophy  might  barter  wisdom; 
And  giving  so  much  happiaess  deserves 
A  little  in  return.     I  would  not  have  her 
Break  her  heart  for  a  man  who  has  none  to  break. 
Or  wither  on  her  stalk  like  some  pale  rose 
Deserted  by  the  bird  she  thought  a  nightingale. 
According  to  the  Orient  tale.    She  is— — 


ULBIC 

The  daughter  of  dead  Slralenheim,  your  foe ! 
I'll  wed  her,  ne'ertheless ;  though,  to  say  trutli, 
Just  now  I  am  not  violently  transported 
In  favour  of  such  unions. 

SIUBHDOir. 

But  she  loves  you. 

ULllC. 

And  I  love  her,  and  therefore  would  think  twice. 

SliaMDOlF. 

Alas!  Love  never  did  so. 

ULaic. 

Then  't  is  time 
He  should  begin,  and  take  the  bandage  from 
His  eyes,  and  look  before  he  leaps:  till  now 
He  hath  ta'en  a  jump  i'  the  dark. 

•ixomooiF. 

But  you  content  T 
ULaic. 
I  did  and  do. 

SIlGBNDOar. 

Then  fix  the  day. 
ULaic. 

T  is  usual. 
And,  certes,  courteous,  to  leave  that  to  the  lady. 

tiEOBiiDoar. 
/  will  engage  for  ker. 

uLaic. 
So  will  not  / 
For  any  woman;  and  as  what  I  fix, 
I  fain  would  see  unshaken,  when  she  gives 
Her  answer,  1  '11  give  mine. 

SIEGXNDOar. 

But 't  is  your  of  Ace 
To  woo. 

tiLaic. 
Count,  't  is  a  marriage  of  your  making, 
So  be  it  of  your  wooing ;  but  to  please  you 
I  will  now  pay  my  duty  to  my  mother, 
With  whom,  you  know,  the  lady  Ida  is— 
What  would  you  have?  You  have  forbid  my  stirring 
For  manly  sports  beyond  the  castle  walls. 
And  I  obey ;  you  bid  me  turn  a  chamberer, 
To  pick  up  gloves,  and  ftws,  and  knitting-needles. 
And  list  to  songs  and  tunes,  and  watch  for  smiles, 
And  smile  at  pretty  prattle,  and  look  into 
The  eyes  of  feminie,  as  though  they  were 
The  stars  receding  early  to  our  wbh 
Upon  the  dawn  of  a  world-winning  battle  : 
What  can  a  son  or  man  do  more?  [Exit  Uuiic. 

siiGBNDoar  {soluij. 

Too  much ! — 
Too  much  of  duty  and  too  little  love ! 
He  pays  me  in  the  coin  he  owes  me  not : 
For  such  hath  been  my  wayward  fate,  1  coukl  not 
Fulfil  a  parent's  duties  by  his  side 
Till  now ;  but  love  he  owes  me,  for  my  thoughts 
Ne'er  left  him,  nor  my  eyes  long'd  without  tears 
To  see  my  child  again,  and  now  1  have  found  him ! 
But  howT  obedient,  but  with  coldness;  duteous 
In  my  sight,  but  with  carelessness;  mysterious, 
Abstracted — distant — much  given  to  long  absence. 
And  where — none  know — in  league  with  the  most  riotous 
Of  our  young  nobles:  though,  to  do  him  justice. 
He  never  stoops  down  to  their  vulgar  pleasures ; 
Tet  there 's  some  tie  between  them  which  I  caimot 
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Unravel.    They  look  up  to  him — coDsult  him — 
Throng  round  him  as  a  leailer:  huC  vith  me 
IJc  hath  no  conlidcnoc  !  Ah!  can  1  hope  it 
Afier — ^hal !  dolh  ray  f.uher's  cur&«»  descend 
Even  to  my  child  ?  Or  is  the  llun^jarian  near 
To  shed  more  blood,  or — oh  !  if  it  iihotild  be! 
Spirit  of  Straleiihoim,  dost  thou  walk  these  vails 
To  wither  him  and  his — who,  though  they  f>\eyf  not, 
Unlatch'd  the  door  of  death  for  thee?  T  was  not 
Our  fault,  nor  is  our  sin :  thou  werl  our  foe, 
And  yet  I  spared  thee  wljen  my  own  destruction 
Slept  with  thee,  to  awake  with  thine  awakening! 
And  only  took — accursed  (jold!  thou  liest 
Like  poison  in  my  hands;  I  dare  not  use  thee, 
Nor  part  from  thee;  thou  earnest  in  such  a  n^isc, 
Methinks  thou  wouldst  contaminate  all  hands 
Like  mine.     Yet  I  have  done,  to  atone  for  thee. 
Thou  villanous  Qo\ii\  and  thy  dead  masters  doom, 
Though  he  died  not  by  me  or  mine,  as  much 
As  if  he  were  my  brother!   I  have  ta'ea 
His  orphin  Ida — chorish'd  her  as  one 
Who  will  be  mine. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

ATTENDANT. 

The  abbot,  if  it  please 
Your  excellency,  whom  you  sent  for,  waits 
Upon  you.  [£Aif  Attendant. 

Enter  the  Prior  Albert. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

Peace  be  with  these  walls,  and  all 
Within  them! 

SIEGENDORF. 

Welcome,  welcome,  holy  father! 
And  may  thy  prayer  be  heard! — all  men  have  need 
Of  such,  and  I 

PRIOR  ALISERT. 

Have  the  Hrst  claim  to  all 
The  prayers  of  our  community.     Our  convent, 
Krected  by  your  ancestors,  is  still 
Protected  by  their  children. 

SlEGENflORF. 

Yes,  good  father; 
Continue  daily  orisons  for  us 
In  these  dim  days  of  heresies  and  blood. 
Though  the  schismatic  Swede,  Gustavus,  is 
Gone  home. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

To  the  endless  home  of  unbelievers, 
Where  there  is  oerlasting  wail  and  woe, 
Gnashing  of  teeth,  and  tears  of  blood,  and  fire 
Eternal,  and  the  worm  which  dieih  not! 

SIEGENDOnF. 

True,  father  :  and  to  avert  those  pangs  from  one, 
Who,  though  of  our  most  faultless,  holy  church, 
Yet  died  without  its  last  and  dearest  offices. 
Which  smooihe  the  soul  through  purgatorial  pains, 
I  have  to  offer  humbly  this  donation 
In  masses  for  his  spirit. 

[SiKGENDORK  offcrs  tJic  gold  which  he  had  taken 
from  Stralknhum, 

PRIOR   ALBERT. 

Oouiii,  if  I 
Receive  it,  't  is  because  I  know  too  well 
Refusal  would  offend  you.     Be  assured 


The  largess  shall  be  only  dealt  in  alms, 
And  every  mass  no  less  sung  for  the  dead. 
Our  house  needs  no  donations,  thanks  to  yours, 
Which  has  of  old  endow'd  it;  but  from  you 
And  yours  in  all  meet  things  't  is  fit  we  obey. 
For  whom  shall  mass  be  said? 

SIEGENDORF  [faltering). 

For — for — the  dead. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

His  name? 

SIEGENDORF. 

T  is  from  a  soul,  and  not  a  name, 
I  would  avert  perdition. 

PRIOR   ALBERT. 

I  meant  not 
To  pry  into  your  secret.     We  will  pray 
For  one  uuknown,  the  same  as  for  the  proudest. 

SIEGENDORF. 

Secret!  T  have  none:  but,  father,  he  who's  gone 
Might  have  one;  or,  in  short,  he  did  bequeath — 
No,  not  bequeath — but  1  bestow  this  sum 
For  pious  purposes. 

PRIOR   ALBERT. 

A  proper  deed 
In  the  behalf  of  our  departed  friends. 

SIEGENDOHF. 

But  he,  who  s  gone,  was  not  my  friend,  but  foe, 
The  deadliest  and  the  slauuchest. 

PRIOR   ALISERT. 

Better  still! 
To  employ  our  means  to  obtain  heaven  for  the  souls 
Of  our  dead  enemie:*,  is  worthy  those 
Who  can  forgive  them  living. 

SIEGENDORF. 

But  I  did  not 
Forgive  this  man.     I  loathed  him  to  the  last, 
As  he  did  mc.     1  do  not  love  him  now, 
Itui 

PRIOR    ALBERT. 

Best  of  all !  for  ihis  is  pure  religion! 
Yon  fain  would  rescue  him  you  hate  from  hell — 
An  evangelical  compassion! — with 
Your  own  gold  tool 

SIEGENDORF. 

Father,  i  is  not  my  gold. 

PRIOR    ALBERT. 

Whose  then?  you  said  it  was  no  legacy. 

SIEGENDORF. 

No  matter  whose — of  this  be  sure,  that  he 
Who  own'd  it  never  more  will  need  it,  save 
III  lli.it  which  it  may  purchase  from  your  altars: 
T  ik  yours,  or  theirs. 

PRIOK  ALBERT. 

Is  there  no  blood  upon  it  7 

SIEGENDORF. 

No:  but  there  's  worse  than  blood — eternal  shame! 

PRIOR   ALHERT. 

Did  he  who  own'd  it  die  in  his  bed? 

SIEGENDORF. 

Alas ! 
He  did. 

PRIOR  ALBERT. 

Son  !  you  relapse  into  revenge, 
If  you  regret  your  enemy  s  bloodless  death. 

SIEGENDORF. 

His  death  was  fathomlessly  deep  in  blood. 


WERNEB. 


419 


Yoa  SBid  bt  died  ia  his  bed,  not  battle? 

ilBOBMOOBr. 

He 

Died,  I  tcaree  know — but— he  iras  sUbb'd  i'  the  dmrk. 
And  noir  you  have  it — pemh'd  00  hi«  pillow 
By  a  cut-throat ! —ay !  you  may  look  upoo  me! 
f  am  not  the  man.     I  'II  meet  your  eye  on  that  point, 
Ac  I  can  one  day  God's. 

PBIOB  ALBBBT. 

Nor  did  he  die 
By  means,  or  men,  or  instrument  of  yoiirs? 

SIBCBRDOar. 

No !  by  the  God  who  ices  and  strikes ! 

PlIOB  ALBBBT. 

Nor  know  yon 
Who  slew  him  7 

SIBGBIVDOBP. 

I  could  only  guess  at  oiu^ 
And  he  to  me  a  stranger,  unconnected, 
As  nnemploy'd.     Except  by  one  day's  knowledge, 
I  nerer  saw  the  man  who  rras  suspected. 

PBIOB  ALBBBT. 

Then  yon  are  free  from  guilt. 

ItBOBifDOBF  (eagerly). 

Ohfaail?— say. 

PBIOB  ALBBBT. 

Ton  hare  said  so.  and  know  best. 

SIE6BND0BF. 

Father !  I  have  spoken 
The  truth,  and  nought  but  truth,  if  not  the  whoU: 
Yet  say  I  am  not  guilty !  for  the  blood 
Of  this  man  weighs  on  me,  as  if  I  xhed  it, 
Though  by  the  power  who  abhorreth  human  blood, 
I  did  not ! — nay,  once  spared  it,  when  I  might 
And  could— tij,  perhaps  should — (if  onr  self-safety 
Be  e'er  excusable  in  such  defences 
Against  the  attacks  of  over-potent  foes); 
But  pray  for  him,  for  me,  and  all  my  house; 
For,  as  I  said,  though  I  be  innocent, 
I  know  not  why,  a  like  remorse  is  on  ma 
A%  if  he  had  fallen  by  me  or  mioe.     Pray  for  me, 
Father!  I  have  pray'd  myself  in  vain. 

PBIOB  ALBBBT. 

I  will. 
Be  comforted !    Yon  are  innocent,  and  should 
Be  calm  as  innocence. 

SIBGENDOBF. 

But  calmness  is  not 
Always  the  attribute  of  innocence : 
I  feel  it  is  not. 


But  it  will  be  so, 
When  the  mind  gathers  up  iu  truth  within  it. 
Remember  the  great  festival  to-morrow, 
In  which  you  rank  amidst  onr  chiefest  nobles. 
As  well  as  your  brave  wn ;  and  smoothe  yonr  aspect ; 
Nor  in  the  general  orison  of  thanks 
For  bloodshed  stopt,  let  blood,  yon  shed  not,  rise 
A  cloud  upon  your  thoughts.     This  were  to  be 
Too  sensitive.    Take  comfort,  and  forget 
Such  things,  and  leave  remorse  onto  dke  goilfy. 

[BxguiU. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

A  large  and  magnijieent  Gothic  Ball  in  like  CnstU  of 
Siegendorff  decorated  wUh  Trophies,  Banners,  and 
Arms  of  that  family. 

Enter  Abhibim  and  Mbibtbb,  AtlnUanU of  Covmt 

SiBOBNDOBP. 
ABNBBIM. 

Be  quick !  the  count  will  soon  return  :  the  ladies 
Already  are  at  the  portal.     Have  you  sent 
The  messengers  in  search  of  him  be  seekB  for ! 

KBISTBB. 

I  have,  in  all  directions,  over  Prague, 
As  hr  as  the  man's  dress  and  6gure  could 
By  your  description  track  him.    The  devil  tako 
These  revels  and  processions  I    All  the  pleasure 
(If  such  there  be)  must  fall  to  the  spectators; 
I  'm  sure  none  doth  to  us,  who  make  the  show. 

ABMBBIM. 

Go  to!  my  lady  conntess  comes. 

MBISTBB. 

I  *d  rather 
Ride  a  day's  hunting  on  an  outworn  jade. 
Than  follow  in  the  train  of  a  great  man 
In  these  dull  pageantries. 

AamBiif. 
Be  gone,  and  rail 
Within.  [Extuni. 

Enter  the  Couktbss  JoSBPaiitB  Sibcbnoobf  and  Ida 
Stbalenibim. 

/osefbirb. 
Well,  Heaven  be  praised,  the  show  is  over! 

IDA. 

How  can  you  say  so  7    Never  have  I  dreamt 

Of  aught  so  beautiful !    The  flowers,  the  boughs. 

The  banners,  and  the  nobles,  aud  the  knighu. 

The  gems,  the  robes,  the  plumes,  the  liappy  bees. 

The  coursers,  and  the  incense,  and  the  sun. 

Streaming  through  the  siain'd  windows,  even  the  Iwnfo, 

Which  look'd  so  calm,  and  the  celestial  hymns. 

Which  seem'd  as  if  they  rather  came  from  heaven 

Than  mounted  there.    The  bursting  organ's  peal 

Rolling  on  high  like  an  harmonious  thunder ; 

The  white  robes,  and  the  lifted  eyes;  the  world 

At  peace!  and  all  at  peace  with  one  another! 

Oh,  my  sweet  mother!  [Embracing  Josbpiinb. 

JOSBPBlflB. 

My  beloved  child ! 
For  snch,  I  tmst,  thou  shalt  he  shortly. 

IBA. 

OhI 
I  am  so  already.     Feel  how  my  heart  beats! 

JOSEPH  I  If  B. 

It  does,  my  love;  and  never  may  it  throb 
With  aught  more  bitter ! 

IDA. 

Never  shall  it  do  so ! 
How  should  itr    What  should  make  us  grieve?    1  halt 
To  hear  of  sorrow :  how  can  we  be  sad. 
Who  love  each  other  so  entirely  7     You, 
The  count,  and  Ulric,  and  your  daughter,  Ida. 


4^-o 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


JOSEPHINK. 

Poor  chilU ! 

IDA. 

Do  you  pity  me? 

JOSEPHINE. 

No ;  I  but  cuvy, 
And  that  in  sorrow,  not  in  the  world's  sense 
Of  t)ie  universal  vice,  if  one  vice  be 
More  ij;cncral  than  another. 

IDA. 

I  'II  not  hear 
A  word  against  a  world  which  still  contains 
You  and  my  L'lric.     Did  you  ever  see 
Aught  like  him?  How  he  tower'd  amongst  them  all ! 
IIow  all  eyes  foUow'd  him !  The  Hovers  fell  faster — 
Rain'd  from  each  lattice  at  his  feet,  methought, 
Than  before  all  the  rest,  and  where  he  trod 
I  dare  be  sworn  that  they  grow  still,  nor  e'er 
Will  wither. 

JOSEPHINE. 

You  will  spoil  him,  little  flatterer ! 
If  he  should  hear  you. 

IDA. 

But  he  never  will. 
1  dare  not  say  so  much  to  him — I  fear  him. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Why  so?  he  loves  you  well. 

in\. 

But  I  can  never 
Shape  my  thoughts  o/him  into  words  to  him. 
Besides,  he  sometimes  frightens  me. 

JOSEPHINE. 

IIow  so? 

IDA. 

A  cloud  comes  o'er  his  blue  eyes  suddenly, 
Yet  he  says  nothing. 

JOSEPHINE. 

It  is  nothing:  all  men, 
Especially  in  these  dark  troublous  times, 
Have  much  to  think  of. 

IDA. 

But  I  cannot  think 
Of  aught  save  him. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Yet  there  are  other  men. 
In  the  world's  eye,  as  goodly.  There  *s,  for  instance. 
The  young  Count  Waldorf,  who  scarce  once  withdrew 
His  eyes  from  yours  to-day. 

IDA. 

I  did  not  sec  him. 
But  Ulric.     Did  you  not  see,  at  the  moment 
When  all  knelt,  and  I  wept?  and  yet  methought 
Through  my  fast  tears,  though  they  were  thick  and 

warm, 
I  saw  him  smiling  on  me. 

JOSEPHINE. 

I  could  not 
See  aught  save  heaven,  to  which  my  eyes  were  raised 
Tog'ther  with  the  peoples. 

IDA. 

I  thought  too 
Of  heaven,  although  1  look'd  on  Ulric. 

i  JOSEPHINE. 

I  Ctun*", 

Lot  us  retire;  they  will  he  here  anon 
txpeetanl  of  the  Itauquet.     We  will  lav 


Aside  these  nodding  plumes  and  dragging  trains. 

IDA. 

And,  above  all,  these  stiff  and  heavy  jewels, 

Which  m:ike  my  head  and  heart  ache,  as  both  throb 

Beneath  their  glitter  o'er  my  brow  and  xoue. 

Dear  mother,  I  am  with  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Count  SiEGENDORF  in  full  dress^from  the 
solemnity,  and  Ll'dwig. 

SIECENDORF. 

Is  he  not  found  ? 

LVD  WIG. 

Strict  search  is  making  every  where ;  and  if 
The  man  be  in  Prague,  be  sure  he  will  be  found. 

SlEGENDOEF. 

Where  's  Ulric  ? 

LUDWIG. 

He  rode  round  the  other  way, 
With  some  young  nobles;  but  he  left  them  sooo; 
And,  if  1  err  not,  not  a  minute  since 
I  heard  his  excellency,  with  his  train. 
Gallop  o'er  the  west  drawbridge. 

Enter  Ulric  splendidly  dressed. 

SIEGENDORF  (to  LUDWIG). 

See  they  cease  not 
Their  quest  of  him  I  have  described.         [Exit  ludvig. 

Ohl  Ulric, 
IIow  have  1  long'd  for  thee! 

LLRIC. 

Your  wish  is  granted — 
Behold  me! 

SIEGENDORF. 

I  have  seen  the  murderer. 

ULRIC. 

Whom?  Where? 

SIEGENDORF.^ 

The  Hungarian,  who  slew  Slralenheim. 

ULRIC. 

You  dream. 

SIEGENDORF. 

I  live!  and  as  I  live,  I  saw  him — 
Heard  him!   ilc  dared  to  utter  even  my  name. 

ULRIC. 

What  name? 

SIEGENDORF. 

Werner  I  'twas  mine. 

ULRIC. 

It  must  be  so 
No  more  :  forget  it. 

SIEGENDORF. 

Never  I  never!  all 
My  desiiuies  were  woven  in  ihat  name  : 
It  will  not  be  engraved  upon  my  tomb, 
Dut  it  may  U\u\  me  there. 

ULRIC 

To  the  point — the  Hungarian  7 

SIEGENDORF. 

Li<iten  1 — The  church  w.is  iiirong"d;  the  hymn  was  rais'd  ' 
"  Te  Deuiu>^  peal  d  from  iiatiuns,  r.uher  than 
From  elioirs,  in  one  great  cry  of  «  Cod  be  praiscdw 
For  one  iU\\  juace,  after  thrioe  ten  dread  years. 
Kadi  hlontiier  (ii.in  the  former;  I  arose, 
With  all  ihe  nobles,  ami  as  I  look  d  down 
.\long  the  lines  of  lified  face*;,  —  from 
Our  hauoerd  aiul  cseiiteheond  gallery,  I 


WERNER. 
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Saw,  like  a  flash  of  lisfatnine  (for  I 

A  moment,  aod  no  more),  irhat  »tmck  me  sghtlew 

To  all  else — the  HuagariaD's  face :  I  grew 

Sick :  aod  when  I  recorer'd  from  the  mist 

Which  curTd  about  my  sense*,  and  again 

Look'd  down,  I  saw  him  not.    The  thanksgiring 

Was  over,  and  we  march'd  back  in  procession. 

ULaic 
ContiDne. 

siisiifDOir. 
When  we  reach'd  the  Muldan  s  bridge. 
The  joyous  crowd  above,  the  numberless 
Barks  mann'd  with  revellers  in  their  best  garbs, 
Which  shot  along  the  glancing  tide  below. 
The  decorated  street,  the  long  array, 
The  clashing  music,  and  the  thundering 
Of  far  artillery,  which  seem'd  to  bid 
A  long  and  loud  farewell  to  its  great  doings. 
The  standards  o'er  me,  and  the  tramplings  round. 
The  roar  of  rushiag  thousands,  all — all  could  not 
Chase  this  man  from  my  mind ;  although  my  senses 
No  longer  held  him  palpable. 

tJLIlC. 

Ton  saw  him 
No  more,  thenT 

iixaaifDoar. 
I  look'd,  as  a  dying  soldier 
Looks  at  a  draught  of  water,  for  this  man ; 
But  still  I  saw  him  not;  but  in  his  stead— 

ULIIC. 

What  in  his  stead? 

•iBciiTDoar. 
My  eye  for  ever  fell 
Upon  your  dancing  crest;  the  loftiest, 
As  on  the  loftiest  aod  the  loveliest  head 
It  rose  the  highest  of  the  stream  of  plumes. 
Which  overflov'd  the  glittering  streets  of  Prague. 

ULaic. 
What 's  this  to  the  Hungarian? 

SIZGUCDOIV. 

Much,  for  I 
Had  almost  then  forgot  him  in  my  son. 
When  just  as  the  artillery  ceased,  and  patised 
The  music,  and  the  crowd  embraced  in  lien 
Of  shouting,  1  heard  in  a  deep,  low  voice. 
Distinct  and  keener  far  upon  my  ear 
Than  the  late  cannon's  volume,  this  word — mWenurf* 


Uttet'd  by- 


ULaic. 

tllOIIVDOlV. 

Him!  1  tum'd— and  taw— and  fell. 


DLtlC. 

And  wherefore?  Were  you  seen? 

sitaiNDoar. 

The  officious  care 
Of  those  around  me  dragged  me  from  the  spot. 
Seeing  my  faintness,  ignorant  of  the  cause ; 
You,  too,  were  too  remote  in  the  procession 
(The  old  nobles  being  divided  from  their  children) 
To  aid  me. 

DLaic. 
Bat  I  *11  aid  you  now. 
siiGiNDoar. 


ULaic. 
In  searching  for  this  man,  or— 


In  what? 


-when  be 's  found. 


What  shall  we  do  with  him  ? 

•laauTBoar. 

I  know  not  that 
ULaic. 
Then  wherefore  seek? 

•iXGiiiDoar. 

Because  I  cannot  rest 
Till  he  is  fbnnd.    His  fate,  and  Stralenheim's, 
And  ours,  seem  intertwisted ;  nor  can  be 
Unravell'd,  till 

Enttr  an  ArriHDAiiT. 

ATTIIfDAirr. 

A  stranger,  to  wait  on 
Tour  excellency. 

SIBGBIIDOmr. 

Who? 

ATTXIfDAIir. 

He  gave  no  name. 
iixoKivDoar. 
Admit  him,  ne'ertheless. 

[7%e  ArrxifOAifT  introduee$  Gaioi,  and  «/ltr- 
wmrds  exit 

Ah! 
oAxoa. 

T  is,  then,  Werner! 
siXGBNDoar  (haugt^fy). 
The  same  yon  knew,  sir,  by  that  name;  and  jomT 

OABOt  {looking  round). 
I  recognise  you  both;  father  and  son. 
It  seems.    Count,  I  have  heard  that  you,  or  yours, 
Have  lately  been  in  search  of  me :  I  am  here. 

siioKNDoar. 
f  have  sought  yon,  and  have  found  you ;  you  are  chained 
(Tour  own  heart  may  inform  you  why)  with  such 

A  crime  as [He  pausei. 

OASoa. 
Give  it  utterance,  and  then 
1 11  meet  the  consequences. 

siBoxwDoar. 

Ton  shall  do  so— 

Unless 

GAxoa. 
First,  who  accuses  me? 

•IBGXHDOir. 

All  thing!. 
If  not  all  meo :  the  universal  rumour — 
My  own  presence  on  the  spot — the  place — the  time — 
And  every  speek  of  circumstance  unite 
To  fix  the  blot  on  yon. 

OABOB. 

And  on  M«  only  7 
Pause  ere  yon  answer :  is  no  other  name. 
Save  mine,  suin'd  in  this  business? 

siBOxrrDoav. 

Trifling  villain! 
Who  play^st  with  thine  own  guilt!  Of  all  that  breath* 
Thou  best  dost  know  the  innocence  of  him 
'Gainst  whom  thy  breath  would  blow  thy  bloody  slander. 
But  I  will  ulk  no  further  with  a  wretch. 
Further  than  justice  asks.    Answer  at  once, 
And  without  quibbling,  to  my  charge. 

•ABoa. 

TU  false! 
sixGXNDoar. 
Who  says  so  ? 


422 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


I. 


GABOR. 
SIBGBNDORP. 

And  how  disprove  it? 

GADOa. 

By 
The  presence  of  ihe  murderer. 

SISGENOORF. 

Name  him 

GABOR. 


He 


May  have  more  names  than  one.  Your  lordship  had  so 
Once  on  a  time. 

SIBGENDORF. 

If  you  mean  me,  I  dare 
Your  utmost. 

GABOR. 

You  may  do  i>o,  and  in  safety  : 
I  know  the  assassin. 

SIEGENDORP. 

Where  is  he? 
GABOR  (jiointing  to  ulric). 

Beside  you ! 

[Ulric  rushes  forward  to  attack  Gabor;  Siegbn- 
DORF  interposes. 

SIEOENDORF. 

Liir  and  fiend!  hut  you  shall  not  be  slain; 

These  walls  are  mine,  and  you  are  safe  'within  them. 

[He  turns  to  Ulric. 
Ulric,  repel  this  calumny,  as  I 
Will  do.     1  avow  it  is  a  growth  so  monstrous, 
I  could  not  deem  it  ear(h>born :  but,  he  calm; 
It  will  refute  itself.     But  touch  him  not. 

[Ulric  endeavours  to  compose  liimself. 

GABOR. 

Look  at  him^  count,  and  then  hear  me. 

SIEGENDORF. 

{First  to  Gabor,  and  ifien  looking  at  Ulric). 

I  hear  thee. 

My  God!  you  look 

ulric. 
How? 

SIEGENDORF. 

As  on  that  dread  night 
When  we  met  in  the  garden. 

ulric  {composes  himself). 
It  is  nothing. 

GABOR. 

Count,  you  are  bourrd  to  hear  me.  I  came  hitlier 
Not  seeking  you,  but  sought.  When  I  knell  down 
Amidst  ihe  people  in  the  church,  I  dream'd  not 
To  finil  the  heggar'd  Werner  in  l1ie  scat 
Of  scn.Uors  iind  princes  j  but  you  ha\c  call'd  me. 
And  we  have  met. 

SIEGEXDORF, 

Go  on,  sir. 

GABOR. 

Ere  I  do  so. 
Allow  me  to  inquire  who  prolited 
Ry  Strrilenheiin's  death  ?     Was  'l  I — as  poor  as  ever; 
And  poorer  by  suspicion  on  my  name. 
The  baron  lo^l  in  that  last  oulra^je  neither 
Jewels  nor  gold  ;  his  life  alone  was  sought  — 
A  life  which  stood  between  the  cl;»ims  of  others 
To  honours  and  estates,  scarce  less  than  princely. 


SIEGENDORF. 

These  hints,  as  vague  as  vain,  attach  no  less 
To  me  than  to  my  son. 

GABOR. 

I  can't  help  that; 
But  let  the  consequence  alight  on  him 
Who  feels  himself  the  guilty  one  amongst  us. 
T  speak  to  you,  Count  Siegcndorf,  because 
I  know  you  innocent,  and  deem  you  just. 
But  ere  I  can  proceed — Dare  you  protect  me? — 
Dare  you  command  me? 

[SiEGEKOORF ^rst  looks  at  tJic  Hungarian^  and  then 
at  Ulric,  who  has  unbuckled  his  sabre  and  is 
drawing  lines  wiOi  it  on  the  floor — stili  in  its 
sheath. 

LLRIC  {looks  at  hisfatJier  and  says). 
Let  the  man  go  on  I 

GABOR. 

I  am  unarm'd,  count — bid  your  son  lay  dcwn 
His  sabre. 

ULRIC  {offers  it  to  him  contemptuously). 
Take  it. 

GABOR. 

No,  sir;  't  is  enough 
That  we  are  both  unarm'd — I  would  not  chus« 
To  wear  a  steel  which  may  be  stain'd  with  more 
Blood  than  came  there  in  battle. 

ULRIC  {casts  tJie  sabre  from  him  in  contempt). 

It— or  some 
Such  other  weapon,  in  my  hands — spared  yours 
Once,  when  disarm'd  and  at  my  mercy, 

GUBOR. 

True — 
I  have  not  forgotten  it :  you  spared  me  for 
Your  own  especial  purpose — to  sustain 
An  ignominy  not  my  own. 

ULRIC. 

Proceed. 
The  talc  is  doubtless  worthy  the  relater. 
But  is  it  of  my  father  to  hear  further? 

[To  SlEGBHDORF. 

SIEGENDORF  {takcs  his  son  by  tfie  hand). 
My  son!  I  know  mine  own  iuuocence — and  doubt  nol 
Of  yours — but  I  have  promised  this  man  patience; 
Let  him  continue. 

GABOR. 

I  will  not  detain  you 
By  speaking  of  myself  much  ;  I  began 
Life  early — and  am  what  the  world  has  made  me. 
At  Frankfort,  on  the  Oder,  where  I  passd 
A  winter  in  obscurity,  it  was 
.My  chance  al  several  places  of  resort 
(Which  1  frequented  sometimes,  but  not  often) 
To  hear  related  a  strange  circumstance. 
In  February  last.     A  martial  force, 
Sent  by  the  state,  had,  after  strong  resistance. 
Secured  a  hand  of  desperate  men,  supposed 
Marauders  from  the  hostile  camp. — They  proved. 
However,  not  to  be  so — but  banditti. 
Whom  either  icoideul  or  enterprise 
Had  earned  from  their  usual  haunt — the  forests 
Which  skirt  Bohemia — even  into  Lusatia. 
Many  amongst  them  were  reporte<l  of 
High  rank — and  martial  law  slept  for  a  time. 
Al  last  they  were  estorted  o'er  the  frontiers. 
And  placed  beneath  the  civil  jurisdiction 
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Of  the  free  tovn  of  Fnmkfbrt.    Of  tkeir  fate 
I  know  DO  more. 

SlIGIIIDOir. 

And  what  it  this  to  Ulrie  ? 
OAioa. 
AnMMigit  them  there  waj  Mid  lo  be  one  man 
Of  wonderful  endowments: — btrtli  and  fortune, 
Touth,  tCreof^h,  and  beauty,  almost  superhuman. 
And  courage  as  nnriraird,  were  proclaim'd 
II i«  by  the  public  rumour;  and  his  sway, 
Not  only  over  his  associatrs  but 
Misjudges,  was  attributed  to  witchcraft. 
Such  was  his  influence: — I  have  no  great  faith 
In  any  magic  save  that  of  the  mine — 
I  therefore  deem'd  him  wealthy. — But  my  soul 
Was  roused  with  various  fedings  lo  seek  out 
This  prodigy,  if  only  to  behold  him. 

SUGINDOtr. 

And  did  yon  to  7 

OABOa. 

Ton  '11  hear.    Chance  favoor^d  me: 
A  popular  affray  in  the  public  square 
Drew  crowds  together — it  was  one  of  those 
Occasioos,  where  men's  souls  look  out  of  them. 
And  sIjow  them  as  chey  are — even  in  their  faces : 
Tlie  moment  my  eye  met  his — I  eirlaim'd 
«  This  is  the  man  !»  though  be  was  then,  as  since, 
With  the  nobles  of  the  city.     1  felt  sure 
I  had  not  err'd,  and  watch'd  him  long  and  nearly: 
I  noted  down  his  form — his  gestiu«->~features. 
Stature  amd  bearing — and  amidst  them  all, 
'Hidfit  every  natural  and  acquired  distinction, 
I  could  discern,  methought,  the  assassin's  eye 
And  gladiator's  heart. 

ULaic  {smiling). 

The  tale  sounds  well. 

GABOa. 

And  may  sound  better. — He  appear'd  to  me 
One  of  those  beings  to  whom  Fortune  bends 
As  she  doth  lo  the  daring — and  on  whom 
The  fsirs  of  others  oft  depend  :  besides. 
An  indescribable  sensation  drew  me 
Near  to  this  man,  as  if  my  point  of  fortune 
W^as  to  be  fix'd  by  him — There  I  was  wrong. 

SlKGINDOar. 

And  aiay  not  be  right  now. 

OABOa. 

I  follow'd  him — 
Solicited  his  notice — and  obLiin'd  it — 
Though  not  his  friendship: — it  was  his  intention 
To  leave  the  city  privately — we  left  it 
Together— and  together  we  arrived 
In  the  poor  town  where  Werner  was  conceal'd, 

And  Stralenheim  was  succour'd Now  we  are  on 

The  verge — dart  you  hear  further  7 

tixoxNDoar. 

I  must  do  so— 
Or  I  have  heard  too  much. 

OABOa. 

I  saw  in  yoa 
A  man  above  his  station — and  if  not 
So  high,  as  now  1  find  you,  in  my  then 
Conceptions — 't  was  that  I  had  rarely  seen 
3leo  such  as  yon  appear'd  in  height  of  mind, 
In  the  most  high  of  worldly  rank ;  you  were 
Poor — even  to  all  save  rags — 1  would  have  shared 


My  purse,  though  slender,  with  you— yoa  lefused  it. 

siBGXRooar. 
Doth  my  refusal  make  a  debt  to  you, 
That  thus  you  urge  it  I 

GABOt. 

Still  you  owe  me  somediing, 
Though  not  for  that — ^and  I  owed  you  my  safety, 
At  least  my  seeming  safety— when  the  slaves 
Of  Stralenheim  pursued  me  on  the  groiuida 
That  /  had  robb'd  hinl. 

SIlGBIIDOBr. 

I  conceaTd  yon- 1 
Whom,  and  whose  house,  you  arraign,  reviving  viper! 

OABOa. 

I  accuse  no  man — save  in  my  defence. 

You,  count!  have  made  yourself  accuser—judge 

Your  hall 's  my  court,  your  heart  is  my  tribunal. 
Be  just,  and  /  'II  be  merciful. 

sixGXRDoar. 

Ton  mercifol ! 
You!  base  calumniator! 

GABOt. 

I.     Twill  rest 
With  me  at  last  to  be  so.     You  conceal'd  ma- 
in secret  passages  known  to  yourself, 
You  said,  and  to  none  else.     At  d«u|  of  nif^t. 
Weary  with  watching  in  the  dark,  and  dubioiu 
Of  tracing  back  my  way— I  saw  a  glimmer. 
Through  distant  crannies,  of  a  twinkling  lighL 
I  follow'd  it,  and  reach'd  a  door — a  secret 
Portal — which  open'd  to  the  chamber,  where. 
With  cautious  hand  and  slow,  having  first  undone 
As  much  as  made  a  crevice  of  the  ^fttening, 
I  look'd  through,  and  beheld  a  purple  bed. 
And  on  it  Stralenheim  ! — 

tiioiNDoar. 

Asleep !  And  yet 
Yon  slew  him — wretch  i 

GABOt. 

He  was  already  tlain. 
And  bleeding  like  a  sacrifice.     My  own 
Blood  became  ice. 

tllGIIIDOtr. 

But  he  was  all  alone  1 

You  saw  none  else !  You  did  not  see  the 

[Be  pauses  from  agitation. 
•Atot. 

No; 
ffe,  whom  you  dare  not  name — ^nor  even  I 
Scarce  dare  to  recollect — was  not  then  in 
The  chamber. 

SfKGINDOtr  (lo  ULtIc). 

Then,  my  boy  1  thou  art  guiltless  stiJl — 
Thou  bad'st  me  say  /  was  so  onee— Oh !  now 
Do  thou  as  much ! 

GABOt. 

Be  patient!  I  can  not 
Recede  now,  though  it  shake  the  very  walls 
Which  frown  above  us.     You  remember,  or 
If  not,  your  son  does,— that  the  locks  were  changed 
Beneath  his  chief  inspection — on  the  mom 
Which  led  to  this  same  night:  how  he  had  enter'd 
He  best  knows — but  within  an  antechamber. 
The  door  of  which  was  half  .ijar— 1  saw 
A  man  who  wash'd  his  bloody  hands,  and  oft 
With  stem  and  anzions  glance  gaied  back  upon 
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GiiBOR. 
I. 

SIEGENDORP. 

And  how  disprove  ii? 

GADOB. 

By 
The  presence  of  the  murderer. 

SIEGKNDORF. 

Name  him ! 

GABOa. 

lie 
May  have  more  names  than  one.  Your  lordship  had  so 
Once  on  a  time. 


Your  utmost. 


SIEGENDORP. 

If  you  mean  me,  I  dare 


GABOa. 

You  may  do  so,  and  in  safety  : 
I  know  the  assassin. 

SIBGENDORP. 

Where  is  he? 
GABOR  {pointing  to  ui.ric). 

Beside  you ! 

[Ulric  rushes  forward  to  attach  Gabor;  Siegepc- 
DORF  interposes. 

SIEGF.NDORF. 

Liir  and  fiend!  but  you  sli.ill  not  be  slain; 

These  walls  are  mine,  and  you  are  safe  within  them. 

[He  turns  to  Ulric. 
Ulric,  repel  this  calumny,  as  I 
Will  do.     I  avow  it  is  a  growth  so  monstrous, 
I  could  not  deem  it  earth-born  :  but,  be  calm; 
It  will  refute  itself.     But  touch  him  not. 

[Ulric  endeavours  to  compose  himself. 

GABOR. 

Look  at  him,  count,  and  then  hear  me. 

siegenoorf. 
(first  to  Gabor,  and  tJien  looking  at  Ulbic). 

I  hear  thee. 
My  God!  you  look 

ULRIC 

How? 

SIECENOORF. 

As  on  that  dread  night 
When  we  met  in  the  garden. 

ULRIC  (composes  himself). 
It  is  nothing. 
gabor. 
Count,  you  are  bourrd  to  hear  me.  I  came  hither 
Not  seeking  you,  but  sought.  When  I  knoll  down 
Amidst  the  people  in  the  church,  I  drcam'd  not 
To  fnul  the  beggar'd  Worner  in  tlie  seat 
Of  senators  itmi  princes  ;  but  you  have  call'd  me, 
And  we  have  met. 

SIEGEXDORF. 

Go  on,  sir. 
gabor. 

Kre  I  do  so. 
Allow  me  to  inquire  who  profited 
By  Sirilenlieim')*  death?     Was  't  I — as  poor  as  ever; 
And  poorer  by  suspicion  on  my  name. 
The  baron  lost  in  that  last  outrage  ueilher 
Jewels  nor  gold;  his  life  alone  was  sought — 
A  life  which  stood  between  the  claims  of  others 
To  honours  and  estates,  scarce  less  than  princely. 


siegendorf. 
These  hints,  as  vague  as  vain,  attach  no  lest 
To  me  than  to  my  son. 

gabob. 

I  can't  help  that; 
But  let  the  consequence  alight  on  him 
Who  feels  himself  the  guilty  one  amonfpt  us. 
I  speak  to  you,  Count  Siegendorf,  because 
1  know  you  innocent,  and  deem  you  just. 
But  ere  I  can  proceed — Dare  you  protect  me! — 
Dare  you  command  me? 

[SiEGKNDoRFylrst  /ooA$  at  Vie  Hungarian,  and  then 
at  Ulric,  who  has  unbuckled  his  sabre  and  is 
drawing  lines  wiUi  it  on  the  fioor — still  in  its 
sheath. 

ulric  (looks  at  his  father  and  says). 
Let  the  man  go  on ! 
gabor. 
I  am  unarm'd,  count — bid  your  son  lay  down 
His  sabre. 

ulric  [offers  it  to  him  contemptuously). 
Take  it. 

gabor. 
No,  sir;  't  is  enough 
That  we  arc  both  unarm'd — I  would  not  chuM 
To  wear  a  strel  which  may  be  stain'd  with  more 
Blood  than  came  there  in  battle. 

ulric  {casts  tlie  sabre  from  him  in  contempt'). 

It— or  some 
Such  other  weapon,  in  my  hands — spared  yours 
Once,  when  disarm'd  and  at  my  mercy. 

gabor. 

True — 
I  have  not  forgotten  it :  you  spared  me  for 
Your  own  especial  purpose — to  sustain 
An  ignominy  not  my  own. 

ulric 
Proceed. 
The  tale  is  doubtless  worthy  the  relater. 
But  is  it  of  my  f^uher  to  hear  further? 

[To  SlECEStDORF. 

siegendorf  {takes  his  son  by  tlie  hand]. 
My  son!  I  know  mine  own  innocence — and  douLt  Dot 
Of  yours — but  I  have  promised  this  man  patience; 
Let  him  continue. 

gabor. 
I  will  not  detain  you 
By  speaking  of  myself  much  ;  1  began 
Life  early — and  am  what  the  world  has  made  me. 
At  Frankfort,  on  llic  Oder,  where  I  pass'd 
A  winter  in  obseurity,  it  was 
5Iy  chance  at  several  places  of  resort 
(Wliich  I  frequented  sometimes,  but  not  often) 
To  hear  related  a  strange  circumstance. 
In  February  last.     A  martial  force, 
Sent  by  the  stale,  had,  after  strong  resistance, 
S«?cured  a  band  of  tlesperate  men,  supposed 
Marauders  from  the  hostile  camp. — They  proved. 
However,  not  to  be  so — but  banditti, 
Whom  either  acoiilent  or  enterprise 
Hail  carried  from  their  usual  haunt — the  forests 
Whieli  skirt  Bohemia — even  into  Lusalia. 
Many  amongst  them  were  reported  of 
Higli  rank — and  mariial  law  slept  for  a  time. 
At  la<>t  they  were  escorted  o'er  the  frontiers. 
And  placed  beneaih  the  civil  jurisdiction 
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Of  the  free  tovn  of  Fnnkfort.    Of  tkeir  fate 
I  know  DO  more. 

SIlGINDORr. 

And  what  U  this  to  Ulrie  ? 

OAlOt. 

Amooffit  them  there  waj  said  to  be  one  man 

Of  vooderfttl  eodowmeots: — birth  and  fortune, 

Touih,  strength,  and  beauty,  almost  superhoraan, 

And  courage  as  unnTall'd^  were  proclaim'd 

[lis  by  (be  public  rumour;  and  bis  sway, 

Not  oaly  over  his  associatrs  but 

Ills  judges,  was  atiribuled  to  witchcraft. 

Such  was  bis  influence: — I  have  no  great  faith 

In  any  magic  save  (bat  of  the  mine — 

I  therefore  deem'd  bim  weallby. — But  my  soul 

Wu  roused  with  various  feelings  (o  seelL  out 

This  prodigy,  if  only  to  behold  him. 

SUGENDOir. 

And  did  yon  to  7 

OAIOI. 

Ton  'II  bear.    Chance  ftvonr'd  me  : 
A  popular  affray  in  the  public  square 
Drew  crowds  together — it  was  one  of  (hose 
Occasions,  where  men's  souls  look  out  of  them. 
And  show  them  as  (hey  are— even  in  (heir  faces : 
Tlie  moment  my  eye  met  his — I  eiclaim'd 
«  This  is  (be  man  !»  though  be  was  then,  as  since, 
With  (he  nobles  of  (be  ci(y.     1  felt  sure 
I  had  uo(  err'd,  and  wxcb'd  bim  long  and  nearly: 
I  noted  down  his  form — his  gesture — features, 
Stature  and  bearing — and  amidst  them  all, 
'51idst  every  natural  and  acquired  distinction, 
I  could  discern,  me(hougbt,  the  assassin's  eye 
And  gladiator's  heart. 

CLtic  {smiling). 

Tlie  tale  sounds  well. 

GABOa. 

And  may  tonnd  better.— He  appear'd  to  me 
One  of  those  beings  to  whom  Fortune  bends 
As  she  doth  to  the  daring— and  on  whom 
The  ^tes  of  others  oft  depend :  besides. 
An  indescribable  sensation  drew  me 
Near  to  this  roan,  as  if  my  point  of  fortune 
Was  to  be  fix'd  by  bim— There  I  was  wrong. 

SIKOINDOir. 

And  may  not  be  right  now. 

GAIOl. 

I  follow'd  htm — 
Solicited  his  notice — and  obtain'd  it — 
Though  not  his  friendship: — it  was  his  intention 
To  leave  the  city  privately — we  left  it 
Together— and  togeiher  we  arrived 
In  the  poor  town  where  Werner  was  conceal'd, 

And  Siralenbeim  was  snccour'd Now  we  are  on 

The  Tcrge — dart  yon  hear  further  7 

tIBOXNDOtr. 

I  miut  do  so— 
Or  I  hsTe  heard  too  much. 

GABOa. 

I  saw  in  you 
A  man  above  his  station — and  if  not 
So  high,  as  now  1  find  you,  in  my  then 
Conceptions— 't  was  that  I  had  rarely  seen 
Men  such  as  you  appear'd  in  height  of  mind, 
In  the  most  high  of  worldly  rank ;  you  were 
Poor — even  to  all  save  rags— 1  would  have  shared 


My  purae,  though  slender,  with  you— yon  refused  it. 

siBGXNOoar. 
Dmb  my  refusal  make  a  debt  to  yon, 
That  thus  you  urge  it  I 

GABOK. 

Still  yon  owe  me  tomedung, 
Though  not  for  that— and  I  owed  you  my  safety, 
At  least  my  seeming  safety — when  the  slaves 
Of  Stralenbeim  pursued  me  on  the  grounds 
That  /  had  robb'd  hidi. 

tlXGIllDOBr. 

I  conceaFd  yon— I 
Whom,  and  whose  house,  you  arraign,  reviving  viper! 

OAioa. 
I  accuse  no  mtta — save  in  my  defence. 
You,  count!  have  made  yourself  accuser — judge— 
Your  hall 's  my  court,  your  heart  is  my  tribunal. 
Be  just,  and  /  '11  be  merciful. 

SIBGXHOOBF. 

You  merciful ! 
You!  base  calumniator! 

GABOI. 

I.    Twill  rest 
With  me  at  last  to  be  so.     You  conceal'd  me — 
In  secret  passages  known  to  yourself, 
You  said,  aud  to  none  else.     At  de^  of  night. 
Weary  with  watching  in  (he  dark,  and  dubious 
Of  tracing  back  my  way — I  saw  a  glimmer, 
Through  distant  crannies,  of  a  (winkling  light 
I  follow'd  it,  and  reach'd  a  door — a  secret 
Portal — which  open'd  to  the  chamber,  where. 
With  cautious  hand  and  slow,  having  first  undone 
As  much  as  made  a  crevice  of  (he  fastening, 
I  look'd  through,  and  beheld  a  purple  bed. 
And  on  it  Stralenbeim  ! — 

siiGiROoar. 

Asleep !  And  yet 
You  slew  him — wretch  I 

OABOt. 

He  was  already  slain, 
And  bleediuQ  like  a  sacrifice.     My  own 
Blood  became  ice. 

SIXGBIIDOBr. 

But  he  was  all  alone  1 

You  saw  none  else !  You  did  not  see  the 

[He  pauses  from  agitation. 
OABoa. 

No; 
ffe,  whom  you  dare  not  name— nor  even  I 
Scarce  dare  to  recollect — was  not  then  in 
The  chamber. 

siioiNDoar  (to  ulbic). 
Then,  my  boy !  thou  art  guiltless  still — 
Thou  bad'st  me  say  /  was  so  once— Oh !  now 
Do  thou  as  much ! 

OABOt. 

Be  patient!  I  can  not 
Recede  now,  though  it  sliake  the  very  walls 
Which  frown  above  us.     You  remember,  or 
If  not,  your  son  does,— that  the  locks  were  changed 
Beneath  his  chief  inspection — on  (he  mom 
Which  led  to  this  same  night:  how  be  bad  enter'd 
He  best  knows — but  wiiliin  an  antechamber. 
The  door  of  which  was  half  .ijar^I  saw 
A  man  who  wash'd  his  bloody  hands,  and  ofit 
With  stem  and  annons  glance  gated  back  upon 
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The  bleeding  body — but  it  moved  no  more. 

Sl£GEND0RF. 

Ob!  God  of  fathers! 

GADOR. 

I  beheld  his  features 
As  I  see  yours — but  yours  ihey  vere  not,  though 
Resembling  them — behold  them  in  Count  Uiric's! 
Distinct — as  I  beheld  them — though  the  expression 
Is  not  now  «hat  it  tlieu  vas; — but  it  was  so 
When  I  first  charged  him  with  the  crime: — so  lately. 

SIEGEKDORr. 

This  is  so 

GABOR  {interrupting  him). 
Kay — but  hear  me  to  the  end! 
Now  you  must  do  so. — I  conceived  myself 
Betray'd  by  you  and  him  (for  now  I  saw 
There  was  some  tie  between  you)  into  this 
Pretended  den  of  refuge,  to  become 
Tlie  victim  of  your  guilt;  and  my  first  thought 
Was  vcn^jf-ance  :  but  though  arni'd^ilh  a  short  poniard 
(Having  left  my  sword  wiibout),  I  was  no  match 
For  him  at  any  time,  as  had  been  proved 
TIku  morning — either  in  address  or  force. 
I  turn'd,  and  tied— i'  the  dark  ;  chance,  rather  than 
Skill,  made  me  gain  the  secret  door  of  the  hall, 
And  thence  the  chamber  where  you  slept— if  I 
Ihul  found  you  waking.  Heaven  alone  ran  tell 
What  vengeance  and  suspicion  might  have  prompted; 
But  ne'er  slept  gudt  as  Werner  slept  that  night. 

SIEGENOUBF. 

And  yet  I  had  horrid  dreams!  and  such  brief  sleep — 
The  stars  had  not  gone  down  when  I  awoke — 
Why  didst  thou  spare  me?  I  dreamt  of  my  father — 
And  now  my  dream  is  out! 

GABOR. 

'T  is  not  my  fault. 
If  I  have  read  it.— Well!  I  iled  and  hid  me. 
Chance  led  me  here  after  so  many  moons — 
And  show'd  me  Werner  in  Count  Siegendorf ! 
Werner,  whom  1  had  sought  in  huts  in  vain, 
Inhabited  the  palace  of  a  sovereign  ! 
Yon  sought  me,  and  have  found  me  :  now  you  know 
My  secret,  and  m.iy  weigh  its  worth. 

StEGLNDORF  {after  a  pause). 

Indeed ! 

GABOR. 

Is  it  revenge  or  justice  which  inspires 
Your  meditation  ? 

SIEGENDORF. 

Neither — 1  was  weighing 
The  value  of  your  secret. 

GABOR. 

You  shall  know  it 
At  once — when  you  were  poor,  and  I,  though  poor, 
Uich  enough  to  relieve  such  poverty 
As  niiijht  have  envied  mine,  I  otfer'd  you 
My  purse — you  would  not  share  it: — I  'II  be  franker 
With  you;  you  arc  wealthy,  ni>hle,  trusted  by 
The  imperial  powers — you  understand  me? 

SIEOENUORF. 

Yes. — 

GAnOK. 

Not  quite.     You  think  me  venal,  and  scarce  true: 
*T  is  no  less  true,  however,  that  my  fortunes 
Have  mjdc  me  both  at  present;  yon  shall  aid  me; 
I  would  have  aidctl  you — and  also  have 


Been  somewhat  damaged  in  my  name  to  save 

Yours  and  your  son's.     Weigh  well  what  i  have  said. 

SIEGENDORF. 

Dare  you  await  the  event  of  a  few  minutes' 
Deliberation  ! 

GABOR  {casts  his  eyes  on  ulric,  u>/io  is  leaning  against 

a  pillar.) 
If  I  should  do  so? 

SIF.GENDORF. 

I  pledge  my  life  for  yours.     Withdraw  into 
This  tower.  [  Opens  a  turret  door. 

GABOR  {hesitatingly.) 
This  is  the  second  safe  asylum 
You  have  offer'd  me. 

SIEGENDORF. 

And  was  not  the  first  so? 

GABOR. 

I  know  not  that  even  now — but  will  approve 
The  second.     I  have  still  a  further  shield. — 
1  did  not  enter  Prague  alone — and  should  I 
We  put  to  rest  with  Stralenhcim — there  are 
Some  tongues  without  will  wag  in  my  behalf. 
Be  brief  in  your  decision ! 

SIEGENDORF. 

I  will  be  SO — 
My  word  \%  sacred  and  irrevocable 
Within  tliese  walls,  but  it  extends  no  further. 

GABOR. 

I  '11  take  it  for  so  much. 

SIEGENDORF  {poinU  to  ULRic's  sobre,  still  upon  the 

ground). 

Take  also  that— 
I  saw  you  eye  it  eagerly,  and  him 
Distrustfully. 

GABOR  {takes  up  tJie  sabre). 
I  will ;  and  so  provide 
To  sell  my  life — not  cheaply. 

[Cador  goc^  into  Vie  turret,  which  Siegendohf  closes. 
SIEGENDORF  {advauccs  to  ulric). 

Now,  Count  Ulric ! 
For  son  I  dare  not  call  thee — What  say'st  thou? 

t'LRlC. 

His  tale  is  true. 

SIEGENDORF. 

True,  monster! 

ULRIC. 

Most  true^  father; 

And  you  did  well  to  listen  to  it:  what 

We  know  we  can  provide  against.     He  must 

Be  silenced. 

SIEGENDORF. 

Ay,  with  half  of  my  domains; 
And  with  the  other  half,  could  Itc  and  thou 
LTnsay  this  villany. 

ULRIC. 

It  is  no  time 
For  trifling  or  dissembling.     I  have  said 
II i»  story  s  true  ;  and  he  too  must  be  silenced. 

SIEGENDORF. 

How  so? 

I'LRIC. 

As  Stralenlieim  is.     Are  you  so  dull 
As  never  to  have  hit  on  this  before? 
When  we  met  in  the  garden,  what  except 
Discovery  in  the  act  could  make  me  know 
His  death?  or  had  the  prince's  household  been 


WERNER. 
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Then  mmmoa'd,  would  the  cry  for  the  police 
Been  left  to  rach  a  stranger  ?  Or  thould  I 
Bave  loiter'd  on  the  way?  Or  could  you,  Werner, 
The  object  of  the  baron'*  hate  and  fearc. 
Have  fled — unless  by  maoy  an  hour  before 
Sttspicioo  woke  \  I  sought  and  fathom'd  you — 
I>ouhtuig  if  you  were  £ilse  or  feeble :  I 
PerceiTed  you  were  the  latter;  and  yet  so 
Confiding  have  1  found  you,  tliat  I  douhted 
At  times  yonr  weakness. 

siaoKifoosr. 

Parricide !  no  less 
Than  common  staiiber !     What  deed  of  my  life. 
Or  thought  of  mine,  could  makfe  you  deem  me  fit 
For  your  accompUce ! 

CLSIC. 

Father,  do  not  misc 
The  devil  you  cannot  lay  between  us.     This 
Is  time  for  union  and  for  action,  not 
For  family  disputes.     While  you  were  tortured 
Could  /  he  calm  !  Think  you  that  1  have  heard 
This  fallow's  tale  without  some  feeling?  you 
Have  taught  roe  feeling  for  j'ou  and  myself ; 
For  whom  or  what  eUe  did  you  ever  teach  it  7 

tlCGIIfDORF. 

Oh !  my  dead  Cither's  curse !  't  is  working  now. 

CLBIC. 

Let  it  work  on !  the  graTe  will  keep  it  down  ! 

Ashes  are  feeble  foes :  it  is  more  easy 

To  baffle  such,  than  countermine  a  mole, 

Which  winds  its  blind  but  living  path  beneath  you. 

Yet  hear  me  still! — If  you  condemn  me,  yet 

Pccmember  who  hath  taught  me  once  too  often 

To  listen  to  him!  Who  proclaim*d  to  me 

That  there  were  crtme*  made  venial  by  the  occasion? 

That  passion  was  our  nature  ?  that  the  goods 

Of  heaven  waited  on  ihe  goods  of  fortune  ? 

WIto  show'd  me  his  humanity  secured 

By  his  nerves  only  T  Wlio  deprived  me  of 

All  power  to  vindicate  my«elf  and  race 

In  open  day?     By  his  disgrace  which  slamp'd 

(It  might  be)  bastardy  on  me,  and  on 

Himself— a /eion's  braud  !  The  man  who  is 

At  once  both  warm  and  weak,  invites  to  deeds 

He  longs  to  do,  but  dare  not.     Is  it  strange 

That  I  should  act  what  you  could  0iink  ?  We  have  done 

With  right  or  wrong  and  now  must  only  ponder 

I'pon  effects,  not  causes.     Stralenheim, 

Whose  life  1  saved,  from  impulse,  ax,  unknown^ 

I  would  have  saved  a  peasant's  or  a  dog's,  I  slew. 

Known  as  our  foe — but  not  from  vengeance.     He 

W^as  a  rock  In  our  way,  which  I  cut  through, 

As  doth  the  holt,  because  It  stood  between  us 

And  our  destination — but  not  idly. 

As  stranger  I  preserved  him,  and  he  owed  me 

His  Ufei  when  due,  I  but  resumed  the  debt. 

He,  you,  and  I  stood  o'er  a  gulf,  wherein 

I  have  plunged  our  enemy.      Fou  kindled  first 

The  torch — you  show'd  the  path  :  now  trace  me  that 

Of  safety — or  let  rac ! 

siEGcnDotr. 
I  liave  done  with  life ! 

ULtlC. 

Let  us  have  done  with  that  which  cankers  life — 

Famihar  feuds  and  vain  recriminations 

Of  things  which  cannot  be  undone.     Wc  liave 


No  more  to  learn  or  hide :  I  know  no  fiear, 

And  liave  within  these.very  walls  men  who 

(Although  you  know  them  not)  dare  venture  all  thii^ 

You  sUnd  high  with  the  sute ;  what  passes  here 

Will  not  excite  her  too  great  curiosity : 

Keep  your  own  secret,  keep  a  steady  eye. 

Stir  not,  and  speak  not; — leave  the  rest  to  me: 

We  must  have  no  third  habhiers  thrust  between  us. 

[£jnC  ULtic. 
siaoiNDOap  (joIms). 
Am  I  awake?  are  these  my  fathers  halls? 
Aiul  you — my  son?  My  son !  mine!  who  have  ever 
Abborr'd  both  mystery  and  blood,  and  yet 
Am  plunged  into  the  deepest  hell  of  both! 
I  must  be  speedy,  or  more  will  be  Bhed-~ 
The  Hungarian's!— Ulric — he  hath  partisans. 
It  seems :  I  might  have  gneas'd  as  much.    Oh  fool ! 
Wolves  prowl  in  company.    He  hath  tb«  key 
(As  I  too)  of  the  opposite  door  which  leads 
Into  the  turret.    Now  then  !  or  once  more 
To  be  tlie  father  of  fresh  erimes — no  less 
Than  of  the  criminal !     Ho  I  Gabor !  Gabor ! 

[Exit  into  the  turret^  eloeing  the  door  after  him. 


SCENE  If. 

The  interior  of  the  Turret. 

Gabob  and  SiioaNOOBr. 


OABOa. 


Who  cads  ? 


SlIGINDOtr. 

I—Siegendorf !  Take  these,  and  fly  • 
Lose  not  a  moment! 

Tears  off  a  diamond  star  and  otJier  jewels^  and  titrusts 
then  into  CASoa's  hand. 

OABOa. 

What  am  I  to  do 
With  tliese? 

tiacBifiwar. 
Whate'er  you  will:  sell  them,  or  hoard. 
And  prosper ;  hut  delay  not— or  you  are  lost ! 

•ABoa. 
You  pledged  your  honour  for  my  safety ! 

siaoaiiDoar. 

And 
Must  thus  redeem  it.    Fly !  I  am  not  master, 
It  seems,  of  my  own  castle — of  my  own 
Retainers — nay,  even  of  these  very  walls. 
Or  I  would  bid  tbem  fell  and  crush  me !     Fly ! 
Or  you  will  be  slain  by 

OABOt. 

bit  even  so? 
Farewell,  then !     Recollect,  however,  count, 
You  sought  this  fatal  interview ! 

tllGBltnOIT. 

I  did. 
Let  it  not  be  more  fatal  still : — Begone ! 

OABoa. 
By  the  same  path  I  enter  d  ? 

SIXGBMDOar. 

Yes ;  that  s  safe  stiU  : 
But  loiter  not  in  I^gue ;— yon  do  not  know 
With  whom  you  have  to  deal. 
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GABOR. 

I  knovr  too  veil — 
And  knew  it  ere  yourself,  unhappy  sire  ! 
Karevell!  [Exit  0  a  bob- 

siEGEHDORF  {soliis  and  listening). 
He  hath  cicar'd  the  staircase.     Ah  !  I  hear 
The  door  sound  loud  behind  him !  He  is  safe! 

Sife! — Oh,  my  father's  spirit!— I  am  faint 

[He  leans  tlown  upon  a  stone  seat,  near  the  wall 
of  the  tower  in  a  drooping  posture. 

Enter  Ulric,  with  others  armed,  and  with  weapons 

drawn. 

ULtlC. 

Dispatch ! — he  '•  there  I 

LDDWIG. 

The  count,  my  lord  ! 
uLRic  {recognising  siegendorf). 

i'oK  here,  sir  ! 

SIE6ENDORF. 

Yes :  if  you  want  another  victim,  strike  ! 

UI.RIC  {seeing  him  stript  of  his  jewels). 
Where  is  the  ruffian  who  hath  plunder'd  youT 
Vassals,  dispatch  in  search  of  him  !  You  see 
T  -was  as  I  r.aid— the  wretch  hath  siripl  my  father 
Of  jewels  which  mi^ht  form  a  prince's  heirloom  ! 
Away!  I  'II  follow  you  forthwith. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Sibgendorf  and  Ulric. 
I  WMiat  s  this  ? 

.    Where  is  the  villain  ? 

siegsndorf. 

There  are  tvw^  sir  ;  which 
Are  you  in  quest  of  ? 

i  ULRIC. 

,  Let  us  hear  no  more 

Of  this :  he  must  be  found.     You  have  not  let  him 
Escape  ? 

SIEGEFTnORF. 

He  's  gone. 

ULRIC. 

With  your  connivance ! 

SIEGENDORF. 

I  Wiih 

i    My  fullest,  freest  aid. 

ULRIC. 

Then  ^re  you  well ! 
I  [I'lhic  is  goiftr]. 

SIEGETtDORP. 

I   Stop  !  I  command — entreat — implore  !  Oh,  Ulric  I 
I   Will  you  then  leave  me  7 

I  ULRIC. 

What!  remain  to  be 
I    Denounced — dragg'd,  it  may  be,  in  chains  ;  and  all 
By  your  iuhorent  weakness,  half-humanity, 
Selfish  remorse,  and  temporising;  pily, 
That  sacrifices  your  whole  race  to  s.ive 
A  wretch  to  protit  by  our  ruin  !    No,  count, 
Henceforth  you  have  no  sou  I 

StEGEitDORF. 

I  never  had  one  ; 
And  would  Y^^"  nrVr  had  horde  llic  usrirss  namr  ! 


Whero  will  you  po'     I  would  not  scud  you  forth 
Without  protorliou. 

L'LRIC. 

Leave  that  unto  me. 
I  iim  not  alone,  nor  merely  the  vain  heir 
Of  your  domains  :  a  thousand,  ay,  ten  thousand 
Swords,  heards,  and  hands,  are  mine. 

SIEGE.MOORF. 

The  foresters  1 
With  whom  tlie  Huu{;arian  found  you  first  at  Frauk- 
forl? 

ULRIC. 

Yi's — men — who  are  worthy  of  the  name  !  Go  tell 
Your  senators  that  they  look  well  to  Prague : 
Tlicir  feast  of  pe.irc  was  early  for  the  times. 
There  are  more  spirits  abroad  than  have  been  laid 
With  Wallenstein  ! 

Enter  Josephine  and  Ida. 

JOSEPHIME. 

What  is  i  we  hear?  My  Siegeodorf! 
Thank  Heaven,  I  see  you  safe  ! 

SlfiOENDORF. 

Safe! 

IDA. 

Yes,  dear  father '. 

SIEGENDORF. 

No,  no ;  I  h.ive  no  children  :  never  more 
Call  me  by  that  worst  name  of  parent. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Wliat 
Means  my  good  lord  1 

SIF.6END0RF. 

That  you  have  given  birth 
To  a  demon  ! 

IDA  {tfiking  ulric's  hand). 
Who  shall  dare  say  this  of  Ulric  ? 

siege;*!  DO  RF. 

Ida,  beware!  there  's  blood  upon  that  hand. 

IDA  [Stooping  to  kiss  it). 
I  "d  ki.ss  it  off,  though  it  were  mine  ! 

SIEGENDORF. 

It  is  .SO  ! 
ULRIC. 

Away!  it  is  your  father's  1  [Exit  Ulric. 

IDA. 

Oh,  great  God  ! 
.\nd  I  have  loved  this  man  ! 

[Ida  falls  semeless. — JosEpaiNk  stands  speechless 
ivith  horror. 

.SIEGLNDOBF. 

The  wretch  hath  slain 
riirm  both!  my  Josephine  !  wc  arc  now  alone  ! 
Would  we  had  ever  been  so  1 — All  is  over 
Tor  me! — Now  open  wide,  my  sire,  thy  grave; 
Thy  eur>e  h:itli  dug  it  deeper  for  thy  son 
In  mine  ! — The  r.ire  of  Siegendorf  is  past  ' 
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A  DRAMA. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tbu  prod  action  is  founded  ptriiy  on  the  story  of  a 
Novel,  caJltd  «  The  Three  Brothers,*  published  many 
years  ago,  from  which  M.  G.  Lewis's  «Wood  Denouw 
was  also  taken— >aBd  partly  00  the  «  Faust*  of  the  great 
Goethe.  The  pceseot  piihbcalion  cootaina  the  first  two 
Parts  only,  and  the  openinf  chorus  of  the  third.  The 
rest  may  perhaps  appear  hereafter. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 
9rBARGBi,  afterwards  Casab. 

AlROLD. 

BOUIBON. 

PaiLlBBBT. 

Cbixini. 

WOMEN. 
Bbbtha. 
Olimpia. 


Spirits,  Soldiers,  Ciiiiens  of  Rome,  Priests,  Peasanu,  etc. 
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DEFORMED   TRANSFORMED. 


!  PART  I. 

4 

j  SCENE  I.^  A  Fbrest 

'  Enter  Aaifoio  and  his  melher  Bbbtha. 

BIBTIA. 

I    Out,  hunchback! 

t  ABNOLD. 

I  was  bom  so,  mother ! 

I  BBBTBA. 

Out! 
!  Thou  incubus!  thou  nightmare!  of  seven  sons 
I    The  sole  abortion  I 

ABROLD. 

Would  that  1  liad  been  so, 
A  nd  oever  seen  the  light ! 

BBBTHA. 

I  would  so  too ! 
hut  as  thoa  host — hence,  hence — and  do  thy  best. 
That  back  of  thine  may  bear  its  burthen;  *t  is 
More  high,  if  not  so  broad  as  that  of  others. 

ABBOLH. 

It  hears  its  burthen; — but,  my  heart!  will  it 
Sustain  that  which  you  lay  upon  it,  mother? 


F 

I  love,  or  at  the  least,  1  loved  you :  noduof , 
Save  you,  in  nature,  can  love  aught  like  me. 
You  nursed  me— do  not  kill  me. 

BBBTHA. 

Yes— 1  mined  thee 
Because  thou  wert  my  firstrhora,  and  I  knew  not 
If  there  would  be  anoibM*  unlike  thee. 
That  monstrous  sport  of  nature.  But  get  hence, 
And  gather  wood ! 

ABHOID. 

I  will :  but  when  I  bring  it. 
Speak  to  me  kindly.  Though  my  brothers  are 
So  beautiful  and  Insty,  and  as  fne 
As  the  free  chase  they  follow,  do  not  spurn  me : 
Our  milk  has  been  the  same. 

BBBTHA. 

As  IB  the  hedgehog's. 
Which  sucks  at  midnight  from  the  wholesome  dam 
Of  the  young  bull,  until  the  milkmaid  finds 
Tlte  nipple  next  day  sore  and  udder  dry. 
Call  not  thy  brothers  brethren !  call  me  not 
Mother ;  for  if  1  brought  thee  forth,  U  was 
As  foolish  hens  at  times  hatch  vipers,  by 
Sitting  upon  strange  eggs.    Out,  urchin,  out ! 

[Exit  BfeBTBA. 
ABNOLD  (sohu). 

Oh  mother! She  is  gone,  and  I  must  do 

iter  bidding:— wearily  but  wiUingly 

1  would  fulfil  it,  could  I  anly  hope 

A  kind  word  in  return.  What  shall  I  <li>T 

[Abnold  begins  to  cut  wood :  in  doing  Ass  he 
wounds  one  of  his  hands. 


I  Fua 


labour  for  the  day  is  over  now. 
ursed  be  this  blood  that  flows  so  fost; 


^^ouble  curses  vnll  be  my  mead  now 
AflRrae.— What  home?  I  have  no  home,  00  him, 
Noikind— not  made  like  other  creatures,  or 
To  share  their  tporu  or  pleasures.  Must  I  Meed  too, 
Like  them?  Oh  that  each  drop  which  falls  to  earth 
Would  rise  a  snake  to  sting  them  as  they  have  stung  me ! 
Or  that  the  devil,  to  whom  they  liken  me. 
Would  aid  his  Ukeoesa !  If  I  must  partake 
His  form,  why  not  his  power?  Is  it  because 
I  have  not  his  will  too?  For  one  kind  word 
From  her  who  bore  me  would  still  reconcile  me 
Even  to  this  hateful  aspect.   Let  me  wash 
The  wound. 

[Abholo  goes  to  a  spring  and  stoops  to  wash 
his  hand;  he  starts  baek» 
They  are  right;  and  Nature's  mirror  shows  me 
What  she  bath  made  me.  I  will  not  look  on  it 
Again,  and  scarce  dare  think  on  t.  Hideous  wrelcli 
Tliai  I  am  I  The  very  waters  mock  me  with 
.My  horrid  shadow— like  a  demon  placed 
Deep  in  the  fountain  to  scare  back  the  cattle 
From  drinking  therein.  [Be  pauses. 

And  shall  I  live  on, 
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A  burthen  (o  the  earth,  myself,  .itid  s.hjine 
Cnto  what  brought  me  into  life?     Thou  blootJ, 
Which  flowest  so  freely  from  a  seraich,  lel  me 
Try  if  (hou  wilt  not  in  a  fuller  stream 
Pour  forth  my  woes  for  ever  with  thyself 
On  earth,  to  which  I  will  restore  at  once 
This  hateful  compound  of  her  atoms,  and 
Resolve  bark  to  her  elements,  and  take 
The  shape  of  any  reptile  save  myself, 
And  make  a  world  for  myriads  of  new  worms  I 
This  knife!  now  lel  mc  prove  if  it  will  sever 
This  wither'd  slip  of  nature's  ni(];litshade — my 
Vile  form — from  the  creation,  as  it  hath 
The  green  bough  from  the  forest. 


srRiN«;icR. 
UhIcss  you  keep  company 
With  him  (and  you  seem  scare*'  u<ed  to  such  high 
Society:,  you  rau'l  tell  how  he  approaches; 
And  for  his  aspect,  look  upon  the  fountain. 
And  then  on  me,  and  judge  ^hich  of  us  twain 
Looks  likesl  what  the  boors  believe  to  be 
Their  clo\ en-footed  terror. 

AR.'VOLU. 

Do  you — dare  you 
To  taunt  mc  with  my  born  deformity? 

STRANG EU. 

Were  1  to  taunt  a  buffalo  with  this 

Cloven  foot  of  thine,  or  the  swift  dromedary 


[Arnold  places  the  knife  in  the  ground,  u-itk    With  thy  sublime  of  humps,  the  animals 


the  point  upwards. 

Now  't  is  set, 
And  I  can  fall  upon  it.     Yet  one  glance 
On  the  fair  day,  which  sees  no  fuul  thing  like 
3Iyself,  and  the  sweet  sun,  which  ^arm'd  me,  but 
In  vain.  The  birds — how  joyously  they  sing  I 
So  lel  them,  for  I  would  not  be  lamented  : 
But  let  their  merriest  notes  be  .Arnold's  knell  ; 
The  falling  leaver  my  monument ;  the  murmur 
Of  the  near  fountain  my  sole  elegy. 
Now,  knife,  stand  firmly,  as  I  fain  would  fall! 


Would  revel  in  the  compliment.  And  yet 

Doih  beings  are  more  sv^ift,  more  strong,  more  mighty 

In  action  and  endurance  than  thyself, 
'  And  all  the  lime  and  fair  of  the  same  kind 

With  thee.     Thy  form  is  natural :  'twas  only 

Nature's  mistaken  largess  to  bestow 
,  The  gifts  which  are  of  others  upon  man. 

j  AllMULD. 

(iive  me  the  strength  then  of  the  buffalo's  foot, 
Wlien  he  spurns  high  the  dust,  beholding  his 
Near  eiioiny ;  or  lel  me  have  the  long 


[A,  he  rushvito  throw  himself  upon  the  knife,  '  •^"''  1'="""'  swiftn.-s  of  the  deM-rt-shlp, 
his  eye  is  suddenly  cnwjht  by  the  fountain,  i  I'"'  ^"^i^Ile^s  dromedary  :-an.l  I   II  bear 
which  seems  in  motion. 


The  fountain  moves  without  a  wind  :  but  shall 

The  ripplf  of  a  spring  change  my  resolve? 

No.  Yet  it  moves  again !  the  waters  stir. 

Not  as  with  air,  but  by  some  subterranc 

And  rocking  power  of  the  internal  world,  j 

What 's  here?  A  mist!  no  more? — 

\  J  cloud  comes  from  the  fountain.  He  standi  ,  '\\lQ^^  niockest  me 

gating  upon  it :  it  is  dispelled,  and  a  tall  ; 

black  man  comes  towards  him. 


Thy  fiendish  sarcasm  with  a  saintly  patience. 

STHVNG&R. 

1  will. 

ARNOLD  (uit/i  surprise). 
Thou  ^•rtJls^? 

STRANGER. 

Perhaps.     Would  you  aught  cLse' 

ARNOLD. 


AR.NOLD. 

What  would  you?  Speak  ! 
Spirit  or  man? 

STRONGER. 

As  man  is  both,  why  not 
Say  bo  ill  in  one? 

ARNOLD. 

Your  form  is  man's,  and  yet 
You  may  be  devil. 

STRANGER. 

So  many  men  are  tlial 
Which  is  so  call'd  or  thought,  that  you  may  add  me 
To  which  you  please,  without  much  wrong  to  cither. 
But  come  :  you  wish  to  kill  yourself; — pursue 
Your  purpose. 

ARNOLD. 

You  have  interrupted  me. 

STRANGER. 

What  is  that  resolulion  which  can  eer 

He  interrupted?  If  I  be  the  devil 

You  deem,  a  single  moment  would  have  made  you 

.Mine,  and  for  ever,  by  your  suicide; 

Ami  yet  my  coming  saves  you. 

\RN0LD. 

I  said  not 

I    You  were  the  demon,  but  that  your  approach 
Was  like  one. 


SrRANOhR. 

Not  I.    Whv  siioidd  I  mock 
Wbat  all  are  mocking?  Th.ii  's  poor  sport,  methinks. 
To  talk  lo  lliee  in  human  language    for 
Thou  canst  not  vet  speak  mine  ,  the  forester 
ilunis  not  the  x^rclclicd  coney,  but  the  boar, 
Or  wolf,  or  lion,  Ic.uin^;  paltry  game 
To  peily  lnir(;lirrs,  mIio  leave  omti  .i-year 
Tlicir  walls,  to  till  their  houM-liold  caldrons  with 
Sncli  scullion  prey.     The  meanest  gibe  at  thee, — 
Now  I  can  mock  the  migliiiest. 

ARNOLD. 

Then  waste  not 
Miy  time  on  me  ;  I  seek  thee  not. 

STRANGF.R. 

Your  thoughts 
.\re  not  far  from  me.   Do  not  sen«l  me  back  : 
I  am  not  so  easily  rccalld  to  do 
(lood  service. 

ARNOLD. 

What  will  ihou  ilo  for  me^ 

STRANGER. 

Change 
^^hapcs  with  you,  if  you  will,  since  yours  so  irks  you; 
Or  form  you  to  your  wish  in  any  shape. 

VR.NOLD. 

(Hi!  then  von  are  indeed  the  demon,  for 
NoMglit  else  would  wittingly  wear  mine 
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9T1ANOK1. 

I  *11  show  thee 
The  biighcest  which  the  world  e'er  bore,  and  give  thee 
Thy  choice. 

ARNOLD. 

On  what  coodiuoa  ? 

'  STtANOEt. 

I  There  '•  a  question ! 

An  hour  ago  you  would  have  giTen  your  soul 
I  To  look  like  other  men,  and  now  you  pause 

To  wear  the  form  of  heroes ! 

AEMOLO. 

I  Mo ;  I  will  not. 

I  most  not  compromise  my  soul. 

sraARGaa. 
'  What  soul. 

Worth  naming  so,  would  dwell  in  such  a  carcass  I 

'  AENOLD. 

T  is  an  aspiring  one,  whatc'er  the  tenement 
Id  which  it  is  mislodged.     But  name  your  compact : 
'  Must  it  be  sign'd  in  blood? 

STlAIIGEa. 

j  Not  in  your  own. 

AanoLD. 
,  tVhose  blood  then  I 

'  STBAIfGia. 

We  will  ulk  of  that  hereafter. 
I   But  I  '11  be  moderate  with  you,  for  I  see 

Great  thing«  within  you.    Yon  shall  hare  no  bond 
I   Bui  your  own  will,  no  contract  save  your  deeds. 

Are  you  coolent  T 

I  AINOID. 

J  I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 

'  STEAIIGII. 

I  Now  then! — 

[The  Stranger  approaches  the  fountain^  and 
turns  to  AaifOLD. 
A  little  of  your  blood. 

AENOLD.  « 

For  what? 

STEANGBE. 

To  mingle  with  the  magic  of  the  waters. 
And  make  the  charm  effective. 

AENOLD  {holding  out  his  wounded  arm). 

Take  it  aU. 

STEANGIR. 

Not  now.     A  few  drops  will  suffice  for  this. 

[The  Stranger  takes  some  0/ Arnold's  blood  in 
his  lusndj  and  casts  it  into  the  fountain. 

Shadows  of  beauty ! 

Shadows  of  power! 
Rise  to  your  duty — 

This  is  the  hour! 
Walk  lovely  and  pliant ! 

From  the  depth  of  this  fountain, 
As  the  doud-sliapcn  giant 

Bestrides  the  Uarti  mountain.  ' 
Come  as  ye  were, 

That  our  eyes  may  behold 
The  model  in  air 

Of  the  form  I  will  mould. 
Bright  as  the  Iris 

When  ether  is  spann'd  : — 

'  TliU  U  •  wvlMtnowB  GenMo  •upcnlitiea— ■  BigSHtic  ibadow 
prodaccd  hj  r*l«cti4M  011  ito  Braekaa. 


Such  his  desire  is,  [Pointing  to  Aenolo. 

Such  my  command ! 
Demons  heroic — 

Demons  who  wore 
The  form  of  the  Stoic 

Or  Sophist  of  yore— > 
Or  the  shape  of  each  victor, 

From  llacedon's  boy 
To  each  high  Roman's  picture. 

Who  breathed  to  destroy. 
Shadows  of  beauty  1 

Shadows  of  power! 
Up  to  your  duty — 

This  is  the  hour ! 
[Farious  Phantoms  arise  from  the  waters^  and 
pass  in  succession  before  the  Stranger  and 
Aenold. 


t 


AENOLD. 


What  do  I  see  ? 


STEARGBE. 

The  black-eyed  Roman,  with 
The  eagle's  betk  between  those  eyes  which  ne'er 
Ueheld  a  conqueror,  or  look'd  along 
The  land  he  made  not  Rome's,  while  Rome  became 
His,  and  all  theirs  who  heir'd  his  very  name. 

AENOLD. 

The  phantom  's  bald ;  my  quest  is  beauty.     Could  I 
Inherit  but  his  fame  with  his  defects! 

STEANGEE. 

His  brow  was  girt  with  laurels  more  than  hairs. 
You  see  his  aspect— chuse  it  or  reject : 
I  can  but  promise  you  his  form  ;  his  feme 
.Must  be  long  sought  and  fought  for. 

AENOLD. 

I  will  fight  too. 
Cut  not  as  a  mock  Caesar.     Let  him  pass ; 
His  aspect  may  be  6iir,  but  suits  me  not. 

STEANGEE. 

Then  you  are  hx  more  difficult  to  please 
Than  Cato's  sister,  or  than  Brutus'  mother. 
Or  Cleopatra  at  sixteen — an  age 
When  love  is  not  less  in  the  eye  than  heart. 
But  be  it  so  !    Shadow,  p.iss  on ! 

[The  Phantom  of  Julius  Ctesar  disappears. 

AE.fOLD. 

And  can  it 
He,  that  the  man  who  shook  the  earth  is  gone 
And  left  no  footstep? 

STEANGEE. 

There  you  err.    His  substance 
Left  graves  enough,  and  woes  enough,  and  fame 
&lorc  than  enough  to  track  his  memory; 
But  for  his  shadow,  t  is  no  more  than  yours, 
Kxcept  a  little  longer  and  less  crooked 
r  the  sun.     Behold  another! 

[J  second  Phantom  passes. 

AENOLD. 

Who  is  he? 

STEANGEE. 

He  was  the  fairest  and  the  bravest  of 
Athenians.    Look  upon  him  well. 

AENOLD. 

He  is 
Blore  lovely  than  the  Ust.     Bow  beautiful ! 

STEANGEE. 

Such  was  the  curled  son  of  GUnias  j— wouldst  thou 
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Invesi  iliee  villi  his  form? 

ARNOLD. 

Would  that  I  had 
Keen  born  with  it  1     Uut  since  I  may  chuse  further, 
I  will  look  further. 

[The  Shade  of  Alcibiadei  disappears. 

STRAKGRR. 

Lo  !     Behold  a(jain  ! 

ARNOLD. 

What!  that  low, swarthy,  short-nosed,  round-eyod  satyr, 
With  the  wide  nostrils  and  Sileniis*  aspect. 
The  splay  feet  and  low  stature!     I  had  better 
Remain  that  which  I  am. 

STRANGER. 

And  yet  he  was 
The  earth's  perfection  of  all  mental  beauty, 
And  personification  of  all  virtue. 
Hut  you  reject  him? 

ARNOLD. 

If  his  form  could  bring  me 
That  which  redeem'd  it — no. 

STRANGER. 

I  have  no  power 
To  promise  that;  but  you  may  try,  and  find  it 
Flasicr  in  such  a  form,  or  in  your  own 

ARNOLD. 

No.     I  was  not  born  for  philosophy, 

Thoiif^h  I  have  that  about  me  which  has  need  on  t. 

I. el  him  fleet  on. 

STRVNGF.n. 

fie  air,  thou  hemlock-drinker  ! 
[The  Shadow  of  Socrates  disappears  :  another  rises. 

ARNOLD. 

What  's  here  whose  broad  brow  and  whose  curly  bcar.l 

And  manly  aspect  look  like  Hercules, 

Save  that  his  jocund  eye  hath  more  of  Bacchus 

Thau  the  sad  purgcr  of  the  infernal  world, 

Leanin{]  dejected  on  his  club  of  conquest. 

As  if  he  knew  the  wortliicssuess  of  those 

For  whom  he  had  fought  ? 

STRANGER. 

It  was  the  man  who  lost 
The  ancient  world  for  love. 

ARNOLD. 

I  cannot  blame  him, 
Since  I  haVc  risk'd  my  soul  because  I  find  not 
That  which  he  exchan{]ed  the  earth  for. 

STRANGER. 

Siiue  so  f  »r 
You  seem  congenial,  will  you  wear  his  featJucsT 

ARNOLD. 

No.     As  you  leave  me  choice,  I  am  difficult, 
If  hut  to  see  the  heroes  I  should  ne'er 
Have  seen  else  on  this  side  of  the  dim  shore 
Whence  they  Hoat  hack  b«'forc  us. 

STRANGLR. 

Hence,  Triumviri 
Thy  Clrop.itia  "s  waiting. 

[The  Shade  of  Anthnny  diitippeatf  :  another  liws. 

ARNOLD. 

Who  is  ihis  7 
Who  truly  lookeih  like  a  drmij^od, 
r.looiniiij;  .iinl  bri|^jht.  "«ith  goKlfMi  hair,  and  stature. 
If  not  more  hi|;h  than  mortal,  y<^t  iniinort.)! 
Ill  all  lliai  n.imclcsK  bearinj;  of  his  limbs, 
Which  lie  wimps  as  the  siiu  liis  rivs — a  soriierlntig 
Winch  shincv  from  him,  and  Vft  is  Iml  the  Ha-hinj; 


Kmanation  of  a  thing  more  glorious  still. 
Was  he  e'er  human  only  .' 

STRANGER. 

I/Ct  the  earth  speak. 
If  there  be  atoms  of  him  left,  or  even 
Of  the  more  solid  gold  that  fnrm'd  hi&  urn. 

ARNOLD. 

Who  wa.s  this  glory  of  mankind  ? 

STRANGSR. 

The  i^hame 
Of  Greece  in  peace,  her  thunderbolt  in  war — 
Demetrius  the  Macedonian,  and 
Taker  of  cities. 

ARNOLD. 

Yet  one  shadow  more. 
STRtNGFR  (addressing  tfie  Shadow). 
Ot  thee  to  T.amia's  lap! 

[The  Shade  of  Demetrius  Toliorcetes  vani>hcs 
another  rises. 

STRANGER. 

I  11  fit  you  still, 
IV.ir  not,  my  hunchback.     If  the  shadow  of 
Thit  Mhich  existed  please  not  your  nice  taste, 
I  '11  animate  the  ideal  marble,  till 
Vuur  soul  be  reconciled  lo  her  new  garment. 

ARNOLD. 

Content  \     I  will  fix  here. 

STRANGER. 

I  must  commend 
Your  choice.     The  god-like  son  of  the  sea-goddess, 
Tlif  unshorn  boy  of  IVleus,  with  his  locks 
.As  beautiful  and  clear  :is  the  amber  waves 
Of  rich  Partolus  roll'd  o'er  sands  of  gold, 
.Softened  by  intervening  crystal,  and 
l«i[iplcd  like  Mowing  waters  by  the  wind, 
All  vow  (I  to  Sperchius  as  they  were — behold  them' 
And  him — as  he  stood  bv  Polyxena, 
With  s.uulion'd  and  with  soften'd  love,  l»efore 
The  altar,  gazing  on  his  Trojan  bride, 
With  some  remorse  viihin  for  Hector  slain 
And  Priam  Mceping,  mingled  with  deep  pa-^sion 
r«»r  the  s\»cel  downcast  virgin,  whose  young  baud 
Trembled  in  his  who  slew  her  brother.     So 
III-  stood  i'  the  temple !     Look  upon  him  as 
Greece  look'd  her  last  upon  her  best,  the  instant 
Kre  Paris'  arrow  llcw. 

ARNOLD. 

I  I'aze  upon  him 
.\s  if  I  were  his  soul,  whose  form  shall  soon 
lliiMdop  mine. 

STHVNGER. 

You  have  done  well.     The  greatest 
Deformity  should  only  barter  with 
rill-  rxinmot  beauty,  if  the  proverb  *s  true 
Of  mortah,  that  extremes  meet. 

ARNOLD. 

Cornel     Be  quick! 
I  am  impalient. 

STRINGER. 

As  a  Youtlifid  beauty. 
r.  fore  hrr  |ila«;s.      Von  both  ^ca  what  is  not, 
l!ul  dream  it  is  what  must  be. 

ARNOLD. 

>Iust  I  u.iil? 

SlR\>GtR. 

N.i;  tint  vMie  |Miv.      I'»iii  a  >»ord  «»r  t*«) 
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I    Hi«  lecatiire  U  iveWe  cubits :  would  you  m  Hr 
'    Outstep  these  times,  and  be  a  TitauT  Or 

(To  talk  canooicAllj)  wax  a  too 

Of  Anak? 

I  ABNOLD. 

Why  not? 
t  sraANGia. 

)  Giorioui  ambitioo ! 

*    I  love  thee  most  in  dwarfs!  A  mortal  of 
'    Philistine  stature  would  have  gladly  pared 
,    His  own  Goliath  down  to  a  sli|;lit  Da%id ; 
<    But  thou,  my  manikin,  wonldst  soar  a  show 

Rather  than  hero.     Thou  shalt  be  indulged. 

If  Ruch  lie  th^  desire;  and  yet,  by  being 
'    A  little  less  removed  from  pment  men 

lu  ti(;ure,  thou  canst  sway  them  more;  for  all 
I    >Vould  rise  against  thee  now,  as  if  10  hunt 

A  newofoand  mammoth;  and  their  ruriied  engines, 

Their  culverins  and  so  forth,  would  find  way 
I    Through  our  friend's  armour  there,  with  greater  case 
j    Than  the  adulterer's  arrow  through  his  heel 

Which  Thetis  had  forgotten  to  baptise 

In  Styx. 

AanoLD. 
1  Then  let  it  be  as  thou  deem'st  best. 

I  rriAifCKi. 

;    Thou  shalt  be  beauteous  as  the  thing  thoa  we'st, 
;    And  strong  as  what  it  was,  and— 

I  ABNOLD. 

I  I  ask  not 

For  valonr,  since  deformity  it  daring. 
I    It  is  its  essence  to  o'ertake  mankind 
.    By  heart  and  soul,  and  make  itself  the  equal — 
{    Ay,  the  superior  of  the  rest.     There  is 
!    A  spur  in  ito  halt  movements,  to  become 

All  that  the  othera  cannot,  in  such  things 

As  still  are  free  to  both,  to  compensate 

For  stepdame  Nature's  avarice  at  Brst. 

They  woo  witli  fearless  deeds  the  smiles  of  fortune, 

And  ofit,  like  Timonr  the  lame  Tartar,  win  them. 

STtANGia. 

Well  spoken!  And  thou  doubtless  wilt  remain 
Form'd  as  ihon  art.     I  may  dismiss  tlie  mould 
Of  shadow,  which  must  turn  to  flesh,  to  encase 
This  daring  soul,  which  could  achieve  no  less 
Without  it! 

ABROLD. 

Had  no  power  presented  me 
The  possibihty  of  change,  I  would 
Have  done  the  best  wiiich  spirit  may,  to  make 
Its  way,  with  all  deformity's  dull,  deadly. 
Discouraging  weight  upon  me,  like  a  mountain. 
In  feeling,  on  my  heart  as  on  my  shoulders — 
A  liatefnl  and  unsightly  mole-hill  to 
The  eyes  of  happier  man.     I  would  have  look'd 
On  boiuty  in  that  sex  which  is  the  type 
Of  all  we  know  or  dream  of  beautiful 
Beyond  the  world  they  brighten,  with  a  sigli— 
Not  of  love  but  devpair ;  nor  sought  to  win, 
Though  to  a  heart  all  love,  what  could  not  love  me 
In  turn,  because  of  this  vile  crooked  clog. 
Which  makes  me  lonely.     Nay,  I  conid  haw  borne 
It  all,  had  not  my  mother  spom'd  me  from  her. 
The  she-benr  Kcks  her  cubs  into  a  sort 
Of  shape ; — my  dam  beheld  my  shape  was  hopeless. 


Had  slie  exposed  me,  like  the  Sparun,  ere 
I  knew  the  passionate  part  of  life,  I  had 
Been  a  clod  of  the  valley, — happier  nothing 
Than  whit  1  am.     But  even  thus,  the  lowest, 
'Ugiie&t,  and  meanest  of  mankind,  what  courage 
i  And  perseverance  could  have  done,  perchance, 
i  Had  made  me  something — as  it  has  made  heroes 
!  Of  the  same  mould  as  mine.     You  lately  saw  me 
I  Master  of  my  own  life,  and  quick  to  quit  h  ; 
;  And  he  who  is  so  is  the  master  of 
-  Whatever  dreads  to  die. 

i  STBANOXB. 

I  Decide  between 

What  you  have  been,  or  will  be. 

AmitOLO. 

I  have  done  so^ 
You  have  open  d  brighter  prospects  to  my  eyes. 
And  sweeter  (o  my  heart.     As  I  am  now, 
I  mi(;ht  be  fear'd,  admired,  respected,  loved, 
Of  all  save  those  next  to  me,  of  whom  I 
Would  be  beloved.     As  thou  showest  me 
A  choice  of  forms,  I  uke  the  one  I  view, 
Haste!  haste! 

STBANOXB. 

And  what  shall  /  wear  7 

ABROLO. 

Stirely  he 
j  Who  can  command  all  forms,  will  chuae  the  highest, 
1  Somethiog  superior  even  to  that  which  was 
IVlides  now  before  us.     Perhaps  his 
Who  slew  him,  that  of  Paris:  or — sfill  higher— 
The  poet's  god,  clot  lied  in  such  limbs  as  are 
Themselves  a  poetry. 

tTBAROBB. 

Less  will  content  me; 
Tor  I  too  love  a  change. 

ARNOLD. 

Tour  aspect  is 
Dusky,  bnt  not  uncomely. 

STRARGCB. 

If  I  chose, 
1  micht  be  whiter ;  but  I  have  a  penchant 
For  black — it  is  so  honest,  and  besides 
Can  neidirr  blush  with  shame  nor  pale  with  feir: 
Tut  I  have  worn  it  long  enough  of  kte. 
And  now  I  '11  take  your  figure. 

ABNOLD. 

Mine! 

•TBAROBB. 

Tes.     Yo« 

Shall  diange  with  Thetis'  son,  and  I  with  Bertha 
Your  mother's  offspring.     People  have  their  tastes ; 
You  have  yours — 1  mine. 

ABNOLO. 

Dispatch!  dispatch! 

STBARGIB. 

Even  so. 


[The  Stranger  takes  some  earth  and  monltli 
it  along  the  turf;  and  then  addressex 
the  Phantom  of  Achilles. 

Beautiful  shadow 

Of  Thelis's  boy ! 
Who  sleeps  in  the  meadow 

Whose  grass  grows  o'er  Troy ; 
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From  the  red  earth,  like  Adam,  * 

Thy  likeness  I  shape, 
A<t  the  Being  nvho  made  him, 

Whose  actions  I  ape. 
Thou  clay,  be  all  glowing. 

Till  the  rose  in  his  cheek 
Be  as  fair  as,  when  blowing, 

It  vears  its  firi^t  streak! 
Ye  violets,  1  scatter, 

Now  turn  into  eyes  ! 
And  thou  sunshiny  water, 

Of  blood  take  the  guisf! ! 
Let  these  hyacinth  boughs 

Be  his  long,  (lowing  hair, 
And  wave  o'er  his  brows, 

As  thou  wavCvSt  in  air  ! 
Let  his  heart  be  this  marble 

I  tear  from  the  rock! 
But  his  voice  as  the  warble 

Of  hmU  on  yon  oak  ! 
Let  his  flesh  be  the  purest 

Of  mould,  in  which  grew 
Tlie  lily-root  snn^st, 

And  drank  the  l»csi  dew ! 
Let  hi*  limbs  be  the  lightest 

Which  clay  can  comi)OUud  I 
And  his  aspect  the  brightest 

On  earth  to  be  found! 
Elements,  near  me. 

Be  miii(jled  and  stirr'd. 
Know  me  and  hear  me, 

And  leap  lo  my  word* 
Sunbeams,  awaken 

This  earth's  animation  ! 
T  is  done  !  lie  hath  taken 

Mis  stand  in  creation  ! 

\AnKOLn  falls  senscle^i ;  his  soul  passes  into  thr 
shape  of  Achilles,  which  rises  ftom  the 
(/ round ;  while  the  phantom  has  disappeared, 
part  hy  part,  as  thefujure  was  formed  from 
the  earth. 

aunold  (in  his  new  form). 
I  love,  and  I  siiall  be  beloved  !  Oh  life ! 
At  last  I  feel  thee!  (ilorious  spirits  ! 

STfiANGKB. 

Stop ! 
What  shall  become  of  your  abandon'd  garment, 
Your  hump,  and  lump,  and  clod  of  ugliness, 
Which  late  you  wore,  or  were? 

ABNOLD. 

Who  cares!  Let  wolves 
And  vultures  take  it,  if  they  will. 

SrRA^GER. 

And  if 
They  do,  and  are  not  scared  by  it,  you'll  s;iy 
It  must  be  peace-time,  and  no  better  fare 
Abroad  i'  the  fields. 

ARNOLD. 

Let  us  but  leave  it  there, 
No  matter  what  becomes  on  't. 

STRANGER, 

That's  ungracious, 
n  not  ungrateful.     Whatsoe'er  it  be, 

'   Vdam  moans  •  red  earth,  •>  from  which  the  fir»i  mnn  wnii  forniprl. 


It  hath  sustain' d  your  soul  full  many  a  day. 

ARNOLD. 

Ay,  as  the  dunghill  may  conceal  a  gem 
Which  is'  now  set  in  gold,  as  jewels  should  be. 

STRANGRR. 

But  if  I  give  another  form,  it  must  be 
By  fair  exchange,  not  robbery.     For  they 
Who  make  men  without  women's  aid,  have  long 
Had  patents  for  the  same,  and  do  not  love 
Your  interlopers.     The  devil  may  take  men. 
Not  make  them — though  he  reap  the  benefit 
Of  the  original  workmanship: — and  therefore 
Some  one  must  be  found  to  assume  the  shape 
You  have  quitted. 

ARNOLD. 

Who  would  do  so? 

STRANGER. 


That  I  kuow  uor. 


And  therefore  I  must. 


ARNOLD. 

You! 

STRANCER. 

I  said  it  ere     ' 
You  inhabited  your  present  dome  of  beautv- 

ARNOLD. 

True.     I  forget  all  things  in  the  new  jov 
Of  this  immortal  change. 

i»TRANGER. 

In  a  few  moments 
I  will  be  as  you  were,  and  you  shall  see 
Yourself  for  ever  by  you,  .is  your  shadow. 

ARNOLD. 

I  would  be  spared  this. 

STRANGER. 

But  it  cannot  be. 
What!  shrink  already,  being  what  you  are, 
From  seeing  what  you  were  ? 

ARNOLD. 

Do  as  thou  wilt. 
STRANGER  (to  the  late  form  o/'abnold,  extended  on  ti^e 

ear  til). 
Clay  I  not  dead,  but  soulless! 

Thou(;h  no  man  would  chuse  thee, 
An  immortal  no  less 

Designs  not  to  refuse  thee. 
Cl;jy  thou  art:  and  unto  spirit 
All  clay  is  of  equal  merit. 

Fire!  witliout  which  uou^jht  can  live; 
Fire  !  but  in  which  nought  can  live, 

Save  the  fabled  salamander, 

Or  immortal  souls  which  wander, 
IVaying  what  doth  not  forgive, 
llovNliiig  for  a  drop  of  water, 

Burning  in  a  quenchless  lot : 
Firp.  the  only  element 

Where  nor  fish,  beast,  bird,  nor  worm. 
Save  (he  worm  which  dieth  not, 

Can  pn  serve  a  moment's  form. 
But  must  with  thyself  be  blent : 
Fire  I  man's  safeguard  and  his  slaughter: 
Fire!  creations  first-born  daughter. 

And  destruction's  threaten  d  sou, 

When  Heaven  with  the  world  hath  done: 
Fire  !  assist  me  to  renew 
Life  in  what  lies  in  mv  view 
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Stiff  and  cold ! 
Hit  murrcciion  re«U  with  me  and  yon ! 
One  little  marshy  tpark  of  Uame — 
Aod  be  again  ahiill  aeem  the  same ; 
Bui  I  Ilia  spirit*  place  shall  bold ! 

[Jn  igni»-fatuus JliU  through  the  v>ood^  and  rests 
on  the  brow  0/  the  body.  The  Stranger  dis- 
a/fpean:  the  body  rises. 

AiROLD  (in  his  new  form). 
Oh!  horrible! 

tTiANOBi  (in  abrold's  late  shape). 

What!  tijm  blest  thou? 

A  IN  old. 

Not  to— 
I  merely  shudder.    Where  is  fled  the  shape 
Thou  lately  worest? 

STtAirOBl. 

To  the  world  of  shadows. 
But  let  us  thread  the  present.     Whither  wilt  thon? 

AanoLO. 
Must  thon  be  my  companion  T 

STIAKGEB. 

Wherefore  not  ? 
Yonr  betters  keep  worse  company. 

AENOLD. 

My  betters! 
rrBANGia. 
Oh !  yon  wai  proud,  I  see,  of  your  new  form : 
I  'm  ^lad  of  that.     Ungrateful  too  1     That 's  well ; 
You  improve  apace: — two  changes  in  an  instant. 
And  you  are  old  in  the  world's  wayx  already. 
But  bear  with  me:  indeed  you  '11  find  me  useful 
Upon  your  pilgrimage.    But  come,  pronounce 
Where  shall  we  now  be  errant  T 

AINOLO. 

Where  the  worid 
Is  thickest,  that  I  may  behold  it  in 
Its  workings. 

tTRANGia. 

That  s  to  say,  where  there  is  war 
And  woman  in  actiTity.     Let 's  see! 
Spain — Italy — the  new  Atlantic  world — 
Afric  with  all  its  Moors.     In  very  truth, 
There  it  small  choice :  the  whole  race  are  just  now 
Tugging  as  usual  at  each  others'  hearts. 

AINOLD. 

I  have  heard  great  things  of  Rome. 

rriANOBB. 

A  goodly  choice — 
And  trarce  a  better  to  be  found  on  earth. 
Since  Sodom  was  put  out.     The  firld  is  wide  too ; 
For  now  the  Frank,  and  Hun,  and  Spanish  scion 
Of  the  old  Vandals  are  at  play  along 
The  sunny  shores  of  the  worUrs  garden. 

AlNOLD. 

How 
Shall  we  proceed  I 

STBANOia. 

Like  gallants  on  good  coursers. 
What  ho!  my  chargers !    Never  yet  were  better. 
Since  Phaeton  was  upset  into  the  Po. 
Our  pages  too! 

Enter  tu/o  Pages^  wiOifour  coal-blaek  Horses. 

ARNOLD. 

A  noble  sight! 


ITBAIIGBB. 

And  of 
A  nobler  breed.     Match  me  in  Barbary, 
Or  your  Kocblani  race  of  Araby, 
With  these! 

ABNOLD. 

The  mighty  stream,  which  volumes  high 
From  their  proud  nostrils,  bums  the  very  air; 
And  sparks  of  flame,  like  dauring  fire-flies,  wheel 
Around  their  manes,  as  common  insects  twarm 
Round  common  steeds  towards  sunset. 

STBA116BB. 

Mount,  my  lord ; 
They  and  I  are  your  servitorB. 

ABROLD. 

And  these. 
Our  dark-eyed  pages— what  may  be  their  names? 

STBANGBB. 

Tou  shall  baptise  them. 

ABNOLD. 

What!  in  holy  water  1 

BTBANGBB. 

Why  not  7    The  deeper  sinner,  better  saint. 

ABNOLD. 

They  are  beautiful,  and  cannot,  sure,  be  demons ! 

ITBANCEB. 

True ;  the  devil 's  always  ugly;  and  your  beauty 
Is  never  diabolical. 

ABNOLD. 

I  '11  call  him 
Who  bears  the  golden  horn,  and  wears  such  briglit 
And  blooming  aspect,  Buon;  for  he  looks 
Like  to  the  lovely  boy  lost  in  the  forest. 
And  never  foimd  till  now.     And  for  the  other 
Aod  darker,  and  more  thoughtful,  who  smiles  not. 
But  looks  as  serious  though  serene  as  night, 
lie  f^hall  be  Memnon^  from  the  Ethiop  king, 
Whose  statue  turns  a  harper  once  a-day. 
And  yout 

STBANGBB. 

I  have  ten  thousand  names,  and  twice 
As  many  attributes ;  but  as  I  wear 
A  human  shape,  will  take  a  human  name. 

ABNOLD. 

More  human  than  the  shape  (thou^  it  wat  mine  once) 
1  trust  7 

STBANGBB. 

Then  call  me  Caesar. 

ABNOLD. 

Why,  that  name 
Belongs  to  empires,  and  hat  been  but  borne 
By  the  world's  lords. 

STBANGBB. 

And  therefore  fittest  for 
The  devil  in  disguise— since  so  you  deem  roe. 
Unless  you  call  me  pope  instead. 

ABNOLD. 

Well  then, 
Carsar  thou  shalt  be.     For  myself,  my  name 
Shall  be  plain  Arnold  ttiU. 

CSSAB. 

We  11  add  a  title— 
«  Count  Arnold  :»  it  hath  no  ungraciout  sound, 
And  will  look  well  upon  a  billet-doux. 

ABNOLD. 

Or  in  an  order  for  a  battle-field. 


/'if 
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cx.'iXK  [sings). 
To  horse  !  lo  horse!  my  coal-black  sleeH 

PaMs  tlie  ({round  and  snuFfs  the  air  ! 
There  "s  not  a  foal  of  Arab's  breed 

More  knows  whom  he  must  bear! 
On  the  hill  he  will  not  (ire, 
Swifter  as  it  -waxes  ht[»her; 
In  the  niar^<h  he  will  not  slacken, 
On  the  plain  he  overtaken; 
In  the  wave  he  will  not  sink, 
Nor  pause  at  the  brook's  side  to  drink. 
In  the  race  he  will  not  pant, 
In  the  combat  he'll  not  faint ; 
On  the  stones  he  will  not  stumble, 
Time  nor  toil  shall  make  him  humble  ; 
In  the  stall  he  will  not  stiffen, 
But  be  \vin{;ed  as  a  (jriflin, 
Only  Hying  >Aiih  his  feet: 
And  will  not  such  a  vi)ya{;c  be  sweet? 
Merrily!  merrily!  never  unsound, 
Shall  our  bonny  black  horses  skim  over  the  [jround  ! 
From  the  Alps  to  the  Caucasus,  ride  we,  or  (ly! 
For  we  'II  leave  them  behind  in  the  glance  of  an  o\  r. 
\They  mount  titcir  horses,  and  Jisaftpcar. 


SCENli    11. 
A  Cnmp  before  Vie  Ifullsof  Piontc. 
Arnold  ami  IIm'awi. 

c«SAn. 
You  are  well  enter'd  now. 

ARNOLD. 

Ay  ;  but  my  path 
Mas  been  o'er  circasses:  mine  eyes  are  full 
Of  blood. 

CSSAR. 

Then  wipe  them,  and  see  clearly.  Why! 
Thou  art  a  conqueror  ;  the  chosen  knight 
And  free  companion  of  the  gnllaut  Hourbon, 
Late  coiislalile  «f  France  ;  and  now  to  be 
Lord  of  till'  city  which  hath  been  earths  lord 
I'nder  its  em,ierors,  and — chant^;ir»g  sex. 
Not  scr-ptre,  an  hermaphrodite  of  empire — 
Lady  of  the  old  world. 

ARNOLD. 

How  old?     What?  are  there 
iVew  worlds? 

C£SAR. 

To  you.     You  '11  find  there  are  such  shoiilv. 
By  its  rich  harvests,  new  di->e;ise,  and  gold; 
From  one  half  of  the  world  named  a  whole  new  one, 
Because  you  know  no  better  than  tlu-  dull 
And  dubious  notice  of  your  eyes  and  ears. 

ARNOLD. 

I  11  trust  them. 

C*:5AR, 

Do!     They  will  deceive  you  swcctiv, 
And  that  is  better  than  the  Liitcr  truth! 

ARNOLD. 

Dog! 

CF.SAR. 

Min' 

ARNMM.n. 

Devil : 


C.1CSAR. 

Your  obedient,  humble  servant. 

ARNOLD. 

Say  master  rather.     Thou  hast  lured  me  on, 
Through  scenes  of  blood  and  lust,  till  I  am  here. 

c.*:s\R. 
And  where  wouldst  thou  be  ? 

ARNOLD. 

Oh,  at  peace — in  pcacr  I 

C*-.SAR. 

.\nd  where  is  thai  which  is  so?     From  the  star 

To  the  winding  worm,  all  life  is  motion,  and 

In  life  commot'on  is  (he  extremest  point 

Of  life.     The  planet  wheels,  till  it  becomes 

A  conjct,  and  <les(roying  as  it  sweeps 

The  stars,  goes  out.     The  poor  worm  winds  its  vray. 

Living  upon  the  death  of  oiher  things, 

But  siill,  like  them,  must  live  ard  die  the  subject 

Of  something  which  has  made  it  live  and  die. 

You  must  obey  what  all  obey,  the  rule 

Of  (ix'd  necessity:  against  her  edict 

UebellioD  pro<pers  not. 

ARNOLD. 

And  when  it  prospers 

CJKSAR. 

' T  is  no  rebellion. 

ARNOLD. 

^Vill  it  prosper  now  ! 

C.tSAK. 

The  Bourbon  hath  given  orders  for  the  assault, 
And  by  the  dawn  there  will  be  work. 

ARNOLD. 

Alas! 
.And  shall  the  city  yield?     I  see  the  giant 
Abode  of  (he  true  (lod,  and  his  true  saint. 
Saint  Peter,  rear  its  dome  and  ero>s  into 
That  sky  whence  Christ  ascended  from  the  cross, 
NVhich  his  blood  njade  a  badge  of  glory  and 
Of  joy  (as  once  of  torture  unto  him. 
Cod  and  Cod's  Son,  man's  sole  andoidy  refuge  . 

'T  is  there,  and  shall  be. 

ARNOLD. 

What? 

CKSAR. 

The  crucifix 
Above,  and  many  altar  shrines  below. 
Also  some  culverins  upon  (he  walls. 
Anil  harqupbusves,  and  what  not,  besides 
The  men  who  are  to  kindle  them  to  death 
Of  other  men. 

ARNOLD. 

And  lIio>e  scarce  mortal  arches, 
Pile  al)Ove  pile  of  everlasting  wall. 
The  (lieiitrf  where  empcrorv  an«l  their  subjects 
'Those  sid>j(  rts  P.onutus)  stood  at  ga/e  upon 
The  baltles  nf  ihe  nion.irelis  of  the  wild 
And  wood,  the  lion  and  his  tusky  rebels 
Of  (he  then  niKatned  desert,  brought  to  joust 
III  the  arena  'as  right  well  (hey  might, 
When  they  li;id  lefi  iio  human  foe  uncouqucr'd), 
^l;)rle  even  (lie  forest  piy  its  tribute  of 
l.ifv  ((»  liieir  ain|>lMllieatre.  as  w«-ll 
As  iJ.iei.i  rneii  lo  die  (lie  r(ernal  death 
1  or  a  sol*'  iiisi.mis  pasiinie,  and  u  Pass  on 
!o  a  uew  gl.nha(or ! •  — Must  it  fall! 
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CJESAR. 

Hie  city  or  the  amphitheatre  T 

The  church,  or  one,  or  all  ?  for  you  coofound 

Doth  them  and  me. 

AIROLD. 

ToHnorrow  sounds  the  assault 
With  the  first  cock-crow. 

CJtSikl. 

Which,  if  it  end  with 
The  ereniog's  first  nif^htiogale,  will  be 
Somethiog  new  in  the  aonab  of  gmi  sieges: 
For  men  must  have  their  prey  after  long  toil. 

AS  NOLO. 

The  sun  goes  down  as  calmly,  and  perhaps 
More  beauiifully,  tlian  he  did  on  Rome 
On  the  diiy  Remus  leapt  her  wall. 


CASAl. 


AIMOLD. 


I  saw  him. 


Ton! 


CSSAl. 

Yes,  sir.     You  forget  I  am  or  was 
Spirit,  till  I  took  up  witli  your  cast  shape 
And  a  worse  name.     I  'm  Caesar  and  a  hunch-back 
Now.     Well !  the  first  of  Ganars  was  a  bald-head. 
And  loved  his  laurels  better  as  a  wig 
(So  history  says)  than  as  glory.     Thus 
The  world  runs  on,  but  we  '11  be  merry  still. 
I  saw  your  Romulus  (simple  as  I  am) 
Slay  his  own  twin,  quick-born  of  the  same  womb, 
Because  he  leapt  a  ditch  (t  was  then  no  wall, 
Whaie'er  it  now  be) ;  and  Rome's  earliest  cement 
Was  brother  s  blood  ;  and  if  its  native  blood 
Be  spilt  till  tlie  choked  Tiber  be  as  red 
As  e'er  't  was  yellow^  it  will  never  wear 
The  deep  hue  of  the  ocean  and  the  earth, 
Which  the  great  robber  sons  of  Fratricide 
Have  made  their  never-ceasiog  scene  of  slaughter 
For  ages. 

AIROLO. 

But  what  have  these  done,  their  far 
Remote  descendants,  who  have  lived  in  peace, 
The  peace  of  heaven,  and  in  lier  sunshine  of 
Piety  I 

CJKSAl. 

And  what  had  they  done  whom  the  old 
Romans  o'erswept  ? — Hark  ! 

AKMOLO. 

They  are  soldiers  singing 
A  reckless  roundelay,  upon  tlie  eve 
Of  many  deaths,  it  may  he  of  their  own. 

CJCSAS. 

And  why  should  they  not  sing  as  well  as  swans? 
They  are  black  ones,  to  be  sure. 

AairoLD. 

So,  you  are  learn'd, 
I  see  too  7 

CJBSAa. 

In  my  grammar,  ccrtes.     I 
Was  educated  for  a  monk  of  all  times, 
And  once  I  was  well  versed  in  the  forgotten 
Etruscan  letters,  and — were  I  so  minded — 
Could  make  their  hieroglyphics  plainer  than 
Your  alphabet. 

AIROLD. 

And  wherefore  do  you  not  T 


CJKSAl. 

It  answers  better  to  resolve  the  alphabet 

Back  into  hieroglyphics.     Like  your  statesman, 

And  prophet,  pontiff,  doctor,  alchymist, 

IMiilosopher,  and  what  not,  they  have  built 

More  Babels  witliout  new  dispersion,  than 

The  stammering  young  ones  of  the  flood's  dull  ooze, 

Who  fail'd  and  fled  each  other.     Why?  why,  marry. 

Because  no  man  could  understand  his  neighbour. 

They  are  wiser  now,  and  will  not  separate 

For  nonsense.    Nay,  it  is  tlteir  brotherhood. 

Their  Shibboleth,  their  Koran,  Talmud,  their 

C.ibaia  :  their  best  brick-work  wherewithal 

They  build  more — 

AaaoLD  (interrupting  liim). 

Oh  !  thou  everlasting  sneerer ! 
Be  silent!  How  the  soldiers'  rou(rh  strain  seems 
Sof (en'd  by  distance  to  a  hymn-like  cadence ! 
Listen  ! 

CJKSAI. 

Yes.    I  have  heard  the  angels  ting. 

AINOLO. 

And  demons  howl. 

CStSAl. 

And  man  too.     Let  us  listeu  : 
I  love  all  music. 

Sony  of  the  Soldiers  within. 

The  Black  Bands  came  over 

The  Alps  and  tlieirsoow, 
With  Bourbon,  the  rover. 

They  pass'd  the  broad  Po. 
We  have  beaten  all  focmen, 

We  have  captured  a  king, 
We  have  tnrn'd  back  on  no  men. 

And  so  let  ns  sing ! 
Here  's  the  Bourbon  for  ever ! 

Though  penniless  ail. 
We'll  have  one  more  endeavour 

At  yonder  old  wall. 
With  the  Bourbon  we  '11  gather 

At  day-dawn  before 
The  gates,  and  together 

Or  break  or  climb  o'er 
The  wall :  on  the  ladder. 

As  mounts  each  firm  foot. 
Our  shout  shall  grow  gladder. 

And  death  only  be  mute. 
With  the  Bourbon  we  'II  mount  o'er 

The  walls  of  old  Rome, 
And  who  then  slwll  count  o'er 

The  spoils  of  each  dome  7 
Up!  up!  with  the  lily! 

And  down  with  the  keys! 
In  old  Rome,  the  Seven^uUy, 

Wc  'II  revel  at  ease : 
Her  streets  sliall  be  gory, 

Her  Tiber  all  red. 
And  her  temples  so  hoary 

Shall  clang  with  our  tread. 
Oh !  the  Bourbon !  the  Bourbon  ' 

The  Bourbon  for  aye  ! 
of  our  song  bear  the  burthen  ! 

And  fire,  fire  away ! 
With  Spain  for  the  vanguard, 
Our  varied  host  comes ; 
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And  next  to  the  Spaniard 

Ileat  Germany's  drums; 
And  Italy's  lances 

Are  couch'd  at  their  mother ; 
But  our  leader  from  Franre  is, 

Who  warr'd  with  his  brother. 
Oh,  the  Bourbon  !  the  Rourbon  ! 

Sans  country  or  home. 
We  'II  follow  the  Bourbon, 

To  plunder  old  Borne. 

CM.%KK. 

An  indifferent  song 
For  those  within  the  walU,  meihinks,  to  hear. 

ARNOLD. 

Yes,  if  they  keep  to  their  chorus.     But  here  comes 
The  (jeueral  with  his  chiefs  and  men  of  trust. 
A  (joodly  rebel ! 

Enter  tlie  ConsUtble  Bourbon,  «  cum  snis.n  etc.,  etc. ^  etc. 

PUILIBKRT. 

IIow  now,  noble  prince, 
You  are  not  cheerful  ? 

BOUUBON. 

Why  should  I  be  so  ? 

PdlLIHERT. 

I'poii  the  eve  of  conquest,  such  as  ours, 
Most  nicu  iKould  be  so. 

DOl'RBON. 

If  I  were  secure  ! 

PBILIOF.RT. 

Doubt  not  our  soldiers.     Were  the  walls  of  adamant, 
They  'd  crack  them.     Hunger  is  a  sharp  ariillery. 

BOURBON. 

That  they  will  falter  is  my  least  of  fears. 
That  they  will  be  repulsed,  with  Bourbon  for 
Their  chief,  and  all  their  kindled  appetites 
To  marshal  lliem  on — were  those  hoarv  walls 
Mount. tins,  and  those  who  ^uard  them  like  the  (joils 
Of  the  oltl  fables,  I  would  trust  my  Titaus  ; — 
But  now — 

PHILIBERT. 

They  arc  but  mm,  who  war  with  inori.iU. 
Bourbon. 
True :  but  those  walls  have  i;irdcd  in  preat  a{»cs. 
And  sent  forth  miyhly  spirits.     The  past  earth 
And  pr«'senl  plianiom  of  imperious  Bonie 
Is  peopled  with  those  warriors;  and  meihinks 
Tliey  ilii  alon^  the  eternal  city's  rampart, 
And  stretch  their  {jlorious,  {jory,  shadowy  hands, 
And  beckon  me  away  1 

PQIf.IRERT. 

So  let  them  !  Wilt  thou 
Turn  back  from  shadowy  menaces  of  shadows? 

bourbon. 
TIji  y  do  not  menace  me.     1  could  have  faced, 
Mctliinks,  ,1  Syil  IS  menace  ;  bni  ihey  clasp 
And  raise,  and  wrin(;  their  dim  and  deallilike  hands. 
And  with  llieir  thin  aspen  faces  and  fixed  eyes 
Fascinate  mine.     Look  there  ! 

pbilibebt. 

I  look  upon 
.V  lofiy  battlement. 

bourbon. 
And  there  I 

PHILIBERT. 

Not  even 


A  guard  in  sight;  they  wisely  keep  below, 
Slielter'd  by  the  grey  parapet,  from  some 
Stray  bullet  of  our  lansquenets,  who  might 
Practise  in  the  cool  twilight. 

bourbon. 

You  are  blind. 

PBILIBERT. 

If  seeing  nothing  more  than  may  be  seen 
lie  so! 

BOURBON. 

A  thousand  years  have  maqn' d  the  walls 
With  all  their  heroes, — the  last  Cato  stands 
And  tears  his  bowels,  rather  than  survive 
The  liberty  of  that  I  uould  enslave. 
And  the  lirstCxsar  with  his  triumphs  flits 
From  battlement  to  battlement. 

PUILIBEBT. 

Then  conquer 
The  walls  for  which  he  conquer'd  and  be  greater ! 

BOURBON. 

True  :  so  I  will,  or  perish. 

PQILIBERT. 

You  can  not. 
In  such  an  enterprise  to  die  is  rather 
The  dawn  of  an  eternal  day,  thau  death. 

Count  Arnold  and  Cjuar  advance. 

Cj^sar. 
.Vnd  the  mere  men — do  they  too  sweat  beneath 
The  noon  of  this  same  ever-scorching  glory  ? 

BOURBON. 

Ah! 
Welcome  the  bitter  hunchback!  and  his  master, 
The  beauty  of  our  host,  and  brave  as  beauteous, 
And  j;tMierous  as  lo\cly.     We  shall  6nd 
Work  for  you  both  ere  morning. 

CJlSAR. 

You  will  find,^ 
So  please  your  highness,  no  less  for  yourself. 

BOl'RBON. 

And  if  I  do,  there  will  not  be  a  labourer 
More  forward,  hunchback ! 

C;KSAR. 

You  may  well  say  so, 
For  jou  have  seen  that  back — as  geueral. 
Placed  in  the  rear  in  action — but  your  foes 
Have  never  seen  it. 

BOURBON. 

That  s  a  fair  retort, 
For  I  provoked  it : — but  the  Bourbon's  breast 
Has  licen,  and  ever  shall  be,  far  advanced 
In  danger  ,s  face  as  yours,  were  you  the  devil. 

CJk%AR. 

And  if  I  were,  I  might  have  saved  myself 
The  tod  of  coming  here, 

PUILIBI  RT. 

Why  so? 

CiKSAR. 

One  half 
Of  your  brave  bands  of  their  own  bold  accord 
Will  go  lo  him,  the  other  half  be  sent, 
More  swiftly,  not  less  surely. 

BOURBON. 

Arnold,  your 
Slight  crooked  friend  's  as  snake-like  in  his  words 
.Vs  his  deeds. 
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CJCSAl. 

Tour  bighoen  much  mistakes  me. 
The  first  snake  ^ras  a  flatlerer — I  am  none; 
And  for  my  deeds,  I  ooly  sting  when  stung. 

sous  BO  IT. 

You  arc  brave,  and  that 's  enough  for  me :  and  qnick 
Id  speech  a^  sharp  in  aetion-^and  that 's  more. 
I  am  not  alone  a  soldier,  but  tlie  soldiers* 
Comrade. 

cmsAi. 

Tbey  are  but  bad  company,  your  highneu; 
And  vorse  even  for  their  friends  than  foes,  as  being 
More  permanent  acquaintance. 

PIILIBBIT. 

How  now,  fellow  f 
Thou  waxest  insolent,  beyond  the  privilege 
Of  a  buffoon. 

CKSAl. 

Ton  mean,  I  speak  the  truth. 
I  'II  lie— it  is  as  ea^;  then  you  '11  praise  me 
For  calliog  yon  a  hero. 

BODBBON. 

Pfailibert! 
Let  him  alone ;  he  's  brave,  and  ever  has 
!k>en  first  with  that  swart  fsce  and  mountain  shoulder 
In  firld  or  storm;  and  patient  in  starvation ; 
And  for  his  ton(;ue,  the  camp  is  full  of  licence. 
And  the  sharp  stinging  of  a  lively  rogue 
Is,  to  my  mind,  far  preferable  to 
Tlie  gro«s,  dull,  heavy  gloomy  eiecration 
Of  a  mere  fami»li'd,  sullen,  grumbling  ftlave. 
Whom  nothing  can  convince  save  a  full  meal, 
And  wine,  and  sleep,  and  a  few  niaravedis, 
>Yiih  which  he  deems  him  rich. 

CCSAl. 

It  would  be  well 
If  the  earth's  princes  ask'd  no  more. 

BOUBBON. 

Re  silent! 
catSAi. 
Ay,  but  not  idle.     Work  yourself  with  words ! 
You  have  few  to  speak. 

FKIUBBBT. 

What  means  the  audacious  prater  ? 

C«SAR. 

To  prate,  like  other  prophets. 

BOUBBOR. 

Philibcrt! 
Why  will  you  vex  him  7  Have  we  not  enough 
To  think  on?  Arnold'  I  will  lead  the  attack 
To-morrow. 

ARNOLD. 

I  have  heard  as  much,  my  lord. 

BOUBBON. 

And  you  will  follow  ? 

ABNOLO. 

Since  I  must  not  lead. 

BOUSBON. 

T  is  necessary  for  the  further  daring 
Of  our  too  needy  army,  that  their  chief 
Pl.int  the  first  foot  upon  the  foremost  ladder's 
First  step. 

C«SAB. 

Upon  its  topmost,  let  us  hope  : 
So  shall  he  have  his  full  dc^rts. 


BOUBBON. 

Thaworld'B 
Great  capital  perchance  is  oars  to-morrow. 
Through  every  change  the  seven-hill'd  city  hath 
iletain'd  her  sway  o'er  nations,  and  the  Caesars 
But  yielded  to  the  Alarics,  the  Alarics 
Unio  the  ponlifR  Roman,  Goth,  or  priest, 
Still  the  world's  masters!  Civilised,  barbarian, 
Or  saintly,  still  the  walls  of  Romulus 
Have  been  the  circus  of  an  empire.  Well ! 
T  was  their  turn— now  't  is  ours ;  and  let  os  hope 
Tliat  we  will  fi(;ht  as  well,  and  rule  much  better. 

CJUAB. 

No  doubt,  the  camp 's  the  school  of  civic  rigbla. 
What  would  you  make  of  Rome? 

BOUBBON. 

That  which  it  was. 

CJtS4B. 

In  Alaric's  time? 

BOUBBON. 

No,  slave !  In  the  first  Caesar's, 
Whose  name  you  bear  like  other  curs. 

CBSAB. 

And  kings. 
T  is  a  great  name  for  blood-hounds. 

BOUBBON. 

There 's  a  demon 
In  that  fierce  rattle-snake  thy  tongue.  Wilt  never 
lie  serious? 

C«SAB. 

On  the  exf  of  battle,  no; — 
Tliat  were  not  Koldier-like.    T  is  for  the  general 
To  be  more  pcoMve  :  we  adventurers 
Must  be  mure  cheerful.  Wherefore  should  wc  think? 
Our  tutelar  deity,  in  a  leader's  shape. 
Takes  rare  of  us.  Keep  thought  aloof  from  hosts! 
If  the  knaves  take  to  thinking,  you  will  have 
To  crack  those  walls  alone. 

BOUBBON. 

You  may  sneer,  since 
T  is  lucky  for  you  that  you  fight  no  worse  for  'l. 

CASAB. 

I  thank  yon  for  the  freedom ;  'l  is  the  only 
l\iy  I  h<ive  taken  in  your  highness'  service. 

BOUBBON. 

Well,  sir,  to-morrow  you  shall  pay  yourself. 
Look  on  those  towers;  they  hold  my  treiisury. 
Hut,  I'hilibert,  we  'II  in  to  council.  Arnold! 
We  would  request  your  presence. 

ABNOLD. 

Prince  I  my  service 
Is  yours,  as  in  the  field. 

BOUBBON. 

In  both  we  prise  it ; 
And  youn  will  be  a  post  of  trust  at  day-break. 

CJUAB. 

And  mine  I 

BOUBBON. 

To  follow  glory  with  the  Bourbon. 
Good  night! 

ABNOLD  (to  C«SAR). 

Prepare  our  armour  for  the  assault. 
And  wait  within  my  lent. 

[£xeun(  Boubbon,  Abnolo,  Pbiubbbt,  etc. 
cmSAB  {tolas). 

Within  thy  teat ! 
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Think'si  thou  that  I  pass  from  thee  with  my  presence? 

Or  that  this  crooked  coffer,  wliich  contain'd 

Thy  principle  of  hfe,  is  aught  to  me 

Except  a  mask?  And  these  are  men,  forsooth ! 

Heroes  and  chiefs,  the  flower  of  Adam's  bastards! 

This  is  the  consequence  of  ^ivinij  matter 

The  power  of  thought.  It  is  a  stubborn  substance, 

And  thinks  chaotically,  as  it  acts, 

Ever  rclapswn;  into  its  [irst  elements. 

Well !  I  must  play  with  these  poor  puppets  :  't  is 

The  spirit's  pitstime  in  his  idler  hours. 

When  I  [;row  weary  of  it,  I  have  business 

Amon[;st  the  stars,  which  these  poor  creatures  deem 

Were  made  for  them  to  look  at-  T  were  a  jest  now 

To  brin(;  one  down  amonjsi  them,  and  set  lire 

Unto  their  ant-hill ;  how  the  pismires  then 

Would  scamper  o'er  the  scaldiiijj  soil,  and,  ceasing 

From  tearing  down  each  others'  uesis,  jiipe  forth 

One  universal  orison !  Ha !  ha !  [Exit  Cjes.\r. 


PART  II. 

SCENE  I. 

Before  the  JVftlh  of  Rome.  The  assault;  the  army  in 
motion,  with  latljers  to  scale  tJie  walls;  HouaBON, 
with  a  white  scat f  over  hii  armour,  foremost. 

Chorus  of  Spirits  in  the  air. 


T  is  the  morn,  but  dim  and  dark. 
Whither  flic'*  the  silent  lark? 
Whither  shrinks  the  clouded  suD? 
Is  the  day  indeed  begun  ? 
Nature's  eye  is  melancholy 
O'er  the  city  high  and  holy  ; 
But  without  there  is  a  din 
Should  arouse  the  saints  within, 
And  revive  the  heroic  ashes 
Round  which  yellow  Tiber  dashes. 
Oh!  ye  seven  hilU!  awaken. 
Ere  your  very  base  be  shaken  ! 

2. 

Hearken  to  the  steady  stamp  ! 

Mars  is  in  their  every  (ramp! 

Not  a  step  is  out  of  tune, 

As  the  tides  obey  the  moon  ; 

On  they  march,  though  to  self-slaughter. 

Regular  as  rolling  water, 

Whose  high  waves  o  crswerp  the  border 

Of  luijje  moles,  but  keep  their  order, 

lJre.«king  only  rank  Jiy  rank. 

Hearken  to  llie  armours  clink  ! 

Look  down  oer  each  frowning  warrior. 

How  he  glares  upon  the  harrier  ! 

Look  on  each  sirp  of  each  ladder. 

A>  the  stripes  that  streak  an  adder. 


!-ook  upon  the  bristling  wall, 
Mann'd  without  an  incrrval  I 
Round  and  round,  and  tier  on  tier, 
Cannon's  black  moutii,  shining  spear. 
Fat  match,  bellinouth'd  musqucloon, 
(iaptng  to  be  murd'-rons  soon. 


All  the  warlike  gear  of  old, 
Mix'd  with  what  we  now  behold, 
In  this  strife  'twixt  old  and  new. 
Gather  like  a  locust's  crew. 
Shade  of  Remus!  'I  is  a  time 
Awful  as  ihy  brother's  crime ! 
Christians  war  against  Christ's  shrine  :  — 
Must  its  lot  be  like  to  thine  ? 

Near — and  near — nearer  still, 

As  the  earthquake  saps  the  hill. 

First  with  trembling,  hollow  motion. 

Like  a  scarce-avvakeu'd  ocean, 

Tlien  with  stronger  shock  and  louder. 

Till  the  rocks  are  crush'd  to  powder, — 

Onward  sweeps  the  rolling  host! 

Heroes  of  the  immortal  boast! 

Mighty  chiefs!  Eternal  shadows! 

First  flowers  of  the  bloody  meadows 

Which  encompass  Rome,  the  mother 

Of  a  people  wiihout  brother! 

Will  you  sleep  when  nations'  quarrels 

Plough  the  root  up  of  your  laurels? 

Ye  who  wept  o'er  Carthage  burning, 

Weep  not— strike!  for  Rome  is  mourning!' 

5. 
Onward  sweep  the  varied  nations! 
Famine  long  hath  dealt  their  rations; 
To  the  wall,  >*iih  hate  and  hunger, 
Numerous  as  wolves,  and  stronger, 
On  they  sweep.  Oh!  glorious  city, 
Must  thou  be  a  theme  fur  pity  ! 
Fight,  like  your  first  sire,  each  Roman! 
Alaric  was  a  gentle  foeman, 
Maichd  with  IJourbon's  black  banditti! 
Rouse  thee,  thou  eternal  city! 
Rou<e  ihee!   Rather  give  the  porch 
With  thy  own  hand  to  thy  torch, 
Thau  behold  such  hosts  pollute 
Your  worst  dwelling  with  their  foot. 

6. 
Ah  !  behold  yon  bleeding  spectre  ! 
Ilions  children  find  no  Hector; 
Priam's  off>pring  loved  their  brother: 
Rom  I's  sire  forgot  his  mother. 
When  he  slew  liis  gallant  twin. 
Willi  inexpiable  sin. 
Sec  the  giant  shadow  stride 
O'er  the  ramparts  high  and  wide  I 
Wjion  he  first  oerleapt  thy  wall, 
Its  foundation  mourn'd  thy  fall. 
Now,  iliongh  towering  like  a  babel, 
Who  to  stop  his  steps  are  able  ? 
Stalking  oor  thy  highest  dome, 
Remus  claims  his  vengeauce,  Rome  ! 


Now  tin  y  reach  thee  in  their  auger  : 
Fiic,  and  smoke,  aud  hellish  clangor 
Are  around  ihee,  thou  world's  wonder! 
Death  is  in  tiiy  walls  and  under! 

'  S<  i|>i<">,  till' sttoiiil  Afrli.iiiu*.  i»  »ai<l  10  ho»f  fpt.nrsj  a  ^ 
lloiiif-r.  an  I  w<>|.|  ovrr  itif  l>urntD(;  of  (^jrlhffl;;«*.  Ho  had 
\\.i\"  (jraiitril  il  .■»  <  flpi  tul;ii  ion. 


S  |J»  r 
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Now  the  meeting  steel  first  clathex; 
Downward  then  the  ladder  crashes, 
With  its  iron  load  all  gleaming, 
Lying  at  its  foot  blaspheming' 
Up  again !  for  every  warrior 
Slain,  another  climbs  the  barrier. 
Thicker  grows  the  strife :  thy  ditches 
Europe's  mingling  gore  enriches. 
Rome!  although  thy  wall  may  perish, 
Such  manure  thy  fields  will  cherish. 
Making  gay  the  harvest>home; 
But  thy  hearths,  alas!  oh,  Rome! — 
Yet  be  Rome  amidst  thine  anguish, 
Fight  as  thou  wasC  wont  to  vanquisl^! 

8. 
Yet  once  more,  ye  old  Penates ! 
Let  not  your  quench'd  hearths  be  At^'s! 
Yet  again,  ye  shadowy  heroes. 
Yield  not  to  these  stranger  Neros ! 
TlMugb  the  son  who  slew  his  mother. 
Shed  Rome's  blood,  he  was  your  brother : 
T  was  the  Roman  curb'd  the  Roman : — 
Brennus  was  a  baffled  foeman. 
Yet  again,  ye  saints  and  mariyn. 
Rise,  for  yours  are  holier  charters. 
Mighty  gods  of  temples  falling. 
Yet  in  ruin  still  appalling! 
Mightier  founders  of  those  altars, 
True  and  christian, — strike  the  assaulters! 
Tiber!  Tiber!  let  thy  torreat 
Show  even  nature's  self  abhorrent* 
Let  each  breathing  heart  dilated 
Turn,  as  doth  the  lion  bailed ! 
Rome  be  crush'd  to  one  wide  tomb. 
But  hie  still  the  Roman's  Rome ! 

60  ITS  BON,  Arnold,  Casai,  and  others^  arrive  at  the  foot 
of  tiue  vtall.     Abnold  is  ahout  to  plant  his  ladder. 

aoniBOR. 
Hold,  Arnold!  I  am  first. 

ABlfOLD. 

Not  so,  my  lord. 

BOUSBON. 

Bold,  sir,  I  charge  you!  Follow!  I  am  proud 
Of  such  a  follower,  but  will  brook  no  leader. 

[  BouBBON  plants  his  ladder,  and  begins  to  mount. 
Now,  boys!  On!  on! 

[A  shot  strikes  him,  and  BouBBON/ai/s. 

CJBSAB, 

And  off! 

ABNOLD. 

Eternal  powers ! 
The  host  will  be  appall'd. — But  vengeance !  vengeance ! 

BOUBBON. 

T  is  nothing — lend  me  your  hand. 

[BoDBSON  takes  AsifOLD  bj  the  hand  and  rises;  but, 
as  he  puts  Ids  foot  on  the  step,  falls  again, 

Arnold!  I  am  sped. 
Conceal  my  fall — all  will  go  well — conceal  it! 
Flini;  my  cloak  o'er  what  will  be  dust  anon; 
Let  uot  the  soldiers  sec  it. 

ABNOLD. 

You  must  be 
Removed;  the  aid  of 


BOUBBON. 

No,  my  gallant  boy; 
Death  is  upon  me.    But  what  is  one  life! 
The  Bourbon's  spirit  shall  command  them  still. 
Keep  them  yet  ignorant  iliat  I  am  but  clay. 
Till  they  are  conquerors — then  do  as  you  may. 

C4CSAB. 

Would  not  your  highness  chuse  to  kiss  the  cross? 
We  have  no  priest  here,  but  tlie  hilt  of  sword 
May  serve  instead : — it  did  the  same  for  Bayard. 

BOURBON. 

Thou  bitter  slave !  to  name  him  at  this  time! 
But  I  deserve  it. 

ABNOLD  (to  C«SAB). 

Villain,  hold  your  peace! 

C«SAB. 

What,  when  a  christian  dies?  Shall  I  not  offer 
A  christian  «  Vade  in  paceTn 

ABNOLD. 

Silence!  Oh!  | 

Those  eyes  are  glaiing,  which  o'erlook'd  the  world. 
And  saw  no  equal. 

BOUBBON. 

Arnold,  shouldst  thou  see 
France— But  hark!  bark!  the  assault  grows  warmer— 

Oh! 
For  but  an  hour,  a  minute  more  of  life. 
To  die  wiihia  the  wall!  Hence,  Arnold!  hence! 
You  lose  time — they  will  conquer  Rome  without  tliee. 

ABMOLD. 

And  without  Aeef 

BOURBON. 

Not  so :  1  '11  lead  them  still 
In  spirit.     Cover  up  my  dust,  and  breathe  not 
That  I  Itave  ceased  to  breathe.    Away !  and  be 
Victorious ! 

ABNOLD. 

But  I  most  not  leave  thee  thus. 

BOUBBON. 

You  mrtst— farewell—Up!  up  I  the  world  is  winning. 

[  BouBBON  dies. 

CJBSAB  (to  ABNOLd). 

Come,  count,  to  business. 

ABNOLD. 

True.    I  'II  weep  hereafter. 
[  Abnold  covers  Boubbon's  body  with  a  mantle,  and 
MovNfs  the  ladder,  crying, 
The  Bourbon!  Bourbon !  On  boys!  Rome  is  ours! 

CJISAB. 

Good  night.  Lord  Constable!  thou  wert  a  man. 
[LM.SXU  follows  Arnold;  tftc/  reach  the  battlement; 
Arnold  and  Casab  are  struck  down. 
A  precious  somerset!  Is  your  couniship  injured? 

ABNOLD. 

No.  [iteaiotcnCf  the  ladder. 

CJESAB. 

A  rare  blood-hound,  when  his  own  is  heated! 
And  't  is  no  boy's  play.     Now  he  strikes  them  down ! 
His  hand  is  on  the  baltlement— he  grat^ps  it 
As  though  it  were  an  altar;  now  his  foot 

Is  on  it,  and W^hat  have  we  here,  a  Roman  ? 

[/I  man  falls. 
The  first  bird  of  the  covey !  he  has  fail'n 
On  the  outside  of  the  nest.     Why,  how  now,  fellow? 

THB  WOUNDED  MAN. 

A  di'op  of  water! 
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[  Dies. 


CjiSAR. 

Blood  's  the  only  liquid 
Nearer  than  Tiber. 

WOUNDED  MAN. 

I  have  (lied  for  Rome. 

C.CSAR. 

And  so  did  Oourbon,  in  .mother  sense. 

Oh  these  immortal  men!  and  iheir  yreat  motives! 

But  I  must  after  my  younj;  rhar^jc.     lie  is 

By  this  lime  i"  the  forum.     Charge!  charge ! 

[CjlsaR  mounts  tlie  ladder;  tlie  scene  cloiCi. 


SCENE    II. 


ic 


The  City. —  Combats  between  the  Besiegers  and  lir sieged 
in  the  streets.     Inhabitants  flying  in  confusion. 

Enter  C.gsar. 


CJKSAR. 

T  cannot  find  my  hero;  he  i.i  mix'd 

Willi  the  heroic  crowd  that  now  pursue 

The  fu^jitivcs,  or  battle  wiih  the  desperate. 

What  have  we  here?  A  cardinal  or  two 

Thai  do  not  seem  in  love  with  martyrdom. 

How  the  old  red-sliinks  scamper!  Could  they  doff 

Their  hose  as  they  liavo  doff  d  their  h;its,  't  would  be 

A  blessing;,  as  a  mark  ilie  less  for  plunder. 

But  let  them  tly,  the  crimson  kennels  now 

\N'ill  not  much  stain  their  stockings,  since  the  mire 

Is  of  the  self-same  purple  hue. 

Enter  a  party  fighting — Arnold  at  tiie  head  of  th 

Besiegers. 

lie  comes, 
Hand  in  hand  with  the  mild  twins — Core  and  Clorv. 
Uolla!  hold,  count! 

ARNOLD. 

Away!  they  must  not  rally. 

Cii-^AR. 

I  tell  thee,  be  not  rash;  a  i;oldcn  bridge 

Is  for  n  flying  enemy.     I  gaxe  thee 

.\  form  of  luaiily,  and  an 

Excniplioii  from  some  m.dadies  of  btxiy, 

But  not  of  mind,  which  is  not  mine  lo  give. 

Bui  though  I  ga\c  the  form  of  Thriis'  son, 

I  dipt  thee  not  in  Slyx;  and  gainst  a  foe 

I  would  not  warrrint  thy  chivalric  heart 

IMore  than  Pplide»i'  heel;  wliy,  then,  be  cautious. 

And  know  thyself  a  mortal  slill. 

ARNOLD. 

And  vsho 
With  .Tught  of  soul  would  combat  if  he  were 
ln>ulner.il)le?  That  were  preiiy  '.port. 
Think'sl  thou  I  beat  for  hares  when  lions  roar? 

[Arnold  rushes  into  Vic  com  hot. 

C«.SiR. 

\  precious  sample  of  huniaiiity! 
Well,  his  blood  's  up,  and  if  a  little  s  shed, 
'T  will  srr\e  to  cjirb  lii>  fever. 

[AriNOLU  enqniffs  wiOi  a  Homnn,  ivho  retires  toward', 
a  portico. 


I  promise  jjmrler. 


ARNOLD. 

Yield  ilu'c,  sl.ne! 

hOM  VN. 

That  "•>  soon  s.iid. 


ARNOLD. 

And  done — 
My  word  is  known. 

ROMAN. 

So  shall  be  my  deeds. 
[  They  re-engage.     Casa>  comes  forward. 

CJCSAR. 

Why,  Arnold!  Hold  thine  own;  thou  hast  in  hand 
A  famous  ariizan,  a  cunning  sculptor; 
Also  a  ilealer  in  the  sword  and  <lagger. 
Not  so,  my  musqueieer;  t  was  he  who  slew 
The  Bourbon  from  the  wall. 

ARNOLD. 

Ay,  did  he  so? 
Then  he  hath  carved  his  monument. 

ROJMAN. 

I  yet 

May  live  to  carve  your  better's. 

ccsAn. 
Well  said,  my  man  of  marble!  Benvcnuto, 
Thou  hast  some  practice  ui  both  v»ays;  and  he 
Wlio  sl.iys  Cellini,  will  have  work'd  as  hard 
Aseer  thou  didst  upon  Carrara's  blocks. 
[Arnold  disarms  and  wounds  Cellini,  but  slightly;  tfu 
latter  draws  a  piitol  and  fires ;  Uten   retire^ 
and  disappears  through  tlie  portico. 

CJLSAR. 

How  farest  thou?  Thou  hast  a  taste,  methinks. 
Of  red  Bellona's  baufjuct. 

ARNOLD  (staggers). 

T  is  a  scratch, 
[.end  me  thy  scarf.     He  shall  not  scape  me  thus. 

CICSAR. 
Where  is  it? 

ARNOLD. 

In  the  shoulder,  not  the  swonl-arm — 
•Vnd  that 's  enough.     I  am  thirsty:  would  I  had 
A  helm  of  water! 

C£SiR. 

That  "s  a  liquid  now 
In  requisition,  but  by  no  means  easiest 
To  come  at. 

ARNOLD. 

And  mv  thirst  increases, — but 
I  11  lind  a  way  to  quench  it. 

CASAR. 

Or  be  qucnch'd 
Thyself? 

ARNOLD. 

The  chance  is  even;  we  will  throw 
I  he  «lice  thereon.     Hut  1  lose  lime  in  prating; 
Prilliee  l»c  quick.  (  CtSAR  binds  nn  the  scarf. 

And  what  dost  thou  so  idly? 
Why  dost  not  strike? 

CKSAR. 

Your  old  philosophers 
I'eheld  mankind,  as  mere  spcetaiors  of 
i  lie  nUiiipic  j^.unes.     When  1  behohl  a  |>ri;o 
Worth  wrestling  for,  I  may  be  found  a  Milo. 

ARNOLD. 

,\y,  gainst  an  oak. 

CJlSAR. 

A  forest,  when  it  suits  m.v 
I  coiiib.ii  vith  a  mass,  or  not  at  all. 
Ml  aiititue,  pursue  liiy  sp«trt  as  I  do  mine; 


THE  DEFORMED  TRANSFORMED. 


44 1 


Which  is  jolt  now  to  gaie,  since  all  these  laboarers 
Will  reap  my  harvest  gratia. 

AinOLD. 

Thou  art  still 
A  fiend! 

cjasAi. 
And  thou-— a  man. 

ASNOLD. 

Why,  such  I  fisin  would  show  me. 

CJttAl. 

True — as  men  are. 

AaifOLD. 

And  what  is  that  T 

CJtSAi* 

Thou  feelest  and  thou  see'sC 

[Exit  K^novo,  joining  in  the  comhat  which  $tiU 
continues  between  detached  parties.  The  scene 
closes. 


SCENE  III. 


St  Peter's.  The  Interior  of  the  Church.  77ie  Pope  at 
the  Altar.  Priests^  etc.  crowding  in  confusion^  and 
Citizens  /ying  for  refuge,  pursued  by  Soldiery. 

Enter  C«SAa. 

A  srANisa  soLoica. 
Down  with  ihem,  comrades!  seize  upon  those  lamps! 
CleaTC  yon  hald-pated  shaveling  to  the  chine ! 
Dis  rosary  s  of  gold ! 

LUTIBSAIf  SOLDIBB. 

Revenge!  Revenge! 
Plunder  hereafter,  but  for  vengeance  now — 
Yonder  stands  Anti-€hrist ! 

CJtSAB  {interposing). 

Bow  now,  schismatic ! 
What  wouldsC  thou? 

LUTIKBIIV  SOLDIBB. 

In  the  holy  name  of  Christ, 
Destroy  proud  Anti-Christ.     I  am  a  Christian. 

CJCSAB. 

Tea,  a  disciple  tliat  would  make  the  founder 
Of  your  belief  renounce  it,  could  he  see 
Such  proselytes.     Best  stint  thyself  to  plunder. 

LUTBBBAN  SOLDIBB. 

1  say  he  is  the  devil. 

CJBSAB. 

Hiuh  !  keep  that  secret, 
Lest  he  should  recognise  you  for  his  own. 

LOTIBBAN   SOLDIBB. 

Why  would  you  snve  him  T     1  repeat,  he  is 
Tlie  devil,  or  the  devil's  vicar  upon  earth. 

cacsAB. 
And  that 's  the  reason;  would  you  make  a  quarrel 
With  your  best  friends  ?    You  luid  far  best  be  quiet ; 
His  hour  is  not  yet  come. 

LUTHBBAIV  SOLDIBB. 

Thai  shall  he  seen ! 


LITTBBBAIf  iOLDIBB. 

And  will  you  not  avenge  me? 

CJCSAB. 

Not  I !  You  know  that  «  vengeance  is  the  Lord's ;» 
You  see  he  loves  no  interlopers. 

LUTIBBAH  (dying). 
Oh! 
Had  I  but  shin  him,  I  had  gone  on  high, 
Crown'd  with  eternal  glory !     Heaven,  forgive 
My  feebleness  of  arm  that  reach'd  him  not. 
And  lake  thy  servant ^o  thy  mercy.    T  is 
A  glorious  triumph  still ;  proud  Babylon 's 
No  more ;  the  Harlot  of  the  Seven  Hilb 
Hath  changed  her  scarlet  raiment  for  sackcloth 
And  ashes!  [ Tlie  Lutheran  dies. 

CmSAB. 

Yes,  thine  own  amidst  the  rest. 
Well  done,  old  Babel ! 

[The  Guards  defend  thenuelves  desperately^  while 
Uie  Pontiff  escapes^  by  a  private  passage^  to  the 
f^atican  and  the  Castle  of  St  Angela, 


cmsAB. 
ila !  right  nobly  battled  1 
Now,  priest!  now  soldier!  the  two  great  profesaions 
Together  by  the  ears  and  hearts !    I  have  not 
Seen  a  more  comic  pantomime  since  Titus 
Took  Jewry.     But  the  Romans  bad  the  best  then  ; 
Now  they  must  take  their  turn. 

SOLDI  BBS. 

He  hath  escaped ! 
Follow! 

ANOTBBB  SOLDIBB. 

They  have  barr'd  the  narrow  passage  up. 
And  it  is  clogg'd  with  dead  even  to  the  door. 

CASAB. 

I  am  glad  he  hath  escaped :  he  may  thank  me  for  't 

In  part.    I  would  not  have  his  bulls  abolish'd— 

T  were  worth  one  half  our  empire :  his  indulgences 

Demand  some  in  return ; — no,  no,  he  must  not 

Fall ;  and  besides,  his  now  escape  may  furnish 

A  future  miracle,  in  future  proof 

Of  his  infallibility.  [To  (fce  Spanish  Soldiery. 

Well,  cut^throau! 
What  do  you  pause  for  ?    If  you  make  not  haste. 
There  will  not  be  a  link  of  pious  gold  left. 
And  you  too,  catholics !   Would  ye  return 
From  such  a  pilgrimage  without  a  relic? 
The  very  Lutlicrans  have  more  true  devotion : 
See  how  they  strip  the  shrines! 

SOLDIBBS. 

By  holy  Peter ! 
He  speaks  the  truth;  the  heretics  will  bear 
The  best  away. 

CXSAB. 

And  that  were  shame !  Go  to ! 
Assist  in  their  conversion. 


[The  Soldiers  disperse;  many  guit  the  Churchy 
others  enter. 


[The  Lutheran  Soldier  rushes  forward:  a  shot  strikes 
him  from  one  of  th*  Pope's  guards,  and  he  falls  at 
the  foot  of  the  Altar. 


I  told  you  so. 


cxsAB  (to  ttie  Lutibban). 


I  CSSAB. 

They  are  gone, 
And  others  come ;  so  flows  the  wave  on  wave 
Of  what  these  creatures  call  eternity, 
Deeming  themselves  the  breakers  of  the  ocean, 
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While  tliey  arc  but  its  biihl>ie9,  i(;noraiit 
TiiJt  foam  is  their  fouodation.     So,  another! 

Enter  Oi.impia,  flying  from  the  pursuit — Slue  springs 

upon  the  J I  tar. 

SOLDIER. 

She  's  mine. 

ANOTHER  SOLDIER  (opposing  tilt  fomtcr). 

You  lie  I  !  track  d  her  hrst;  and,  \rere  she 
The  pope's  niece,  I  IJ  not  yield  her.  [They  fujht 

THIRD  SOLDIER  (^advancing  towards Oumpi a). 

You  may  settle 
Your  claims ;  f  'II  make  mine  (;ood. 

OLIMPIA. 

Infcrnnl  slave ! 
You  touch  me  not  alive. 

THIRD  SOLDIER. 

Alive  or  dead! 
OLIMPIA  (embracing  a  masiive  crucijix). 
Respect  your  God! 

THIRD  SOLDIER. 

Yes,  wlien  he  sliiucs  in  (;o\d. 
Girl,  you  but  grasp  your  dowiy. 


Lis  lie  advances,  Olimpia,  with  n  stronn  and  sudden    .     •  ..„..    .^„  n^.^„',  o,t»...^i  k^#i 
•-  \  ,     '        ./.       .         ••        ...     Leu  yoii  oer  Koines  eternal  bati 

effort,  casts  down  the  cructhx;   tt  strtkes  the  >ol-  , 


Of  tliose  di&hevcU'd  locks,  I  would  ha?e  thinn'd 
Vour  ranks  more  than  the  enemy.     Avay! 
Ye  jnckals!  (;naw  the  hones  the  lion  leaves, 
But  not  even  these  till  he  permits. 

A  soLDiEn  (murmuring). 

The  liou 
Miyht  conquer  for  himself  then. 

ARNOLD  'cuts  him  down). 

Mutineer ! 
Rebel  in  hell — you  shall  ohev  on  earth! 

[  The  Soldiers  assault  A*KOi.t}. 

ARNOLD. 

Come  on  !  I  'm  glad  on  'i  !     I  Mill  show  you,  slaves. 
How  you  should  be  commanded,  and  \alio  led  you 
rirsi  o'er  the  wall  you  were  as  shy  to  scale, 
IJnitl  I  wa\ed  rny  banners  from  its  heiyhl, 
As  you  are  bold  within  it. 

[.\n?iOLD  ijiou's  down  the  foremost;  the  rest  throtv 
doifu  their  arms. 

SOLIIIFRS. 

Mercy !  mercy  I 

ARNOLD. 

Then  learn  to  grant  it.  Have  I  langht  you  who 

batlleinenls? 


dier,  who  falls. 

THIRD  SOLDIER. 

Oh,  creai  God ! 

OLIMPIA. 

Ah!  now  you  recognise  him. 

THIRD  SOLDIER. 

51  y  brain  's  crush'd  I 
Comrades,  belp,  ho !  All 's  darkness  !  [He  dies 

OTHER  soLDii-.RS  [coming  up). 
Slay  her,  although  she  had  a  tliou&aud  lives: 
She  hath  kill'd  our  connadc. 

OLIMPIA. 

Welcome  such  a  death  ! 
You  have  no  life  to  give,  which  the  worst  slave 
Would  take.    Great  (iod  I  through  thy  rederMiiing  Son, 
.•\iid  thy  Son's  Mother,  now  receive  inc  as 
I  would  approacli  thee,  worthy  her,  and  him,  and  thee ! 

Enter  Arnold. 

ARNOLD. 

What  do  I  see  ?    Accursed  jackals  ! 
Forbear! 

CKSVR  (niide,  and  lauqhing). 
Hal  ha!  here  s  equity!    The  dogs 
Have  as  much  right  as  he.     Hut  to  the  i>sue! 

SOI.DIKRS. 

Count,  she  hath  slain  our  comrade. 

Ar.>OLD. 


I 


SOLDI  KR. 

The  cross,  beneath  which  he  is  crush'd  ;  behold  hiin 
Lie  there,  more  like  ;i  worm  lliin  n\Mi ;   she  rust  it 
L'j>on  his  head. 

ARNOLD. 

Even  so  !    tlicre  is  a  woman 
Worthy  a  brave  in  ui's  liking.     Wrre  ye  such. 
Ye  woiiM  have  honourd  her.     But  (;<  i  ye  hence, 
And  ill. ink  your  rneannesN,  other  (iod  yon  ha\e  none, 
I  or  your  existence,     llari  you  touch  d  a  hair 


I  We  .saw  it,  and  we  know  it ;  yet  forgive 
A  moment's  error  in  the  heat  of  conquest— 
'  The  conquest  which  you  led  to. 

j  ARNOLD. 

i  Get  you  h«ncc  ! 

Ilenee  to  your  quarters  !  you  will  find  them  fii'd 
In  the  Coloiina  palace. 

OLiMPi  V  (aside). 
In  mv  father's 
House  ! 
]  ARNOLD  (to  the  Soldiers). 

i  Leave  your  arms  ;  ye  ha\e  no  further  need 

Of  such:   the  city  &  render d.     Ami  mark  well 
Voii  keep  your  h.inds  clean,  or  I  "11  find  out  a  stream 
.Vs  red  as  liber  now  runs,  for  your  baptism. 

SOLDIERS  (^deposing  tiicir  arms  and  departing), 
I  We  obey. 

ARNOLD  I'to  Olimpia). 
'  l.jJy  !  you  are  safe. 

oi.i.ypii. 

I  «>houId  be  so, 
I  Had  I  a  knife  even  ;  but  it  matters  not — 
Dr.ith  hiiii  a  ihoMsnnd  gaies  ;  and  on  the  marble, 
i;\«n  at  the  altar  foot,  whence  I  look  down 
Tpoii  (loiructiou,  shall  my  head  be  dash'd, 
Lre  thou  aMTud  it.     (ioil  forgi\e  thee,  man! 

I  ARNOLD. 

I  wisli  to  merit  his  forgiveness,  and 
With  what  weapon?    Thine  own,  although  I  have  not  injured  thee, 

I  OLIMPIA. 

i\(\ !  Thou  hast  only  .s;ick  d  my  nitire  land, — 

No  injury! — and  m.ide  my  f.iiher's  house 

A  den  «»f  thieves — No  injui-^'  ! — this  temple — 

.S|ip|M'rv  with  RonLiri  and  holy  gore. 

No  iojiiry  !     .^nd  now  thou  v^tuddst  preserve  me. 

To  Jie — l)ut  that  shall  never  be! 


[>/ir  jY/MCt  livr  eyes  to  hrrn'cn,  folds  her  rohe  rvund 
lii-r,  mill  j)ii'innt'>  to  //f/s/j  livrsclf-  f/oien  on  the  si,I.- 
of  the  .illdVy  opposite  to  that  ir/u're  Arnoi  n  st{itt<»\. 
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AUfOLD. 

HoU!lM>idl 

I  cwear. 

OLtNru. 
Spare  (hiiie  already  forfeit  soul 
A  perjury  for  which  eveo  beU  voiUd  loathe  thee. 
I  kaow  thee. 

ABffOLD. 

No,  thou  know'ftt  me  not;  I  am  oot 
Of  these  men,  though — 

OLIMPU. 

1  judge  thee  by  thy  mates ; 
I(  is  for  God  to  judf^e  thee  a%  thou  art. 
I  see  thee  purple  with  the  blood  of  Rome ; 
I  Tji(.e  mine,  't  h  all  thou  e'er  shalt  have  of  me  ! 
And  here,  upon  the  marble  of  litis  temple. 
Where  the  baptismal  font  baptised  me  God's, 
I  offer  him  a  blood  less  holy 
But  not  less  pure  'pure  as  it  left  me  then, 
A  redeem'd  infant)  than  the  holy  water 
The  siiints  have  sanctified ! 

[Glim  PI  A  wnves  her  hand  to  Ainolo  with  disdain^  and 
dailies  herself  <m  the  pavement  from  the  Altar. 

AAAOLD 

Eternal  God ! 
I  feel  thee  now !     Help  !  help  !  She  's  gone. 
CMSxm  {approaches). 

I  am  here. 

AKNOLO. 

Thou !  but  ho,  save  her ! 

CKSAB  {assisting  tdm  to  raise  Olimpu). 
She  hath  done  it  well ; 
The  leap  was  serious. 

ARNOLD. 

Oh  !  she  is  lifeless ! 

CASAI. 

If 
She  be  so,  I  have  nought  to  do  with  that : 
The  resurrection  is  beyond  me. 

ARNOLD. 

Slave ! 

CJISAI. 

Ay,  slave  or  master,  't  is  all  oue  :  methinks 
Good  words,  however,  are  as  well  at  times. 

ARNOLD. 

Words !— Canst  thou  aid  her  7 

CASAa. 

I  will  try.    A  sprinkling 
Of  tliat  same  holy  watt\-  may  be  useful. 

[He  Inings  soase  sn  ki»  ktUtet  from  the  font, 

ARNOLD. 

'T  is  mix'd  with  blood. 

caSAi. 
There  is  no  cleaner  now 
In  Rome. 

ARIIOLD. 

How  pale!  how  beautiful!  bow  lifeless  I 
Alive  or  dead,  tiiou  essence  of  all  beauty, 
I  iove  but  (Jiee  I 

CJISAR. 

Even  so  Achilles  loved 
Penthesilea ;  with  his  form  it  seems 
You  have  his  heart,  and  yet  it  was  no  soft  one. 


ARNOLD. 

Site  breathes !   lac  no,  *c  was  notMag,  or  Iho  laat 
Faint  (luticr  life  disputes  with  deatii. 

CJtSAE. 

She  breathes. 

ARNOLD. 

Thou  say'st  it  7  Thea  'l  is  truth. 

cmsAR. 

Toa  do  ate  right— 
The  deril  .cpetks  Cruth  maeh  ofteaer  than  he  '•  deem'd  : 
lie  hath  an  ignorant  andieoce. 

ARNOLD  {without  attending  to  him). 

Teft !  her  heart  beats. 
Alas  I  that  the  6nt  beat  of  tlie  only  heart 
I  ever  wish'd  to  beat  with  mine,  should  vibrate 
To  an  assassin's  puise. 

CCS  At. 

A  sage  reflectioa, 
({ut  somewhat  late  i*  the  day.  Where  eliaH  wt  bear  her  I 

I  say  she  lives. 

ARNOLD. 

And  will  she  live  7 

CCSAl. 

As  much 
As  dust  can. 

ARNOLD. 

Then  she  is  dead ! 

CJBSAR. 

Rah !  bah !  You  are  so, 
And  do  not  know  it.     She  will  come  to  life — 
Such  as  you  think  so,  snch  as  you  now  are  ; 
Cut  we  must  work  by  humin  means. 

ARNOLD. 

We  will 
Convey  her  unto  the  Colonna  Palace, 
\Yhere  I  have  pitch'd  my  banner. 

CiKSAR. 

Come,  then,  raise  her  up ! 

ARNOLD. 

Softly! 

ca»iR. 
As  softly  as  they  bear  the  dead  : 
Perhaps  because  they  cannot  feel  the  jolting. 

ARNOLD. 

Uut  doth  she  Uve  indeed  ? 

OBSAl. 

Ff ay,  never  fear ! 
Rut  if  you  rue  k  after,  blame  not  me. 

ARNOLD. 

I^t  her  but  live ! 

casAR. 

The  spirit  of  her  life 
Is  yet  within  her  breast,  and  may  revive. 
Count!  count!  I  am  your  servant  in  all  things, 
And  this  is  a  new  office:— 't  is  not  oft 
I  am  employ  d  in  such;  bat  you  perceive 
How  suunch  a  friend  \s  what  you  nail  a  fiend. 
On  earth  you  have  often  ouly  fiends  for  friends ; 
Now  /  dcKert  not  mine,    fiof  i !  bear  her  hence. 
The  beautiful  half-clay,  and  nearly  spirit! 
I  am  almost  enamour'd  of  her,  as 
Of  old  the  angels  of  her  earliest  sex. 

ARNOLD. 

rhou! 
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CJISAR. 

I.   But  fear  not :  1  '11  oot  be  your  rivaL 

ARKOLD. 

Rival ! 

C£SAR. 

I  could  be  one  riglii  formidable; 
But  since  I  slew  the  seven  husbands  of 
Tobia's  future  bride  (and,  after  all, 
T  was  suck'd  out  but  by  some  incense)  I  have  laid 
Aside  intri(yuc  :  't  is  rarely  worth  the  trouble 
Of  gainiag,  or — wliat  is  more  difficult — 
Getting  rid  of  your  prize  a|;ain  ;  for  there  's 
The  rub!  at  least  to  mortals. 

ARNOLD. 

Prithee,  peace  ! 
Softly!  methinks  her  lips  move,  her  eyes  open! 

CASAR. 

Like  stars,  no  doubt ;  for  that 's  a  metaphor 
For  Lucifer  and  Venus. 

ARNOLD. 

To  the  Palace 
Colonna,  as  I  told  you! 

CJESAR. 

Oh !  I  know 
My  way  through  Rome. 

ARNOLD. 

Now  onward,  onward!  Gently! 
[Exeuyit,  bearing  Olimpia. — The  scene  closes. 


PART   III. 

SCENE  L 
j^  Castle  in  the  Apennines,  surrounded  by  a  wild  but 
smilintj  country.   Chorus  of  Peasants  singing  before 
the  Gates. 

Chorus. 
1. 
The  wars  arc  over, 

The  spring  is  come  ; 
The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home  . 
TJiey  are  happy,  we  rejoic**, 
Lot  tlieir  hearts  have  an  echo  in  evciT  voice  ! 

2. 

TJie  spring  is  come  ;  tlie  violet  *s  gone, 

The  first-born  child  of  the  early  sun  ; 

With  us  she  is  but  a  winter's  flower, 

The  snow  on  the  hills  cannot  blast  her  bower, 

And  she  lifts  up  her  dewy  eye  of  blue 

To  the  youngest  sky  of  the  self-same  hue. 

3. 
And  when  the  spring  comes  with  her  host 
Of  flowers,  that  flower  beloved  the  most 
Shrinks  from  the  crowd  that  may  confuse 
Her  heavenly  odour  and  virgin  hues. 

4- 
Pluck  the  others,  but  »lill  remember 

Their  herald  out  of  dim  December — 


The  morning-star  of  all  the  flowers, 
The  pledge  of  daylight's  lengtheu'd  hours  ; 
Nor,  'midst  the  roses,  e'er  forget 
The  virgin,  virgin  violet. 

Enter  C«sab. 

cmsAR  (singing). 
The  w^ars  arc  all  over, 

Our  swords  arc  all  idle, 

The  steed  bites  the  bridle. 
The  casque  "s  on  the  w-ill. 
There  's  rest  for  the  rover  ; 

But  his  armour  is  rusty, 

And  the  veteran  grows  crusty, 
As  he  yawns  in  the  hall. 
He  drinks — but  what 's  drinking? 
A  mere  pause  from  thinking  ! 
No  bugle  awakes  him  with  iife-and-death  call 

Chorus. 

But  the  hound  bayctb  loudly, 

The  boar  's  in  the  wood, 
And  the  falcon  longs  proudly 

To  spring  from  her  hood. 
On  the  wrist  of  the  noble, 

She  sits  like  a  crest, 
And  the  air  is  in  trouble 

With  birds  from  tlieir  nest. 

CXSAR. 

Oh !  shadow  of  glory  ! 

Dim  image  of  war! 
But  the  chase  hath  no  story, 

Her  hero  no  star, 
Since  Ninirod,  the  founder 

Of  empire  and  chase, 
Who  made  the  woods  wonder. 

And  quake  for  their  race. 
When  the  lion  was  young. 

In  the  pride  of  his  might. 
Then 't  was  sport  for  the  strong 

To  embrace  him  in  fight; 
To  go  forth,  with  a  pine 

For  a  spear,  'gaimi  the  mammotli, 
Or  strike  through  the  ravine 

At  the  foaming  behemoth  ; 
W'hile  man  was  in  stature 

As  towers  in  our  time. 
The  first-born  of  Nature, 

And,  like  her,  sublime  ! 

Chorus. 

But  the  wars  are  over. 
The  spring  is  come  ; 
The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home: 
Tliry  arc  happy,  and  we  rcjuice; 
Lei  llicir  hca^^^  have  an  crho  in  e^ery  voice! 

[Hxcunt  the  Pciisnntry  ,  singing. 
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A  MYSTERY. 


II 


VODNDID   OH   run.   rOIXOWINO    FASSAGK    III   OlflMIS,   CBAF.   TI 

lo  pSM that  the  (ou  of  God  uw  the  daai^bten  of  bob  that  ihaj  w 

took  itea  wivn  of  all  wbkb  tbey  cboM. 
Aad  woaaa  wailiag  for  kor  doaoa  loTor.— COLEBIDGE. 


hir.  aa<l  tb«7 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


A!<GELS. 
Sam  USA. 

AZAZIBL. 

RAPiAXLf  the  jirchangel. 

MEN. 
NoAB,  and  his  Sons. 
laAD. 

WOMEN. 
Aral 
Aholisamah. 


Chorus  of  Spirits  of  the  Earth. — Choriu  of  Mortals. 


HEAVEN  AND  EARTH. 


SCEN£  I. 

A  woody  and  mountainous  district  near  Mount 
Ararat. — TiMi,  midnight. 

Bntvr  Ahab  and  Aiolisamab. 

ANAI. 

Our  father  sleeps :  it  is  the  hour  when  they 
>Vho  love  us  are  accustom'd  to  descend 
Through  the  deep  clouds  o'er  rocky  Ararat : — 
lloir  my  heart  beats ! 

AIOLIBAMAH. 

Let  US  proceed  upon 
Our  invocation. 

ANAD. 

But  the  stars  arc  hidden. 
I  tremble. 

ABOLIBAMAB. 

So  do  1,  but  uot  irilh  fear 
Of  aught  save  their  delay. 

ARAB. 

My  sister,  though 
I  lore  Azaziel  more  than — oh,  too  much  ! 
What  was  I  going  to  say?  my  heart  grovrs  impious. 

ABOLiaAMAa. 

And  where  is  the  impiety  of  loving 
Celestial  natures  ? 

ARAB. 

But,  Aholibamah, 
I  love  our  God  less  since  his  angel  loved  me : 
This  cannot  be  of  good;  and  though  I  know  not 
That  I  do  wrongf  1  feel  a  thousand  fears 
Which  are  not  ominous  of  right. 


ABOLIBAMAB. 

Then  wed  thee 
Unto  some  son  of  clay,  and  toil  and  spin  ! 
There  s  Japhet  loves  thee  well,  hath  loved  thee  long; 
Marry,  and  bring  fortli  dust ! 

ARAB. 

I  should  have  loved 
Azaxiel  not  less  were  he  mortal :  yet 
I  am  glad  he  is  not.    I  cannot  outlive  him. 
And  when  I  think  that  his  immortal  wings 
Will  one  day  hover  o'er  the  sepulchre 
Of  the  poor  child  of  clay  which  so  adored  him. 
As  he  adores  the  Highest,  death  becomes 
Less  terrible ;  but  yet  I  pity  him  ; 
His  grief  will  be  of  ai;es,  or  at  least 
Mine  would  be  such  for  him,  were  I  the  seraph, 
And  he  the  perishable. 

ABOLIBAMAB. 

IXalhcr  say, 
That  he  will  single  forth  some  other  daughter 
Of  earth>  and  love  her  as  he  once  loved  A  nab. 

ANAB. 

And  if  it  should  be  so,  and  she  so  loved  him, 
Better  thus  than  that  he  should  weep  for  me. 

ABOLIBAMAB. 

If  I  thought  thus  of  Samiasa's  love. 

All  seraph  as  he  is,  1  'd  spurn  him  from  me. 

But  to  our  invocation  !   T  is  the  hour. 

ARAB. 

Seraph! 
From  thy  sphere ! 
Whatever  star  conuin  thy  glory ; 
In  (he  eternal  depths  of  heaven 
Albeit  thou  watchest  with  «  the  seven,*  » 
Though  through  space  infinite  and  hoary 
Before  ll»y  bright  wings  worlds  be  driven, 
Yet  hear! 
Oh !  think  of  her  who  holds  thee  dear ! 

And  though  she  nothing  is  to  thee, 
Yet  think  that  thou  art  all  to  her. 
Thou  canst  not  lell, — and  never  be 
Such  pang<»  decreed  to  aught  save  me. 
The  bitterness  of  tears. 
Eternity  is  in  thine  years, 
Unborn,  undying  beauty  in  thine  eyes : 
With  me  thou  canst  not  sympathiie, 
Except  in  love,  and  there  thou  must 
Acknowle<lge  that  more  loving  dust 
Ne'er  wept  beneath  the  skies. 
Thou  waik'st  thy  many  worlds,  thou  see'st 
The  fiice  of  Him  who  made  thee  great, 

I  Tb«  ar  Jmb^vU,  mkI  10  be  •eroa  {■  aaabar. 
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As  He  haiii  made  mo  of  the  least 
Of  those  cast  out  from  Edeu's  gate  : 
Yet,  scrapli  dear  1 
Oh  hear  ! 
For  thou  hast  lnved  me,  and  I  would  not  die 
Until  I  know  what  I  must  die  in  knowiu(;, 
That  iliou  foryet  St  in  thine  eternity 

Her  whose  lieart  death  could  not  keep  from  ocrflowing 
For  thee,  immorini  essence  as  thou  art! 
(ireat  is  ilieir  love  who  love  in  »in  and  fear; 
And  such  1  feel  are  wa^;in{;  in  my  heart 
A  war  unworthy  :   to  an  Adamite 
Forgive,  my  v«T;iph  !   that  such  thoughts  appear. 
For  sorrow  is  our  element; 
Delight 
An  Eden  kept  afar  from  sight, 

Though  sometimes  with  our  visious  blent. 
The  hour  is  near 
Which  tells  me  we  are  not  ahaudon'd  quite. — 
Ap[>ear!  appear! 
Seraph  ! 
My  own  Azaziel !  be  but  here, 
And  led>e  the  stars  to  their  own  light. 

AUOLltiAMAU. 

Samiasa  ! 
NVheresoe'er 
Thou  rnlrst  in  the  upper  air — 
Or  warring  wiih  the  spirits  who  may  dare 
Dispute  wiih  Ilim 
Who  made  nil  empires,  empire;   or  recalling 
Some  wandering  star  which  shoots  through  ihe  .ibyss, 
Whose  tenants,  dying  while  their  world  is  falling, 
Share  the  dim  destiny  of  clay  iu  this  ; 
Or  joining  witli  the  inferior  cherubim. 
Thou  deignest  to  partake  their  hymu — 
S-tmi.i.sa! 
I  call  thee,  1  await  thee,  and  I  love  thee. 
Many  worship  chee — that  will  I  not  : 
If  tiiat  thy  spirit  down  to  mine  may  move  tliec, 
Descend  and  Nhare  my  lot! 
Thougli  I  be  forind  of  clay, 

And  ihon  of  beams 
More  briglit  than  those  of  day 
On  Edrn's  streams, 
Thine  imrnorialiiy  cannot  repay 

With  love  more  warm  than  mine 
•My  love.     There  is  a  ray 

In  me,  which,  though  forbidden  yet  to  shiue, 
I  feel  was  lighted  at  thy  God's  and  thiue. 
It  may  be  hidden  long:   death  and  decay 

Our  mother  Eve  bequeath'd  us — but  my  heart 
Defies  it ;   though  this  life  mu»t  pass  away, 
Is  thtit  ,1  cause  for  tliee  and  uje  lo  part? 
Thou  art  immortal — so  am  I :   I  feel, 

1  feel  my  immortality  o'erswcep 
All  p.iins,  all  tears,  all  lime,  all  fears,  and  peal 

Like  the  elcrn  il  tluindiTS  of  the  deep, 
Into  my  car^.  this  (ruth  —  u  thou  livesl  for  ever  I»» 
flat  if  it  he  iu  joy, 
I  know  not,  nor  would  know: 
riiiU  secret  rests  with  the  Almighty  giver 

Who  folds  in  clouds  the  foiit>.  of  bliss  an«l  woe, 

I'ut  thee  and  me  lie  never  can  destroy; 
Change  us  lie  may,  but  not  oerwhehn;  wc  are 
Of  as  eternal  essence,  and  must  war 


With  Ilim  if  lie  will  war  with  as;  with  Viee 

I  can  share  all  things,  even  immortal  sorrow; 
For  thou  hast  ventured  to  share  life  with  me, 
And  shall  /  shrink  from  thine  eternity? 

No  !  though  the  serpent's  sting  should  pierce  mc 
thorough, 
And  thou  thyself  wert  like  the  serpent,  coil 
Around  me  still !   and  I  will  smile 

And  curse  thee  not ;  but  hold 
Thee  in  as  warm  a  fold 

As but  descend;  and  prove 

A  mortal's  love 
For  an  immortal.     If  the  skies  contain 
Mure  joy  than  iliou  canst  give  aud  take,  remain! 

A.>IAU. 

lister  !  sister  !  I  view  them  winging 

Ihcir  bright  way  through  the  parted  night. 

AilOLIBAMAH. 

Ihe  clouds  from  off  their  pinions  HibgiDg 
As  though  they  bore  to-morrow's  light. 

AMAH. 

lUit  if  our  father  see  the  sight ! 

AilOLlB4M4H. 

lie  would  but  deem  it  was  the  moou 
llising  unto  some  sorcerer's  tune 
.Vti  hour  too  soon. 

ANAH. 

I  hey  come  I  he  comes  !  —  A/aziel  I 

AllOLIBAMAQ. 

Ilastc 

To  meet  them  !     Oh  !  for  wings  to  bear 
My  spirit,  while  they  hover  there, 
To  Samiavi's  breast! 

ANAH. 

I.o  I   they  have  kindled  all  the  west, 

Like  a  returning  snuset ; — lo  ! 
•  »n  Ararats  late  secret  crest 

A  mild  and  many-colourd  bow, 
The  remiiant  of  their  (lashing  path. 
Now  !>liinesl  and  now,  behold  !  it  hatU 
r>(iurud  to-night,  as  rippling  foam. 

Which  the  leviathan  hath  la&h'd 
I'rom  his  unfathomable  home, 
NVhcn  sporting  on  the  face  of  the  calm  deep, 

Subsides  soon  after  he  again  hath  da&h'd 
Mown,  down,  lo  where  the  ocean  s  fountains  sleep. 

AHOLIBIMAH. 

i  Iicy  have  touch'd  earth  !    Samiasa  ! 

ANAU. 

My  Azaziel ! 

[Exeunt 


SCENE   II. 
Enter  In  \d  and  Japdct. 

I  BAD. 

h -spuiKi  not :  wherefore  wilt  thou  wander  thus 

i  o  add  thy  silence  to  tlie  silent  night. 
And  Iih  tliv  tearful  c\e  unto  the  stars? 
;  lioy  cannot  aid  thee. 

J  VPHET. 

Ihit  ihev  soothe  u)e — now 
PitIi  ips  s|ii>  looks  upon  them  as  I  look. 
^lelllillks  ;i  li'iiig  that  is  b<MU(iful 
Dccoiiietli  more  so  as  it  looks  ou  beauty. 
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I   TUe  eternal  beMity  oi  Bodyiof  ihitigt. 
\   Oh,  Anah! 

Bat  the  loves  tbee  not. 
j  lArnrr. 

I  Aiaa! 

HAD. 

And  proud  Ahoiibamah  »|Minn  me  ako. 
I  iAraar. 

!   I  feel  for  tbcc  too. 

IBAD. 

Let  her  keq>  her  pride, 
Mine  h.ith  enabled  me  to  bear  lier  tcora ; 
ll  ni.-iy  Lc,  time  Coo  will  avea^je  it. 

XAfBET. 

CansC  tbou 
Fiod  joy  in  such  a  ihou^htl 

IRAO. 

Nor  joy,  nor  sorrow. 
I  loved  ber  well ;  I  would  liave  loved  Iter  better, 
|{:td  love  been  met  with  love :  as  'l  is,  I  leave  ber 
To  brigliter  destioies,  if  40  sbc  deems  tbem. 

JAPHBT. 

What  destioiesl 

IB  AD. 

i  have  some  cauae  to  thiok 
She  loves  aooiber. 

lAparr. 
Anah! 

IBAD. 

No;  her  sister. 

lAriBT. 

What  oiherT 

IBAD. 

That  I  koow  not ;  but  her  air, 
If  not  brr  words,  tells  me  she  loves  another. 

JAPBKT. 

Ay,  but  not  Anah:  she  but  loves  her  God. 

IBAD. 

Whatp'er  she  loveth,  so  she  loves  thee  not, 
Wliat  can  it  profit  ibeeT 

1 A  parr. 
True,  nothing  ;  Imt 
I  love. 

IBAD. 

And  so  did  I. 

JAPHBT. 

And  now  thou  lovest  not, 
Or  thiok'st  thou  lovest  not,  art  thou  happier  T 

IBAD. 

Tea. 
lAPBrr. 
I  pity  thee. 

niAD. 
Me! why? 

I A  parr. 

For  being  happy, 
Deprived  of  that  which  maken  ray  misery. 

IBAD. 

I  take  thy  taunt  as  part  of  thy  distemper, 

Ami  would  not  feel  as  tbou  dost  for  more  shekels 

Than  all  our  fistlier  s  herds  would  bring  if  weigh'd 

Against  the  metal  of  the  sons  of  Cain — 

Ttie  yellow  dual  they  try  to  barter  with  na. 

As  if  such  useless  and  discolour'd  trash. 

The  ref  osa  of  the  earth,  could  ba  raceived 


For  milk,  and  wool,  and  flesh,  and  fruila,  and  all 
Our  flocks  and  wilderness  afford.-^Go,  Japhet, 
Sigh  to  tl»e  stars  as  wolves  bowl  to  the  moon — 
I  must  back  to  ray  rest. 

lAPDBT. 

And  so  would  I, 
If  I  could  rest 

IBAD. 

Tbou  wilt  not  to  our  tents,  then  ? 

lAPBBT. 

No,  Irad ;  I  will  to  the  caveru,  whose 
Mouth,  they  say,  opens  from  llie  internal  world. 
To  let  the  inner  spirits  of  the  earth 
Forth  when  they  walk  its  sur^ce. 

IBAD. 

Wherefore  so? 
What  wouldst  thou  there  I 

iAPBKT. 

Soothe  further  my  sad  spirit 
With  gloom  as  sad :  it  is  a  hopeless  spot, 
And  1  am  hopeless. 

IBAD. 

But 't  is  dangerous ; 
Strange  sounds  and  sights  have  peopled  it  with  terrorib 
I  must  go  with  thee. 

lAPBST. 

Irad,  no ;  believe  me, 
I  feel  no  evil  thought,  and  fear  no  evil. 

IBAD. 

Rut  evil  things  will  be  thy  foe  the  more* 
As  not  being  of  them  :  turn  thy  steps  aside. 
Or  let  mine  be  with  thine. 

JAPHBT. 

No;  neither,  Irad: 
I  must  proceed  alone. 

IBAD. 

Then  peace  be  with  thee  ! 

[Exit  Ibad 

JAPHBT  {solus). 

Peace !  I  have  sought  it  where  it  should  be  found. 

In  love — with  love,  too,  which  perhaps  deserved  it: 

And,  in  its  siead,  a  heaviness  of  heart — 

A  wrakneM  of  the  spirit — listless  days. 

And  nights  inexorable  to  sveet  sleep — 

Have  come  upon  me.     Peace !  what  peace  T  the  calm 

Of  desoljiion,  and  the  stillness  of 

The  untrodden  forest,  only  broken  by 

The  sweeping  tempest  through  its  groaaing  bbufbs; 

Such  is  the  sullen  or  ibe  fitful  fiiate 

Of  my  mind  overworn.     The  earth  >  grown  wicked* 

And  many  signs  and  portents  have  proclaim'd 

A  change  at  hand,  and  an  o'erwhelmiog  doom 

To  perish.) hie  »  eings.    Oti,  my  Anah! 

V  hen  the  dre:td  hour  denounced  shall  open  wida 

The  fountains  of  the  deep,  how  mightest  thou 

Have  Idin  within  this  bosom,  folded  from 

The  elements ;  thi^  bosom,  which  in  vain 

Hath  be.it  for  thee,  and  then  will  heat  more  raiuly. 

While  thine Oh,  God!  at  least  remii  to  her 

Thy  wrath !  for  slie  is  pure  amidst  the  failing. 
As  a  star  iu  the  clouds,  which  cannot  quench. 
Although  they  obscure  it  for  an  hour.     My  Anah! 
How  wouM  I  have  adored  thee,  but  thou  woiildsC  uot; 
And  still  would  I  redeem  thee— see  thee  live 
When  ocean  is  earth's  grave,  aad,  unoppoacd 
By  rock  or  shallow,  the  leviathan. 
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J.oni  of  the  slinrelpss  r.ca  nnd  watfry  world, 
Sliall  woader  at  his  linnmllcssnpss  of  rr*.!!!!!. 

[Exit  Jaimiet. 

Enter  No\n  anil  Shem. 

NOAH. 

Where  i.s  Cliy  brother  Jiphrt? 

snEM. 

He  went  forfli, 
AecorrlinR  to  his  vont,  to  meet  vilh  hv.d. 
He  s^'i'nl ;   hut,  as  1  fear,  to  I>encl  his  "itrfis 
Towards  Anah's  tents,  round  which  lie  hovrrs  ni^jhlly. 
Like  a  dove  roiiud  and  round  its  pillajV'd  nest; 
Or  else  lie  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  caveru 
Which  opens  to  the  heart  of  Ararat. 

NOV  11. 

What  <loth  he  tliere?     It  is  an  evil  ^pot 
T'pon  an  earth  all  evil ;  for  thin>;'i  worse 
Tlian  even  wicked  men  re-^ort  there  :  he 
.Siilj  loves  this  danjihti  r  of  a  fated  race, 
Alllion(;li  he  conid  not  v>ri\  her  if  she  loved  him, 
And  liiat  she  «loih  not.     Oh,  the  unliappy  hearts 
Of  men  I   that  one  of  my  h'ood,  knowmj  wi  II 
The  devtinv  and  e\il  of  these  days, 
And  tint  llie  hour  approacheth.  should  inflnl(;e 
In  Ruch  forbidden  yearnin^is!     Lead  the  way; 
He  niu.sl  be  sought  for! 

SHEM. 

do  not  forward,  father: 
I  will  seek  .Taphct. 

Do  not  fear  for  me: 
.Ml  evil  ihiuj^s  are  powerless  on  ihe  man 
Selected  by  .Jehovah — let  us  on. 

sriF.M. 
To  the  tents  of  the  father  of  the  sisters? 

NO\H. 

No  ;  to  the  c;ivern  of  the  Oancastis. 

\lixeunt  NoAn  ami  Shkm. 


SCKNL  ML 

Tfw  luaiintnin^. — //  ctivern,  find  the  rocks  of  Cfnirnins. 

JVPHFT  (solii\\ 
Ve  vihis,  that  look  eternal;  and  thou  cave, 
Which  scem'st  unfaihomahie  ;   and  ye  mountains, 
So  varied  and  so  terrilde  in  Ix-antv; 
Uciv,  in  your  ru;;j;ed  majesty  f»f  rocks. 
And  topliii[;  trees  that  twine  tlieir  roots  with  stone 
III  perpeiKheul  ir  places,  wlxre  the  foot 
Of  ujan  would  treuthle,  eould  he  reach  them— ves, 
Yc  look  eternal  I     Yet,  in  a  few  d  lys, 
I'erhaps  e\en  hours,  ye  will  he  elian(;ed,  rent,  hnrld 
Before  the  mass  of  waters  :  anil  yon  cave, 
Whicii  sccnis  to  lead  into  a  lower  worhl. 
Shall  lia\e  ils  depths  sf.ir*  h'd  hv  tin-  swc«  piuj^;  w  ive, 
.And  (liilpliins  {;auili«d  in  the  lion's  den  ! 

\in\  (uin Oil,  ukuI  my  felio'A-hein|;s  I    who 

Sii;i!l  wr(  p  alxne  your  nniwr>,i|  jirasr*, 

Sa\e  I  .'    Who  sli  id  he  It  fl  to  we»  p/    My  kiiisnii  n, 

.\l;is!  what  am  I  hetler  than  y<r  are, 

That  I  nuist  live  hevoiid  ve  ?     N^  Ik  re  shall  he 

The  ple.i-^int  places  wIumc  I  lliou;^;liU>f  Anah 

While  I  had  hope?   oi  the  mote  sa\aj;e  h.iunts, 

Sc.iiee  le-.s  1)1  loved,  where  I  despair tl  for  her.' 


.Vnd  can  it  he? — Shall  voxi  exiiltinfj  peak, 
Whose  (;liileriii|{  top  is  like  a  distant  star. 
Lie  low  beneath  the  Iioilin[;  of  the  deep  7 
No  more  to  have  the  morninff  sun  break  forth, 
,\ri«l  >c;itler  back  the  mists  in  floaiinj;  folds 
From  its  tremendous  brow  ?  no  more  to  have 
Dav's  broad  orb  drop  behind  its  head  at  even, 
Lea\in;j  it  with  a  <TOwn  of  m.inv  liues? 
No  more  to  be  the  beacon  of  the  world, 
For  angels  to  alij;ht  on,  as  the  spot 
Nearest  the  stars  ?     And  ean  those  words  «  no  more » 
He  mr ant  for  thee,  for  all  lhin};s,  sa^e  for  ns. 
And  the  predestined  ereepiiii;;  ihinj^s  reserved 
\\\  my  sire  to  Jehov  di's  bitldin^;?     May 
lie  presrrve  ihcm    and  /  not  have  the  ]»ower 
To  snatch  the  loveliest  of  earths  dani;h'''i''*  fmm 
.\  doom  whieh  even  some  serpent,  with  his  mate, 
Shall  "scap",  to  save  bis  kind  to  be  prolon;;'d, 
To  hiss  and  slin(j  ihron;;h  some  emerj^jiui;  world, 
Reekiiijj  and  dank  from  out  the  slime,  whose  owe 
Shall  slnmber  oer  the  wreck  of  this  until 
The  salt  morass  snbsiilc  into  a  sphere 
Iteneath  the  sun,  and  be  the  mo:.ument, 
The  sole  and  un<lisiin;;nis|i'd  sepulchre, 
Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life?     How  much 
Hreatli  wiil  be  siill'd  at  once  !     All-beauteous  worM  I 
.So  youni;,  so  mark  d  out  for  destruction,  I 
With  a  cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  bv  day. 
And  nij;ht  by  ni};lit,  thy  number'd  days  and  nights. 
1  eiinnot  save  thee,  cannot  save  even  her 
1  Whose  love  had  iTia<le  me  love  thee  more;  but  as 
.V  portion  of  thy  diisi,  I  cannot  think 
I'pon  thy  corninj;  doom  without  a  feeling 

Such  as — Oh  God  1  and  canst  thou 

[Be  p<in»'' 

[./  rusliintj  u^nnilfrom  the  cnvern  is  heard,  and  (hc»>tf 
cf  liitnjlilrr — nfler\v,ird%  a  Spirit  pasie^. 

iVJ'lIET. 

In  the  name 
Of  the  Most  Hij^h,  what  art  thou  ? 

si'iHn  'Inutjht]. 

H.t!  ha!  ha' 
J  VI' HE  r. 
P.y  all  that  earth  holds  Imlicst,  speak  ! 

SPiniT  [laufjhf). 

Ha:  ha! 

J  VI' MET. 

|{y  the  ipproachirn;  delu|;el  by  the  earth 
Wlii(  li  Mill  |„.  sit.iijt;l«d  by  the  ocean  I  by 
The  dcjp  which  will  lay  open  all  her  fountains! 
The  heaven  whi'  h  will  convert  her  clouds  to  stas, 
.\iid  tin-  Ornnipoieiu  who  makes  and  crushes! 
riiou  i.iiknnwn,  lernlde.  and  indisiinct. 
Yet  ,iv  hil  tiling;  of  sli.ulows,  speak  to  lue  ! 
W  by  tlost  thou  l.iii;;h  ihit  horrid  laiieli  ? 

.st'ip,  ir. 

Why  w eep'i  tl'"- 

jvnitT. 
For  earth  and  all  her  children. 

sen;  IT. 

III!  hal  ha!       [Spirit  vami-f 

JveiiKf. 
IIi.w  (he  lir  lid  iiioebs  the  lorluies  of  a  world, 
I  he  <  oiiiiiij;  dcsolitioi)  of  an  orb. 
On  >\||i,  li  (lie  sun  shall  rise  and  warm  no  life  '. 
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liow  the  earth  ileepa !  aod  all  that  in  it  is 

Sleep  too  upoo  the  very  eve  of  death  ! 

Why  <thoald  they  'vake  to  meet  it !  What  i*  here, 

Which  look  like  death  in  life,  and  speak  like  things 

Born  ere  thi*  dying  vorld  7  They  come  like  clouds ! 

[Farious  Spirits  pass  from  the  cavern. 

SPIRIT. 

Rejoice ! 
The  abhorred  race 
Which  could  not  keep  in  Eden  their  high  place. 

But  listen  'd  to  the  voice 
Of  knowledge  without  power. 
Are  nigh  the  hour 
Of  death!    , 
Vol  slow,  not  single,  not  by  sword,  nor  sorrow. 

Nor  years,  nor  heart-break,  nor  time's  sappiii;; 
motion. 
Shall  they  drop  off.     Behold  their  last  to-morrow ! 
Earth  shall  be  ocean  ! 
And  no  breath, 
Sa\e  of  the  winds,  be  on  the  unbounded  wave ! 
Au[;cls  «liall  tire  their  wings,  but  find  no  spot  : 
Not  even  a  rock  from  out  the  liquid  grave 

Shall  lift  its  point  to  save. 
Or  «how  the  place  where  strong  Despair  hath  died, 
After  long  looking  o'er  the  ocean  wide 

For  the  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not : 
All  shall  be  void, 
Destroy'd ! 
Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 

Of  life,  and  the  abhorr'd 
Children  of  dust  be  quench'd ;  and  of  each  hue 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unbroken  blue; 
And  of  the  variegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
Unchanged,  or  of  the  level  plain ; 
Cedar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tops  in  vain  : 
All  merged  within  ihe  universal  fountain, 
Man,  earth,  and  6 re,  shall  die, 
And  sea  and  sky 
I^ok  vast  amd  lifeless  in  the  eternal  eye. 
Upon  the  foam 
Who  shall  erect  a  home  T 

JAPBBT  (coming  forward). 
&ly  sire! 
Earth's  seed  shall  not  expire ; 

Only  the  evil  shall  be  put  away 
From  d<iy. 
A  vaunt!  ye  exuhiag  demons  of  the  waste ! 
Who  howl  your  hideous  joy 
When  God  destroys  whom  you  dare  not  destroy : 
Hence  I  haste ! 
Back  to  your  inner  caves  ! 
Until  the  waves 
Siiall  search  you  in  your  secret  place. 
And  drive  your  sullen  race 
Forth,  to  be  roli'd  upon  the  tossing  winds 
la  restless  wretchedness  along  all  space ! 

SPIBIT. 

Son  of  the  saved  I 
When  thou  and  thine  have  braved 
The  wide  aod  warring  element ; 
When  the  great  harrier  of  the  deep  is  rent, 
Slinll  thou  and  thine  be  good  or  happy? — Nol 
Tliy  new  world  and  new  race  shall  be  of  woe — 


Less  goodly  io  their  aspect,  in  their  years. 
Less  than  the  glorious  giants,  who 
Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride. 
The  sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a  mortal  bride. 
Thine  shall  be  nothing  of  the  past,  save  tears. 
And  art  thou  not  ashamed 

Thus  to  survive. 
And  eat,  and  drink,  and  wive  7 
With  a  base  heart  so  far  subdued  and  tamed. 
As  even  to  hear  this  wide  destruction  named, 
Without  such  grief  and  courage,  as  should  rather 

Bid  thee  await  the  world-dissolving  wave, 
Than  seek  a  shelter  with  thy  favour  d  Either, 

And  buiki  thy  city  o'er  the  drown'd  earth's  grave  ? 
Who  would  outlive  their  kind, 
Except  the  base  and  blind  T 
Mine 
Hateth  thine. 
As  of  a  different  order  in  the  sphere. 
But  not  our  own. 
There  is  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a  throne 

Vacant  in  heaven  to  dwell  in  darkness  here, 
Rather  than  see  his  mates  endure  alone. 
Go,  wretch !  and  give 
A  life  like  thine  to  other  wretches — live! 
And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar 
Above  what  they  have  done. 
Envy  the  giant  patriarchs  then  no  more, 
And  scorn  thy  sire  as  the  surviving  one! 
Thyself  for  being  his  son  ! 

Chorus  of  Spirits  issuing  from  the  cavern. 

Rejoice ! 
No  more  the  human  voice 
Shall  vex  our  joys  in  middle  air 

With  prayer; 
No  more 

Shall  (hey  adore  ,- 
And  we,  who  ne'er  for  ages  have  adored 

The  prayer-exacting  Lord, 
To  whom  the  omission  of  a  sacrifice 
Is  vice ; 
W>,  we  shall  view  the  deep  salt  sources  poar'd 
Until  one  element  shall  do  the  work 
Of  all  in  chaos  ;  until  they, 
The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay, 
Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall  lurk 
In  caves,  in  dens,  in  clefts  of  mountains,  where 
The  deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair; 

Where  even  the  brutes,  in  their  despair. 
Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other. 

And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 
Beside  the  lamh,  as  though  he  were  his  brother ; 
Till  all  things  Khali  be  as  they  were, 
Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky: 
While  a  brief  truce 
Is  made  with  Death,  who  shall  forbear 
The  little  remnant  of  the  past  creation. 
To  (generate  new  nations  for  his  use  ; 

This  remnant,  floating  o'er  the  undulation 
Of  the  subsiding  deluge,  from  its  slime, 
When  the  hot  sun  hath  baked  the  reeking  soil 
Into  a  world,  shall  give  again  to  time 
Sew  beings — years — diseases — sorrow — crime— 
With  all  companiouship  of  hate  and  toil, 

UntU 
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JAPnsT  (interruptinij  tliem). 
The  eternal  vill 
Shall  dolgn  to  expound  tliis  dream 
Of  pood  and  evil :  and  redi-em 

Unio  himself  all  times,  and  things  ; 
And,  g.ither'd  under  his  almi(;lity  ^ings. 
AboiiNh  hell ! 
And  to  the  expiated  earth 
Restore  the  beauty  of  her  birth, 
Her  Kdeu  in  an  endless  paradise, 
Where  man  uo  more  can  fall  as  once  he  fell, 
And  even  the  very  demons  shall  do  ^ell ! 

SPIRITS. 

And  Mrhcn  shall  take  effect  this  wondrous  spell  ' 

JAPOET. 

When  the  Redeemer  cometh;  ^rst  in  pain, 
And  then  in  {;Iory. 
spiniTS. 
Meantime  still  stru(;(jlc  in  the  mortal  chain, 

Till  earth  wax  hoary  ; 
War  with  yourselves,  and  hell,  and  heaven,  in  \ain, 

Until  the  clouds  look  (jory 
With  the  blood  reeking  from  each  battle  plain  ; 
New  times,  ncvi  climes,  nevr  arts,  nevr  men;  but  "^liil 
The  same  old  tears,  old  crimes,  and  oldest  ill. 
Shall  be  anioii(;<;t  your  race  in  different  form*; ; 

Hut  the  same  moral  storms 
Sli.ill  oversweep  the  future,  as  the  waves 
In  a  few  hours  the  ijlorious  t'iauts"  ^jraves.' 

Chorus  of  Spin'ti. 

Brethren,  n-jolce  I 
Mortal,  farewell  I 
Mark  1  hark  I  alrciuly  we  can  hear  the  voice 
of  j^roMrin^;  ocean's  j;loomy  swell ; 

The  winds,  too,  plume  their  pirrcinp  \»in;;s  ! 
The  il(Mids  have  ii(\»rly  fill  d  llicir  S])rin,;s  ' 
I  he  foiml.iiiis  of  thf  {iicai  deep  >;l).i||  bo  Imikni, 

Aiul  luMMU  set  wui*'  her  windows;  ■wliilc  miiikiiiil 
Vi.w.  iui,ickuowb'd;;<Ml,  each  ircuiPtidotis  lokiMi  — 
Siill,  as  tlu'V  AN'Tc  fr'Mii  ihc  bi'|',ii)ciiin;,  jilint. 

\Vr  iicir  (lie  v(jiiiul  llirv   C.lllilot  lii-.ii", 
Tin-  iim-»<'rifii;  lllUllllf*r^  of  tin-  tlircntciiiii(;  splirro  ; 
Yrt   I  fi\\  lii>ur>  ihrir  <-(iinii)|;  is  «U*Livd. 
'Ilnir  n.isliinj;  biMiJcrs,  foltifd  still  on  lii,,l>, 
Y«'l  Uliilispl.iN  d. 
S.ne  to  tlu-  spirits"  .ill-per\.]diiij;  i-\v. 

Howl  1  howl  !  oh  c.'irlh  ! 
Thy  death  is  iie.irer  than  thy  rcccni  birili . 
Ti(in!>l<',  ye  mouittains,  soon  to  shriiik  bilovi 

The  oceans  ovrrllow  ! 
Tlio  wiiw  shall  break  iipim  your  cliffs ;  and  slulls, 

The  linle  shells  of  orein's  least  thin;;s,  ho 
Deposi'il  wln-re  now  llic  e;i;;ie".s  offsprin|;  dwells  — 
Ilov.  sli  ill  he  shriek  o  i-r  the  leMiorsriesx  se«  1 
Ami  e.ill  his  uesliiii^s  up  with  fruilless  \«-ll, 
I'll  iii^wei  <l  «.avi'  by  the  eiiero.u  hiii^;  swell;  — 
Whili'  m.in  sliill  loiif,  in  >.im  for  hi-  bioad  W'iiij;s, 

'I  he  \\iii;;s  w  huh  <  oiild  not  save  ;  — 
\Vli<  re  iimid  he  re«.l  tlieiii,  while  the  whole  spare  brin^;'^ 
>oii,;lil  to  his  eve  beyond  the  deep,  his  ^;ra\e  ? 
r.icihren.  rejoice  ! 
!    And  loK'My  lili  each  snperhmnan  \oicc — 
Ail'.lie, 

'       \|i.l  ill   t<-  wfri-  ■;!  nil*   ill    lli"»<-  il  1*  i<,  .'lel  iifl<-»  ;  iUj'  lilN  Hi   i'. 
«  iiM  li  \\'  i>    lit  111 <1  Mil  II  1)1  II  ii.n\  ii.  ■  —l.itiru* 


Sa\e  the  sli^^ht  remnant  of  Seth's  seed — 

The  seed  of  Seth, 
Exempt  for  future  sorrow's  sake  from  death. 
But  of  the  sous  of  Cain 
None  shall  remain  ; 
And  ail  his  (;oodly  dau^^hters 
Must  lie  beneath  the  dcsol  iiing  waters; 
Or  Hoatinj  upward  with  their  long  hair  laid 
Along  the  wave,  the  cruel  Heaven  upbraid, 
Which  would  not  spare 
Beings  even  in  death  so  fair. 
It  is  decreed, 
All  die! 
And  to  the  universal  human  cry 
The  uni\ersal  silence  shall  succeed! 
Fly,  breilirrn,  fly! 
But  still  rejoice ! 
We  fell! 
They  fill ! 
So  perish  all 
These  petty  foes  of  Heaven  who  shrink  from  Hell' 

[The  Spirits  disappear,  soarinri  upwauU 

JAPHET  (so/«$). 
Cfod  hath  proolaim'il  the  destiny  of  earth; 
My  father's  ark  of  safety  hath  announced  it; 
The  very  demons  shriek  it  from  their  caves i 
The  s<  roll  •  of  Enoch  prophesied  it  long 
In  silent  books,  which,  in  tlieir  silence,  s;iy 
.More  to  the  mind  than  thunder  to  the  ear: 
And  vet  men  listen'd  not,  nor  listen;  but 
Wilk  daiklin;;  to  their  dooni;  which,  though  so  nigh. 
Sh.ikes  ihein  no  more  in  their  dim  disbelief. 
Thill  ilieir  Usi  erics  shall  shake  the  Almighty  purj'O 
Or  de.iF  obedient  octMii,  which  fullils  it. 
No  si;;ii  yet  h.ings  its  lianner  in  the  air; 
The  ( loiids  :ire  fiw,  and  of  their  wonted  texture; 
The  sun  will  ri«e  upon  the  earth's  last  day 
.\>  on  ih<-  four.h  day  of  cr(\ilion,  when 
(iod  s.iid  unto  hiin,  «tShiiH:!)>  aud  he  broke  forth 
Into  the  (l.iun,  which  lighted  not  the  yet 
riifiiiin  (1  foiefiiher  of  mankind  —  but  rousetl 
(IiTore  i!ie  iiniii.in  orison  ihe  earlier 
M  111)'  and  far  .s\v«  eter  voices  of  the  birds, 
\N  hi'  h  in  the  «ipeii  hrinaineiit  of  h)-a\en 
n.r.e  \\in;;>  likr  an;;els,  \\\v\  like  thein  s.ilute 
Ibaveii  lir-«t  e.u  h  d.iv  lufoie  til.'  .\d.iiTlil.s  ! 
'J  hi  II  III  iiiiiN  now  draw  nigh  —  the  east  is  kin<llui.;— 
And  lh«y  vmII  -iiig!  and  diy  will  break!   botli  m-jr. 
So  nc.ir  the  awful  elos«*I    I  or  these  must  drop 
Their  onivvorn  pinions  on  the  deep;  and  day, 
After  the  bri;;ht  course  of  a  few  brief  morrot»s.>— 
Ay,  d.iv  \\\\\  ii->e.  hut  upon  what?   A  ch  los, 
\\  hich  v\.is  ere  d.iv;  and  v\hich,  reiiew'tl,  in  iki>  liH-" 
Noihiii;!  fur,  williiml  life,  v^hal  are  lh«  houi"s' 
No  iiinn-  to  ihist  ill. Ill  is  eternity 
I  nio  .li-hovih,  who  created  ixith. 
WiiliiMit  hull,  (\eii  efeiiiily  would  be 
A  Mill!  .  w  iilioiii  111. Ml,  lime,  as  ni  idc  for  inin, 
I)ic,  wiih  IV  111,  ami  i>  s\\;il|i»w'd  in  lb  it  deep 
\>  l.K  !i  ii  IS  iiu  loiiiit.iiii;  ;is  his  r.iee  will  be 
I)f\onr  1 1  liv  lli.it  whu  h  «lrowns  his  infant  world.— 
\N  li.il  h  INC  \\c  lure  '   Sli.ipr>  of  liuih  earih  auti  -i""- 
No — tiii  o(  hc.iM  n,  tin  v  arc  s(»  be.iuliful. 


'    ri'-  I  ..','.  .ii    I  |,,>  li     j.r.  s'i»i<I    '..)     ihi'    Kliii<>|i;aiiJ.  i»  ^ 
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I  cjnnot  trace  their  fetiiarc« ;  but  their  fbrns. 
How  lovelily  they  move  alonf;  the  lade 
Of  the  grey  monaCiia,  scattering  iia  mist! 
And  after  the  swart  savage  spirits,  whose 
Infcrual  immortality  pour'd  forth 
Tii«ir  impious  hymo  of  triumph,  they  shall  be 
Welcome  as  Eden.     It  may  be  they  come 
To  tell  me  the  reprieve  of  our  young  world, 
Kor  which  I  have  so  often  pray'd — They  come! 
Anah !  oh  God !  and  with  her 

CnCer  Samiasa,  Azazikl,  An ai,  and  Aiolibamah. 

Japhet! 


AHAH. 


lAMIASA. 


Lo! 


A  sua  of  Adam ! 

AZAZIIf.. 

What  doth  tha  earth-bom  here. 
While  all  his  race  are  slismberingT 

I  iAPBXT. 

Aogel !  what 
Host  thou  on  earth  when  thou  skouldst  be  on  high  ? 

AZAZIEL. 

Knr>w'6t  thou  notf  or  forget'st  ihou,  that  a  part 
Of  our  great  function  is  to  guard  thine  eartli  T 

JAPBKT. 

Hut  all  (;ood  angels  have  forsaken  earth, 
Wiiich  is  condemn'd  :  nay,  even  thr  evil  fly 
The  approaching  chaos.     Anah !  Anali !  my 
In  vHin,  and  long,  and  still  to  be  beloved ! 
Why  walk's!  thou  wiihtliis  spirit,  in  those  hours 
I  When  no  good  spirit  longer  liglits  below! 

!  ANAH. 

I  Japhet,  I  cannot  ontwer  thee;  yet,  yet 
lorgive  me— — 

JAPHIT. 

May  the  Heaven,  which  soon  no  more 
Will  pardon,  do  to !  for  thou  art  greatly  tempted. 

ABOLiaAIIAH. 

n.ick  to  thy  leatt,  insulting  son  of  Noah! 

\Vr  know  thee  not.  * 

lAPHKT. 

The  hour  may  come  when  thou 
Mayst  know  me  better;  and  thy  sister  know 
Mc  &till  the  same  which  I  luive  ever  been. 

SAMUSA. 

Son  of  the  patriarch,  who  hath  ever  been 
['plight  )>efore  his  god,  whate'er  thy  griefs. 
And  thy  words  seem  of  sorrow,  mix'd  with  wrath, 
(low  have  Aaaxiel,  or  myself,  brought  on  thee 
Wrong? 

lAPHKT. 

Wrong !  the  greatest  of  all  wrongs :  but  thou 
S.iy'it  well  though  she  be  dnst,  I  did  not,  coukl  not, 
Deserve  her.     Farewell,  Anah  !  I  have  said 
That  word  SO  often!  but  now  say  it,  ne'er 
To  be  repeated.     Angel!  or  whatp'er 
Thou  art,  or  must  be  soon,  hast  thou  the  power 
To  Kave  this  beautiful-— the le  beautiful 
(Children  of  Ciin? 

AZAZIKL. 

From  what? 

JAPHIT. 

And  is  it  «o 
rh.it  ye  too  know  not>     Angels!  angrU!  yc 


Have  shared  man's  sin,  and,  it  may  be. 
Partake  his  pnaishaaenl :  or  at  the  least 
My  sorrow. 

•AMIAIA. 

Sorrow !  I  ne'er  tbonght  till 
To  hear  an  Adamke  speak  riddle*  to  me. 

lAPHIT. 

And  hath  not  the  Most  High  exponaded  ihemi 
Then  ye  are  lost,  as  they  are  lost. 

AHOUBAMAM. 

So  be  it! 
If  they  love  as  they  are  loved,  they  wiU  not  shrink 
More  to  be  morul,  than  I  would  to  dare 
An  immortality  of  agonies 
With  Samiasa ! 

AlfAI. 

Sister !  sister !  speak  not 
Thus. 

AZAZIKL. 

Fearest  tfaon,  my  Anah  7 

ANA*. 

Yes,forlhee; 

T  would  resign  this  greater  remnant  of 
Thi^  little  life  of  mine,  before  one  hoar 
Of  thine  eternity  should  know  a  ponf. 

JAPBtT. 

ft  is  for  him,  then !  for  the  seraph  thou 

llast  left  me !     That  is  nothing,  if  tlion  hast  not 

Left  thy  God  loo  I  for  unions  like  to  thesOt 

between  a  mortal  and  immortal,  cannot 

Be  bappy  or  be  hallow'd.     We  are  sent 

Tpon  tlie  eartli  lo  toil  and  die ;  and  they 

Are  made  to  minister  on  high  unto 

The  Highest;  but  if  he  can  gave  thee,  soon 

The  hour  will  come  in  which  celestial  aid 

Alone  can  do  so. 

ANAH. 

Ah  !  he  speaks  of  death. 

SAM1AS4. 

Of  death  to  u$'  and  tlioste  who  are  with  na ! 
fhii  that  the  man  seems  fiiU  of  sorrow,  I 
Could  smile. 

lAPBIT. 

I  grieve  not  for  myself,  nor  fear; 
lam  safe,  not  for  my  own  deserts,  but  those 
Of  a  well-doing  sire,  who  halh  been  found 
Ki(;hteous  enough  losave  his  children.     Would 
His  power  was  greater  of  retlcmption  !  or 
That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers. 
Who  could  alone  have  made  mine  happy,  she. 
The  last  and  loveliest  of  Gain's  race,  could  shore 
The  ark  which  shall  receive  a  remnant  of 
The  seed  of  Setli ! 

AHOLIIAHAH, 

And  dost  thou  think  tlmt  we, 
With  Cain's  the  eldest  bom  of  Adam's  blood 
Warm  in  our  veins,— stronf;  Gain !  who  was  begotten 
In  Paradise, — would  mingle  with  Seth's  children? 
St'th,  the  last  offspring  of  old  Adam's  dotage? 
No,  not  to  save  all  earth,  were  earth  in  peril  I 
Our  race  hath  always  dwelt  apart  from  thine 
From  the  beginning,  and  shall  do  so  ever. 

/APIET. 

[  did  not  speak  to  thee,  AhoIilNimali! 

Too  much  of  the  forefather,  whom  thou  vauntcst, 

lias  come  down  in  that  haughty  blood  which  springs 
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From  him  who  shed  the  first,  and  that  a  brother's! 
I'ut  thou,  my  Anah  !  let  me  call  thee  mine, 
Albeit  tlioii  art  not;  't  is  a  word  I  cannot 
Part  Yrith,  although  I  mmt  from  tliee.     My  Anah! 
Thou  who  dost  rather  make  me  dream  that  Abel 
Had  left  a  daughter,  \«rhose  pure  pious  race 
Survived  in  iliee,  so  much  unlike  thou  art 
The  rest  of  the  stern  Cainites,  save*  in  beauty. 

For  all  of  tliem  are  fairest  in  their  favour 

AH0Lin\M4H  {inUmtpting  /iim\ 
And  wouldst  thou  have  her  like  our  fatlicr's  foe 
In  mind,  in  soul  ?  If  I  partook  thy  thou(;ht, 
And  dream'd  that  auplit  of  Abel  was  in  her! — 
Get  thee  hence,  son  of  Noah ;  thou  mak'st  strife. 

JAPHET. 

Offspring  of  Cain,  thy  father  did  so  ! 

AUOLinAM,in. 

But 
He  slew  not  Seth;  and  what  hnst  thou  to  do 
With  other  deeds  betwc«>n  his  God  and  himl 

JAPDKT. 

Thou  speakest  well :  his  Cod  hath  {uil[]cd  him,  and 
I  had  not  named  his  deed,  but  that  thyself 
Didst  seem  to  {»lory  in  him,  nor  to  shrink 
From  Mhat  he  had  done. 

AOOLIBVMAn. 

He  Wiis  our  fathers'  father  : 
The  eldest  born  of  man,  the  siron{;est,  br.ivest, 
And  most  enduring :— Shall  I  blush  for  him. 
From  whom  we  had  our  being?     Look  upon 
Our  race;  behold  their  stature  and  their  ])cauty. 
Their  courage,  strength,  and  length  of  days 

JAPOET. 

They  are  numberd. — 

AHOLIBAM^n. 

Be  it  so  !  but  while  yet  their  hourc  endure, 
I  glory  in  ray  brethren  and  our  fathers! 

JAPIIKT. 

My  sire  and  race  but  glory  in  their  God, 
Anah!  and  thou? 

AN\H. 

Whate'cr  our  God  decrees, 
The  God  of  Seth  as  Cain,  I  must  obey, 
Antl  will  endeavour  patiently  to  obey; 
But  could  I  dare  to  pray  in  this  dread  hour 
Of  universal  vengeance  (if  such  should  be), 
It  would  not  be  to  live,  alone  exempt 
Of  all  my  house.     My  sister  I  Oh,  my  sister  ! 
What  were  the  world,  or  other  worlds,  or  all 
The  brightest  future  without  the  sweet  past — 
Thy  love — my  father's — all  the  life,  and  all 
The  things  which  sprung  up  with  mr,  like  the  stars, 
Making  my  dim  existence  radiant  with 
Soft  li{;hts  which  were  not  minr?  Aholibamnh! 
(^Ii  !  if  there  should  be  merry — seek  it.  liiui  it : 
I  abhor  death,  because  that  iliou  must  die. 

AnoMDVM\li. 

What!  hath  this  dreamer,  with  his  father's  ark. 
The  bugbear  he  IkuIi  built  to  scire  (he  world. 
Shaken  my  sister?  Are  \vc  not  the  lo\ed 
Of  scrapli-,  ?  and  if  we  were  not,  must  we 
(^ling  to  a  son  of  Xtmh  for  our  Ji\es  ? 

Bather  (liaii  thus But  th«- entlnisi.ist  (IrfMiri- 

The  worst  of  <lr(';ims.  the  fiiif.isie-*  ciigrndcrd 

Hy  ho|K'lc>s  loNj'and  heated  \igils.     Who 

Siiull  shake  these  solid  ^UHUlt■lill^,  this  lirm  earlh. 


And  bid  those  clouds  and  waters  take  a  shape 
Distinct  from  fhat  which  we  and  all  our  sires 
Have  seen  them  wear  on  their  eternal  way? 
Who  shall  do  this? 

JAPIIET. 

lie  whose  one  word  produced  them. 

AllOLIliAMAH. 

Who  heard  that  word? 

JAPHET. 

The  universe,  which  leapd 
To  life  before  it.     Ah!  smilest  thou  still  in  scorn? 
Turn  to  thy  seraphs;  if  ihey  attest  it  not. 
They  are  none. 

SAM1AS\. 

Aholibamah,  own  thy  Cod  ! 

AUOMBAMAH. 

I  have  ever  hail'd  our  Maker,  Samiasa, 

As  thine,  and  mine  ;  a  God  of  love,  not  sorrow. 

JAPIIET. 

Alas  !  what  else  is  love  but  sorrow?     Even 

lie  who  made  earth  in  love,  had  soon  to  grieve 

Abo\c  its  tirsl  and  best  inhabitants. 

AflOLIBAMAH. 

T  is  said  so. 

JAPUKT. 

It  is  even  so. 

Enter  NoaQ  and  Sbem. 

N04II. 

Japhet?     What 
Dost  thou  here  with  these  children  of  the  wicked  ? 
Dread'st  thou  not  to  partake  their  coming  doom  ? 

JAPHET. 

Father,  it  cannot  be  a  siu  to  seek 
To  save  an  earth-born  bemg:  and  behold. 
These  arc  not  of  the  sinful,  since  they  have 
The  fell«)wship  of  angels. 

PtOAH. 

These  arc  they,  then. 
Who  leave  the  throne  of  God,  to  take  them  wives 
From  out  tlu*  r.ice  of  Cain  :  the  sons  of  Heaven, 
Who  seek  earth's  d.iugiitrrs  for  their  beauty  ! 

A/.AZIEL. 

Palri.irih" 
Thou  ha-^t  said  it. 

noAH. 
Woe,  woe,  woe  to  such  comrnunioD 
Has  not  God  m;ide  a  barrier  between  earth 
And  hca\on,  and  limited  each,  kiud  to  kind? 

SVMIASA. 

Was  not  man  made  in  high  Jehovah's  image  ? 
Did  (lod  not  love  wh.H  he  had  made?     And  what 
Do  we  but  imit.ite  and  emulate 
His  lo\e  unto  created  love? 

NO  Mi. 

I  am 

r.ut  m.m,  and  was  not  made  to  judge  mankind. 

r.ir  IcsS  the  sous  of  God  ;  but  as  our  (iiwl 

II. is  deign'd  t(»  commune  with  me,  and  itvoI 

///>  ju<l,;iiMiits,  I  re|)ly,  ihu  the  descent 

Ofs«-r,i))hs  from  their  e\erl.isiing  seat 

I'lilo  a  |iei  isjialile  and  perishing, 

r,>cn  on  the  \ery  eve  of  periyhing,  world, 

(^iimot  lie  i;ood. 

\/  l/IFI. 

What  I  thoujjh  it  were  to  sa\c? 
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HOAB. 

Not  ye  m  all  your  glory  can  redeem 

What  He  vho  made  you  glorious  hath  condemn'd. 

Were  your  immortal  mission  safety,  't  would 

Be  gcaeral,  not  for  two,  though  beautiful, 

And  beautiful  they  are,  but  not  the  less 

Condemn'd. 

JAPBBT. 

Oh  father  !  say  it  not 

MOAfl. 

Son !  son ! 
If  that  thou  wonldst  avoid  their  doom,  forget 
That  they  exist ;  they  soon  shall  cease  to  b«. 
While  thou  shall  be  the  sire  of  a  new  world. 
And  better. 

lAPIBT. 

Let  me  die  with  this,  and  UUm.' 

ROAH. 

Then  thouldst  for  such  a  thought,  but  shall  not ;  He 
Who  can,  redeems  thee. 

SAMIASA. 

And  why  him  and  thee. 
More  than  what  be,  thy  son,  prefers  to  both  ? 

NOAfl. 

Ask  Him  who  made  thee  greater  than  mywlf 
And  mine,  hot  not  less  subject  to  his  own 
Al mightiness.    And  lo!  his  mildest  and 
Least  to  be  tempted  messenger  appears ! 

Enter  Rapiakl  the  Archangel. 

■APHAEL. 

Spints ! 
Whose  seat  is  near  the  throne, 
What  do  ye  here ! 
Is  thus  a  seraph's  duty  to  be  shown, 
Mow  that  the  hour  is  near 
When  earth  must  be  alone  T 
Return  ! 
And  burn 
In  glorious  homage  with  the  elected  aseTen.* 
Your  place  is  heaven. 

SAMIASA. 

Baphael ! 
The  first  and  fairest  of  the  sons  of  God, 

How  long  hath  this  been  law. 
Thai  earth  by  angels  must  be  left  untrod  ? 

Earth !  which  oft  saw 
Jehovah's  footsteps  not  disdain  her  sod ! 
The  world  He  loved,  and  made 
For  love ;  and  oft  have  we  obey  d 
IJis  frequent  mission  with  delighted  pinions; 

Adoring  Him  in  his  least  works  display  d ; 
Watching  this  youngest  star  of  His  dominions  : 
And  as  the  latest  birth  of  His  great  word. 
Eager  to  keep  it  worthy  of  our  Lord. 
Why  is  thy  brow  severe  ? 
And  wherefore  speak'st  thou  of  destruction  near  ? 

lAPBAKL. 

Had  Samiasa  and  Azaziel  been 
In  their  true  place,  with  the  angelic  choir. 
Written  in  fire 
They  would  have  seen 
Jehovah's  late  decree, 
And  not  inquired  their  Maker's  breath  of  me. 
But  ignorance  must  ever  be 
A  part  of  sin; 


And  even  the  spirits*  knowledge  shall  grow  less 

As  tliey  wax  proud  within; 
For  blindness  is  the  first-born  of  excess. 

When  all  good  angels  left  the  world,  ye  slay'd, 
Stuug  with  strange  passions,  and  debased 

By  mortal  feelings  for  a  mortal  maid ; 
But  ye  are  pardon  d  thus  far,  and  replaced 
With  your  pure  equals  :  Hence !  away !  away ! 

Or  stay. 
And  lose  eternity  by  thai  delay ! ' 

AXAXIEL. 

And  thou !  if  earth  be  thus  forbidden 
In  the  decree 
To  us  imtil  this  moment  hidden. 

Dost  thou  not  err  as  we 
In  being  here  1 

EAPBAKI.. 

1  came  to  call  ye  back  to  your  fit  sphere. 

In  the  great  name  and  at  the  word  of  God ! 
Dear,  dearest  in  themselves,  and  scarce  less  dear 

That  which  I  came  to  do  :  till  now  we  Irod 
Together  the  eternal  space — together 

Let  us  still  walk  the  stars.    True,  earth  must  die ! 
Her  race,  retum'd  into  h^r  womb,  must  wither, 

And  much  which  she  inherits;  but  oh !  why 
Cannot  this  earth  be  made,  or  be  destroyed, 
Without  involving  ever  some  vast  void 
In  the  immortal  ranks  7  immortal  still 

In  their  immeasurable  forfeiture. 
Our  brother  Satan  fell,  his  burning  will 

Rather  than  longer  worship  dared  endure , 
But  ye  who  still  are  pure ! 
Seraphs!  less  mighty  than  that  mightiest  one, 

Think  how  he  was  undone ! 
And  think  if  tempting  man  can  compensate 
For  heaven  desired  too  late  ? 
Long  have  I  warr'd. 
Long  must  I  war 
With  him  who  deem'd  it  hard 
To  be  created,  and  to  acknowledge  him 
Who  midst  the  cherubim 
Made  him  as  sim  to  a  dependent  star, 
Leaving  the  archangels  at  his  right  hand  dim. 

I  loved  him— beautiful  he  was  :  oh  Heaven! 
Save  His  who  made,  what  beauty  and  wlut  power 
Was  ever  like  to  Satan's !    Would  the  hour 
in  which  he  fell  could  ever  be  forgiven  I 
The  wish  is  impious  :  but  oh  ye  ! 
Yet  undestroy'd,  be  wam'd  !     Eternity 

With  him,  or  with  his  God,  is  in  your  choice  : 
He  hath  not  tempted  you,  he  cannot  tempt 
The  angels,  from  his  further  snares  exempt ; 

But  man  hath  li&tend  to  his  voice. 
And  ye  VP  woman's— beautiful  she  is 
The  serpent's  voice  less  subtle  than  her  kiss, 
The  snake  but  vanquish'd  dust;  but  she  will  draw 
A  second  host  from  heaven,  to  break  Ueaveas  law. 
Yet,  yet,  oh  fly ! 
Ye  cannot  die, 
But  they 
Shall  pass  away, 
While  ye  shall  fill  with  shrieks  the  upper  sky 

For  perishable  clay, 
Whose  memory  in  your  immortality 

Shall  long  outlast  the  sun  which  gave  them  day. 
Think  how  your  essence  dif fereth  from  theirs 
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In  all  but  sufFeriii(;!     Why  partake 

TIm-  .T^ioriy  lo  wliicli  ihcy  must  be  heirs — 

Rorn  to  bi;  plou(;h'd  with  tears,  and  sown  with  cares, 

And  n*ap'd  by  I)e«Tth,  lord  of  the  human  soil? 

ICven  iind  their  days  been  left  to  toil  their  path 

Thron{;li  time  to  du^t,  unshorten'd  by  God's  wrath, 

Still  they  arc  evil's  prey  and  sorrow's  spoil. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

Let  them  t\v  ! 
I  hear  the  voice  which  says  that  all  must  die, 
Sooner  than  our  white-beaided  patriarchs  died; 
And  that  on  hi(;h 
An  ocean  is  prepared, 
While  from  below 
The  deep  shall  rise  to  meet  heaven's  overflow. 

Few  shall  be  spared, 
It  seem';;  aud  of  that  few,  the  nice  of  Cain 
Must  lift  their  eyes  to  Adam's  God  in  vain. 
Sister!  since  it  is  so, 
And  the  eternal  Lord 
In  vain  would  be  implored 
For  the  remission  of  one  hour  of  woe, 
Let  us  resi{;n  even  what  we  have  adored, 
Anil  meet  the  wave,  as  we  would  meet  the  sword, 

If  not  unmoved,  yet  undismay'd, 
Ami  w.iilim;  less  for  iis  than  tliow  who  shall 
Sursive  in  mortal  or  immortal  thrall. 

And,  when  the  fatal  wafers  are  allay'd, 
Wr»^p  for  the  myriads  who  can  wepp  no  more. 
Mn,  seraphs!  to  your  own  eternal  shore. 
Where  wiud.s  nor  howl  nor  waters  roar. 
Our  )>ortiou  is  to  die, 
And  yours  to  live  for  ever  : 
Rut  which  is  best,  a  dead  eternity. 
Or  livin{].  is  but  known  to  the  great  Giver  : 
Obey  him,  as  we  shall  obey; 
I  would  not  keep  this  life  of  mine  in  clay 
Au  hoiM-  beyond  His  will: 
Nor  sre  ye  lose  a  portion  of  His  praee, 
For  all  the  mrrcy  which  Seth's  race 
Find  still. 

Fly  ! 
And  as  your  pinions  bear  ye  bark  to  heavrn. 
Think  (hut  mv  love  still  mounts  with  thee  on  hii'.li. 

Sa  miasa! 
And  if  I  look  up  with  a  tearless  eve, 

T  i-i  that  an  angel's  bride  disdains  to  weep — 
Farewell  I  Mow  rise,  inexorable  deep  ! 

AIMAH. 

And  must  we  die? 
And  must  I  lose  thee  too, 
Azaziel? 
Oh,  mv  heart!  my  heart! 

Tliv  prophecies  were  true. 
And  yet  thou  wert  so  happy  too  ! 
The  blow,  though  not  unlook'd  for,  falls  as  new  ; 
lUit  yet  riepart! 
Ah.  why? 
Yrt  let  ni<-  unt  retain  thee — fly  I 
Mv  pan;;s  tan  b<'  bill  brief  :  but  lliine  would  le 
l.lerri.il,  if  repulsed  from  heaven  for  me. 
Tof>  inueh  alre.idv  hast  thou  (ieif.u'd 
To  one  of  .Xd.irn  s  r.ieel 
Our  doom  i>  sorrow'  not  to  us  ainn-*, 
Itiit  lo  the  spirits  who  h  i\<-  not  disd  lin'd 
To  lu\e  Us,  conieth  anj^uish  wiih  dis^;race 


The  first  who  taught  us  knowledge  liatli  Ijeen  hurl  d 
From  his  once  arehanpelic  throne 
Into  some  unknown  world  : 

And  thou,  Awziel  I  No — 
Thou  shah  not  suffer  woe 
For  mo.     Away !  nor  weep  ! 
Thou  canst  not  weep  ;  but  yet 
Mayst  suffer  more,  not  weeping  :  then  forget 
Her  whom  the  surges  of  the  all-strangling  deep 

('an  bring  no  ping  like  this.     Fly!  fly! 
Rcing  gone,  't  will  be  less  difBcuh  to  die. 

JAPnST. 

Oh  say  not  so ! 
Father!  and  thou,  archangel,  thou  ! 
Surely  celestial  mercy  lurks  below 
That  pure  severe  serenity  of  brow  ; 

Let  them  not  meet  this  sen  without  a  shore, 
Save  in  our  ark,  or  let  me  be  no  more ! 

nOAH. 

Peace,  child  of  passion,  peace! 
If  not  within  thy  heart,  yet  with  thy  tongue 

Do  God  no  wrong! 
Li\e  as  he  wills  it — die,  when  he  ordains, 
A  righteous  <leath.  unlike  the  seed  of  Cain's. 

Oase,  or  be  sorrowful  in  silence;  cease 
To  weary  Heaven's  ear  with  thy  seilish  plaiul. 

WouUlbt  thou  ha\e  (iod  commit  a  sin  for  tlu>e  "^ 
Siieh  would  it  be 
To  alter  his  intent 
For  a  mere  mortal  sorrow.     Be  a  man! 
And  bear  what  Adam's  race  must  bear,  and  can. 

J  A  I'll  ET. 

Ay,  father  I  but  when  they  are  gone. 

And  we  are  all  alone, 
I'loitiiig  upon  the  azure  desert,  and 
The  depth  beneath  us  hides  our  own  dear  land. 
And  dearer,  silent  friends  and  brethren,  all 
lUiried  in  its  immeasurable  breast. 
Who,  whoour  tears,  our  shrieks,  shall  then  command' 
Can  we  in  desolation's  peace  have  rest? 
Oh,  Goil  I  be  thou  a  (iod,  and  spare 
Yet  while  t  is  time! 
r.enew  not  Ailaiu's  fall  : 

^Mankind  were  then  but  twain, 
but  they  are  numerous  now  as  arc  the  waves 

And  the  tremendous  rain. 
Whose  drops  shall  be  less  thick  than  would  their  gra>cs. 
Were  graves  permitted  to  the  seed  of  Cain. 

NOAII. 

Silt'iiee,  vniii  boy  !  ea<h  word  of  thine  s  a  crime' 
.\ng<ll  forgi\e  this  stripling's  fond  despair. 

RAriUKL. 

I  SeriplisI  these  morl.ds  speak  in  passion  :  Ye, 
Wli(»  are,  or  should  be,  passionless  and  pure. 
May  now  return  with  me. 

SAMlASV. 

It  may  not  be  : 

We  hav«*  chosen,  and  will  endure. 

RAPHAEL. 

Siyst  thou? 

A/.  i7.IFL. 

He  liatli  said  it,  and  I  say.  Amen' 

Ai;ain! 


I  Tlieii  from  tins  hour, 

I  ^liorn  .Is  vt  an-  of  all  celestial  po>*cr. 
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And  aliens  from  yonr  God, 

Farewell ! 

lArHIT. 

Alas  !  where  «hall  ihey  dwell  T 
Hark !  hark !  Deep  aoands,  and  deeper  »(iU, 

Are  howling  from  the  mountaiu's  bosom : 
Tiicre  '•  not  a  breath  of  wind  opoo  tlie  bill. 

Yet  quivers  every  leaf,  and  drops  each  blossom : 
Earth  (rroaos  as  if  beneath  a  heavy  load. 

HOAI. 

Hark !  hark !  the  sea-birds  cry ! 
la  clouds  they  overspread  the  lurid  sky, 
And  hover  roiud  the  mountain,  where  before 

■ 

I       »ver  a  white  winf;,  wetted  by  the  wa\e. 

Yet  dared  to  soar, 
'       Even  when  the  waters  wax'd  too  fierce  to  brave. 
I  Soon  it  shall  be  their  only  shore. 

And  then,  no  more ! 

lAPHIT. 

The  sun  !  the  sun  f 
He  riseih,  bnt  his  better  light  is  gone; 
And  a  black  circle,  bound 

His  f^lariBg  di<«k  around, 
ProcLiims  earth's  last  of  summer  days  hath  shone  ! 
The  clouds  return  into  tlie  hues  of  night, 
^i\e  tiliere  their  brasen-colour'd  e<lges  streak 
,   Tiie  verge  where  brighter  moms  were  wont  to  break. 

NOAB. 

And  lo!  yon  flash  of  light, 
■   The  distant  thunders  harbinger,  appears! 
^  It  coroeth  !  hence,  away ! 

I   Leave  to  the  elements  their  evil  prey ! 
I    Hence  to  where  our  all-h«llow'd  ark  uprears 
Its  safe  and  wreckless  sides, 

JAPHIT. 

Oh,  father,  stay  ! 
Lc.i\e  not  my  Anah  to  the  swallowing  tides! 

ROAB. 

Must  we  not  leave  all  life  to  such?  Aegone  ! 

lAtBrr. 
Not  I. 

NOAB. 

Then  die 
Witli  them! 
How  dnrest  thou  look  ou  that  prophetic  sky. 
And  seek  to  save  what  all  lhiii|'S  now  condemn. 
In  overwhelming  unison 

With  just  Jehovah's  wrath  T 

JAPHKT. 

Can  rage  and  justice  join  in  the  same  path? 

HOAH. 

Clasphemer  !  darest  thou  murmur  even  now  ? 

aAPBAEL. 

I*airiarch,  be  still  a  father!  smoothe  thy  brow  : 
Thy  son,  despite  his  folly,  shall  not  sink; 

He  knows  not  what  he  says,  yet  shall  not  drink 
With  sobs  the  salt  foam  of  the  swelling  waters; 

Itiit  bi\  when  passion  paiueth,  goo<l  as  thou, 

Nor  perish  like  Heaven's  cliiUlren  with  man's  daughters. 

ABOLIBAMAH. 

The  tempest  cometh ;  heaven  and  earth  unite 

For  the  annihilation  of  uU  life. 

Unequal  is  the  strife 
fictween  our  strength  and  the  eternal  might ! 


•AMIABA. 

Bat  oun  is  with  iheo ;  we  wiil  bear  ye  far 

To  some  untroubled  sur, 
Where  thou  and  Anah  sImU  partake  onr  lot : 

And  if  thou  dost  not  weep  for  tby  lost  earth, 
Our  forfeit  heaven  shall  also  be  forgot. 

ANAB. 

Oh,  my  dear  father's  tents,  my  place  of  birth  ! 
And  mountains,  land,  and  woods,  when  ye  are  not. 
Who  shall  dry  up  my  tears? 

▲ZAZIKL. 

Thy  spirit-lord. 
Fear  not,  though  we  are  shut  from  heaven. 
Yet  much  is  ours,  whence  we  can  not  be  driven. 

BAPBAEL. 

Rebel!  thy  words  are  wicked,  as  tby  deeds 
Shall  henceforth  be  but  weak :  the  flaming  sword. 
Which  chased  the  first-bom  out  of  paradise, 
Still  flashes  in  the  angelic  hands. 

AZAZIBL. 

It  cannot  slay  us  :  threaten  dust  with  death. 
And  talk  of  weapons  unto  that  which  bleeds ! 
What  are  thy  swords  in  our  immortal  eyes? 

BAPBAIL. 

Tlie  moment  cometh  to  approve  thy  strength ; 
And  learn  at  length 

How  vain  to  war  with  what  thy  God  commands: 
Thy  former  force  was  in  thy  hk'ith. 

Enter  MortaU,  flyintj  for  refuge. 
Chorus  of  Mortals, 

The  heavens  and  earth  are  mingling — God  !  oh  God! 

What  liave  we  done  ?   Yet  spare  ! 

Hark!  even  the  forest  beasts  howl  forth  their  prayer! 

The  dragon  cravtis  from  out  his  den. 

To  herd  in  terror  innocent  with  men  ; 
And  the  birds  scream  their  agony  through  air, 
Yet,  yet,  Jehovah!  yet  withdraw  thy  rod 
Of  wrath,  and  pity  thine  own  world's  despair! 
Hear  not  man  only  but  all  nature  plead ! 

KAPBAIL. 

I  F.irewell,  thou  earth!  ye  wretched  sons  of  clay, 
I  cannot,  must  not  aid  you.     T  is  decreed  ! 

\Exit  Raphael. 

lAPRET. 

Some  clouds  sweep  on,  as  vultures  for  their  prey. 
While  others,  fix'd  as  rocks,  await  the  word 
At  which  their  wrathful  vials  sliall  he  pour'd. 
No  asurc  more  shall  robe  the  iirmaroent. 
Nor  spangled  stars  be  glorious:  death  hath  risen  - 
In  the  sun's  place  a  paic  and  ghastly  glare 
Hath  wound  itself  around  the  dying  air. 

AZAZIBL. 

Come,  Anah!  quit  this  chaos-founded  prison. 

To  which  the  elements  again  repair, 

To  turn  it  into  what  it  was:  beneath 

The  shelter  of  these  wings  thou  slialt  be  safe, 

As  was  the  eagle's  nestling  once  within 

Its  mother's.— Let  the  coming  chaos  chafe 

With  all  iu  elements !    Heed  not  their  din! 

A  brighter  world  than  this,  where  thou  shall  breathe 

Kthcreal  life,  v» ill  we  explore: 

These  darken'd  clouds  lyc  not  the  only  skies. 

[AzAZiEL  and  Samiasa/x"  o//»  <"•*'  ditaftpear 
with  Anaq  and  Auolibamab. 
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JAPnET. 

They  arc  gone  !   Tlicy  have  disappeard  amidst  the  roar 
Of  liic  forsaken  world;  and  never  more, 
Wlieilier  ihcy  live,  or  die  with  all  earth's  life. 
Now  near  its  la&t,  caa  aught  restore 
Auah  unto  these  eyes. 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

Oil  son  of  Noah !  mercy  on  thy  kind ! 
What,  vilt  thou  leave  us  all — all —  all  behind? 
While  safe  amidst  the  elemental  strife, 
Thou  sil'st  within  thy  guarded  ark? 

A  MOTHER  {offering  her  infant  to  /aphet). 
Oh  let  this  child  embark! 
I  brou(;ht  him  forth  in  woe, 

But  thought  it  joy 
To  see  him  to  my  bosom  cliiitjinp  so. 

Why  was  he  born  ? 

What  hath  he  done — 

My  unwcan'd  son — 
To  move  Jehovah's  wrath  or  scorn? 
What  is  there  in  this  milk  of  mine,  that  death 
Should  stir  all  heaven  and  earth  up  to  destroy 

My  boy, 
Aud  roll  tlie  waters  o'er  his  placid  breath? 
Sdive  him,  thou  seed  of  Sclh! 
Or  cursed  be — with  him  who  made 
Thee  and  thy  race,  for  which  we  are  betray'd! 

JAPRET. 

Peace!  't  is  no  hour  for  curses,  but  for  prayer! 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

For  prayer  ! ! ! 
And  where 
Shall  prayer  ascend, 
When  the  swoln  clouds  unto  the  mountains  bend 

And  burst, 
Aud  [jushinp  oceans  every  barrier  rend. 
Until  the  very  deserts  know  no  thirst? 
Accursed 
I'e  lie,  who  made  ihee  and  thy  sire  I 
Wf  dteni  our  cur-^cs  vain;  >^e  must  expire  ; 

Tut,  as  we  know  the  worst. 
Why  •should  our  livmu  be  raised,  our  knees  be  bent 
\)cfuic  the  in';)larable  Omnipotent, 
Since  wc  must  fall  the  same? 
If  lie  hitli  made  carih,  let  it  be  His  shame. 

To  make  a  world  for  torture:  —  Lo!  they  come, 
Tile  lo.iihsoine  waters  in  their  raije! 
And  with  their  roar  make  wholesome  nature  dumb! 

The  fon^'its  trees  (coeval  v^ith  the  hour 
When  paradise  upsprunj, 

Ere  l-ve  {;ave  xVdam  kiiowled^je  for  her  dower. 
Or  A«lam  liis  lirst  hymn  of  slavery  sun(;,\ 

So  nia>sy,  \ast,  yet  (jreen  in  their  old  age, 
Are  overiopp'd, 

Tlirir  summer  bh^ssonis  by  the  surges  lopp'd, 

N\'hicl)  riric,  and  rise,  and  risf. 

Vainly  >m'  look  up  to  the  lourinj  skies — 

TIn'V  meet  the  sea>. 
And  slujt  onl  Hod  from  our  bes»-celiinj  eves. 

Fly.  son  t.f  Noali,  (ly,  aiul  lake  thine  ease 
In  liiini"  alloiicd  oceaii-tcnt  ; 
And  \ic\v  all  Jioatin(;  oer  the  element. 


The  corpses  of  the  world  of  thy  youog  days  ; 
Then  to  Jehovah  raise 
Thy  song  of  praise ! 

A  WOMAN. 

filessed  are  the  dead 
Who  die  in  the  Lord! 
And  though  the  waters  be  o'er  earth  outspread, 
Yet,  as  His  word. 
Be  the  decree  adored! 
lie  ga%'e  me  life — He  taketh  bat 
The  breath  which  is  His  own  : 
And  though  these  eyes  should  be  for  ever  shut, 
Nor  longer  this  weak  voice  before  Uis  throne 
Be  heard  in  supplicating  lone, 
Still  blessed  be  the  Lord, 
For  what  is  past, 
For  that  which  is: 
For  all  are  His, 
From  first  to  last — 
Time — space — eternity — life — death — 

The  vast  known  and  immeasurable  unknown. 
He  made,  and  can  unmake; 

And  shall  /,  for  a  little  gasp  of  breath, 
Blaspheme  and  groan? 

No;  let  me  die,  as  I  have  lived,  in  faith, 
Nor  quiver,  though  the  universe  may  quake  ! 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

Where  shall  we  fly? 
Not  to  the  mountains  high; 
For  now  their  torrents  rush  with  double  roar, 
To  meet  (he  ocean,  which,  advancing  stiJI, 
Already  grasps  each  drowniuj;  hill. 
Nor  leaves  an  uusearch'd  cave. 

Enter  a  Woman. 

WOMAN. 

Oh,  save  me,  save! 
Our  valley  is  no  more  : 
My  father  and  my  father's  tent, 
.My  breihren  and  my  brethren's  herds. 
The  ))leasant  tiees  that  o'er  our  noon-day  bent. 
And  sent  forth  evening  songs  from  sweetest  birds, 
The  little  rivulet  v\hich  frcshen'd  nil 
Our  pastures  green. 
No  more  are  to  be  seen. 
When  to  the  mountain  cliff  I  climb'd  this  mom, 

I  turn'd  to  bless  the  spot. 
And  not  a  leaf  appear'd  about  to  fall; — 

And  now  they  are  not  I — 
Why  was  I  born? 

JAPHET. 

To  die !  in  youth  to  die; 
And  happier  in  that  doom, 
Than  to  behold  the  universal  tomb 
Which  1 

Am  thus  condemn  d  to  weep  above  in  vain. 
Why,  when  ail  perish,  why  must  I  remain? 

[T/iC  ff'dters  tiie:  Men  fly  in  every  tlirection  : 
uutitY  ore  ovtttdken  hy  the  waves ;  the  Churu^ 
of  inorttiU  ilisfU'rics  in  scorch  of  stifcty  uy 
thr  Moiiiitnim  ;  J  \i'UEr  remnins  ufntti  n  i  iw  k. 
wlnli'  the  Ark  flouts  towuriii  hint  in  tU*r  Jj*- 
taticr. 
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etf  ^I^tc9titt9  of  ManU. 


TtetW 


of  life  QiT«c  mm  mtjwtiml  l«f«. 
th«lr  ihidowi  befor*. 

CAMPBELL. 


i  DEDrCATION. 

I  ^ 

>  L4DT !  if  for  the  cold  and  cloudy  dime 

Where  I  was  borD,  but  where  I  would  not  die, 

Of  the  great  poet-tire  of  Italy 
I  dare  to  build  the  imitative  rhyme, 
Harsh  Runic  copy  of  tho  South'*  subfime, 

TaoD  art  the  cause ;  and,  howsoerer  I 

Fall  short  of  his  immortal  harmony, 
Thy  gentle  heart  will  pardon  me  the  crime. 
Thou,  in  the  pride  of  beauty  and  of  youth, 

Spakett;  and  for  thee  to  speak  and  be  obey'd 
Are  one ;  but  only  in  the  sunny  South 

Such  toomb  are  utter'd,  and  such  charms  di«play'd, 
So  sweet  a  language  from  so  fair  a  mouth— 

Ah !  to  what  effort  would  it  not  persuade? 
ilaveniui,  Jkim  at,  1819. 


PREFACE. 


Im  ihe  course  of  a  visit  to  the  city  of  Ravenna,  in  the 
summer  of  1 8 1 9,  it  was  suggested  to  the  author  that, 
having  composed  something  on  the  subject  of  Tasao's 
confinement,  he  should  do  the  same  on  Danle's  exile — 
Uie  tomb  of  the  poet  forming  one  of  the  principal 
objects  of  interest  in  that  city,  both  to  the  native  and 
to  the  stranger. 

«  On  this  hiat  I  spake,»  and  the  result  has  been  the 
following  four  cantos,  in  tcrxa  rima,  now  offered  to 
the  render.    If  they  are  understood  and  approved,  it  is 
my  purpose  to  continue  ihe  poem  ia  various  other  can- 
tos to  its  natural  conclusion  in  the  present  age.     The 
reader   ia  requested  to  suppose  that  Dante  addf««.«c» 
him  in  the  interval  between  tlie  conclusion  of  the  Di- 
1    vina  Gommedia  and  liis  death,  and  shortly  before  the 
1   latter  event,  foretelling  the  fortunes  of  Italy  in  general 
in  the  ensuing  centuries.     In  adopting  this  plan  I  have 
bad  in  my  mind  the  Caj^sandra  of  Lycopluvn,  and  the 
Prophecy  of  Nereus  by  Horace,  as  well  as  the  Prophe- 
cies of  Holy  Writ.    The  measure  adopted  is  the  terza 
riina  of  Dante,  which  I  am  not  aware  to  have  seen 
hitherto  tried  in  our  language,  except  it  may  be  by 
Mr  Hayley,  of  whose  translation  I  never  saw  but  one 
extract,  quoted  in  the  notes  to  Caliph  Vathek;  so  tliat 
—  if  I  do  not  err — this  poem  may  be  considered  as  a 
metrical  experiment.    The  cantos  are  sliort,  and  about 
the  same  length  of  those  of  the  poet  whose  name  I 
have  borrowed,  and  most  probably  taken  in  vain. 

Amongst  the  inconveniences  of  authors  in  the  prc- 
f^cnt  day,  it  is  difficult  for  any  who  have  a  name, 
i;ood  or  bad,  to  escape  translation.  I  have  bad  the 
fortune  to  sec  the  fourth  canto  of  Cbilde  Harold  trans- 


lated into  IlaKao  veni  iciolti—fhat  is,  a  poem  written 
in  the  Spetutrtmn  tinnza  into  hiank  vertex  without 
regard  to  the  natural  divistoos  of  the  stanta,  or  of  the 
sense.  If  the  preeent  poem,  being  on  a  national  topic, 
should  cbaoee  to  aocftervo  the  same  fale,  I  would  re- 
quest the  Italian  reader  to  rraiember,  that  when  I  have 
fiiiled  in  the  imitation  of  bit  great  « Padre  Alighier,* 
I  have  fciled  in  imiuiing  that  which  all  ttndy  and  few 
understand;  tince  to  this  very  day  it  it  not  yet  settled 
what  was  the  meaning  of  the  allegory  in  the  fint  canto 
of  the  Inferno,  nalcat  Q>nnt  Marchetti't  ingeniout  and 
probable  conjecture  may  be  conMdered  at  having  de- 
cided the  question. 

Ue  may  also  pardon  my  failure  tlw  more,  at  I  am 
not  quite  ture  Chat  he  would  be  pleated  with  my  »uc- 
ceM,  tince  the  Italians,  with  a  pardonable  nationality, 
are  particularly  jealons  of  all  that  is  left  them  as  a 
nation— their  lileraiure;  and,  in  the  present  bittemett 
of  the  classic  and  romantic  war,  are  bnt  ill  disposed  to 
permit  a  foreigner  even  to  approve  or  imitate  tliem,  wiih- 
'out  finding  tome  fault  with  his  ullnmoQlane  presump- 
tion. I  can  easily  enter  into  all  tbit,  knowing  what 
would  be  tliought  in  England  of  an  Italian  imitator  of 
Milton,  or  if  a  transhition  of  Monti,  or  Pindemonie,  or 
Arici,  should  be  held  up  to  the  rising  generation  as  a 
model  for  tlieir  future  poetical  essays.  Rut  1  perceive 
that  1  am  deviating  into  an  address  to  the  Ittlian  reader, 
when  my  business  is  with  the  English  one,  and,  be  they 
few  or  many,  I  must  take  my  leave  of  both. 
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Once  more  ia  man's  frail  woHd!  which  I  had  left 
So  long  that 't  was  forgotten ;  and  I  feel 
The  weight  of  clay  again,— too  soon  bereft 

Of  the  immortal  vision  wliich  could  heal 
My  earthly  sorrows,  and  to  God's  own  skies 
Lift  me  from  that  deep  gulf  without  rrpeal. 

Where  late  my  ears  rung  with  the  damned  cries 
Of  souls  in  hopeless  bale !  and  from  that  place 
X)f  IcKser  torment,  whence  men  may  arise 

Pure  from  the  fire  to  join  the  angelic  race ; 
'Midst  whom  my  own  bright  Beatrice  bless'd  ■ 
My  spirit  with  her  light;  and  to  the  base 

Of  the  Eternal  Triad!  first,  last,  best, 

Mysterious,  three,  sole,  infinite,  great  God ! 
Soul  universal!  led  the  mortal  guest, 

IJoblasted  by  the  glory,  though  he  trod 
From  star  to  star  to  reach  the  almighty  throne. 
Oh  Beatrice !  whose  sweet  limbs  the  sod 
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So  long  bath  press'd,  and  the  cold  marble  xtone. 
Thou  sole  pure  seraph  of  my  earliest  love, 
Love  so  iaeffable,  and  to  alone. 

That  nought  on  earth  could  more  my  bosom  move. 
And  meetini;  thee  in  heaven  was  but  to  meet 
That  vrithout  vrbich  my  soul,  like  the  arklest  dove, 

[lad  virander'd  still  in  search  of,  nor  her  feet 
Relieved  her  vring  till  found;  without  thy  light 
My  paradise  had  still  been  incomplete.  ' 

Since  my  tenth  sun  gave  summer  to  my  sight 
Thou  -wert  my  life,  the  essence  of  my  thought. 
Loved  ere  I  knew  the  name  of  love,  and  bright 

Still  in  these  dim  old  eyes,  now  overwrought 

With  the  world's  war,  and  years,  and  banisbmcm, 
And  tears  for  thee,  by  other  woes  untaught; 

For  mine  is  not  a  nature  to  be  bent 
By  tyrannous  Action,  and  the  brawling  crowd ; 
And  though  the  long,  long  conOict  hath  been  spent 

In  vain;  and  never  more,  save  when  the  cloud 
Which  overhangs  ilie  Apennine,  my  mind's  eye 
Pierces  to  fancy  Florence,  once  so  proud 

(>f  me,  can  I  return,  though  but  to  die, 
Unto  my  native  soil,  they  have  not  yet 
Quench'd  the  old  exile's  spirit,  stem  and  high. 

Hut  the  sun,  though  not  overcast,  must  set, 
And  the  night  cometh;  I  am  old  in  days, 
And  deeds,  and  contemplation,  and  have  met 

bofitruction  face  to  face  in  all  his  ways. 

The  world  hath  left  me,  what  it  found  me — pure  . 
And  if  1  have  not  gather  d  yet  its  praise, 

t  sought  it  not  by  any  baser  lure. 

Man  wrongs,  and  Time  avenges;  and  my  name 
May  form  a  monument  not  all  obscure, 

Though  such  was  not  my  ambition's  end  or  aim, 
To  add  to  the  vain-glorious  list  of  those 
Who  dabble  in  the  pettiness  of  fame, 

And  make  men's  fickle  breath  the  wind  that  blows 
Their  sail,  and  deem  it  glory  to  be  class'd 
With  conquerors,  and  virtue's  other  foes. 

In  bloody  chronicles  of  ages  past. 

I  would  have  had  ray  Florence  great  and  free  :  3 
Oh  Florence!  Florence!  unto  me  thou  wast 

Like  that  Jerusalem  which  the  Almighty  He 

Wept  over :  «  but  thou  wouldst  not.»  As  tlie  bird 
Gathers  its  young,  I  would  have  gaihcr'd  thee 

beneath  a  parent  pinion,  hadst  thou  heard 
My  voice;  but  as  the  adder,  deaf  and  fierce, 
Against  the  breast  that  cherisli'd  thee  was  siin'd 

Thy  venom,  and  my  state  thou  didst  amerce, 
And  doom  this  body  forfeit  to  the  fire. 
Alas !  how  bitter  in  his  country's  curse 

To  him  who  for  that  country  would  expire! 
But  did  not  merit  to  expire  by  her. 
And  lo%'es  her,  loves  her  even  in  her  ire. 

The  day  may  come  when  she  will  cease  to  err, 
The  day  may  come  she  would  be  proud  to  have 
The  dust  she  dooms  to  scatter,  ♦  and  transfer 

Of  him,  whom  she  denied  a  home,  the  grave. 
But  this  shall  not  be  granted ;  let  my  dust 
Lie  where  it  falls;  nor  shall  the  soil  which  g.ive 

.Me  breath,  but  in  her  sudden  fury  thrust 
Me  forth  to  breathe  elsewhere,  so  re^ssumc 
My  iiiclijjiiaul  bones,  because  her  angry  gust 

Forsooth  is  over  and  rcpeal'd  her  doom. 

No,— she  denied  me  what  was  mine — my  roof 
And  shall  not  have  what  i*  not  hers — mv  tom!>. 


Too  long  her  armed  wrath  hath  kept  aloof 

The  breast  which  would  liave  bled  for  her,  the  heart 
That  beat,  the  mind  that  was  temptation-proof. 

The  man  who  fought,  toil'd,  travell'd  and  eadi  pan 
Of  a  true  citizen  fulfiU'd,  and  saw 
For  his  reward  the  Guelfs  ascendant  art 

Pass  his  destruction  even  into  a  law. 
These  things  are  not  made  for  forgetfulness — 
Florence  shall  be  forgotten  fiist ;  too  raw 

The  wound,  too  deep  the  wrong,  and  the  distress 
Of  such  endurance  too  prolong'd  to  make 
My  pardon  greater,  her  injustice  less. 

Though  late  repented  :  yet — yet  for  her  sake 
I  feel  some  fonder  yearnings,  and  for  thine. 
My  own  Beatrice,  I  would  hardly  take 

Vengeance  upon  the  land  which  once  was  mine. 
And  still  is  hallow'd  by  thy  dusts  return, 
Which  would  protect  the  murderess  like  a  thrioc, 

And  save  ten  thousand  foes  by  thy  sole  urn. 
Though,  like  old  Marius  from  Mintumae's  marsli 
And  Carthage'  ruins,  my  lone  breast  may  buro 

At  times  with  evil  feelings  hot  and  harsh, 
And  sometimes  the  last  pangs  of  a  vile  foe 
Writhe  in  a  dream  before  me,  and  o'er-arch 

My  brow  with  hopes  of  triumph, — let  them  go  *. 
Such  are  the  last  infirmities  of  those 
Who  long  have  suffer'd  more  than  mortal  woe. 

And  yet  being  mortal  still,  have  no  repose 
But  on  the  pillow  of  Revenge — Revenge, 
Who  sleeps  to  dream  of  blood,  and  waJuag  glovK 

With  the  oft-baffled,  slakeless  thirst  of  cliange. 
When  we  shall  mount  again,  and  they  tliat  trod 
Be  trampled  on,  while  Death  and  Ate  range 

O'er  humbled  heads  and  sever'd  necks. — Great  God' 
Take  these  thoughts  from  me — to  thy  hands  I  yield 
My  many  wrongs,  and  thine  almighty  rod 

Will  fall  on  tlrase  who  smote  me, — be  my  shield! 
As  thou  hast  been  in  peril,  and  in  pain, 
In  turbulent  cities,  and  the  tented  field — 

In  toil,  and  many  troubles  borne  in  vain 
For  Florence. — I  appeal  from  her  to  Thetf 
Thee,  whom  I  late  saw  in  thy  loftiest  reign. 

Even  in  that  glorious  vision,  which  to  see 
And  live  was  never  granted  until  now, 
And  yet  thou  hast  permitted  this  to  me. 

Alas!  with  what  a  weight  upon  my  brow 
The  sense  of  earth  and  earthly  things  comes  back. 
Corrosive  pa$c.ions,  feelings  dull  and  low. 

The  heart's  quick  throb  upon  the  mental  rack, 
Long  day,  and  dreary  night;  the  retrospect 
Of  half  a  century  bloody  and  black. 

And  the  frail  few  years  I  may  yet  expect 
Hoary  and  hopeless,  but  less  hard  to  bear; 
For  I  have  been  too  long  and  deeply  wreck'd 

On  the  lone  rock  of  desolate  despair 
To  lift  my  eyes  more  to  the  passing  sail 
Whieh  shuns  that  reef  so  horrible  and  bare; 

Nor  rai^e  my  voice — for  who  would  heed  my  waW" 
I  am  not  of  this  people,  nor  this  age; 
And  yet  my  harpings  will  unfold  a  tale 

Which  shall  preserve  these  times,  when  not  a  pag* 
Of  their  perturbed  annals  could  attmct 
An  eye  to  gaze  upon  their  civil  rage, 

hid  not  my  verse  embalm  full  many  an  act 
Worthless  as  they  who  wrought  it :  't  is  the  doom 
Of  spirits  of  my  order  to  be  rack'd 
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lu  life,  to  wear  lUeir  hearts  out,  and  cootume 

Tlieir  clays  Ui  eodlest  strife,  and  die  alone; 

Then  future  thousands  crowd  around  their  tomb, 
An«l  |iilgriais  come  firom  ciimes  where  they  have  known 

The  name  of  him — who  now  is  but  a  name. 

And  wasiinf  homage  o'er  the  sullen  stone 
Sjirrad  his'-by  him  unheard,  unheeded— >(ame ; 

AikI  mine  at  least  hath  cost  me  dear  :  to  die 

is  nothing;  but  to  wither  thus— to  tanw 
My  mind  down  from  ils  own  infinity— 

To  live  iu  narrow  ways  with  little  mea, 

A  common  sight  to  every  common  eye, 
A  wanderer,  while  even  wolves  can  find  a  deu, 

Kipp'd  from  all  kindred,  from  all  home,  all  things 

Tliat  make  communion  sweet,  and  soften  pain — 
To  feel  me  in  the  solitude  of  kings* 

Without  the  power  that  makes  them  bear  a  crown— 

To  envy  every  dove  bis  ue&t  and  wings 
Which  waft  him  where  the  Apeunioe  looks  down 

t  h»  Amo,  till  he  perchi^,  it  may  be. 

Within  my  all-inexorable  town, 
Where  yet  my  boys  are,  and  that  fatal  shc,^ 

Their  mother,  the  cold  partner  who  hath  brought 

Destruction  for  a  dowry — this  to  sec 
And  feel,  and  know  without  repair,  hath  taught 

A  bitter  lesson;  but  it  leaves  me  free  : 

I  have  not  vilely  found,  nor  ba&ely  sought.— 
They  made  an  exile— not  a  slave  of  me. 


CANTO  H. 

The  spirit  of  the  lervcnt  days  of  oU, 

When  words  were  things  that  oame  to  pasis  and 
thought 

Flasii'd  o'er  the  futuiv,  bidding  men  behold 
Their  children's  children's  doom  already  brought 

Forth  from  the  abyss  of  time  which  is  to  be ; 

The  cliaus  of  events,  where  lie  half-wrought 
Shapes  that  must  undergo  mortality; 

What  the  great  seers  of  Israel  wore  withiu, 

That  spurit  waa  on  ihem,  and  is  on  me : 
Ami  if,  Cissandra-iike,  amidst  the  din 

Of  conilici  none  will  hear,  or  hearing  heed. 

This  voice  from  out  the  wiideruess,  tlie  sin    . 
be  theirs,  and  my  own  feehngs  be  ray  meed, 

The  only  guerdon  I  have  ever  known. 

Hnst  thou  not  hied  I  and  bast  timu  still  to  bleed, 
lulia?  All!  to  me  such  tilings,  foreshown 

With  dim  sepulchral  light,  bid  me  forget 

III  thine  irreparable  wrougs  my  own. 
We  can  have  but  one  country,  and  even  yet 

Thou'rt  mine— my  bones  shall  be  within  lliy  brcaat, 

3ly  soul  within  thy  language,  which  once  set 
With  our  old  Roman  sway  in  the  wide  west; 

Uut  I  will  make  anotlier  tongue  arise 

As  lofty  and  mora  sweet,  in  which  exprest 
The  hero's  ardour,  or  the  lover'*  sight. 

Shall  find  alike  such  sounds  for  every  tlieme, 

That  every  word,  as  brilliant  as  tliy  skies, 
Shall  realise  a  poet's  proudest  draara, 

And  make  thee  Kurofxi's  nightingale  of  song; 

So  tlial  all  present  speech  to  thine  sh;ill  seem 
The  note  of  meaner  birds,  and  every  tongue 

Confess  its  barbarism  when  compared  wiilt  thuic 


This  shalt  thou  owe  to  him  thou  didst  so  wroag, 
Tliy  Tuscan  bard,  the  banish'd  GhibeUine. 

Woe!  woe!  the  veil  of  coming  centime* 

Is  rent, — a  thousand  yean,  which  yet  tupina 
Lie  like  the  ocean  waves  ere  winds  arise. 

Heaving  in  dark  and  sullen  nndulation. 

Float  from  eternity  into  these  eyet; 
The  storms  yet  sleep,  the  clouds  still  keep  tbdr  statioa, 

The  unbom  earthquake  yet  is  in  the  womb. 

The  bloody  chaos  yet  expecu  creation, 
But  all  things  are  disposing  for  thy  doom; 

The  elements  await  but  for  the  woni^ 

«bet  there  be  darkness!*  and  thou  geow'st  a  imnb! 
Yes!  thou,  so  beautiful  shalt  fed  the  sword. 

Thou,  Italy!  so  fair  that  paradise. 

Revived  in  thee,  blooms  forth  to  man  restored: 
All !  must  the  ions  of  Adam  lose  it  twice? 

Thou!  Italy!  whose  ever^deo  fiekU, 

Plough'd  by  the  sunbeams  solely,  would  suffice 
For  the  world's  granary;  thou  whose  sky  heaven  giUs 

With  brighter  stars, and  robes  with  deeper  blue; 

Thou,  in  whose  pleasant  places  siunmar  builds 
Her  palace,  in  whose  cradle  empire  giew, 

And  form'd  the  eternal  city's  omamcnla 
From  spoils  of  kings  whom  freemen  ovenhnw; 
Birth-place  of  heroes,  aanctuary  of  saints. 

Where  eartlily  first,  than  haavenly  ghwy  nnda 

Her  home ;  thou,  all  which  fondest  £uicy  pninu 
And  finds  her  prior  vision  but  pnrtray'd 

In  feeble  colours,  when  the  eye—frMB  the  Alp 

Of  horrid  show,  and  rock  and  shaggy  shade 
Of  desert^ving  pina,  wlwse  eoMiald  scalp 

Kods  to  the  storm— dilates  and  doles  o'er  thee, 

And  wistfully  implores,  as  t  were,  for  halp 
To  see  thy  sunny  fields,  my  Italy, 

Nearer  and  nearer  yet,  and  dcnrer  stall 

The  more  approach'd,  and  dearest  were  they  free. 
Thou — ihou  mast  wither  lo  each  tyrant's  will : 

The  Goth  hath  been,— Che  German,  Frank,  and  Hnn, 

Are  yet  to  come,— and  ou  the  Imperial  hill 
Ruin,  already  proud  of  the  deeds  done 

By  the  oM  barbarians,  there  avraiu  the  new, 

Tltrooed  on  the  IVibtine,  while,  lost  and  won, 
Rome  at  her  feet  lies  bleeding;  and  cbe  hoe 

Of  human  sacrifice  and  Unman  tbughier 

Troubles  the  dotted  air,  of  late  so  blue, 
And  deepens  iolo  red  the  saffron  water 

Of  Tiber,  Uiick  with  dead ;  the  hdplcss  priest. 

And  still  more  helpless  nor  less  holy  daughter, 
Yow'd  to  tlieir  god,  have  shrieking  He«l,  and  ceased 

Their  miiiistry :  the  nations  take  llieir  prey, 

Iberian,  Almain,  Lombard,  and  the  beast 
And  bird,  wolf,  vulture,  more  humane  than  they 

Are;  these  but  gorge  the  flesh  and  lap  the  gore 

Of  the  departed,  and  then  go  their  way ; 
But  those,  the  human  savages,  explore 

All  paths  of  torture,  and  insatiate  yet 

With  UgoUno  hunger  prowl  for  more. 
Nine  moons  sliall  rise  o'er  scenes  like  this  and  set ,  ^ 

The  chielless  army  of  the  dead,  which  late 

Beneath  the  traitor  princes  banner  met, 
lldth  left  iu  leader's  ashes  at  the  gate; 

Had  but  the  royal  rebel  lived,  perchance 

Thou  hadst  been  spared,  but  bis  involved  thy  fate. 
( )h !  Home,  the  spoiler  of  the  spod  of  France, 

From  Brennus  to  the  Bourbon,  never,  never 
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Shall  foreign  standard  to  thy  walls  advance, 
But  Tiber  shall  become  a  mournful  river 
Oh!  when  the  strangers  pass  the  Alps  and  Po, 
Crush  them,  ye  rocks !  floods,  whelm  tlicm,  and  for 


ever 


I 


Why  sleep  the  idle  aralanches  so. 

To  topple  on  the  lonely  pilgrim's  head  ? 
Why  doth  Eridanus  but  ovcrfloNV 

The  peasant's  harvest  from  his  turbid  bed? 

Were  not  each  barbarous  horde  a  nobler  prey? 
Over  Carahyses'  host  the  desert  spread 

Ilcr  sandy  ocean,  and  the  sea-waves'  sway 

RoII'd  over  Pharaoh  and  his  thousands, — why, 
Mountains  and  waters,  do  ye  not  as  they  7 

And  you,  ye  men !  Romans,  who  dare  not  die, 
Sons  of  the  conquerors  who  overthrew 
Those  who  o'erthrew  proud  Xerxes,  where  yet  lie 

The  dead  whose  tomb  oblivion  never  Knew, 
Arc  the  Alps  weaker  than  ThermopyKc? 
Their  passes  more  alliirint;  to  the  view 

Of  an  invader?  i«>  it  they,  or  ye 

Tint  to  each  host  the  mountain-gate  unbar. 
And  leave  the  march  in  peace,  the  passage  free  ? 

Why,  Nature's  self  detains  the  victor's  car. 
And  makes  your  land  impregnable,  if  earth 
Could  be  so:  but  alone  she  vill  not  war, 

Yet  aids  the  warrior  worthy  of  his  birth. 

In  a  soil  where  the  mothers  bring  forth  men ! 
Not  so  with  those  whose  souls  are  little  worth ; 

For  them  no  fortress  can  avail, — the  den 
Of  the  poor  reptile  which  preserves  its  sting 
Is  more  secure  than  walls  of  adamant,  when 

The  hearts  of  those  within  are  quivering. 
Are  ye  not  brave  1  Yes,  yet  the  Ausoniau  soil 
Iljth  hearts,  and  hands,  and  arms,  and  hosts  to  bring 

Against  oppression;  but  how  \ain  the  toil. 
While  still  division  sows  the  seeds  of  moc 
And  weakness,  till  the  stranger  reaps  the  s|>oii. 

Oh !  my  own  beauteous  land  !  so  long  liiid  low, 
So  long  the  gra\c  of  lliy  own  cliiUlren*  hopes, 
When  there  is  but  required  a  single  blow 

To  brcik  the  chain,  yet — yet  the  avenger  slops, 
And  doubt  and  discord  step  'iwixl  tiiine  and  thee. 
And  join  their  strength  to  that  which  with  thee  copes: 

What  is  there  wanting  then  m  srt  thee  free. 
And  show  thy  beauty  in  its  fullest  light? 
To  make  the  Alps  impassable ;  and  wc, 

ller  sons,  may  do  this  with  one  deed Unite! 


I 
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From  ont  the  mass  of  never-dying  ill. 

The  plague,  the  prince,  the  stranf.cr,  aud  the  sword, 
Vials  of  wrath  but  emptied  to  rrhll 

\nil  How  again,  I  cannot  all  record 
That  crowds  on  my  prophetic  eye  :  the  earth 
And  ocean  written  o'er  would  not  afford 

Space  for  the  annal ;  yet  it  sli^ll  no  forth  ; 

Yes,  all,  though  not  by  human  pen,  is  graven, 
There  where  the  farthe«.i  suns  and  stars  have  birth. 

Sj-rcid  like  a  banner  at  the  gale  of  hea\en, 
The  bloody  srrnll  of  our  millennial  wrongs 
Waves,  and  the  echo  of  oui  |;roans  is  <lnvcn 

Aihuait  the  sourul  of  arcliani'.elie  <on{pi. 


And  Italy,  the  martyr'd  nation's  gore, 
Will  not  in  vain  arise  to  where  belongs 

Omnipotence  and  mercy  evermore  : 

Like  to  a  harp-string  stricken  by  the  wind, 
The  sound  of  her  lament  shall,  rising  o'er 

The  seraph  voices,  touch  the  Almighty  Mind. 
Meantime  I,  humblest  of  thy  sons,  and  of 
Earth's  dust  by  immortality  refined 

To  sense  and  suffering,  though  the  vain  may  scoff, 
And  tyrants  threat,  and  meeker  victims  bow 
Ifefore  the  storm  because  its  breath  Is  rough, 

To  thee,  my  country!  whom  before,  as  now, 
I  loved  and  love,  devote  the  mournful  lyre 
And  melancholy  gift  high  powers  allow 

To  read  the  future ;  and  if  now  my  fire 
Is  not  as  once  it  shone  o'er  thee,  forgive ! 
I  but  foretel  thy  forinnes — then  expire; 

Think  not  that  I  would  look  on  them  and  Hve. 
A  spirit  forces  me  to  see  and  sp(;ak, 
And  for  my  guerdon  grants  not  lo  survive: 

.My  heart  shall  be  pour  d  over  thee  and  break  •' 
Yet  for  a  moment,  ere  I  must  resume 
Thy  sable  web  of  sorrow,  let  me  take. 

Over  the  gleams  that  flash  athwart  thy  gloom, 

A  softer  glimpse;  some  stars  shine  through  thy  night, 

And  many  meteors,  and  above  thy  tomb 

Leans  sculptured  beauty,  which  death  cannot  blight; 
And  from  thine  ashes  boundless  spirits  rise 
To  give  thee  honour  and  the  earth  delight; 

Thy  soil  shall  still  be  pregnant  with  the  wise. 
The  gay,  the  learn'd,  the  generous,  and  the  brave, 
Native  lo  thee  as  summer  to  thy  skies, 

Conquerors  on  foreign  shores  and  the  far  wave,  7 
Discoverers  of  new  worlds,  which  take  their  name ;  * 
For  thee  alone  they  have  no  arm  to  sa\e, 

And  all  thy  recompense  is  in  their  fame, 
A  noble  one  to  them,  but  not  to  thee — 
Shall  they  be  glorious,  and  thou  still  the  same? 

Oil  !  more  than  these  illustrious  far  shall  be 
The  being — and  even  yt  t  he  may  be  born — 
The  mortal  s.iviour  who  shall  set  thoe  free, 

.\nd  see  thv  <liad(ni.  so  changed  aiul  worn 
By  fresh  barbarians,  on  thy  brow  replaced; 
And  (he  sweet  sim  replenishing  thy  morn. 

Thy  moral  morn,  too  long  with  clouds  defaced 
Aud  noxious  vapours  from  Avernus  risen. 
Such  as  all  they  must  breathe  who  are  debased 

lly  servitude,  and  have  the  mind  in  prison. 
Yet  through  this  centuried  eclipse  of  woe 
Some  voiees  shall  be  heard,  and  earth  shall  listen; 

IVmIs  shall  follow  in  the  p.ith  I  show. 

And  make  it  broader  ;  the  same  brilliant  sky 
Which  cheers  the  birds,  to  song  shall  bid  themglo*, 

And  raise  their  notes  as  natural  and  high  ; 

Tuiu'ful  shall  be  their  numbers  :  they  shall  sini; 
Many  of  love,  aud  some  of  liberty; 

Hut  few  shall  so.ir  upon  that  eagles  wing. 
And  look  in  the  sun's  face  with  eagle's  gaic 
All  free  and  fearless  as  the  featherd  king, 

I'.iit  fly  more  near  the  earth;  how  many  a  phrase 
Siiiiliiiie  shall  lavish d  he  on  some  small  pnnce. 
In  all  the  prodigality  of  praise! 

An  I  lan{]uaj;e,  eloquently  false,  evince 

The  harlotry  of  genius,  which,  like  beauty. 
Too  oft  for(;ets  its  own  self-reverence, 

Ami  look-,  on  prosiilutiou  as  a  duty. 
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He  who  once  enters  io  a  tyrant's  hall  f 

As  goest  is  slave,  his  tbou^ts  become  a  booty. 

And  the  first  day  which  sees  the  chain  cnihral 
A  captive  lees  hb  half  of  manhood  gone — ■* 
The  sours  emasculation  saddens  all 

His  spirit :  thiu  the  bard  too  near  the  throne, 
Quails  from  his  inspiration,  bound  10  please, — 
How  servile  is  the  task  to  please  alone  ! 

To  smooth  the  verse  to  suit  his  sovereign's  ease 
And  royal  leisure,  nor  too  much  prolong 
Auglit  save  his  eulogy,  and  find,  and  seiie, 

Or  force  or  forge  fit  argument  of  song ! 

Thus  irammell'd,  thus  coodemn'd  to  flattery's  trebles. 
He  toils  through  all,  still  trembling  to  be  wrong  : 

For  fear  some  noble  thoughts,  like  heavenly  rebels, 
Should  rise  up  in  high  treason  to  his  brain. 
He  sings,  as  the  Athenian  spoke,  vrith  pebbles 

In 's  month,  lest  troth  should  stammer  through  his 
strain. 
But  out  of  the  long  file  of  sonnetteers 
There  shall  be  some  who  will  not  sing  in  vain , 

And  he,  their  prince,  shall  rank  Among  my  peers,  «* 
And  love  shall  be  his  torment ;  but  his  grief 
Shall  make  an  immortality  of  tears. 

And  luly  shall  hail  him  as  the  chief 
Of  poet  lovers,  and  his  higher  song 
Of  freedom  wreathe  him  with  as  green  a  leaf. 

But  in  a  further  age  shall  rise  along 

Tlie  banks  of  Po  two  greater  still  than  lie, 

The  world  which  smiled  on  him  shall  do  them  wrong 

Till  thfy  are  ashes  and  repose  with  me. 
The  first  will  make  an  epoch  with  liift  lyre. 
And  fill  the  earth  with  feats  of  chivalry  : 

His  fancy  like  a  rainbow,  and  his  fire 

Like  that  of  heavrn,  immortal,  and  his  thought 
Borne  onward  wiih  a  wing  thai  cannot  tire  : 

Pleasure  shall,  like  a  butlerfly  new  caught. 
Flutter  her  lovely  pinions  o'er  his  theme, 
And  art  itself  seem  into  nature  wrought 

By  the  transparency  of  his  bright  dream. — 
The  second ,  of  a  tenderer ,  udder  mood. 
Shall  pour  his  soul  out  o'er  Jerusalem  : 

He,  too,  shall  sing  of  arms,  and  christian  blood 
Shed  where  Christ  bled  for  man;  and  his  high  harp 
Shall,  by  the  willow  over  Jordan's  flood. 

Revive  a  song  of  Sion,  and  the  sharp 
Con  diet,  and  final  triumph  of  the  brave 
And  pious,  and  the  strife  of  hell  to  warp 

Their  hearts  from  their  great  purpose,  until  wave 
The  red-cross  banners  where  the  first  red  cross 
Was  crimson'd  from  his  veins  who  died  to  save, 

Shall  be  his  sacred  argnmeot;  the  loss 

Of  years ,  of  fevour,  free<lom,  even  of  fame 

Contested  for  a  time,  while  the  smooth  gloM 

Of  courts  would  slide  o'er  his  forgotten  name, 
.\nd  call  captivity  a  kindness,  meant 
To  shield  him  from  insanity  or  shame ; 

Surh  shall  be  his  meet  guerdon !  who  was  sent 
To  be  Christ's  laureate — they  reward  him  well ! 
Florence  dooms  me  but  death  or  banishment, 

Fcrrara  him  a  pittance  and  a  cell, 
Harder  to  bear  and  less  deserved,  for  I 
Had  stung  the  factions  which  I  strove  to  quell ; 

But  this  meek  man,  who  with  a  lover's  eye 

Will  look  on  earth  and  heaven,  and  who  will  deign 
To  embalm  with  his  celestial  flattery 


As  poor  a  thing  as  e'er  was  spawn'd  to  reigo, 
What  will  he  do  to  merit  such  a  doom? 
Perhaps  he  'U  lovc-'and  b  not  love  in  vain 

Torture  enough  without  a  living  tomb  ? 
Yet  it  will  be  so — he  and  his  compeer. 
The  Bard  of  chivalry,  will  both  consume 

In  penury  and  pain  too  many  a  year, 
And,  dying  In  despondency,  bequeath 
To  the  kind  worid,  which  scarce  will  yield  a  Unr, 

A  heritage  enriching  all  who  breathe 
With  the  wealth  of  a  genuine  poet's  soul, 
And  to  their  country  a  redoubled  wreath, 

(Jnmatch'd  by  time ;  not  Hellas  can  unrol 
Through  her  olympiads  two  such  names,  Ihoogh 
Of  hers  be  mighty.— And  b  thb  the  whole 

Of  such  men's  destiny  beneath  the  sub  ? 

Must  all  the  finer  tfaoughu,  the  thrillii^  sense. 
The  electric  blood  with  which  their  arteries  mn, 

Their  body's  sel^tllned  soul  with  the  intense 
Feeling  of  that  which  is,  and  fancy  of 
That  which  should  be,  to  such  a  recompcme 

Conduct  T  shall  their  bright  plumage  on  the  rough 
Storm  be  still  scatler'dT  Yes,  and  it  musl  be. 
For,  form'd  of  far  too  penetrable  stuff. 

These  birds  of  paradise  but  long  to  flee 

Back  to  their  native  mansion ;  soon  they  find 
Eartli's  mist  with  their  pure  pinions  not  agree, 

And  die,  or  are  degraded,  for  the  mind 
Succumbs  to  long  infection,  and  despair. 
And  vulture  passions,  flying  close  behind, 

Await  the  moment  to  assail  and  tear; 
And  when  at  length  the  winged  wanderers  stoop, 
Then  b  the  prey-birds',  triumph,  llien  they  share 

The  spoil,  o'erpower  d  at  length  by  one  fell  swoop. 
Yet  some  liave  been  untouch'd,  who  learn'd  to  bear, 
Some  whom  no  power  could  ever  force  to  droop, 

Who  conid  resist  themselves  even,  hardest  care ! 
And  task  most  hopeless;  but  some  such  have  been : 
And  if  my  name  amongst  the  number  were, 

Tiiat  destiny  austere,  and  yet  serene. 

Were  prouder  than  more  daulinj  fame  noblest. 
The  Alp's  snow  summit  nearer  heaven  is  seen 

Than  the  volcano's  fierce  eruptive  crest. 

Whose  splendour  from  the  blick  abyss  is  flung. 
While  the  scorch'd  mountain,  from  whose  burning 
breast 

A  temporary  torturing  flame  is  wnmg, 
Shines  for  a  night  of  terror,  then  repels 
Its  fire  back  to  the  hell  from  whence  it  sprung. 

The  hell  which  in  its  entrails  ever  dwells. 


CANTO  IV. 


Ms  NT  are  poets  who  have  never  penn'd 
Their  inspiration,  and  perchance  the  best : 
Tliey  felt,  and  loved,  and  died,  but  would  not  lead 

Their  thoughts  to  meaner  beings;  they  compress'd 
The  god  within  them,  and  rejoin'd  the  stars 
Onlanrell'd  upon  earth,  but  far  more  blest 

Than  those  who  are  degraded  by  the  jars 
Of  passion,  and  their  frailties  iink'd  to  feme. 
Conquerors  of  high  renown,  but  full  of  tears. 

Many  are  poets,  but  without  the  name ; 
For  what  is  poesy  but  to  create 
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From  ovcrF<!clia(;  gooil  or  ill;  and  aim 
At  an  external  life  beyond  our  fate, 

And  bo  the  new  Promctlieu.sof  new  men, 

l^cslowini;  lire  from  lieaveu,  and  then,  too  late, 
Kiiiiling  the  pleasure  given  repaid  ^ith  pain, 

And  vnltnrcs  to  the  heart  of  the  bestovcr, 

Wtio,  lia>iuu  lavish'd  his  hi^h  t;ift  in  vain. 
Lies  chain'd  to  his  lone  rock  by  the  .sea-shore! 

So  be  it;  we  can  bear — Itut  thus  all  they, 

Whose  intellect  is  an  o'erma.stcria|;  power, 
Which  still  recoils  from  its  cncumberiog  clay, 

Or  li(;hieus  it  to  spirit,  whatsoe'er 

The  form  which  their  creations  may  e<>say. 
Are  bards.     The  kindled  niarblc's  bust  may  wear 

More  poesy  upon  its  speaking;  brow 

Than  au*;lit  less  thau  the  Homeric  page  may  bear; 
One  noble  stroke  with  a  whole  life  may  (jlow. 

Or  deify  the  canvass  till  it  shine 

Willi  beauty  so  surpassing  all  below, 
That  they  who  kueel  to  idols  so  divine 

Ureak  no  comniaiidmeni,  for  hi(;h  heaven  is  there 

Transfused,  transH^^uralcd  :  and  the  line 
Of  poesy  which  peoples  but  the  air 

NYiih  thought  and  beings  of  our  thought  reflected, 

(]an  do  no  more  :  then  let  the  artist  share 
The  ]ialni,  he  shares  the  peril,  and  dejected 

Faints  o'er  the  labour  unapproved — Alas! 
Despair  and  genius  are  too  oft  connected. 
Within  the  ages  which  before  me  pass. 

An  shall  rcNume  and  c(|ual  even  the  sway 

Which  with  Apelles  and  old  Phidias 
She  held  in  Hellas'  unforgottea  day. 

Ye  shall  be  taught  by  ruin  to  revive 

The  Grecian  forms  at  least  from  their  decay. 
And  Roman  souls  at  last  again  shall  live 

In  Roman  works  wrought  by  Italian  hands, 

.\nd  temples  loftier  than  the  old  temples,  give 
New  wonders  lo  the  world;  and  while  still  st;(nds 

Till*  austere  Pantheon,  into  heaven  shall  soar 

A  dome,  ■'  its  image,  while  the  base  expands 
Into  a  fane  surpassing  all  befitre, 

Such  as  all  tiesh  ^hall  lluek  lo  kneel  in  :  ne'er 

Such  siglit  hath  been  unfuMed  by  ,i  door 
.As  this,  lu  which  all  nations  shall  repair. 

And  lay  their  .sins  at  this  huge  gate  uf  heaven. 

And  the  bold  .irchileei  unio  whose  care 
The  daring  charge  lo  raise  ii  shall  be  given. 

Whom  all  arts  shall  acknowledge  as  their  lord, 

W'hellier  into  the  marble  chaos  dri\en 
His  chisel  hid  the  Hebrew,  *^  at  whose  word 

Israel  left  Kgypt,  slop  ihe  waves  in  stone. 

Or  lines  of  hell  be  by  his  pencil  pour'd 
n\«r  the  datnn'd  bi'fore  the  Judgnieiit  ihroiie,  if 

Such  as  I  .saw  tln-ni,  such  as  .ill  %li.ill  see. 

Or  lanes  !>(■  I>uilt  of  j;raui)fur  \rl  unknown, 
The  stream  of  liis  great  (hougliis  sh.ill  spring  from  nic-,'-* 

The  (iliibelline,  who  Ira\ers4>d  the  three  realms 

Which  form  the  empire  of  eiernity. 
Au)i<lst  the  clash  of  svvords  and  clang  of  heluKs, 

The  <ige  which  I  aniicip.iit;,  in\  less 

Shall  he  the  age  of  beauty,  and  while  whelms 
(!alaniiiy  iln:  nations  \>iih  ilisire.ss, 

Tlirgi'iiiiis  of  my  coiiiiiry  sli  ill  arise 

A  I  edar  to%*ering  oVr  the  vmlcines.s 
l.oNely  in  .ill  its  itranche.-i  to  .dl  (Ais, 

I'ragr.uit  as  fair,  ami  iccogniscd  afai . 


Wafting  its  native  inceuse  through  the  skies. 
Sovereigns  shall  pause  amid  their  sport  of  war, 

Wcan'd  for  au  hour  from  blood,  (o  turn  aad  garc 

On  canvass  or  on  sioue;  and  they  who  mar 
.\ll  beauty  upon  earth,  compell'd  lo  praise, 

Shall  feel  the  power  of  that  which  they  de»>iroy  ; 

And  art's  mistaken  gratitude  shall  raise 
To  tyrants  who  but  take  her  for  a  toy 

Fmblems  and  monuments,  and  prostitute 

Her  charms  to  pontiffs  proud,  '^  who  but  employ 
The  man  of  genius  as  the  meanest  brute 

To  bear  a  burthen,  and  to  serve  a  need, 

To  sell  his  labours,  and  his  soul  lo  boot. 
Who  toils  for  nations  may  be  poor  indeed, 

l>ut  free;  who  sweats  for  monarchs  is  no  more 

Than  the  gilt  chamberlain,  who,  clothed  aud  feed. 
Stands  sleek  and  slavish  bowing  at  his  door. 

Oh,  Power  that  rulcst  aud  inspiresl!  how 

Is  it  thai  ihcy  on  cardi,  whosc  earthly  power 
Is  likest  thine  in  heaven  iu  outward  show, 

Least  like  to  thee  in  attributes  divine. 

Tread  on  the  universal  necks  that  bow; 
.\nd  then  assure  ns  that  their  rights  are  thine? 

And  how  is  it  that  they,  the  sons  of  fame. 

Whose  inspiration  seems  to  them  to  shine 
From  high,  they  whom  the  nations  of  lest  Dame, 

.Must  pass  their  days  in  penury  or  pain, 

Or  step  to  grandeur  through  the  paths  of  »UaiOf', 
And  wear  a  deeper  brand  and  gaudier  chain? 

Or  if  their  destiny  be  borne  aloof 

From  lowliness,  or  tempted  thence  iu  vain. 
In  their  own  souls  siLslain  a  harder  proof, 

The  inner  war  of  pas.sions  deep  and  Herec! 

Floicn<-e!  wlien  thy  harsh  sentence  raied  my  roof. 
I  lo\ed  thee,  but  the  vengi.ance  of  my  verse. 

The  hate  of  injuries,  which  every  year 

Makes  greater  and  accnniul.Ucs  my  curse, 
Shall  live,  outliving  all  thou  boldest  dear. 

Thy  pride,  thy  weallh,  ihy  freedom,  and  even  thut. 

The  most  infernal  of  all  c\ils  here. 
The  sway  of  petty  tyrants  in  a  stale; 

For  sueli  sway  is  not  limited  to  kings, 

And  demagogues  yield  to  them  but  in  dale 
As  swept  off  sooner;  in  all  deadly  things 

Whiih  make  men  hale  llioniseUes  and  one  aiiotlu.!. 

In  discoril,  cowardice,  cruelly,  all  ihat  springs 
From  Death,  the  Sin-horn's  iu<esl  with  his  molUc*r, 

In  rank  oppression  in  its  rude>l  ahape, 

Tlw  faction  chief  is  but  the  suliau'.s  brother, 
.\nil  the  worst  despots  far  les-;  human  ape. 

Florence!  when  ihis  lone  spirit  which  so  louy 

Yearu'd  as  tin;  captive  toiling  at  escajie, 
To  My  hick  to  thee  in  despite  of  wrong, 

.\n  exile,  siidJe-.l  td  all  prisoners. 

Who  Ims  the  whole  world  f«ir  a  dungeon  slroug. 
Seas,  nioiintains,  ;md  the  liori/.on's  verge  for  bars. 

Which  shut  htm  from  the  sole  small  spot  of  rarlli 

Where,  what.soe'er  his  fate — he  still  were  hrrs. 
Mis  rounlrv's,  and  mighl  die  where  he  had  birth. 

rioreiice!  when  this  lone  spirit  shall  return 

To  kirulred  -ipirits,  ihoii  will  feel  my  worth, 
\tH\  seek  In  honour  with  .m  empty  urn 

III.-  islicsihon  shall  iieerobiain. — .\la>! 

vcWIi.ii  Ii.i\e  I  d'Mie  lo  llu*e,  my  jM'ttple?  *» '7  Stt  t  a 
\re  .lit  thy  de,iliii|',s.  but  in  thi>  they  pass 

The  liniils  of  man  s  connnon  malice,  for 
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All  lliat  a  dten  could  be,  I  wm  : 
Raised  by  ibf  vUl,  all  tUae  in  peace  or  wvt 

And  for  tbis  tbott  bait  warr'd  witb  me.~T  if  done  : 

l*m«y  HOC  overleap  tbe  eternal  bar 
Built  up  betwecD  at,  and  will  die  alone, 

Beboldiofwitb  tbe  dark  eye  of  a  leer, 

The  ettt  dap  to  gifted  sooU  foresbown. 
Foretelling  tbem  to  thote  vbo  will  not  beu*. 

As  in  the  old  time,  till  tbe  boor  be  come 

When  tn^  ihall  strike  their  eyee  tbroogh  many  atear. 
And  make  ihem  own  tbe  prophet  in  hie  tomb. 


I 


NOTES. 


Hole  I.  Page  4^7,  line  11. 

Tbe  reader  it  leqneited  to  adopt  tbe  Italian  pfoapn- 
ciatioo 


t,  lonnding  all  tbe  •yllablflk 

Note  1.  Page  458,  line  9. 

HypandlMhatlatlll 

■  Qm  mI  par  Is  Ml*  opr* 

a«  fliBM  la  CMo  11  tola  •  1'  aim  clrito 

Baam  41  lai'  ■!  9>wit  U  HumiU$K 

Qa*l  M  gaardi  Ito, 

Itatw  kas  M  A'agal  iaiff«B  fiaewa.* 

Canione,  m  which  Dante  deecribes  Che  penon  of  Bea- 
trice, strophe  third. 

Hote  3.  Page  4S8,  line  41. 
I  iMald  Wra  ha4  ay  Flaraaea  graat  aad  fraa. 
•  L' adilo  ^  ■' «  data  aMT  ■! 


M*baaaiApardllada 


in  wbich  be  represenU  Right,  Generoaity,  and  Temper- 
ance, aa  banished  from  among  men,  and  seekhig  refuge 
from  Lore,  who  inhabile  his  boeom. 

Note  4.  Page  45B|  line  $7. 
Tka  daat  sha  daaaM  ta  Mattar. 
■  Ct  d  qnii  pnedictonim  ullo  tempore  in  fortiam 
dicti  commanis  pvrenerit,  talis  pervenleiu  ^ne  comr 
bmrabtr^  jjc  ftuni  mtniatur.* 

Second  sentence  of  Florence  against  Dante  and  tbe 
fourteen  acciucd  with  bhn.— The  Latin  is  worthy  of  tbe 
sentence. . 

Note  S.  Page  4S9,  Kne  aa. 
Vhaa  fal  aiy  bay*  ara,  aad  *as  feial  ■ha. 
Tbb  ladif,  whoae  name  was  Q€mma,  tpnug  firom  one 
of  the  most  powerfol  Gaelf  families,  named  Donati. 
Corso  Donati  was  the  principal  adversary  of  tbe  Ghibel- 
lines.  She  is  described  as  being  •Jdmodum  morota, 
ut  de  XanUpp€  SoeratU  pUlosopM  eonjngs  jcnf  Ckm 
esse  leyiMtu,*  according  to  Giannotso  Manetli.  But 
Lionardo  Aretino  is  scandalised  with  Boccace,  in  his  hfe 
of  Dante,  for  saying  that  literary  men  shoold  ooc  marry. 
•  Qui  U  Boccado  non  ha  pasienia,  e  dice,  le  mogU 
rJer  contrari  agK  stndj;  e  non  si  ricorda  cbe  Soerate  il 
piu  nobile  Bloaofo  cbe  mai  fosse,  ebbe  moglie  e  figlinoU 
e  ufScj  delU  Repoblica  neUa  sua  Qtci;  e  Aristotele  cbe, 
etc.,  etc.  ebbe  due  mogh  in  varj  tempi,  ed  ebbe  figlittoli, 
c  riccheaie  aasai.— B  Marco  Tullio— e  Galone—e  Vor- 
rone — e  Seneca-'ebbero  moglie,*  etc.,  etc  It  is  odd 
that  honest  LionardiA  Mamples,  with  the  exception  of 


Seneca,  and,  for  any  thing  I  know,  of  AiiMolie,  are  noc 
tbe  moec  fehciious.  ToUy  s  Tereniaa,  and  Socrates' 
Xantippe,  by  no  meant  contribaced  to  ifaeir  hatbands' 
happiness,  whatever  they  might  do  to  their  pbilocophy 
-'Galo  gave  avray  hit  wife — of  Varro's  we  know  no- 
thing—and  of  Soieca's,  only  that  she  was  disposed  to 
die  witb  him,  but  recovered,  and  lived  several  years 
afterwards.  But,  sayt  lionardo,  « L'nomo  h  anumaU 
civile,  seoondo  place  a  Cacti  i  filosofi.*  Aad  theaeecon- 
eludes  that  tbe  greatetC  proof  of  the  aaiaiars  civtSM  is 
« la  j«a»  oonginnrione,  dalla  <|aale  multiplicata  aacce 
laClctk.- 

Note  6.  Pege  459,  Una  1 19. 

maa  aMaM  ikaU  rha  a'ar  aaaaaa  IUn  tkis  aad  Ml. 

See,  aSecco  di  Boaw,»  geaerally  attributed  to  Guic- 

eiafdiai    There  it  another  written  by  a  Jacopo  Bnoim- 

jMfie,  Gcntaluomo  Samminiatete  cbe  vi  aa  trovb  pre- 


NoCa7.  ftt^e  4^1  Une  93. 

m  toralfa  tkaias  aad  tka  9u  wa*a. 
Alexander  of  Parma,  Spinola,  Peseara,  Bugeae  of 
Savoy,  MonCecaoeoh. 

Note  8.  Page  /^Bo^  Ime  94. 
IMiuatarafi  af  aav  warlda,  wUdk  taka  tkalr  aaaa. 
Colambas,  Americas  Veepusias,  Seboataaa  Cabot. 

Note  9.  Page  4S>»  line  1. 
Bi  arkaaaas  aaiara  la  a  tyiaat'a  kail,  aia. 
A  verse  from  the  Greek  cragodiant,  with  which  Pom- 
pey  took  leave  of  Gonialia  on  entering  tbe  boat  in  which 
be  was  slain. 

Note  CO.  Page  461,  line  4. 
Aad  ika  iratdaj  wklA  ww  tks  ckaia  aatkni.  ««. 
Tbe  Tene  and  sentinient  are  taken  from  Homer. 

Note  ft.  Page  461,  line  a  1. 

Aad  ka.tfcairyrtaa»  ■kail  ■aakiBiaagTpaafa- 

PeCrtach. 

Note  I  a.  fti^e  46a,  Une  40. 
AdaaM.  hi  iMffa. 
The  capola  of  8c  PeCer*t. 

Note  1 3.  Plfe  46a,  liae  So. 

Bis  AImI  bid  «ka  Babraw. 

The  sutue  of  Motet  oa  the  moaaaieat  of  Juhut  II. 

BOIORTO 

Cki «  oaslBl.  cka  la  data  platta  mbIm. 

Slada  f ifaata  1  a  b  pik  Ulaairl,  a  aaaia 

Prara  dall'  ana  anwia,  ka  rlva.  a  praaia 

U  labMa  ■!.  ^a la parato  aaaahal 
QMit.  *  lea ;  kw  aM  *t  diaara  II  Mia 

Oaar  dal  saaM.  a  'I  dapfia  ragfia  la  fraaic. 

Qaait  A  laaa,  qaaada  uMdaa  dal  aaata. 

I  gtaa  parta  del  Maaa  avaa  aal  valto. 
Tal  era  allor.  ika  la  Maaati,  a  Taata 

Aeqaa  al  taapaM  a  ta  dlataraa.  aiaia 


U  «ar  iftfaM.  a  aa  Ik  MMka  alirai. 
B  fol  tea  larba  aa  ria  rltalla  aliaaia  T 
Aliau  aTMM  faaafa  a  qaati 
Oi' aia  aaa  lilb  r  adanr  eoaial. 


I 


I 


Note  14.  Pife  46a,  line  S3. 

Over  Ika  daaia'd  kafara  tka  Jadfaaat  tkraaa. 

Tbe  btc  indgmenc  in  the  Sietine  chapel. 

Mote  i5.  Page  46a,  line  S6. 

Tka  ttcaaa  af  kh  laMt  ikaafka  AaU  ipriM  ««■  aa. 

I  bave  read  tomewbere  (if  I  do  not  err,  for  I  cannot 
recollect  when)  chat  Dania  wat  to  graat  a  favourite  of 
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Michel  Aagiolo's,  that  he  had  desired  the  whole  of  the 
Divina  Commedia ;  but  that  the  volume  containing 
these  studies  iras  lost  by  sea. 

Note  1 6.  Page  ^^2,  line  76. 
Her  charmt  to  pontifla  proml,  who  but  employ,  tic. 
See  the  treatment  of  Michel  Angiolo  by  JuJius  I(,  and 
his  neglect  by  I^o  X. 


Note  17.  Page  46a,  line  i3o. 
•  What  hare  I  doofi  to  tbee,  my  people  ?• 

«  E  scrisse  pit'i  volte  non  solaroente  a  particolari  cit- 
tadini  del  reggimento,  ma  ancora  al  popolo,  e  intra 
r  altre  una  epistola  assai  lunga  chc  comincia  :  — 
Popiile  mi,  quid  feci  tibi.n 

Vita  di  Dante  scrittn  da  Lionardo  Aretino. 


^tit  JdlanH; 


OR, 


CHRISTIAN     AND  HIS  COMRADES. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  foucdation  of  the  following  story  will  be  found 
partly  in  the  account  of  the  Mutiny  of  the  Bounty,  in 
ihe  South  Sea,  in  i/Sj),  and  piirlly  in  <»  Mariner's  Ao- 
lount  of  the  Tonga  Islands. » 


THE  ISLAND. 


1. 

The  morning  watch  was  come:  the  vessel  lay 
Her  course,  and  gently  made  her  liqiiid  way; 
The  cloven  billow  (lash'd  from  off  her  prow 
111  furrow^s  form'd  by  that  majestic  plough: 
The  waters  with  their  world  were  all  before; 
Rchiiid,  the  South  Seas  many  an  islet  shore. 
The  quid  night,  now  dappling,  'gan  to  wane, 
Dividing  darkness  from  the  dawning  main; 
The  dolphins  not  unconscious  of  the  day, 
Swam  high,  as  eager  of  the  coming  ray ; 
The  stars  from  broader  beam.s  began  to  creep, 
And  lift  their  shining  eyelids  from  the  deep. 
The  sail  resumed  its  lilely-sliadow'd  white. 
And  the  wind  (lutter'd  with  a  freshening  fli'^ht  : 
The  purpling  ocean  owns  the  coming  sun — 
Hut,  ere  he  break,  a  deed  is  to  be  dfme. 

II. 
The  gallant  chief  within  his  cabin  slept. 
Secure  in  those  by  whom  the  watch  vas  kept 
His  dreams  were  of  old  England's  welcome  shorf. 
Of  toils  rewarded,  and  of  dangers  o'er  ; 
liis  name  was  added  to  (he  glorious  roll 
Of  those  who  search  the  siorm-surrounded  polo. 
The  worst  was  over,  and  tli(?  vest  seem'd  sure, 
And  why  should  not  his  slumber  be  secure? 
Alas!  his  deck  was  trod  by  unwilling  feel. 
And  wilder  hands  would  hold  the  vessel's  sheet; 
Young  hearts,  which  hiisgnisird  for  some  sunny  i.sic, 
^^  lieri"  summer  vears  and  summer  women  smile; 
Men,  widniiU  coiintrv,  who  too  long  estranged, 
Had  fuiiuil  no  naii\e  home,  or  f«»und  it  change«l, 
.\nd,  h  ilf-nncivilised,  preferred  llie  cave 
Of  some  sofi  s.Tvajre  to  ilie  unecriain  >\a\e; 


The  gushing  fruits  that  nature  gave  unlill'd  ; 

The  wood  without  a  path  but  where  they  will'd ; 

The  held  o'er  which  prontMscnous  plenty  pour  d 

Her  horn  ;  ihe  eqiial  land  without  a  lord; 

The  wish — which  ages  have  not  yet  subdued 

In  man — to  ha\e  no  master  save  his  mood; 

The  earth,  whose  mine  was  on  its  face,  unsold. 

The  glowing  sun  and  produce  all  its  gold  ; 

'Ihe  freedom  which  can  call  each  grot  a  borne ; 

The  general  garden  where  all  steps  may  roam. 

Where  nature  owns  a  nation  as  her  child, 

Exulting  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  wild  ; 

Their  shells,  their  fruits,  the  only  wealth  they  know  , 

Their  uncxploring  navy,  the  canoe ; 

Their  sport,  the  dashing  breakers  and  the  chase ; 

Their  strangest  sight,  an  European  face: — 

Such  was  the  country  which  these  strangers  ycam'd 

To  see  again — a  sight  they  dearly  earn'd. 

III. 

Awake,  bold  liligh  !  the  foe  is  at  the  gate ! 

Awake  !  awake ! Alas  !  it  is  too  Ute ! 

Fiercely  beside  thy  cot  the  mutineer 
Stands,  and  proclaims  the  reign  of  rage  and  fiear  . 
Thy  limbs  are  I)Ound,  the  bayonet  at  thy  breast. 
The  hands  which  trembled  at  thy  voice,  arrest : 
Dragg'd  o't-r  the  deck,  no  more  at  thy  command 
The  obedient  helm  shall  veer,  the  sail  expand; 
That  savage  spirit,  which  woiUd  lull  by  wrath 
Its  desperate  ( scape  from  duty's  path, 
(ilarcs  round  dice,  in  the  scarce-believing  eyes 
Of  those  who  fear  the  chief  they  sacrifice; 
Fur  ne'er  can  man  his  conscience  all  assuage, 
I'nless  he  draiu  the  wine  of  p<ission — rage. 

IV. 

In  vain,  not  silenced  by  the  eye  of  deatli. 

Thou  call  St  the  loyal  with  thy  menaced  breath  . — 

riicy  come  not ;  they  arc  few,  and,  overawed. 

Must  acquiesce  while  sterner  hearts  applaud. 

In  vain  thou  dost  demand  the  cause;  a  curse 

Is  all  (he  answer,  with  the  threat  of  worse. 

Full  in  thine  eyes  is  waved  the  glittering  blade, 

('lose  to  thy  throat  the  pointeil  bayonet  laid, 

The  levell'd  muskets  circle  round  thy  breast 

In  hands  as  steeld  to  do  (he  deadly  rest. 

Tiiou  dare^t  them  to  their  xNorst,  exclaiming,  «  Fire  '■ 

lUit  tliey  who  piiicd  not  could  yet  admire  ; 


THE  ISLAND. 
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Some  lurkiag  renmant  of  Uieir  former  awe 
Re»(raia'd  them  longer  than  their  broken  lav : 
They  would  not  dip  their  coula  at  once  in  blood. 
But  left  thee  to  the  mercies  of  the  flood. 

V. 

«  Hoist  out  the  boat!*  tiaa  now  the  leader's  cry: 
And  who  dare  answer  «  No  »  to  mutiny, 
In  the  tint  dawning  of  the  drunken  Iiour, 
I  The  Saturnalia  of  unhoped-for  power? 
I  The  boat  is  lower'd  with  all  the  haste  of  hate, 
j  With  its  slight  plank  between  thee  and  thy  hte  ■. 
Ilrr  only  cargo  such  a  scant  supply 
As  promises  the  death  their  hands  deny; 
And  just  enough  of  water  and  of  bread 
To  krep,  some  days,  the  dying  from  the  dead. 
Some  cordage,  canvas,  sails,  and  lines,  and  twine, 
Hut  treasures  all  to  hermits  of  the  brine, 
Were  added  after,  to  the  earnest  prayer 
Of  those  who  saw  no  hope  save  sea  and  air: 
And  last,  that  trembling  vassal  of  the  pole. 
The  fccliug  compass,  navigation's  soul. 

VI. 
And  now  the  self-elected  chief  finds  time 
To  stun  the  first  sensation  of  his  crime, 
And  raise  it  in  his  followers — «  Ho!  the  bowlli* 
Lest  passion  should  return  to  reason's  shoal, 
u  Brandy  for  heroes!*  Burke  could  once  exclaim, — 
No  doubt  a  liquid  path  to  epic  fame ! 
And  such  the  new-born  heroes  found  it  here. 
And  drain'd  the  draught  with  an  applauding  chcrr. 
«  Uu2za!  for  Otaheite  I*  was  the  cry  ; 
How  strange  such  shouts  from  sons  of  mutiny! 
The  gentle  island,  and  the  genial  soil, 
The  friendly  hearts,  the  feast  without  a  toil. 
The  courteous  manners  but  from  uaiure  caught, 
The  wealth  unhoarded,  and  the  love  unboiight ; 
Could  these  have  charms  for  rudest  sea-hoys  driven 
Before  the  mast  by  every  wind  of  heaven? 
And  now,  even  now,  prr])ar'd  with  others'  woc^ 
To  earn  mild  virtue's  vain  desire — repose? 
Alas  !  such  is  our  nature  .  all  but  aim 
At  the  s.ime  end,  by  pathways  not  the  same; 
Our  means,  our  birth,  our  nation,  and  our  name. 
Our  fortune,  temper,  even  our  outward  frame, 
Are  far  more  potent  o'er  our  yielding  cl.iy 
Than  aught  we  know  beyond  our  little  day. 
Yet  still  there  whispers  the  small  voice  within, 
Heaird  through  gain's  silence,  and  o'er  glory's  din  - 
Whatever  creed  be  taught  or  land  be  trod, 
Man's  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  Goi>  I 


VII. 
The  launch  is  crowded  with  the  faithful  few 
Wlio  wait  their  chief,  a  melancholy  crew  : 
But  some  remain'd  reluctant  on  the  deck 
Of  that  proud  vessel — now  a  moral  wreck — 
And  view'd  their  cnptain's  fate  with  piteotts  eyes  ; 
While  others  scoffd  hi^  augur'd  miseries, 
Snecr'd  at  the  prospect  of  his  pigmy  sail. 
And  the  slight  bark,  so  laden  and  so  frail. 
The  tender  nautilus  who  steers  his  prow, 
Tlie  sra-born  sailor  of  his  shell  canoo, 
The  ocean  Hab,  the  fairy  of  the  sea, 
Sr-cms  far  less  fragile,  and,  alas !  more  free ! 


He,  when  tlie  lightoing-wing'd  tornadoes  sweep 
The  surge,  is  safe— his  port  is  in  the  deep— 
And  triumplis  o'er  the  armadas  of  mankind. 
Which  shake  the  world,  yet  crumble  in  the  wind. 

vm. 

When  all  was  now  prepared,  the  vessel  clear 
Which  hail'd  her  master  in  the  mutineer— 
A  seaman,  less  obdurate  than  his  mates, 
Show'd  the  vain  pity  which  but  irritates; 
Watch'd  his  late  chieftain  with  exploring  eye, 
And  told  in  signs  repentant  sympathy; 
Held  the  moist  shaddock  to  his  parched  mouth,* 
Which  felt  exhaustion's  deep  and  bitter  drouth. 
But,  soon  observed,  this  guardian  was  witlidrawn, 
Nor  further  mercy  clouds  rebellion's  dawn. 
Then  forward  stepp'd  the  bold  and  froward  boy 
His  chief  had  cherish'd  only  to  destroy. 
And,  pointing  to  the  helpless  prow  beneath, 
Kxclaim'd,  «  Depart  at  once!  delay  is  death !» 
Yet  then,  even  then,  his  feelings  ceased  not  all : 
In  that  last  moment  could  a  word  recal 
Hcmorse  for  the  black  deed,  as  yet  half  done. 
And,  what  he  hid  from  many  show'd  to  one  : 
When  llUgh,  in  stem  reproach,  demanded  where 
Was  now  his  grateful  sense  of  former  care?— 
Where  all  his  hopes  to  sec  his  name  aspire. 
And  blaton  Britain's  thousand  glories  higher? 
His  feverish  lips  thus  broke  their  gloomy  spell, 
H  T  is  that !  l  is  that !  I  am  in  hell !  in  hell  !• 
No  more  he  said ;  but,  urging  to  the  bark 
His  chief,  commits  him  to  his  fragile  ark: 
These  the  sole  accents  from  his  tongue  that  fell. 
But  volumes  lurk'd  below  his  fierce  larewell. 

IX. 

The  arctic  sun  rose  broad  above  the  wave; 

The  breeze  now  sunk,  now  whisper'd  from  his  cave  ; 

As  on  the  >F.oiian  harp,  his  fitful  wings 

Now  swell'd,  now  flutter'd  o'er  his  ocean  strings. 

With  slow  despairing  oar,  the  ahandon'd  skiff 

Ploughs  its  drear  progress  to  the  scarce-seen  cliff. 

Which  lifts  its  peak  a  cloud  above  the  main  : 

That  boat  aud  ship  shall  never  meet  again! 

But 't  is  not  mine  to  teil  their  tale  of  grief. 

Their  constant  peril,  and  their  scant  relief; 

Their  days  of  danger,  and  their  nights  of  pain; 

Their  manly  courage,  even  when  decni'd  in  vain  ; 

The  sapping  famine,  rendering  scarce  a  sou 

Known  to  his  mother  in  the  skeleton; 

The  ills  that  lesseu'd  still  their  little  store, 

And  starved  eveu  hunger  till  be  wruug  no  more ; 

The  varying  frowns  and  favours  of  the  deep, 

That  now  almost  engulphs,  then  leaves  to  creep 

With  craxy  oar  and  shatter'd  strength  along 

The  tide,  that  yields  reluctant  to  the  strong; 

The  incessant  fever  of  that  arid  thirst 

Which  welcomes,  as  a  well,  the  clouds  that  hurst 

Above  their  naked  bones,  and  feels  delight 

In  the  cold  drenching  of  the  stormy  night, 

And  from  the  outspread  canvas  gladly  wrings 

A  drop  to  moisten  Ufe's  all-gasping  springs ; 

The  savage  foe  escaped,  to  seek  again 

More  hospitable  shelter  from  the  main ; 

The  ghastly  spectres  which  were  doom'd  at  last 

To  tell  as  true  a  tale  of  dangers  past, 
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As  ever  the  dark  annals  of  the  deep 
Disclosed  for  man  to  dread  or  woman  weep. 


X. 


Wc  leave  them  to  their  fate,  but  not  unknown 

Nor  unredress'd  !     Revcnje  may  have  her  own  : 

Roused  dtscipUnc  aloud  proclaims  their  cause. 

And  injured  navies  urge  their  broken  laws. 

Pursue  we  on  bis  track  the  mutineer, 

Whom  distant  vengeance  had  not  taught  to  fear, 

Wide  o'er  the  wave — away!  away!  away! 

Once  more  his  eyes  sliall  hail  the  welcome  bayj 

Once  more  the  happy  shores  without  a  law 

Receive  the  outlaws  whom  they  lately  saw  ; 

Nature,  and  nature's  goddess — Woman — woos 

To  lands  where,  save  their  conscience,  none  accuse; 

Where  all  partake  the  earth  without  dispute  ,- 

And  bread  itself  is  gathrrd  as  a  fruit;' 

Where  none  contest  the  fields,  the  woods,  the  streams: 

The  goldless  age,  where  gold  disturbs  no  dreams, 

Inhabits  or  inhabited  the  shore, 

Till  Europe  taught  them  better  than  before, 

fiestow'd  her  customs,  and  amended  theirs, 

But  left  her  vices  also  to  their  heirs. 

AiPkay  with  this!  behold  them  as  they  were, 

Do  good  with  nature,  or  with  nature  err. 

M  Huzza !   for  Oiahcite  !»•  was  the  cry, 

As  stately  swept  the  gallant  vessel  by. 

The  breeze  springs  up  ;  the  latcly-llapping  sail 

Extends  its  arch  before  the  growing  gale; 

In  swifter  ripples  stream  aside  the  sea.>), 

Which  her  bold  bow  llings  off  with  dashing  ease. 

Thus  Argo  plough'd  the  Euxine's  virgin  foam; 

But  those  she  wafted  still  look'd  back  lo  home — 

These  spurn  their  country  with  their  rebel  bark. 

And  My  her  as  the  raven  fled  the  ark; 

And  yet  they  seek  to  nestle  with  the  dove, 

And  tame  their  fiery  spirits  down  to  love. 


Which  spurn  in  columns  back  the  bafMed  spray. 

How  beautiful  arc  these!  how  happy  they 

Who,  from  the  toil  and  tumult  of  their  lives. 

Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  but  ocean  strives! 

Even  he  too  loves  at  times  the  blue  lagoon. 

And  smoothes  his  ruffled  mane  beneath  the  moon. 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

How  pleasant  were  the  songs  of  Toobonni,' 

When  summer's  sun  went  down  llie  coral  bay  I 

Come,  let  us  to  the  islet's  softest  shade, 

And  hear  the  warbling  birds  !  the  damsels  said  : 

The  wood-dove  from  the  forest  depth  shall  eoo, 

Like  voices  of  the  gods  from  Boloioo ; 

We'll  cull  the  flowers  that  grow  above  the  dtad. 

For  these  must  bloom  wlierc  rtsts  the  warriors  liend ; 

And  we  will  sit  in  twilight's  f;ice,  ami  see 

The  sweet  moon  dancing  tiirongh  the  tooa  tree. 

The  lofty  ai  cents  of  whose  sighing  bough 

Shall  sadly  please  us  as  we  le.ni  below; 

Or  climb  the  steep,  and  view  the  surf  in  vain 

Wrestle  with  rocky  giints  o'er  the  main, 

'  Thi' now  r*»l(l>rnl'-l   hrH.i.l-i'niit,    lo  lriiri-.|.l<iiii  wliith  Capiniti   I 
Blij^h  »  cf  |>c<liiion  wa<>  iinilcrinki  n. 

•  Tbf  fiint   ihrrf  M'°(i(Mi»  ore  (iikt'n    finiii  nn   nclual  son;;  <>f  th>' 
Ton|;n  Iklauili  r%.  of  «hi(li  n  |>r«><- iriin»l.ilioii  i»  t;i><'n   in  .M»»isrR«  | 
Ar<~4tuHf  of  ihf    rittirjii   I'liimiK      Tijol'oiui  i.  iioi,   b"^''^'T.  on»-  fif 
lliJ'm  ;    liM  ««H»  cinr  uf  tlin^i   w  li' f  (.''ri>l  i;iii  .lO'l  |U>    miilin»vr»  l"<i«   | 
rffufje.    I  hii*«' «lt»  r*'il  nn<l  uddfii.  hiil  ]tny>  r«iiiii<il  ,i  •  iiiiiiKi  h*  jm  »-  ' 
oilili'  (if  (III-  ■•ri|',i»'it- 


II. 

Yes— from  the  sepulchre  we  'II  gather  flowers, 

Then  fe.ist  like  spirits  in  their  promised  bowers. 

Then  plunge  and  revel  in  the  rolling  surf, 

Then  lay  our  limbs  along  the  tender  turf, 

And,  wet  and  shining  from  the  sportive  toil. 

Anoint  our  bodies  with  the  fragrant  oil. 

And  pl.iit  our  garlands  gather'd  from  the  grave, 

And  wear  the  wreaths  tliat  sprung  from  out  the  brave 

Rut  lo!  night  comes,  the  Mooa  woos  us  back, 

The  sound  of  mats  is  heard  along  our  track; 

Anon  the  torch-light  dance  shall  fling  its  sheen 

In  flashing  mazes  o'er  the  Marly  s  green  ; 

And  we  too  will  be  there;  we  too  recal 

The  memory  bright  with  many  a  festival. 

Ere  Fiji  blew  the  shell  of  war,  when  foes 

For  the  first  lime  were  wafted  in  canoes. 

Alas  !   for  them  the  flower  of  mankind  bleeds; 

Alas  !  for  them  our  fields  are  rank  with  weeds ; 

Forgotten  is  the  rapture,  or  unknown, 

Of  wandering  with  the  moon  and  love  alone. 

lUit  be  it  so  :  —  Uiey  taught  us  how  to  wield 

The  club,  and  rain  our  arrows  o'er  the  field; 

Now  let  them  reap  the  harvest  of  their  art! 

But  feast  to-night!  to-morrow  we  depart. 

Strike  up  the  dance,  the  cava  bowl  fill  high. 

Drain  every  drop! — to-morrow  wc  may  die. 

In  summer  garments  he  our  limbs  array'd  ; 

Around  our  waist  the  Tappa's  white  displa yd  ; 

Thick  wreaths  shall  form  our  coronals,  like  spring's. 

And  round  our  necks  shall  glance  the  Hooni  strings. 

So  Nhall  their  brighter  hues  contrast  the  glow 

Of  the  dusk  lM>>oms  that  beat  high  below. 

111. 
But  now  the  d.ir.cc  is  oer — yet  stay  awhile; 
Ah,  pause!  nor  yet  put  out  the  social  smUe. 
To-morrow  for  the  Mooa  wc  depart. 
But  not  to-night — to-night  is  for  the  heart. 
Again  bestow  the  wreaths  we  gently  woo, 
Ve  young  enchantresses  of  gay  Licoo  ! 
How  lovely  are  your  forms!  how  every  sense 
Bows  to  ^oiir  beauties,  softened,  but  intense. 
Like  to  the  (lowers  on  Mataloco's  steep. 
Which  lling  their  fragrance  far  athwart  the  deep 
We  too  >nill  see  lacoo ;   but  oh!  my  heart — 
V'hat  do  I  say?  to-morrow  we  depart. 

IV. 

Thus  rose  a  song — the  harmony  of  times 
r.efore  the  winds  blew  Europe  ocr  these  cUme^. 
True,  tluv  had  viee> — such  arc  natures  growth — 
But  only  the  barbarian's — we  have  both; 
The  sorihir  of  eiviliz.uion,  mix'd 
With  all  the  sava|;e  which  man's  fall  hath  fix'd 
Who  li  ith  noi  seen  dissimulation's  reign, 
Ihe  pravers  of  .\brl  link'd  to  deeds  of  (iaia! 
Who  sui  li  voiild  see,  mav  from  his  lattice  viem 
riie  old  world  more  dc'jrailefl  than  the  new, — 


THE  ISLAND. 


467 


»w  new  no  more,  «avc  where  GolMmbia  ttmn 
rio  gianU,  horn  by  freedom  to  her  •phercs, 
then  Ghimbordio,  over  air,  earth,  wave, 
lares  vilh  hu  Titan  eye,  and  tees  no  slave. 

V. 
c)i  WHS  thi«  ditty  of  tradilioa's  days, 
hich  to  the  dead  a  liogering  fame  conveys 
«OQg,  wiifre  l^me  as  yet  lutb  left  no  ugn 
yond  the  touod,  whose  charm  u  half  divine; 
'liich  leaves  no  record  to  the  sceptic  eye, 
t  yields  young  history  all  to  harmony; 
boy  Achilles,  with  the  Centaurs  tyre 
n  band,  to  (each  him  to  surpass  his  sire : 
or  one  long-cherish'd  ballad's  simple  slave, 
ung  from  the  rock,  or  miogled  willi  the  wave, 
t  from  the  bubbliuj  strcamlcl's  grassy  side, 
t  gathering  mountain  eclioes  as  they  glide, 
ath  greater  power  o'er  each  true  heart  and  ear, 
ban  all  the  columns  conquest's  miuions  rear ; 
avitcs,  when  hieroglyphics  are  a  theme 
or  sages'  labours  or  the  student's  dream ; 
Attracts,  when  history's  volumes  are  a  toil, — 
be  first,  the  freshest  bud  of  feeling's  soil, 
uch  was  this  rude  rhyme — rhyme  is  of  the  rude — 
ut  such  inspired  the  Norseman's  solitude, 
iVho  came  and  conquer'd;  such,  wherever  rise 
nds  which  no  foes  destroy  or  civiliie, 
|Ezi»t :  aod  what  can  our  accomplished  art 
f  verse  do  more  than  reach  the  awaken'd  heart ! 

VI. 

nd  sweetly  now  those  untaught  melodies 
roke  the  luxurious  silence  of  the  skies, 
e  sweet  siesta  of  a  summer  day, 
he  tropic  afternoon  of  Toobonai, 
ben  every  flower  was  bloom,  and  air  was  balm, 
And  the  first  breath  began  to  stir  the  palm, 
Tlie  first  yet  voiceless  wind  to  urge  the  wave 
All  gently  to  refresh  the  thirsty  cave. 
Where  sate  the  son(^tress  with  the  stranger  boy. 
Who  taught  her  passion's  desolating  joy. 
Too  powerful  over  every  heart,  but  most 
O'er  those  who  know  not  how  it  may  be  lost ; 
O'er  those  who,  burning  in  the  new-bom  fire, 
Like  martyrs  revel  in  their  funeral  pyre. 
With  such  devotion  to  their  ecstasy, 
That  life  knows  no  such  rapture  as  to  die : 
And  die  they  do ;  for  earthly  life  has  nought 
Match'd  with  that  burst  of  nature  even  in  thought; 
And  all  our  dreams  of  better  life  above 
Bat  close  in  one  eternal  gush  of  love. 

VII. 

'here  sate  the  gentle  savage  of  the  wild, 
In  growth  a  woman,  though  in  years  a  child, 
L«  childhood  dates  within  our  colder  clime, 
re  nought  is  ripen'd  rapidly  save  crime ! 
infiint  of  an  infant  worid,  as  pure 
'r     I  nature-i-lovely,  warm,  and  premature; 
y  like  night,  but  night  wi(li  all  her  stars, 
vem  sparkling  with  iu  native  spars  ; 
eyes  that  were  a  language  and  a  spell, 
m  like  Aphrodite's  in  her  shell ; 
all  her  loves  around  her  on  the  deep, 
\i      ituous  as  the  first  approach  of  sleep; 
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Yet  full  of  life— for  ikraugh  her  tropie  eheek 

The  bhiah  would  make  its  way,  and  all  but  speak; 

The  sun-born  Mood  diffueed  her  neck,  and  threw 

O'er  her  clear  a«i>brown  skin  a  lucid  hue, 

Like  coral  reddening  through  the  darken'd  wave. 

Which  draws  the  diver  to  the  crimson  cave. 

Such  was  ihi^  daughter  nf  the  Southern  Seas, 

Herself  a  biHow  in  her  energies. 

To  bear  the  bark  of  others'  happlne^, 

Nor  feel  a  sorrow  till  their  joy  grew  less : 

Her  wild  and  warm,  yet  faithful  bosom  knew 

No  joy  like  what  it  gave ;  her  hopes  ne'er  drew 

Aught  from  experience,  that  chill  touchstone,  wboae 

Sad  proof  reduces  all  things  from  their  hues : 

She  fenr'd  no  ill,  because  she  knew  it  not. 

Or  what  she  knew  was  soon — too  soon  forgot : 

Her  smiles  and  tears  had  pass'd,  as  light  winds  pass 

O'er  lakes,  to  ruffle,  not  destroy,  their  glass. 

Whose  depths  unsearch'd,  and  fountains  from  the  hill, 

Restore  their  surface,  in  itself  so  still, 

L'util  the  eanliqnake  tear  the  Naiad's  cave. 

Root  up  the  spring,  and  trample  on  the  wave, 

And  crunh  the  living  waters  to  a  mass. 

The  amphibious  desert  of  Uie  dank  moraaa  ! 

And  mu»t  their  fate  ue  hers?    The  eternal  cliaoge 

but  grasps  humanity  with  quicker  range; 

And  they  who  fall,  but  fiill  as  worida  will  fall. 

To  rise,  if  just,  a  spirit  o'er  them  all. 

VHI. 

And  who  i»  l:c  I  the  blue-eyed  northern  child 

Of  isles  more  known  to  man,  but  scarce  lest  wild  ; 

The  fjir-hair'd  offspring  of  the  Hebrides, 

Where  roars  the  Pentland  with  its  whirling  teat; 

Rock'd  in  his  cradle  by  the  roaring  wind. 

The  tempest-bom  in  body  and  in  mind. 

His  young  eyes  opening  on  the  ocean  foam, 

Had  from  that  moment  deem'd  the  deep  his  home. 

The  giant  comrade  of  bis  pensive  moods, 

The  sharer  of  his  craggy  solitudes. 

The  only  Mentor  of  his  yoath,  where'er 

His  bark  was  borne,  the  sport  of  wave  and  air ; 

\  careless  thing,  who  placed  his  choice  in  chance. 

Nursed  by  the  legends  of  his  hind's  romance ; 

Eager  to  hope,  but  not  less  firm  to  bear, 

Acquainted  with  all  feelings  save  despair. 

Placed  in  the  Arab's  clime,  he  would  have  been 

As  bold  a  rover  ■•  the  sands  have  seen, 

Aod  braved  their  thirst  with  as  enduring  lip 

As  Ishmael  wafted  on  his  desert-sliip ; ' 

Fix'd  upon  Chili's  shore,  a  prond  Caeiqne ; 

On  Hellas'  mountains,  a  rebellioua  Greek ; 

Born  in  a  tent,  perhapa  a  Tamerlnae ; 

Bred  to  a  throne,  perhapa  unfit  to  reign. 

For  the  same  soul  that  renda  itt  path  to  sway, 

If  rear'd  to  such  can  find  no  farther  prey 

Beyond  itself,  and  must  retrace  its  way,' 

Plunging  for  pleasure  into  pain ;  the  tame 

Spirit  which  made  a  Nero,  Rome's  worst  shame. 

'  The  .  ftbip  of  iIm*  d«««  •  U  the  Orleetal  fiipire  far  iheesMel  ov 
drauedarj.  aod  ihe^  dew^rve  the  meisphor  well ;  the  feraer  fer  his 
eadannoe.  the  latter  far  hb  •wlftaeM. 

«  .  Locallu,  «he«  frafslity  eovid  chani. 

Had  waued  iwaips  ia  Us  8ahiae  faras^-Pots. 
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As  ever  the  dark  annals  of  the  deep 
Disclosed  for  man  to  dread  or  woman  weep. 


We  leave  them  to  their  fate,  but  not  unknown 

Nor  unredressed  !     Revenge  may  have  her  own  : 

Roused  discipline  aloud  proclaims  their  cause. 

And  injured  navies  urge  their  broken  laws. 

Pursue  we  on  his  track  the  mutineer. 

Whom  distant  vengeance  had  not  taught  to  fear, 

Wide  o'er  the  wave — away!  away!  away! 

Once  more  his  eyes  sliall  hail  the  welcome  bay; 

Once  more  the  happy  shores  without  a  law 

Receive  the  outlaws  whom  they  lately  saw  ; 

Nature,  and  nature's  goddess — Woman — woos 

To  lands  where,  save  their  conscience,  none  accuse; 

Where  all  partake  the  earth  without  dispute  ; 

And  bread  itself  is  gathcr'd  as  a  fruit;' 

Where  none  contest  the  fields,  the  woods,  the  streams: 

The  goldless  age,  where  gold  disturbs  no  dreams, 

Inhabits  or  inhabited  the  shore. 

Till  Europe  taught  them  belter  than  before, 

Beslow'd  her  customs,  and  amended  theirs, 

Dut  left  her  vices  also  to  their  heirs. 

Away  with  this!  behold  them  as  they  were. 

Do  good  with  nature,  or  with  nature  err. 

«  Huzza!  for  Otahoitelw  was  the  cry, 

As  stately  swept  the  gallant  vessel  by. 

The  breeze  springs  up  ;  the  lately-flapping  sail 

Extends  iu  arch  before  the  growing  gale; 

In  swifter  ripples  stream  aside  the  seas. 

Which  her  bold  bow  flings  off  with  dashing  ease. 

Thus  Argo  plough'd  the  Euxines  virgin  foam ; 

But  those  she  wafted  still  look'd  back  to  home — 

These  spurn  their  country  with  their  rebel  bark, 

And  (ly  her  as  the  raven  fled  the  ark; 

And  yet  they  seek  to  nestle  with  the  dove, 

And  tame  their  fiery  spirits  down  to  love. 


r:ANTO   IT. 


I. 

How  pleasant  were  the  songs  of  Toobonai,' 

When  summers  sun  went  down  the  coral  bay! 

Come,  let  us  to  the  islet's  softest  shailo. 

And  hear  the  warbling  birds  !  the  damsels  said  : 

The  wood-dove  from  the  forest  depth  shall  coo, 

Like  voices  of  the  gods  from  Rolotoo ; 

We'll  cull  the  flowers  that  grow  above  the  dead. 

For  these  must  bloom  where  rtsts  the  warrior's  hrnd  ; 

And  we  will  sit  in  twili[;ht*s  face,  and  see 

The  sweet  moon  dancing  through  the  tooa  tree, 

The  lofty  accents  of  whose  sighing  bough 

Shall  sadly  please  us  as  we  lean  below; 

Or  climb  the  steep,  and  view  the  surf  in  vain 

Wrestle  with  rocky  ginnts  o'er  the  main, 

'  Th»"  MOW  wlflirnif.l  J>r«Ni<I-i'riiil,  n>  iriiniplaHt  whi.h  Captain 
Blif;ir»  eip'^dilion  wn»  un'l<TinK<-n. 

•  Tbe  rtritt  tlif-r  ftf.iioD*  on'  lakt-n  fioin  an  nilijal  »oui;  "f  tin- 
Toi)j;u  Ulaixli  Tn,  of  whi<li  n  prov  iranil.itioii  ii>  i;i\«>n  in  .M*iii»r:r« 
Arrount  of  ihr  Tunjn  htniult.  Toohun.u  i-i  nol.  tinwfVfr,  oii<-  (>f 
llitMn  ;  I'UI  \>a»  ()n(M(f  tIio»f- «liiriM.!triNtinn  iiii'l  cli«  miilinr«T»  !<><tk 
r«*fu;jt».  I  hnxf  nlir-fd  nrni  ti<l<i»««l,  hiil  linvt  m.iiin-il  ■■■.  <  inii"h  h*  jm;«- 
s\h\i'  of  the  <>ri|',iiiiil. 


Which  spurn  in  columns  back  the  baffled  spray. 

How  beautiful  are  these!  how  happy  tbey 

Who,  from  the  toil  and  tumult  of  their  lives. 

Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  but  ocean  strives! 

Even  he  too  loves  at  limes  the  blue  lagoon. 

And  smoothes  his  ruffled  mane  beneath  the  moon. 

II. 

Ycjii— from  the  sepulchre  we  'II  gather  flowers, 

Then  feast  like  spirits  in  their  promised  bowers. 

Then  plunge  and  revel  in  the  rolling  surf. 

Then  lay  our  limbs  along  the  tender  turf, 

And,  wet  and  shining  from  the  sportive  toil, 

Anoint  our  bodies  with  the  fragrant  oil, 

And  plait  our  garlands  gather'd  from  the  grave, 

And  wear  the  wreaths  that  sprung  from  out  the  brave. 

but  lo!  night  conies,  the  Mooa  woos  us  back. 

The  sound  of  mats  is  heard  along  our  track ; 

.Vnon  the  torch-light  dance  shall  fling  its  sheen 

In  flashing  mazes  o'er  the  Marly's  green  ,- 

And  we  too  will  be  there;  we  too  recal 

The  memory  bright  with  many  a  festival. 

Ere  Fiji  blew  the  shell  of  war,  when  foes 

For  the  first  lime  were  wafted  in  canoes. 

Alas  !  for  them  the  flower  of  mankind  bleeds; 

Alas !  for  them  our  fields  are  rank  with  weeds  ; 

Forgotten  is  ihe  rapture,  or  unknown. 

Of  wanderiug  with  the  moon  and  love  alone. 

hut  be  it  so : — thty  taught  us  how  to  wield 

The  club,  and  rain  our  arrows  o'er  the  field ; 

Now  let  them  reap  the  harvest  of  their  art! 

But  feast  to-night!  to-morrow  we  depart. 

Strike  up  the  diince,  the  cava  bowl  fill  high. 

Drain  every  drop ! — to-morrow  we  may  die. 

In  summer  garments  be  our  limbs  array 'd  ; 

Around  our  waist  the  Tappa's  while  dLsplay'd  ; 

Thick  wreaths  shall  form  our  coronals,  like  sprin^v. 

And  round  our  necks  shall  glance  the  Hooni  striiigv; 

So  shall  their  brighter  hues  contrast  the  glow 

Of  the  dusk  bosoms  that  beat  high  below. 

III. 

Rut  now  the  dance  is  o  cr — yet  stay  awhile; 

All,  pause!  nor  yet  put  out  the  social  smile. 

To-morrow  for  the  Mooa  we  depart, 

IJut  not  to-night — to-night  is  for  the  heart. 

Again  bestow  the  \krfalhs  we  gently  woo, 

Ve  young  enchantresses  of  gay  Licoo  ! 

How  lonely  arc  your  forms!  how  every  sense 

Hows  to  your  beauties,  softened,  but  intense, 

Lik«»  lo  the  flowers  on  Mataloco's  steep. 

Which  lliuj;  their  fragrance  far  athwart  the  deep  . 

Wo  too  will  see  Licoo;  but  oh!  my  heart — 

What  do  I  say?  to-morrow  we  depart. 

IV, 

Thus  rose  a  song — the  harnjony  of  times 

r.ofore  the  winds  blew  Europe  oer  these  climes. 

True,  they  had  vices— such  are  natures  growth — 

Rut  onlv  the  barbarian's — we  have  botii; 

The  sordor  of  civiii/.ilion,  niix'd 

With  all  the  vivage  which  mans  faU  hath  fix'd 
(  Who  Inih  not  seen  dissimulations  reign, 
I  The  pravors  of  Abel  link'd  to  deeds  of  (^iu? 
I  Wjin  nucIi  vomIiI  tfo,  may  from  his  laliice  vi«»wr 
.  riie  oUl  wnild  more  degraded  than  the  u^'w, — 
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Nov  fieiv  no  more,  aan  wb«re  Cokunbia  rears 
TwiD  ^Ante,  boro  by  fireedooi  to  her  spheres. 
Where  Ciiimbordiot  over  air,  earth,  vave, 
CIare»  «iUi  hu  Tluui  eye,  and  tees  no  slave. 

V. 

Such  w»5  UiM  ditty  of  tradilioa'*  day*, 
j  T\'hich  to  the  dead  a  liofjerioK  fame  conveys 
•   lo  %c*n^,  wlu>re  faiuc  as  yet  h^th  left  no  si^ 
I   Beyond  the  sound,  whose  charm  U  half  divine; 
I   Which  leavrft  no  record  to  tlie  sceptic  eye, 
I   but  yields  young  history  aU  to  harmooy ; 
t   A  boy  Achillas,  with  the  Centaur's  lyre 
I  In  hand,  to  leach  him  lo  surpass  his  sire: 
I   For  one  long-cberish'd  ballad's  simple  stave, 
I  Rung  from  the  rock,  or  mmglcd  wiili  the  wave, 
I  Or  from  the  bubbling;  streamlet's  grassy  sidei 
'  Or  (^atitering  mountain  echoes  as  they  glide, 
Hath  greater  power  o'er  each  true  heart  and  ear, 
Than  all  the  columns  conquest's  minions  rear ; 
I  Invites,  wlien  hieroglyphics  are  a  theme 
I   For  sages'  labours  or  the  student's  dream ; 
I  A  ttracts,  when  history's  volumes  are  a  toil, — 
The  first,  the  freshest  bud  of  feeUng's  soil. 
Such  vras  this  rude  rhyme — rhyme  is  of  the  rude — 
But  such  inspired  the  Northman's  solitude. 
Who  came  aud  cooquer'd;  such,  wherever  rise 
Lands  which  no  foes  destroy  or  civilue, 
Eii.Ht :  and  what  can  our  accomplish'd  art 
Of  verse  do  more  than  reach  the  awaken'd  heart  ? 

VI. 

And  sweetly  now  those  untaught  melodies 

Broke  the  luxurious  silence  of  the  skies, 

The  iineet  siesta  of  a  summer  day, 

The  tropic  afternoon  of  Toobonai, 

When  every  tlower  was  bloom,  and  air  was  balm, 

And  the  first  breath  began  to  stir  the  palm, 

The  first  yet  voiceless  wind  to  urge  the  wave 

All  gently  to  refresh  the  thirsty  cave, 

Where  sate  the  son^^stress  with  the  stranger  boy. 

Who  taught  her  passion's  desolating  joy. 

Too  powerful  over  every  heart,  but  most 

O'er  those  who  know  not  how  it  may  be  lost ; 

O'er  those  who,  burning  in  the  new-bom  fire. 

Like  martyrs  revel  in  their  funeral  pyre. 

With  such  devotion  to  their  cc«tasy. 

That  life  knows  no  such  rapture  as  to  die: 

And  die  they  do ;  for  earthly  life  lias  nought 

Match'd  witli  that  burst  of  nature  even  in  thought  i 

And  all  our  dreams  of  better  life  above 

But  close  in  one  eternal  gush  of  love. 

VII. 
There  wte  the  gentle  savage  of  the  wild. 
In  growth  a  woman,  though  in  years  a  child, 
As  childhood  dates  within  our  colder  clime. 
Where  nought  is  ripen'd  rapidly  save  crime ! 
The  infant  of  an  infant  world,  as  pure 
From  nature-'lovely,  warm,  and  premature ; 
Dusky  like  night,  but  night  with  all  her  stan. 
Or  cavern  sparkling  with  iu  native  spars  ; 
With  eyes  that  were  a  language  and  a  spell, 
A  form  like  Aphrodite's  in  her  shell ; 
With  ail  her  loves  around  her  on  the  deep, 
Voluptuous  as  the  first  approach  of  sleep; 


Yet  full  of  life— for  ikrough  her  tropie  eheek 

The  bhish  would  OMke  its  way,  and  all  but  speak ; 

The  sun-boru  Mood  diffuted  her  neck,  and  threw 

O'er  her  clear  mii-hrowa  skin  a  lucid  hue, 

f.ike  coral  reddening  through  the  darken'd  wave, 

Which  draws  the  diver  to  the  crimson  cave. 

Such  was  this  daughter  of  the  Southern  Seas, 

Herself  a  billow  in  her  energies. 

To  bear  the  hark  of  others*  happiness, 

Nor  frel  a  sorrow  till  their  joy  grew  less : 

Her  wild  and  warm,  yet  feithful  bosom  knew 

No  joy  like  what  it  gave ;  her  hopes  ne'er  drew 

Aught  from  experience,  that  chill  louclistone,  whose 

Sad  proof  reduces  all  things  from  their  hues : 

She  fear'd  nu  ill.  becaase  she  knew  it  not. 

Or  what  she  knew  was  soon — too  soon  fori;ot : 

Her  smiles  and  tears  had  pass'd,  as  light  winds  pass 

O'er  lakes,  to  ruffle,  not  destroy,  their  glass. 

Whose  depths  unsearch'd,  and  fountains  from  the  hill, 

Restore  their  surfece,  in  itself  so  still, 

Until  the  earthquake  tear  the  Naiad's  cave. 

Root  up  the  spring,  and  trample  on  the  wave. 

And  crush  the  living  waters  to  a  mass. 

The  amphibious  desert  of  Uie  dank  moraaa ! 

Aud  must  their  fate  ue  hers?    The  eternal  cluinge 

But  grasps  humanity  with  quicker  range; 

And  they  who  fall,  but  Mi  as  worlds  will  fisU, 

To  rise,  if  just,  a  spirit  o'er  them  all. 

VHI. 

And  who  is  \ui !  the  blue-eyed  northern  child 

Of  isles  more  known  to  man,  but  scarce  less  wild ; 

The  faii^hair'd  offspring  of  the  Hebrides, 

Where  roars  the  Pentiand  with  its  whirling  seas; 

Rock'd  io  his  cradle  by  the  roaring  wind. 

The  tempest-bom  in  body  and  in  mind. 

His  young  eyes  opening  on  the  ocean  foam, 

Had  from  that  moment  deem'd  the  deep  his  home. 

The  giant  comrade  of  his  pensive  moods, 

The  sharer  of  his  craggy  solitudes. 

The  only  Mentor  of  his  youth,  wlierc'er 

His  bark  was  home,  the  sport  of  wave  and  air ; 

A  careless  thing,  who  placed  his  choice  in  chance. 

Nursed  by  the  legends  of  his  land's  romance ; 

Eager  to  hope,  but  not  less  firm  to  bear, 

Acquainted  with  all  feelic^^  save  despair. 

Placed  in  the  Arab's  clime,  he  would  have  been 

As  bold  a  rover  as  the  sands  have  seen. 

And  braved  their  thirst  with  as  enduring  lip 

As  Ishmael  wafted  on  his  descrt-sliip ; ' 

Fix'd  upon  Chili's  shore,  a  prond  Caeiqne  ; 

On  Hellas'  mountains,  a  rebellioua  Gretk ; 

Born  in  a  tent,  perhaps  a  Tamerlane ; 

Bred  to  a  throne,  perhaps  unfit  to  reign. 

For  the  same  soul  that  rends  its  path  to  sway. 

If  rear'd  to  such  can  find  no  further  prey 

Beyond  itself,  and  must  retrace  its  way,' 

Plunging  for  pleasure  into  pain ;  the  same 

Spirit  which  made  a  Nero,  Rome's  worst  shame. 

'  The  .  iblp  of  ihe  de«#>tt .  is  ik«  OrUatal  «ii«r*  far  theosMel  ov 
dranedary,  sad  ib«y  dtnetrt  tka  metaphor  well  <  iha  feraar  fer  Us 
eadarsnoe,  the  lauer  for  hU  twiflaoM. 

«  1  Locallu.  whea  fniga'*<7  ^'"^^  cfcam. 

H>.i  mttMtd  iwaipe  ia  Us  8abia«  fam^-Pms. 
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A  humbler  state  ami  di.scipliue  of  heart 
Hud  form'd  his  (jlorious  namesakes  counterpart  :■ 
Out  (jraut  his  vices,  grant  them  all  his  own, 
flow  small  their  theatre  without  a  throuc! 

IX. 

Thou  smilest, — these  comparisons  seem  hij]h 

To  those  who  scan  all  things  with  dazzled  eye; 

Link'd  with  the  unknown  name  of  one  whose  doom 

Has  nought  to  do  with  glory  or  with  Rome, 

With  Chili,  Hellas,  or  with  Arahy, 

Tliou  sniilest!— Smile;  't  is  heUer  thus  than  sigh; 

Yet  such  he  might  have  been  ;  he  was  a  man, 

A  soaring  spirit  ever  in  the  van, 

A  patriot  hero  or  despotic  chief, 

To  form  a  nation's  glory  or  it.s  grief; 

Horn  under  niiopicos  which  make  us  more 

Or  less  than  we  delight  to  ponder  o'er. 

But  these  are  visions  ;  say,  what  was  he  here? 

A  blooming  boy,  a  truant  mutineer. 

The  fair-hair'd  Torqnil,  free  as  ocrau\  spray, 

The  husband  of  the  bride  of  Toobonai. 

X. 

Dy  Neuhas  side  he  sale,  and  watch'd  the  waters, — 

Neuha,  the  suu-flovicr  of  the  Isl.nid  (!an(;lilersj, 

Iligl«-b«rn  fa  birth  at  vhirli  the  herald  smiles, 

Without  a  scutcheon  foj  these  si'cn-t  ish-s) 

Of  a  lonj;  race,  the  valiant  and  the  free, 

The  naked  knights  of  sa\ag«*  «hi\alry, 

Whose  grasay  cairns  ascend  along  the  shore. 

And  thine, — I've  s<M?n, — Achilles!  do  no  more. 

She,  when  the  thunder-bearing  «.trangcrs  came 

In  vast  canoes,  begin  with  bolts  of  flame, 

Topp'd  with  tall  trees,  which,  loftier  than  the  palm, 

Seem'd  rooted  in  the  deep  auiidst  its  calm  ; 

iJut,  when  the  winds  awaken'd,  shot  forth  wings 

Rroad  as  the  cloud  along  the  hori/on  Hings, 

And  sway'd  the  waves,  like  cities  of  the  sea, 

Making  the  \ery  billows  look  less  free;  — 

She,  with  her  paddling  onr  and  «innciijg  prow. 

Shot  through  the  sni  f,  like  niudecr  through  the  snow. 

Swift  gliding  o'er  the  breaker's  whitening  edge. 

Light  as  a  Nereiil  in  her  ocean-sledge. 

And  gizcd  and  wonder'd  at  the  |;iant  hulk 

Which  heaved  from  wave  to  wave  its  trampling  bulk: 

Ihe  anchor  dropp'd,  it  lay  along  the  deep, 

Like  a  huge  lion  in  the  sun  asleep, 

While  round  it  swarmd  the  proas'  Hitting  chain. 

Like  summer-bees  that  hum  around  his  mane. 

XL 
The  white  man  landed, — need  the  rest  be  told? 
The  New  World  stretchd  its  dusk  hand  to  the  Old ; 
Each  wjs  to  each  a  marvel,  and  the  tie 
Of  wonder  warmd  to  better  sympathy. 
Kind  was  the  welcome  of  the  sun-born  sires. 
And  kinder  still  their  daughters'  gentler  fires. 

'  Tht' <.<»iuiil  >'rr«»,  who  niuili'  iho  uiifqun|lc>il  mart  h  i\hi(li  <1»'- 
ittiT*-*!  Ilaniiihul,  uiid  <l<;f«'nu-il  A^'lrntiai ;  ili<Ti'l>y  uc-ioiupluliin;;  mi 
ucliioifiiiciii  nlitiuiit  anri\ttllf(I  in  iiiiliiin-y  niiii:iU,  Th'>  rtr*t  intrlli- 
licni-f  bf  Ilia  return.  ti>  liaiiml  ul,  \mi<  llir  »ii;lii  of  .V*<iriil>al  *  h  >i<l 
llinmii  inio  lii»  c-imp.  Wbeu  llaniiilxil  ».i>v  this,  In-  «'ii-l«iiii«'d  wilhii 
>inh,  lli.it  •  Home  Would  now  l>«>  ill.' iiii»lr''»»  of  ilx*  »»<'rli). '  And  yi 
l<i  lliit  Yji  loiN  of  >'t>ro'ii  it  uii[,lil  l><*  u^\  ill,;  iliat  lii»  iiii|i<'riiil  iiuiiir'- 
»akc  r<'i(;iudnt  all;  Itiil  tin-  iiil.iiiiy  of  llx-  otir  h«»  clipsid  lli- 
l^lory  ol  llif  i>ll  er.  Wlirn  lli»»  iiann*  of  .  >«tii  •  it  lM-,ird,  who 
lli>iik»ot'  lh''l.on^al  '     Itiii  tiirli  hic  Iiiiiu.iii  iIiiiii;«. 


Their  union  grew  :  the  children  of  the  storm 

Found  beauty  link'd  with  many  a  dusky  form  ; 

While  these  in  turn  admired  the  paler  glow. 

Which  seem'd  so  white  in  climes  that  knew  do  snow. 

The  chase,  the  race,  the  liberty  to  roam, 

The  soil  where  every  cottage  sliow'd  a  home ; 

The  sea-spread  net,  the  lighlly-launchd  canoe, 

Whirh  sicnun'd  the  studded  Archipelago, 

O'er  whose  blue  bosom  rose  the  starry  isles; 

The  healthy  sluml)er,  earn'd  by  sportive  toiU; 

The  palm,  ihe  lofti.si  Orvad  of  the  wood*. 

Within  wlio-^e  bosom  infant  Racehus  brood', 

Whilf  c  igli  s  srarec  build  higher  than  the  crest 

Which  sh.idows  oer  the  \ineyard  in  her  breast; 

The  «;na  fca-^t,  tin-  yam,  the  cocoa's  root. 

Which  bears  at  once  the  cup,  and  milk,  and  fruit; 

The  bread-tree,  which,  without  the  ploughshare,  yirlds 

The  nnrea|)'d  harvest  of  unfurrowd  Helds, 

And  bakes  its  nnajluiteraud  loaves 

Wiihoni  a  furnace  in  impurcliasetl  groves. 

And  Mings  ofl-  (.iiiiine  from  its  fertile  breast, 

A  piicrless  market  for  the  gathering  guest ; 

These,  with  the  hixiii  ies  of  Sv-as  and  woods, 

The  airy  joys  of  sorial  solitudes, 

Tauted  e  irh  rude  wanderer  to  the  sympathies 

Of  liiosi;  wjjo  were  more  happy  if  le-ss  wise. 

Did  more  thin  lairope's  di'»ciji|ine  had  done. 

And  ri'.  ih/c-d  1 1\  ilis.ition  s  M.in  ! 

XII 

Of  flies.',  ,uid  there  w.is  manv  a  willing  pair, 

Neuha  and  Torqnil  were  not  the  least  fair: 

({oth  I  hiKlren  of  the  isles,  though  distant  far  ; 

I'olli  born  l)enei«ih  a  sea-presiding  star  ; 

iloth  nonrish"<l  amidsi  nature's  native  scenes. 

Lined  (o  the  last,  \\lialever  intervenes 

iletvwen  us  and  uiv  eliil«lh«)o<l  s  synijiathy, 

Wliicli  <itill  reverts  to  what  lir-.t  caught  the  eye. 

lie  who  lir^t  met  the  Ilij^hiauds'  swelling  blue, 

Will  K»\e  e.irh  j.e.ik  that  shows  a  kiiuhetl  hue. 

Had  ill  laeli  er.i;;  a  frieiil's  famihar  face, 

.And  clasp  the  iiioiiiit.rni  in  liis  mind's  embrace. 

I.oiig  have  I  ro.iiiid  iliroiigli  land",  whieh  are  uol  niinr. 

Adored  the  Alp  .nid  loveil  the  A|U'niiine, 

heveretl  I*arri  in»iis,  and  beiield  the  stivp 

.love's  li'a  and  ()lvinj)us  <  rowu  the  deep  : 

Ihit  t  was  not  all  long  ages  lore,  nor  .ill 

riitir  nature  held  lue  in  their  thillling  thrall; 

Tlie  infant  lapiure  siill  survived  the  boy, 

Aii'l  l.oeh-na-j'.ir  with  Id.i  look  «l  oer  Troy,' 

.Mix  d  t^eltit  memories  with  ihc  Phrygian  mount. 

And  Mi;;hlaiid  linns  with  Oast.ilie's  clear  fount. 

I"or;;ive  me,  Homers  niiivers;il  <ih.ide  ! 

Foffjive  me,  Pluvhiis  I  that  my  fancy  strayd  ; 

The  >'iirlh  and  nature  taught  me  to  .idore 

Your  scenes  sublime  from  those  beloved  before. 


'  ^^  Ikm)  >erv  wiuii,;,  nimut  «'i,;ht  yram  f>f  nr,''.  nfivr  an  att«  •*  o» 
llic  «.  jirl<M  f<M«T  HI  \l'<rilr<'it.  t  v»ii»  reo»orcd  !>>  ni'-tlj.jil  advi<^-  id  »■ 
llie  lli,'l.l.iiid>.  Hero  I  imn-icd  c>tv.i»iouuIly  koiik-  kuiuiucn.  ad«1  fr.-iB 
lliis  jicrifKl  I  due  rn>  lovu  of  nioiiniainoiiii  rtiuiaro*.  I  cMn  n^'^T 
l'ir,;(  I  ill"  t-d'i  I  II  ir\\  vmrs  ufl«'rv».ird»  ill  t!;n.;l.iiid.  ul  lh'><>ul«  (fa  n  . 

I  had  loni;  •x-cii,  «<\cn  in  iMiriiiilur>',  of  o  moiiniiiiii.  In  lh<*  MnlT^ra 
llillii.  \lK-r  I  ri  (iiriinl  Id  Chellciihain,  I  u»r<i  to  waii-h  tl>«-ra  rx  o 
nl'irriiooii  .11  Minm't,  x»iih  ii  $i-ti*alioii  wbi'h  I  i-;iiin'a  dc»iriLn-.  TJ»i« 
w.K  Ik>>  idi  rniiii;;)!  .   l>iil  I  wiik  ihi'u  only  ihirUfU  yciir*    ut     Hf.f,    »i^ 

II  \>.i»  ill  th<'  IioImI  i^k 
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XIII. 
The  love,  which  maketh  all  things  fond  and  fair. 
The  youth,  which  makes  one  rainbow  of  the  air, 
The  dangers  past,  that  make  even  man  enjoy 
The  pause  in  which  he  ceases  to  destroy, 
The  mutual  beauty,  which  the  sternest  feel 

>  Strike  to  their  hearts  like  li({htninj  to  tlie  steel, 

I  Uoited  tlie  half  .sava(;c  and  the  m  hole. 
The  maid  and  boy,  in  one  ahsorbint;  soul. 
No  more  the  thundering;  memory  of  the*  fight 
Wrapp'd  his  wean'd  bosom  in  its  dark  delight ; 
No  more  the  irksome  restlessness  of  rest 
Disiurh'd  him  like  the  cngle  in  her  nest, 
Whose  whetted  beak  and  far-pervading  eye 
Darts  for  a  victim  over  all  the  sky ; 
HLs  heart  was  tamed  to  th.it  voluptuous  state. 
At  once  eiysian  and  effeminate, 
Which  leaves  no  laiireU  o'er  the  hero's  urn; — 
These  wither  when  for  aught  save  blood  they  burn; 
Yet,  when  their  ashes  in  their  nook  arc  laid. 
Doth  not  the  myrtle  lea>e  as  sweet  a  sliaUe  ? 
Had  Cesar  kno«n  but  Cleopatra's  kiss, 
Rome  liad  been  free,  the  worUl  had  not  been  his. 
And  what  hive  Cx^ar't  deeds  and  Cesar's  fame 
Done  for  the  earth  ?  We  feel  them  in  our  shame  : 
The  gory  sanction  of  his  glory  stains 
The  rust  which  tyrants  cherish  on  our  chains. 
Though  glory,  nature,  reason,  freedom,  bid 
Kouscd  millions  do  what  single  Brutus  did, — 
Sweep  thece  mere  mock-birds  of  the  despot's  song 
From  the  tall  bough  where  they  lia%e  perch'd  so  long,- 
Still  are  we  hawk'd  at  by  such  mousing  owls. 
And  take  for  falcous  those  ignoble  fowls, 
1^'hen  but  a  word  of  freedom  would  dispel 
These  bugbears  as  their  terrors  show  too  well. 

XIV. 
Rapt  in  the  fond  forgclfulness  of  life, 
Pfeuha,  the  South  Sea  girl,  was  all  a  wife, 
^'ith  no  distracting  world  to  call  her  off 
From  love ;  with  no  society  to  .scoff 
At  the  new  transient  (lame;  no  babbling  crowd 
Of  coicombry  in  admiration  loud. 
Or  with  aduherous  whi-pcr  to  alloy 
Her  duly,  and  her  glory,  and  her  joy ; 
With  faith  and  feelings  naked  as  her  form, 
She  stood  as  stands  a  rainbow  in  a  storm. 
Clian^ng  its  hues  with  bright  variety. 
But  still  expanding  lovelier  o'er  the  sky, 
Howe'er  iu  arch  may  .<iwell,  its  colours  move. 
The  cioad-compelling  harbinger  of  love. 


XV 
Here  in  this  grotto  of  the  wave-worn  shore. 
They  pass'd  the  tropic's  red  meridian  o'er  ; 
Nor  long  the  hours— they  never  paused  o'er  time, 
Uobrokeo  by  the  clock's  funereal  chime. 
Which  deals  the  daily  pittance  of  our  span, 
And  points  and  mocks  with  iron  laugh  at  man. 
What  deem'd  they  of  the  future  or  the  past  ? 
The  present,  like  a  tyrant,  held  them  fast : 
Their  hour-glass  was  the  sea-sand,  and  the  tide. 
Like  her  smooth  billow,  saw  their  momenU  glide ; 
Thfir  clock  the  sun  in  his  unbounded  tower ; 
They  rcckon'd  not,  whose  day  was  but  an  hour ; 


The  nightingale  their  only  vesper-bell. 
Sung  sweetly  to  the  rose  the  day's  farewell ;  ■ 
The  broad  sua  set,  bnt  not  with  Hngeriog  sweep, 
.4s  in  the  north  he  mellows  o'er  the  deep, 
Rut  6ery,  full  and  fierce,  as  if  he  left 
The  world  for  ever,  earth  of  light  bereft. 
Plunged  with  red  forehead  down  along  the  wave. 
As  dives  a  hero  headlong  to  his  grave. 
Then  rose  they,  looking  first  along  the  skies, 
And  then,  for  light,  into  each  other's  eyes. 
Wondering  that  summer  show'd  so  brief  a  sun. 
And  asking  if  indeed  the  day  were  done  ? 

XVI. 
And  let  not  this  seem  strange ;  the  devotee 
Lives  not  in  earth,  but  in  his  ecstasy ; 
Around  him  days  and  worlds  are  heedless  driven, — 
I  lis  soul  is  gone  before  his  dust  to  heaven. 
Is  love  less  potent  7  No — his  path  is  trod, 
.\like  uplifted  gloriously  to  Cod  ; 
Or  link'd  to  all  we  know  of  heaven  below. 
The  other  better  self,  whose  joy  or  woe 
Is  more  than  ours;  ihe  all-absorbing  (lame 
Which,  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  same, 
W^rapt  in  one  blaze;  the  pure,  yet  funeral  pile. 
Where  gentle  hearu,  like  Bramins,  sit  and  smile. 
How  often  we  forget  all  time,  when  lone, 
Admiring  nature  s  universal  throne. 
Her  woods,  her  wilds,  her  waters,  the  intense 
Reply  of-'  hert  to  our  intelligence! 
Live  not  the  stars  and  mountains?  Are  the  waves 
Without  a  spirit !  Are  the  dropping  €-aves 
Without  a  feeling  in  their  silent  tears? 
No,  no  ; — they  woo  and  rla>p  us  to  their  spheres. 
Dissolve  this  elog  and  clod  of  clay  before 
lis  hour,  and  inerj'e  our  soul  iu  the  great  shore. 
Strip  off  this  fond  and  ftise  identity  ! — 
Who  thiuks  of  self,  when  gazing  on  the  sky? 
And  who,  though  gazing  lower,  ever  thought. 
In  the  young  moments  ere  the  heart  is  Uught 
Times  lesson,  of  man's  baseness  or  his  own  7 
All  nature  is  his  realm,  and  love  his  throne. 

!  xvi;. 

'  Neuha  arose,  and  Torquil :  twilight's  hour 
I  Came  sad  and  softly  to  their  rorky  bower, 
j  Which,  kindling  by  degrees  its  dewy  spars, 
!  Kcho'd  their  dim  light  to  the  mustering  stars. 
Slowly  the  pair,  partaking  nature's  calm, 
Sought  out  their  cottage,  built  beneath  the  palm; 
Now  smiling  and  now  silent,  as  the  scene; 
Lovely  as  love— the  spirit!  when  serene. 
The  Ocean  scarce  spoke  louder  with  his  swell 
Than  breathes  his  mimic  murmurer  in  the  shell,' 

'  TU  oow  well-Unown  »lory  0!  lht»  Iot**  of  the  iil({htiDB«Ie  aad 
roM  netsi  not  b«  more  than  alluded  to,  b«iog  mfficieally  fsBiliir  M 
the  WVtttro  ■•  to  Ihe  Enstarn  reader. 

»  if  ibr  reader  will  apply  to  hit  ear  tbe  MS-ahell  00  W*  rhlaney- 

;  piM«,  ba  will  be  aware  of  what  U  .Ihided  to.     If  th«  toit  »boaia  ap- 

j  iMsa.  obtc-aro,  be  will  find  in  •  Gcbir  «  tbe  •ame  Idea  bettor  eipremwd 

1  in  two  hue..— Tbe  poem  I    never  n'ad.   hot  hato  beard  ihe  Hi»« 

I  qooicd  by  d  more  re  •oiidiic  reader— who  »eeni«  to  be  of  t  different 

|. iplDion  from  tbe  Editor  of  thj  yaarlerly  ReTiew.  who  qaalitioJ  U, 

I  in  biiao«wer  lotheLriiicai  Hc'iewor  of  hi*  JaToaal.  a*  ira»b  ol 

I  the  wortt  and  hhmI  latane  destr.ption.     It  U  to  Mr  Un.lor.  the  aa- 

tborof  Gebir,  soqnaliHed.  nnd  lonie  Utla  poemt,  which  tIo  wrllh 

Martial  or  t^tallu*  in  obwenity.  that  the  iaBMcnlat*  Mr  6oaihe; 

nfldre»\e«  hit  declanutiion  n(iatD»i  iiupariiy  I 
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A<i,  f:ir  divided  from  his  parent  deep, 
The  sea-horn  infant  cries,  and  will  not  sleep, 
Raising;  his  htile  plaint  in  vain,  to  rave 
For  the  broad  bosom  of  his  nun»in(;  wave  : 
The  woods  droopM  darkly,  as  inclined  to  rest, 
The  tropic-bird  wheerd  rock-ward  to  his  nest. 
And  the  blue  sky  spread  round  them  tike  a  lake 
Of  peace,  where  piety  her  thirst  might  slake. 

XVIII. 
But  throu(^;h  the  palm  and  plantain,  hark,  a  voice! 
Not  ^uch  as  would  have  been  a  lover's  choice 
In  such  an  hour  to  break  the  air  so  still ! 
No  dying  ni^;ht-brcc2e,  harpiuu  o\;r  the  hill, 
Striking  the  strings  of  nature,  rock  and  tree. 
Those  best  and  earliest  lyres  of  harmony, 
With  echo  for  tlieir  chorus;  nor  the  alarm 
Of  thr  loud  war-whoop  to  dispel  the  charm  ; 
Nor  the  snlil(M|uy  of  the  hermit  owl, 
Exhaling  .ill  his  >olitary  soul, 
Tho  dim  though  large-eyed  winged  anchorite, 
Wlio  poals  his  dreary  paran  o'er  the  night; — 
But  a  loud,  long,  and  naval  whistle,  shrill 
As  ever  startled  through  a  sea-birds  bill ; 
And  then  a  pause,  and  then  a  hoarse  «llillo! 
Torquil!  my  hoy!  what  cheer?  Ho,  brother,  ho!» 
w  Wlio  hails  ?»  cried  Torquil,  following  with  his  i-yc 
The  sound.     ««  Here 's  one  !»  was  all  the  brief  reply. 

XfX. 

But  here  the  herald  of  the  self-siune  mouth 

Came  breathing  o'er  the  aromatic  south, 

Not  like  a  ««  brd  of  violctsM  on  the  gale. 

But  such  as  wafts  its  cloud  o'er  grog  or  ale. 

Born  from  a  short  frail  pipe,  which  yet  had  blown 

Its  gentle  odours  over  either  zone. 

And,  puffd  wherrer  winds  rise  or  waters  roll. 

Had  wafted  smoke  from  Portsmouth  to  the  I*ol(,«, 

Opposed  its  vapour  as  the  lightning  llashd. 

And  reek'd, 'midst  mountain  billows  unabash'd. 

To  -Eolus  a  con.siant  sacrilice, 

Through  every  change  of  all  the  varying  skies. 

And  whit  Wis  he  who  bore  it' — I  may  err. 

But  deem  iiiin  sailor  or  philosopher' 

Sublime  Tobacco !  which  from  east  to  west 

Cheers  the  tar's  labour  or  the  Turkman';*  rest  ; 

Which  on  the  Moslem's  ottoman  divides 

IHs  hours,  and  rivals  opium  and  his  brides; 

l^Iagniliceiit  in  Siamboul,  but  less  grand. 

Though  not  less  lo>cd,  in  Wapping  or  the  Strand  ; 

Divine  in  hookas,  glorious  in  a  pipe, 

When  tippd  v^ith  amber,  yellow,  rich,  and  ripe; 

Like  other  charm<rrs,  wooing  the  caress 

.More  daz/litigly  when  daring  in  full  dress  ; 

Yet  thy  true  lovers  more  admire  by  far 

Thy  naked  beauties — Give  me  a  cigar  ! 

XX. 

Throngh  i<ie  approaching  d.irkness  of  the  wo<mI 

A  human  figure  broke  the  solitude. 

Fantastically,  it  may  be,  array'd, 

A  seaman  in  a  savage  mas<pierade  ; 

Such  as  appears  to  rise  from  out  the  deep. 

When  oer  the  Line  the  merry  vessels  sweep. 

'   II(>I>)>«>«,  i)i(<  ffiiVxT  uf  Lo«'k«'\  nnd  other  |ihilo»n|)hy    wa»  an 
»i'l«'raie  kdiokcr.  — e\fii  io  |ii)jC)t  bcyori<t  CJjnipul.itiori 


And  the  rough  Saturnalia  of  the  tar 

Flock  o'er  thi  deck,  in  Neptune's  borrow'd  car;' 

And,  pleased,  the  god  of  ocean  sees  his  name 

Uevi\e  once  more,  though  but  in  mimic  game 

Of  his  true  sons,  who  riot  in  a  breeze 

Undreamt  of  in  his  native  Cyclades. 

Still  the  old  god  delights,  from  out  the  main. 

To  sn.Urh  some  glimpses  of  his  ancient  reign. 

Our  sailor's  jacket,  though  in  ragged  trim. 

His  coiisianl  pipe,  which  never  yet  buru'd  dim. 

Ills  foremast  air,  and  somewhat  rolling  gait. 

Like  his  dear  vessel,  spoke  his  former  state  ; 

Ihit  then  a  sort  of  kerchief  round  his  head, 

.Not  o\er  tightly  bound,  or  nicely  spread; 

And,  stead  of  trowsers  (ah  !  too  early  torn  ! 

For  oen  the  mildest  woods  will  have  their  ihoro) 

A  curious  sort  of  somewhat  scanty  mat  | 

Now  served  for  inexpressibles  and  hat;  ! 

flis  naked  feet  and  neck,  and  simburnt  face,  • 

Perchance  might  suit  alike  with  cither  race.  i 

flis  irnis  were  all  his  own,  our  Europe's  growth,  » 

Which  tw«»  worlds  bless  for  civilising  both;  ' 

The  musket  swung  behind  his  shoulders,  brpad  I 

-\nd  somewhat  stoop'd  by  his  marine  aI)ode,  i 

But  brawny  as  the  boar's  ;  and,  hung  beneath. 

His  cutlass  droop'd,  unconscious  of  a  sheath,  J 

Or  lost  or  worn  away;  his  pistols  were 

Liiik'd  to  hii)  belt,  a  matrimonial  pair —  ' 

(Let  not  this  metaphor  appear  a  scoff,  i 

Tlu)ugh  one  miss'd  fire  the  other  would  go  off);  ' 

fhesi-,  with  a  bayonet,  not  so  free  from  rust 

As  when  the  arm-chest  held  its  brighter  trust,  ' 

Completed  his  accoutrements,  as  night  < 

Survey'd  him  in  his  garb  heteroclile.  I 

XXL  ' 

•«  What  cheer,  Ben  Bunting  ?»»  cried  (when  in  full  view 
Our  new  acquaintance)  Torquil;  «  aught  of  new  ?» 
«  Ey,  eY,»  tpioth  Ben,  «  not  new,  but  uews  eno^v, 
.\  strange  sail  in  the  offing. » — »<Sail*  and  how  ? 
What !  could  you  make  her  out?  It  cannot  be  ; 
I  '>e  sci'n  no  rag  of  canvas  on  the  sea.» 
«  Belike, »  said  BfMi,  «<  you  might  not  from  the  bay. 
But  from  the  bluff-head,  where  I  watch'd  to-day, 
I  saw  her  in  the  <ioldnmis;  for  the  wind 
Was  light  and  bafHing." — «<  When  the  sua  declined 
WIktc  lay  she  ?  had  she  anchor'd  7m — ♦<  No,  but  still 
She  boH'  down  on  us,  till  the  wind  grew  6iiU.»» 
«  Her  Hag  f>. — «  I  had  no  glass;  but,  fore  and  aft. 
Egad,  she  seem'd  a  wicked-looking  craft.* 
"  Arm'<l  ?» — M  I  expect  so; — sent  on  the  look-out; — 
r  is  time,  belike,  to  put  our  helm  about.» 
<«  .Vboui '. — Whate'er  may  have  us  now  in  chase. 
We  11  make  no  running  tight,  for  that  were  baite  ; 
We  will  (lie  at  our  quarters,  like  true  men.» 
«  Ey,  ey  ;  for  that,  t  is  all  the  same  to  Ben.» 
>•  Does  Cliri-siian  know  this?i> — «<  Ay ;  he  '«    piped  aU 

hands 
Fo  quarters.     They  are  furbishing  the  stands 
Uf  arms;  and  we  have  got  some  guns  to  bear, 
•Vntl  scaled  them.  You  are  wanted. » — «  Tliai's  but  fdu. 
.\iicl  if  it  were  uot,  mine  is  not  the  soul 
To  lea>e  my  comrades  helpless  on  the  shoaL 


*    Ihi*  roil  ;h  hill  jovial  rrrfmony,  lucj  in  cro»»in;;   the   Liar    k»- 
l.f (11  n<  nil -11  .nil)  »A  will  li  •icritf'.l.  ih.il   if  ornl   not  l>«   aKtrt-  ikaa 

.illii-l>  •!  Io. 
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My  Neuha!  ah !  and  must  my  fate  pursue 

Not  me  alooe,  but  one  to  tweet  and  true ! 

Bat  whatsoe'er  betide,  ah!  Neuha,  now 

Uomin  me  not;  the  hour  will  not  allow 

A  tear;  I  'm  thine,  whatever  intervenes  !• 

<* Riehl,*  quoth  Ben,  « that  will  do  for  the  marines.*  * 


CANTO  III. 


I. 


Tbe  fight  was  o'er;  the  flashing  through  the  gloom, 

Wliich  robes  the  cannon  as  be  wings  a  tomb, 

Had  reased;  and  sulphury  vapours  upward  driven 

Had  left  tbe  earth,  and  but  polluted  heaven : 

The  raidtog  roar  which  rung  in  every  volley 

Had  left  the  valleys  to  their  melancholy; 

No  more  they  shriek'd  their  horror,  boom  for  boom ; 

Tbe  istrife  was  done,  the  vaoquish'd  had  their  doom ; 

The  mutineers  were  crush'd,  dispersed  or  ta'en, 

Or  lived  to  deem  the  happiest  were  the  slain. 

Few,  few,  escaped,  and  these  were  bunted  o'er 

The  isle  they  loved  beyond  their  native  «hore. 

No  further  home  v;  as  theirs,  it  seem'dj  on  earth, 

Once  renegades  to  that  which  gave  them  birth ; 

Track'd  like  wild  beasU,  like  them  they  sought  the  wild. 

As  to  a  mothers  bosom  flies  the  child ; 

But  vainly  wolves  and  lions  seek  their  den, 

And  still  more  vainly  men  escape  from  men. 

n. 

Beneath  a  rock  whose  jutting  base  protrudes 

Far  over  ocean  in  his  fiercest  moods. 

When  scaling  his  enormous  crag,  the  wave 

Is  hurl'd  down  headlong  like  the  foremost  brave, 

And  falls  back  on  the  foaming  crowd  behind, 

Which  fight  beneath  the  banners  of  the  wind, 

But  now  at  rest,  a  Utile  remnant  drew 

Together,  bleeding,  thirssty,  faint,  and  few; 

But  still  their  weapons  in  their  hands,  and  still 

With  something  of  the  pride  of  former  will. 

As  men  not  all  unused  to  mediteCe, 

And  strive  much  more  than  wonder  at  their  fiate. 

Their  present  lot  was  what  they  had  foreseen. 

And  dared  as  what  was  likely  to  liave  been; 

Yet  still  the  lingering  hope,  which  deem'd  their  lot 

Not  pardon'd,  but  unsoughl-for  or  forgot, 

Or  trusted  that,  if  sought,  their  distant  caves 

Might  still  be  miss'd  amidst  that  world  of  waves, 

Had  wean'd  their  tUoughu  in  part  from  what  they  saw 

And  felt — the  vengeance  of  their  country's  law. 

Their  sea-green  isle,  their  guilt-won  paradise. 

No  more  could  shield  their  virtue  or  their  vice  : 

Their  better  feelings,  if  such  were,  were  thrown 

Back  on  themselves, — their  sins  remain'd  alone. 

Prov*ribe4  even  in  their  second  country,  they 

Were  lost ;  in  vaiu  the  world  before  them  lay; 

411  outlets  seem'd  secured.    Their  new  allies 

!lad  fought  and  bled  in  mutual  sacrifice; 

{lit  what  avail'd  the  club  and  spear  and  arm 

>f  Hercules,  against  the  sulphury  charm, 

•  .  Thai  will  do  for  the  ■■rin^t,  hat  lh<*  Mllort  won't  bplirvp  il,< 
I  an  f.M  ••line,  "ndoneof  th^  frw  frafrmrnU  of  hnamr  jMioatiM 
likh  Mill  •arTlT*  (ia  je«l  ooly)  t  etwwo  ibct*  Raiiaai  ^errioM. 


The  magic  of  tbe  tbnadar,  which  dascroy'd 
The  warrior  ere  his  strength  could  btf  employed  T 
Dug,  like  a  spreading  pestilence,  the  grave 
No  less  of  hnman  bravery  than  the  brave !  ( 
Their  own  scant  numbers  acted  all  the  few 
Against  the  many  oft  will  dare  and  do ) 
But  though  the  choice  seems  native  to  die  free, 
Even  Greece  can  boast  but  one  Thermopyl*, 
Till  now,  when  she  has  forged  her  broken  chain 
Back  to  a  sword,  and  dies  and  lives  again ! 

III. 

Beside  the  jutting  rock  the  few  appear'd. 

Like  the  last  remnant  of  the  red*deer's  herd; 

Their  eyes  were  feverish,  and  their  aspect  worn. 

But  still  the  hunters  blood  was  on  their  bom. 

A  little  stream  came  tumbling  from  the  height. 

And  straggling  into  ocean  as  it  might. 

Its  bounding  crystal  frolick'd  in  the  ray, 

And  gush'd  from  cleft  to  ciag  with  saltless  spray; 

Close  on  the  wild  wide  ocean,  yet  as  pure 

And  fresh  as  innocence,  and  more  secure, 

Its  silver  torrent  glitter'd  o'er  the  deep, 

.\s  the  shy  chamois*  eye  o'erlooks  the  steep, 

While  far  below  the  vast  and  sullen  swell 

Of  ocean's  Alpine  aiure  rose  and  fell. 

To  this  young  spring  they  rush'd, — all  feelings  first 

Absorb'd  in  passion's  and  in  nature's  thirst, — 

Drank  as  they  do  who  drink  their  last,  aud  threw 

Their  arms  aside  to  revel  in  its  dew; 

Cool'd  their  scorch'd  throats,  and  wash'd  tbe  gory  stains 

From  wounds  whose  only  bandage  might  be  chains ; 

Then,  when  their  drought  was  quench'd,  look'd  sadly 

round, 
A«  wondering  bow  so  many  still  were  found 
Alive  and  fetterless  : — but  silent  all. 
Each  sought  his  fellow's  eyes,  as  if  to  call 
On  him  for  language  which  his  lips  denied. 
As  though  their  voices  with  their  cause  had  died. 

IV. 

Stern,  and  aloof  a  little  from  the  rest, 
Stood  Christian,  with  his  arms  across  his  chest. 
The  ruddy,  reckless,  dauntless  hue,  once  spread 
Along  his  cheek,  was  Hvid  now  as  lead; 
His  light-brown  locks,  so  gracefol  in  their  flow. 
Now  rose  like  startled  vipers  o'er  his  brow. 
Still  as  a  statue,  with  his  lips  compress'd 
To  stifle  even  the  breath  within  his  breast. 
Fast  by  the  rock,  all  menacing  but  mute, 
llo  stood;  and,  save  a  slight  beat  of  bis  foot. 
Which  deepen'd  now  and  then  the  sandy  dint 
Heurath  his  heel,  his  form  seem'd  tnrn'd  to  flint. 
Some  paces  further  Torquil  lean  d  his  head 
A(;<iin6t  a  bank,  and  spoke  not,  but  he  bled,— 
Not  morully — his  worst  wound  was  within  : 
His  brow  was  pale,  his  blue  eyes  sunken  in. 
And  bloodHlrop*.  sprinkled  o'er  his  yellow  hair 
Show'd  that  bis  fointness  came  not  from  despair, 
But  nature  B  ebb.     Beside  him  was  another. 
Bough  as  a  bear,  but  willing  as  a  brother, — 


•  Arrhidamu*.  Kiof  of  Sparta,  and  Mm  of  AgctlUas.  wImb  be  saw 
a  madiinetBTeainl  Tor  the  ntting  uf  ttonrt  aod  darU,  eiclaiaod 
that  li  wat  ih«>  •  Rrarr  of  «aloar.>  The  tam^  alory  hai  beeo  lold  of 
tome  kaiRliit  on  thf>  Aru  appUcalloa  of  i^apowder ;  but  theerifftval 
aoiHtloie  it  ia  Platatrh. 
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Ben  Ituntini;,  vho  cs&iiyd  lo  wash,  and  wipe. 
And  hind  lii<  wound — ilieii  calmly  Hi  iiis  pipe — 
A  trophy  which  survived  an  hundnd  Hyhts, 
A  beacon  which  had  checr'd  ten  thousand  nights. 
The  fnurlii  and  last  of  this  deserted  {{roup 
Walk'd  up  and  down — at  limes  would  stand,  then  stoop 
To  pick  a  pehhle  up — then  lot  it  drop — 
Then  hurry  as  in  haste — then  quickly  stop- 
Then  cast  liis  eyes  on  his  companions — iheu 
Half  whistle  half  a  tune,  and  pause  a{',ain  — 
And  then  his  former  movements  would  redouble, 
With  somcthinjj  between  carelessness  and  trouble. 
This  is  a  lon{;  description,  but  applies 
To  scarce  five  minutes  past  before  the  eyes; 
but  yet  xvhiit  minutes!     Moments  like  to  thesr 
Heud  men's  lives  into  immortaliiies, 

V. 

At  len{5th  Jack  Skyscrape,  a  mercurial  man, 

Who  (lutter'd  over  all  tliin{;s  like  a  fan, 

More  brave  than  lirm,  and  more  disposed  to  dare 

And  die  at  once  than  wrestle  with  despair, 

Kxclaim'd  .<  God  damn  :>•     Those  syllables  iutensc,— 

Nucleus  of  Knyland's  native  elo(|nejiee. 

As  the  Turk's  ««  Allah  I>>  or  the  r.oman's  inon- 

Pai;au  w  Proli  Jupiter !»  was  wont  of  yore 

'lo  i;ive  their  lir>t  impn-ssious  such  a  vent. 

By  v.ay  of  echo  lo  embarra^^ment. 

Jack  was  embarrass'd, — never  heio  moie. 

And  as  he  knew  noi  what  lo  say,  he  swore; 

Nor  swore  in  vain  :  the  lony  cou(;iuial  sound 

Revived  Den  Bunting  from  his  pipe  piof(tund; 

He  drew  il  from  his  mouth,  and  U>oK'il  full  wise, 

Uut  merely  added  to  the  oath  lii>  eyes; 

Thus  rendcrin;;  ihe  imperfect  phrase  complete — 

A  peroration  I  need  notn-poat. 

VI. 

But  Christian,  of  a  hi{jlier  order,  shiod 
Like  an  extinct  voU. mo  in  his  njood  : 
Silent,  and  sad,  and  sa\;ij;<', — with  ihc  trai* 
Of  passion  reekiin;  from  his  elou.l* d  fai-r, 
Till  liflin^j  u|)  ajf  iin  his  si)nil)re  ey*-. 
It  <;laii<X'd  on  Toiijuil  vJio  lean'd  f.iiiit.'v  by. 
«<  And  is  it  ihus^»  lie  cricil,  <■<  anlMpj.y  Imjv  I 
And  thee,  too,  thee — my  midncss  uuisi  (l(stro\.>< 
He  said,  and  strode  to  where  younj;  Torquil  >i()«»il. 
Yet  tlahblid  wiih  his  laleiv-llowinjj  hiDod  ; 
Jsf'i/ed  his  hand  vNistfidlv.  but  liid  u<it  pn'ss. 
And  shrunk  as  barful  «if  his  own  caress  , 
Knqnired  into  his  state;  .uid  when  he  licird 
The  wound  was  sliijiiter  than  he  decMu'd  orf«Mr"d, 
A  moment  s  bri;;hlness  |).(ss  il  alon;;  hi.  broM. 
As  much  .Js  su-'li  a  moinc  nt  w«inUl  allow. 
«<  Yes,»  he  ex(  laim'd,  «  wc  ;tre  Liken  In  the  IcmI, 
But  not  a  coward  or  a  conHnnn  spoil  ; 
I)<Mrlv  thev  have  bouj;ht  us — dearly  '•till  mav  buy. — 
And  I  umsl  f.ill;  but  have  you  sirenj;th  to  !lv ' 
T  N»onld  be  sonu;  eondori  sldl,  could  von  sm"Mve: 
Our  dwindlid  b;iii>!  is  now  loo  (".  w  tt>  strive. 
Oh  1  for  a  sole  caimel  tlr'U{;h  but  a  sIk-II, 
To  bear  you  hence  it)  where  a  hope  mav  «iw<^]r 
For  ujc,  my  lot  is  what  1  s<>iij;lil;  l<»  be, 
hi  life  or  »l<alll.   tbi*  fe,l.  Ies->  ;in<l  llie  fi«'e.>' 


VII. 
Even  as  lie  spoke,  around  the  promontory, 
W^hieli  nodded  o'er  ihc  billows  high  and  hoary, 
A  dark  speck  dotted  ocean  :  on  it  flew, 
Like  to  the  shadow  of  a  roused  sea-mew  : 
Onward  it  came — and,  lo!  a  second  followd — 
Now  seen — now  hid — where  ocean's  vale  washollow'd; 
And  near,  and  nearer,  till  their  dusky  crew 
Presented  well-known  aspects  to  the  view, 
Till  on  the  surf  their  skimming  paddles  play. 
Buoyant  as  wings,  and  flitting  through  the  spray; 
Now  perching  on  the  wave's  high  curl,  and  now 
Dash'd  downward  in  the  thundering  foam  below, 
\Vhi(  h  ilings  it  broad  and  boilmg,  sheet  on  sheet, 
And  sli.jes  its  high  flakes,  shiver'd  into  sleet  ." 
But  floating  still  through  surf  and  swell,  drew  nigh 
1  he  b;irks.  like  small  birds  through  a  louring  sky. 
Their  art  seem'd  nature — such  the  skill  to  sweep 
The  wave,  of  these  born  playmatesof  the  deep. 

vin. 

And  who  the  first  that,  springing  on  the  strantl, 
Leap'd  like  a  Nereid  from  her  shell  to  land, 
With  dark  but  brilliant  skin,  and  dewy  eye 
Shining wiih  love,  and  hope,  and  constancy? 
Neidia, —  the  foiul,  the  futhful,  the  adored, 
Her  heart  on  Tttrquils  like  a  torrent  pourd; 
And  smiled,  and  >vept,  and  near  and  nearer  claspU, 
As  if  to  be  assured  i  was  hiuj  she  gra«ip'd  ; 
Shudderd  to  «!ee  his  yet  warm  wound,  and  then, 
To  find  il  trivial,  smiled  and  wept  again. 
She  was  a  warrior's  (lau};hter,  and  could  bear 
.Such  sij;lils.  and  ftel,  and  mourn,  but  not  despriir. 
Her  lover  lived, — nor  foes  nor  fears  could  blight 
That  full-blown  monu-:il  in  its  all  delight  : 
-loy  trickled  in  her  tears,  joy  lilld  the  sob 
riiai  rocktl  her  heart  till  almost  iiKARt*  to  throb; 
.\nd  p.ui'lise  \^.ls  brei  thing  in  the  sigh 
Of  nature's  chiM  in  n  ilures  ecstasy. 

L\. 

Ihc  sti^rnor  spirits  who  lu'held  that  meeting 

Were  noi  unmoved;  who  are  when  hearts  arc  grtrtrtiup' 

i'-. en  (Iliri^iiau  g.i/rd  upon  the  maid  ami  boy 

^\'ith  ie«iiless,  eye,  but  yd  a  gloomv  joy 

?ilix<l  ^^ilh  those  biiKr  thoughts  ilie  soul  arrays 

In  hopeless  \isious  of  our  belter  days, 

V.'iii'n  all  s  gone — to  the  rainbow's  Litest  rav, 

«(  \ud  hut  for  iiiel->  he  said,  and  lurn'd  awav; 

l  In  n  ga/cd  upon  the  iiair.  .is  in  his  den 

.\  lion  look-;  iijiou  his  cuIjs  again; 

.\iul  tiiell  rell|ts(d  ilj'o  his  Milieu  gni^e. 

As  hetdios  of  his  furiiier  de,>:inii^s. 

I  \. 

■  Hni  biief  their  time  for  good  or  evil  tliou;;!it; 
'  Tiie  billows  loiitid  the  pioiuoriiery  brought 

he  pl.ixli  i.f  hostile  o.irs — .Vi.i^I  wli<»  mule 
ilial  >'>u".il  .1  ilre.id  .'     All  round  theui  '•etmd  arrjv  it 

■  \;;.iinst  iliein  s.i\f  the  bride  of  Tooliouai  : 

'  Siie,  .1  >  die  r,ui;;ht  the  lir-f  j-.limpc  o'er  tlu*  IkIV. 
'  orilnainid  boats  which  Inirrud  to  eiunj  l«ic 

liie  1 1!. in, (111  s  ruin  v,  iih  liieir  tl',iii;;  leel, 
j  r><  cknn'il  the  n  itivcs  r')iu;d  her  to  their  prows, 
'  l^Miiiaik'il  tin  ir  gue-t'.,  and  launchd  their  light  can-^.  s. 
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In  one  pbced  Cbrittain  and  hit  comrades  twain ; 
But  she  and  Torquil  must  not  part  again. 
She  fiz'd  him  in  her  own — Away !  away ! 
They  clear  the  breakers,  dart  along  the  bay, 
And  towards  a  group  of  islets,  such  as  bear 
The  sfa-bird  s  nest  and  seal's  surMioUow'd  lair. 
They  skim  the  blue  tops  of  the  billows;  fast 
They  flew,  and  fast  their  fierce  pursuers  chased. 
The  gain  upon  them — now  they  lose  again, — 
Again  make  way  and  menare  o'er  the  main; 
And  now  the  two  canoes  in  ch.ise  divide. 
And  follow  different  courses  o'er  the  tide, 
To  baffle  the  pursuit — Away !  away! 
As  life  is  on  each  pjddlc's  flight  to-^lay, 
And  more  than  life  or  lives  to  Neuha  :  lore 
Freights  the  frail  bark  and  urges  to  the  cove — 
And  now  the  refuge  and  the  foe  are  nigh — 
Yet,  yet  a  moment ! — Fly,  thou  light  ark,  fly ! 


CANTO  IV. 


I. 


WaiTi  as  a  white  sail  on  a  dusky  sea, 
When  half  the  horiion  's  clouded  and  lialf  free. 
Fluttering  between  the  dun  wave  and  the  sky. 
Is  hope's  last  gleam  in  man's  eitremily. 

I    Her  anchor  parts;  but  still  her  snowy  sail 
Attracts  our  eye  amitUt  ilic  rudest  gale  : 

,    Though  every  wa%e  she  climbs  divides  us  more, 

I    The  heart  still  follows  from  the  loneliest  shore. 

I 

I  II. 

Not  distant  from  the  isle  of  Toobouji, 
A  black  rock  rears  its  bosom  o'er  die  .spray, 
The  haunt  of  birds,  a  desert  to  mankind. 
Where  the  rough  s<>al  reposes  from  the  wind, 
And  sleeps  unwieldy  in  his  cavern  duii, 
Or  gambol.i*  with  huge  frolic  in  the  sun; 
There  shrilly  to  the  passing  oar  is  heard 
The  startled  echo  of  the  ocean  bird. 
Who  rears  on  its  bare  breast  her  callow  brood, 
The  leather'd  fishers  of  the  solitude. 
A  narrow  segment  of  the  yellow  sand 
On  one  side  forms  the  outline  of  a  strand  : 
Here  the  young  turtle,  crawling  from  his  shell, 
Steals  to  the  deep  whereiu  his  parents  dv^ell; 
Chipp'd  by  the  beam,  a  nursling  of  tlic  duy. 
But  hatch'd  for  ocean  by  the  fostering  my. 
The  rest  was  one  bleak  precipice,  as  e  cr 
Ga\e  mariners  a  shelter  and  despair, 
A  spot  to  make  the  saved  regret  the  deck 
Which  late  went  down,  and  envy  the  lost  wreck. 
Such  was  the  stem  asylum  »nhd  chose 
To  shield  her  lover  from  his  following  foes; 
But  all  its  secrets  was  not  told;  she  knew 
In  this  a  treasure  hidden  from  the  view. 

in. 

Ere  the  canoes  divided,  near  the  spot. 
The  men  that  mann'd  what  held  her  Torquil's  lot, 
By  her  command  removed,  to  strengthen  more 
The  skiff  which  wafted  Christian  from  the  shore. 
This  he  would  have  opposed  :  but  with  a  smile 
She  pointed  calmly  tJ  the  craggy  isle. 


And  bade  him  «  speed  and  prosper.*    Jfce  would  t.vke 

The  rest  upon  herself  for  Torquil's  sake. 

They  parted  with  this  added  aid;  afar 

The  proa  darted  like  a  shooting  star. 

And  gain'd  on  the  pursuers,  who  now  steer  d 

Right  on  the  rock  which  she  and  Torquil  near  d. 

They  pull'd ;  her  arm,  though  delicate,  was  free 

And  firm  as  ever  grappled  with  the  sea. 

And  yielded  scarce  to  Torquil's  manlier  strength. 

The  prow  now  almost  Uy  within  its  length 

Of  the  crag's  steep,  ineiorable  face. 

With  nought  but  soundless  waters  for  its  base; 

Within  an  hundred  boats'  length  was  the  foe. 

And  now  what  refuge  but  their  frail  canoe? 

This  Torquil  ask'd  with  half-upbraiding  eye. 

Which  said — «  Has  If eulia  brought  me  here  to  die  T 

Is  this  a  place  of  safety,  or  a  grave. 

And  yon  huge  rock  tlie  tombstone  of  the  wave?* 

IV. 

They  rested  on  their  paddles,  and  uprose 

Neuha,  and,  pointing  to  tlie  approaching  foes, 

Cried,  M  Torquil,  follow  me,  and  fearless  follow  !m 

Then  plunged  at  once  into  the  ocean's  hollow. 

There  was  no  time  to  pause — the  foes  were  near — 

Chains  in  his  eve  and  menace  in  his  ear : 

With  vigour  they  pull'd  on,  and  as  they  came, 

Ilail'd  him  to  yield,  and  by  his  forfeit  name. 

Headlong  he  Icap'd — to  him  the  swimmer's  skill 

Was  native,  and  now  all  his  hope  from  ill ; 

But  how  or  where  T  He  dived,  and  rose  no  more; 

The  boat's  crew  look'd  amazed  o'er  sea  and  shore. 

There  was  no  landing  on  that  precipice, 

Steep,  harsh,  and  slippery  as  a  berg  of  ice. 

Tliey  watch'd  awhile  to  see  him  float  again. 

But  not  a  trace  rebubbled  from  tlic  main : 

The  wave  rolld  on,  no  ripple  on  its  face. 

Since  tlieir  first  plunge,  recall'd  a  single  trace; 

The  little  whirl  which  eddied,  and  sigiht  foam. 

That  whiteu'd  o'er  what  seem'd  their  latest  home, 

White  as  a  sepulchre  above  the  pair, 

Who  left  no  marble  (mournful  as  an  heir), 

The  quiet  proa,  wavering  o'er  the  tide. 

Was  all  that  told  of  Torquil  and  his  bride; 

And  but  for  this  alone  the  whole  might  seem 

The  vanished  phantom  of  a  seaman's  dream. 

They  {caused  and  search'd  in  vain,  then  pull'd  away, 

F.ven  superstition  now  forbade  their  stay. 

Some  s.ud  he  had  not  plunged  into  the  wave. 

Rut  vanish'd  like  a  corpse-light  from  a  grave; 

Others,  that  something  supernatural 

Glared  in  his  figure,  more  than  mortal  tall; 

While  all  agreed,  that  in  his  cheek  and  eye 

There  was  the  dead  hue  of  eternity. 

Still  as  their  oars  receded  from  the  crag, 

Round  every  weed  a  moment  would  they  lag, 

Expectant  of  some  token  of  their  prey ; 

But  no— he  d  melted  from  them  like  the  spray. 


And  where  was  he,  the  pilgrim  of  the  deep. 
Following  the  Nereid?     Had  they  ceased  to  weep 
For  ever?  or,  received  in  coral  caves. 
Wrung  life  and  pity  from  the  softening  waves? 
Did  they  with  ocean's  hidden  sovereigns  dwell, 
And  sound  with  mermen  the  fantastic  shell  ? 
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i:y!U)N'S  wor.KS. 


<    Did  Neuliii  wilii  the  uioriiiaiilN  roinb  her  hair, 
I    Flowinj;  o'er  «»ccan  ;ts  it  slrtMiii  d,  in  air? 
!    Or  liail  thf>y  jerishd,  and  io  silfiice  slept 
Deuralii  the  Qiiif  wherein  lUey  boldly  lejp'd' 

vr. 

Young  Nciihii  pUin{;c<l  into  the  deep,  and  he 

Follow'd:  lier  track  I>eneatli  her  unlive  sea 

Was  as  a  native's  of  the  element, 

So  sinooihly,  bravely,  brilliantly  she  went, 

Leavini;  a  surak  of  li{;lit  behind  her  heel, 

Which  strnekand  Mashd  like  an  amphibious  steel. 

Closely,  and  h'.ss  expert  lo  trice 

Thcdepthi  \khere  divers  hold  the  jier.rl  in  chase, 

Torqnil,  the  nursling;  of  the  northern  se.is, 

Purouetl  her  liquid  steps  ^vith  art  and  ease. 

Deep — deeper  fiir  an  instant  Neuha  led 

The  way — then  ui>Mard  soarM — and,  as  she  spread 

Her  arms,  and  lluny  the  foam  from  off  her  locks, 

I.au(jh'd,  aud  the  '.omid  vva<i  auswerd  by  the  rocks. 

They  had  i;aiu"d  a  central  realm  of  earth  at^nn. 

But  look'd  for  tree,  aud  fuid,  and  sky,  in  vain. 

Around  she  j)ointed  to  a  sp.icious  caNe, 

Who^e  only  portal  was  llie  keyless  wave  ' 

' \  hollow  archway  by  the  sun  unspcn, 

S.ive  throui;h  the  billows"  [;lassy  veil  of  tjreen. 

In  some  transparent  oc«an  h(tli<lay. 

When  all  the  finny  people  arc  at  play), 

Wiped  with  her  hair  the  l>rine  from  Torquil's  eyes. 

And  clapp'd  her  liands  with  joy  at  his  surprise; 

Led  him  lo  where  the  rock  a]>pear  d  to  jut 

And  form  a  something'  like  a  Triton's  hut, 

For  all  was  darkness  for  a  space,  till  day 

Throu^j'h  clefts  above  let  in  a  sobcr'd  ray; 

As  in  some  old  cathedral's  (jlimmerinu  aisle 

The  ilusly  uionument.s  from  liijht  recoil, 

Thuii  sadly  in  their  rcfu(;e  submarine 

The  vault  drew  half  her  shadow  from  the  scene. 

VII. 
Forth  from  her  bosom  the  younp  savage  «lrew 
A  pine  torch,  strongly  girded  with  gnatoo; 
A  ]i|jntaiu  leaf  o'er  all,  the  more  to  keep 
Its  latent  sparkle  from  the  sapj)iin;  de<'p. 
This  mantle  k<'pt  it  dry;  then  from  a  nook 
Of  tlie  same  plantain  haf,  a  flint  s|ip  took, 
A  few  shrunk  wilherd  t\vigs,  and  from  the  bl.ide 
Of  Torquils  knife  struck  fire,  :n\i\  ibus  array'd 
The  grot  vith  torchlight.  Wid«-  it  was  and  high. 
And  showd  a  srlf-born  Gothic  canopy; 
The  arch  uprear  d  by  nature's  architect, 
The  architrave  some  earthquake  miglit  erect  ; 
The  buttress  from  some  mount-iin's  l)osom  hr.ild. 
Whin  ihi-  |)i>l(s  cra'shd  and  w  iter  vv.is  the  woild. 
Or  iMnlrnil  from  some  earth-absorbing  fire 
Wbijr  vet  the  j;lrihe  reek"«l  from  its  funeral  pyre; 
The  frelled  jiiiui  irle,  the  aisle,  the  nave,  ' 
Were  tlierc.  all  scoop'd  by  darkness  from  her  ( ave. 

«  (If  tilt,  tnvr  (i>lii-li  i»  no  hduwi'i  ib«'  <iii(;iial  «ill  1..^  lomul  in 
ill'  'i.li  I  li.i|-iri  lit  ^1 «  r  I  >  ^  (I  »  Ai'ci-i.ul  III  I'll'  /(»■•/•'  />.'.!/■. .'.«.  I  lii^' 
l.ikc  II  ill  |i<>.-ti  <il  'ii'<  rt>  l<i  trni.,|>l.iiii  :i  in  Tihi'  (UMi.  i)ii-  I  i<\  :,!;inil 
\\[i'  II  •111%  ili-iiin  I  .i.'<'<'iiiit  is  I'-ii  ol  < .lirikii.iii  Ami  li.«  t-t'ii.r.ul>-'«. 

'  Till*  111.1  \  »••  'ui  I  ^1  III  1 11 II  Ik.'  tor  ill-'  iji  III  r  il  iiuiliii'  ^iii  ^1 AI-.  I  ■>  ir,  ^ 
.lir.'c  I'  lr<iii\%li'  lii(i,taU-n.  Uul  !■  \>  m.  ii  In^i  it.i>' II  iIm.iIi- 
(Mil  .1  ■  .11  ;  s'.iui  I  III  II.;  "f  il'.-  kill' I  -"II  /  ,ii/.  ill  ii  i ..  \\  iilic  III  .i.l\.  r  •- 
ill,;  !■•  Lloru,  in  Mr^i.o  I'»n»."»  l.i«i  joiini.il  t^if  1115  m'tui>r>  <  n  ii"i  ■  ri , 


There,  with  a  little  tinge  of  phanla>y. 
Fantastic  faces  moped  and  mow'd  on  high, 
.Vnd  then  a  mitre  or  a  shrine  would  fiK 
The  eye  upon  its  seeming  crucilix. 
Thus  nature  playd  with  the  ^.talaciitps, 
.\ud  built  hert>elf  a  chapel  of  the  sea$. 

Vlil. 

And  Neuha  took  her  Torquil  by  the  hand, 
Aud  waved  along  the  vault  her  kindled  brand, 
.And  led  him  into  each  rece.ss,  and  show'd 
The  srcret  places  of  their  new  abode. 
Nor  these  alone,  for  all  had  l>ceu  prepared 
Ilefore,  to  soothe  the  lover's  lot  she  shared; 
The  mat  for  rest;  for  dres.s  the  fresh  gnatoo, 
.\n«l  sandal-oil  to  fence  against  the  dew; 
For  food  the  cocoa-nut,  the  yam,  the  bread 
iJorn  of  the  fruit;  for  boar«I  the  plantain  spread 
With  its  broad  leaf,  or  turtle-shell  which  bore 
A  banquet  in  the  flesh  il  cover'd  o'er; 
The  gourd  with  water  recent  from  the  rill. 
The  ripe  banana  from  the  mellow  hill : 
\  pine-torch  pile  to  keep  undying  light, 
.\nd  she  herself,  as  beautiful  as  night, 
To  fling  her  shadowy  spirit  o'er  the  scene. 
And  make  their  subterranean  world  serene. 
She  had  foreseen,  since  fir>t  the  stranger'.s  sail 
rirew  to  their  isle,  that  force  or  flight  might  fail, 
.\utl  formd  a  refuge  of  the  rocky  den 
For  Torrpiil's  safety  from  his  countrynien. 
Kach  dawn  had  vafted  there  her  light  canoe, 
Fallen  with  all  the  golden  fruits  that  grew; 
Kneh  eve  had  seen  her  gliding  through  the  hour 
With  all  could  cheer  or  deck  their  sparry  bower; 
.Vnd  now  she  s]iread  her  lillle  store  MUh  smilc«, 
The  happiest  daughter  of  the  loviug  isjes. 

IX. 

She,  as  he  ga/ed  with  grateful  wonder,  press'd 
Her  shelter  d  love  to  her  impassion'd  breast; 
•Vml,  snitid  to  her  soft  caresses,  told 
.Vn  elden  tale  of  love, — for  love  is  old. 
Old  as  eternity,  but  not  outworn 
With  cat  h  new  being  born  or  to  be  born  .  ' 
How  a  foung  (^liief,  a  thousand  moons  ago, 
I)i\ing  f*>r  turtle  in  the  ileplhs  below. 
Had  risen,  in  tracking  fast  his  ocean  prey. 
Into  the  cave  which  rouutl  and  oer  them  lay; 
How.  in  some  desperate  feud  of  after  lime, 
He  slieliei  d  there  a  dangliter  of  tlu-  clime, 
A  foe  beloNeii,  and  offspring  of  a  foe, 
Sa\ed  by  his  tribe  but  for  a  captive's  woe; 
How,  when  ilie  storm  of  viarwas  still,  he  led 
His  i>l,ind  el. in  to  where  the  waters  spread 
Their  deep  green  shadow  o'er  the  rocky  door, 
Tiiiu  di\((l — it  seemd  as>  if  to  rise  no  more- 
Ills  wondering  mates,  amazetl  within  their  bark. 
Or  deemd  him  mad,  or  prey  to  the  Idue  shark; 

fur    il  iK  <•  ;,lit    \'"ir<    »iii -c    I   r<ail    thu   I  Onk^    Jii*  rocnlion*  baviB 
iiM-i  w  ith  .1  Ml  it  ur  iniiniiin  in  io  cvo  Miy  ri'»''itil<lin,;  a  tinMiic  .  *i*-' 
■  Iril,    1I..-1     xriU  iniuDtc  in*,  ^-cti'Mi  ■  oiiM  (oii^  iuo  bin  ifaat  il  wsa 
wnr i,  lit  iKitur--. 

I    i  I.I- 1.  ,i.|i  r  will  i.ii  II     t  iV.r  «|ilj;r.ani  of  ilii*  Grrs.'k  .VmiIiuIoj^  ,  < 
ii«  t Til II >  1.11  i I '11  Mil  •  iiidtt  III  ill  '  iu>>.l.  I II  I  .II,  ii.t,/'*  1  — 

W  Ik..    If   til  >u  .11  I.  lllT  R1.I«(IT  *  e, 

I!  •  wi),.  or  i*.  IT  it  lo  I  ■'. 
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Row'd  rottiid  in  sorrow  the  tea-ginled  rock, 
Then  paused  upoo  their  p*ddle«  from  tiie  shock, 
Wheo,  fresh  and  sprin^og  from  the  deep,  they  saw 
A  ^oddetis  rise — so  deem'd  they  in  their  awe; 
Aud  their  companioD,  glorious  by  her  side, 
'Proud  and  exolliog  in  his  mermaid  bride : 
And  how,  when  undeceived,  the  pair  tliey  bore. 
With  sounding  conchs  and  joyous  shouts  to  shore ; 
How  they  had  gUdly  lived  and  calmly  died, 
Aud  mby  not  also  Torquil  and  his  briJeT 
Not  mine  to  tell  the  rapturous  carrss 
Which  folio w'd  wildly  in  that  wild  recess 
This  tale;  enough  that  all  within  that  cave 
Was  love,  though  buried  strong  as  in  the  grave 
Whorp  Abelard,  through  twenty  years  of  death, 
Whcu  Eioisa's  form  was  lower'd  beneath 
Thrir  nuptial  vault,  his  arms  outstretoh'd,  and  pres^'d 
The  kindling  ashes  to  his  kindled  breast.* 
The  waves  without  sang  round  ihrir  rouch,  their  roar 
As  much  unheeded  as  if  life  were  o'er ; 
Within,  Ihrir  hearts  made  all  their  harmony. 
Love's  broken  murmur  and  nori>  broken  sash. 

X. 

And  they,  the  cause  and  sharers  of  Uie  shock 

Which  left  them  exiles  of  the  hollow  rock 

Whore  were  they?    O'er  the  sea  for  life  they  plied, 

To  seek  from  heaven  the  shelter  men  denied. 

Another  course  had  been  their  choice — but  where? 

The  wave  which  bore  them  still,  their  foes  would  bear, 

Who,  disappointed  of  their  former  chase. 

In  search  of  Christian  now  renew'd  their  race. 

K.j{»er  with  anger,  their  strong  arms  made  way, 

Like  vultures  baffled  of  their  previous  prey. 

They  gain'd  upon  them,  all  whose  safety  lay 

In  some  bleak  crag  or  deeply-hidden  bay  : 

No  further  chance  or  choice  rcmaiu'd;  and  right 

For  the  first  further  rock  which  met  tlieir  sight 

They  steerd,  to  take  tlieir  latest  view  of  land, 

And  yield  as  victims,  or  die  sword  in  hand ; 

I>i<imiss'd  the  natives  and  their  sliallop,  who 

Would  still  have  battled  for  that  scanty  crew ; 

But  Christian  bade  them  seek  their  shore  again. 

Nor  add  a  sacrifice  which  were  in  vain; 

For  what  were  simple  bow  aud  savage  spear 

Against  the  arms  which  must  be  wielded  here' 

XL 
They  baded  on  a  wild  but  narrow  scene. 
Where  fiew  hot  nature's  footsteps  yet  had  been ; 
Prepared  their  arms,  and  with  tint  gloomy  eye. 
Stem  and  sostain'd,  of  mans  extremity. 
When  hope  is  gone,  nor  glory's  self  remains 
To  cliecr  resistance  against  death  or  chains,-^ 
They  stood,  the  three,  as  the  three  hundred  stood 
Who  dyed  Thermopyls  with  holy  blood. 
Rut,  ah !  how  different !  *t  is  the  cauje  makes  all, 
Drgrades  or  hallows  courage  in  its  falL 
fVer  them  no  fame,  eternal  and  imense, 
(Uazed  through  the  clouds  of  death  and  beckon'd  hence ; 
No  grateful  country,  smiling  through  her  tears, 
IN^gun  the  praises  of  a  thousand  years ; 
No  nation's  eyes  would  on  their  tomb  be  bent, 
No  heroes  envy  them  their  monument ; 

'  Tbe  Iradiiion  U  iiucliwl  lo  ibctUiry  of  Eloiu,  ibal  ««lt<>a  lior 
ImhIv  was  loturod  inu>  ibr  grave  of  AlH'Uml  (wlio  had  h.>'n  l-uriixl 
tMcniy  yean).  b«openi<<i  kit  arai*  10  rm-riTi*  her. 


However  hoklly  their  warm  blood  was  spill. 
Their  life  was  sliame,  their  epitaph  was  guilt. 
And  Ibis  they  knew  and  felt,  at  least  the  one. 
The  leader  of  the  hand  he  had  undone ; 
Who,  bora  perchance  for  better  thiugs,  had  set 
liis  life  upon  a  cast  which  linger'd  yet : 
But  now  the  die  was  to  be  thrown,  and  all 
The  chances  were  iu  favour  of  his  ftiU, 
And  such  'a  fall !     Dut  still  he  faced  the  shock, 
Obdurate  as  a  portion  of  the  rock 
Whereon  he  stood,  and  fix'd  liis  leveU'd  gun. 
Dark  as  a  sullen  cloud  before  die  sun. 

XIL 
Tlie  boat  drew  nigh,  well  arm'd,  and  firm  tlie  crew, 
To  act  whatever  dnty  bade  them  do; 
Carelesti  of  danger,  b^  the  onward  wind 
Is  of  tlie  leaves  it  strews,  nor  looks  beliind  : 
And  yet  pcrluips  tliey  rather  wish'd  to  go 
Against  a  nation's  than  a  native  foe. 
And  felt  that  this  poor  victim  of  self*wUL, 
Uritou  no  more,  had  once  been  Britain's  still. 
They  hail'd  him  to  surrender — 00  reply; 
Their  arms  were  poised,  and  glilter'd  in  the  sky. 
They  hail'd  agniu — no  answer;  yet  once  more 
They  offer'd  quarter  louder  than  lief  ore. 
The  echoes  only,  from  the  rock's  reltound. 
Took  their  last  farewell  of  the  dying  sound. 
Then  flash'd  the  flint,  and  bUied  the  volleying  lUme, 
And  the  smoke  rose  between  them  and  their  aim. 
While  the  rocks  nittlefl  with  the  bullets*  knell. 
Which  peal'd  in  vain,  and  flatteu'd  aa  they  fell; 
Then  flew  the  only  answer  to  l>c  given 
By  those  who  liad  lost  all  hope  iu  earth  or  lieaveii. 
After  the  first  fierce  peal,  as  they  puli'd  utgher. 
They  heard  the  voice  of  Christian  shout,  «Now  lire'» 
And,  ere  tlie  word  upon  the  echo  died. 
Two  fell ;  the  rest  assail'd  the  rock's  rough  side, 
And,  furious  at  the  madness  of  their  foes. 
Disdain  d  all  further  efforts,  save  to  close. 
But  steep  the  crag,  and  all  without  a  path. 
Each  itep  opposed  a  bastion  to  their  wradi; 
While  placed  'midst  clefts  the  least  acces&ihie. 
Which  Christian's  eye  was  traan'd  to  mark  full  well, 
The  three  maintaiu'd  a  strife  which  must  not  yield. 
In  spots  where  eagles  might  have  chosen  to  build. 
Their  every  shot  told;  while  the  .issailant  fsll, 
Dash'd  on  the  shingles  like  the  limpid  shell ; 
Dut  still  enough  survived,  and  mounted  still. 
Scattering  tlicir  numbers  here  and  there,  until 
Surrounded  and  commaiuied,  though  not  nigh 
Enough  for  seizure,  near  enough  to  die. 
The  desperate  trio  held  aloof  their  fate 
But  by  a  thread,  like  sharks  who  liave  gorged  the  ban ; 
Yet  to  the  very  last  they  battled  well. 
And  not  a  groan  inform'd  their  foes  w/10  fell. 
Christian  died  last — twice  wounded; and  once  more 
Mercy  was  offer'd  when  they  saw  his  gore ; 
Too  late  for  life,  but  not  too  late  to  die. 
With  though  a  hostile  hand  to  close  his  eye. 
A  limb  was  broken,  and  he  droop'd  along 
The  crag,  as  doth  a  fiilcon  reft  of  young. 
The  sound  re%ived  him,  or  appear'd  to  wake 
Some  passion  which  a  weakly  gestuj-e  spake; 
lie  beekon'd  to  the  foremost  who  drew  ni(;h. 
But,  a.s  they  ncar'd,  he  rrard  his  weapon  liigli^ 
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Ilit>  i.isl  b.ill  Ij.ui  l)i'ou  inin'il,  but  from  his  broasl 

lie  tore  tlie  (o|)inosi  button  of  iiis  ve«>l,' 

Down  tbe  tube  dash'il  it,  l(\eirj,  lircd,  itnd  buiiletl 

As  Ins  foe  ffll,  tlieii,  like  a  serpent,  coild 

His  wounded,  weary  form,  to  where  the  steep 

Kookd  desp.rate  as  Uiiriseif  alon^j  the  deep; 

(l;ist  one  [;lanec  back,  and  clench  d  his  hand,  and  shook 

Ills  last  rajje  '{jain^it  the  e.irlh  which  lie  forsook; 

Then  pluu^^ed  :  the  rock  I»elow  received  like  {jiass 

His  body  crush'd  into  one  jjory  mass, 

\Vjth  scarce  a  siired  to  tell  of  human  form, 

Or  fragment  for  the  sea-bird  or  the  worm  ; 

A  fair-hair'd  scalp,  besmear'd  with  blood  aud  weeds, 

Vet  reokd,  tlie  remnant  of  himself  and  deeds; 

Some  splinters  of  his  vr.ipons  (to  the  last, 

As  lone,  as  hand  could  hold,  he  held  them  fust 

Yet  ^;lilier*d,  but  at  distatice — hurl'd  away 

To  rust  beneath  the  dew  and  dashing;  spray. 

Tin*  rest  was  nothing; — save  a  life  mis-spent, 

And  soul — but  who  sliiill  answer  when-  it  went? 

T  is  ours  to  Ix'ar,  not  jud{;e  the  dead  ;  aud  tlu-v 

Who  «U)om  to  hell,  thcuKehes  are  on  the  way, 

Inless  ilu'sc  bullies  of  elern:il  ])ains 

Are  pardon'd  their  batl  hearts  for  lluir  wor*o  brains. 

Mil. 

The  deed  «as  over  I    .\ll  were  jjotie  or  ta'en. 

The  fuijitixe,  the  c.«plive,  or  tlie  sldiu. 

(Iliain'd  on  the  deck,  where  once,  a  (^;allanl  crew, 

I  hey  stootl  with  honour,  were  the  wreiehed  few 

Survivors  of  the  skirmish  on  the  isl**: 

Hut  the  last  rock  left  no  surviving  spoil. 

(loiil  l.iy  they  Nvhere  tluy  fell,  and  wclterin;;, 

While  o'er  them  (lapp'd  the  sta-birds"  dewy  wiup,, 

Now  wliceliuj;  nearer  from  the  nei(;lilionrinj;  sur^jc, 

And  scrraniin{^;  hi[]h  ihcir  harsh  aud  lunn;ry  dir{jc  . 

Itut  c.ilm  and  cari'icss  hcaN«-d  the  wave  below, 

Klcrn.il  vi'iiU  nnsynp.iiliclic  How; 

Far  i>  er  its  face  tin*  dnlpliins  >porliMl  on. 

Anil  sprnnj;  ihe  llyinij-li-^h  a{;atiisi  (he  sun, 

Till  its  dried  vvin<^  rcl.i|i.>cd  ht^m  its  brief  jicijjlit, 

To  i;.itlier  moisture  fi»r  another  Mij'.ht. 

XIW 
T  Wds  morn;  and  Neulia,  who  by  d;«v\n  of  d.iy 
Swam  <nioothly  forth  to  eatih  lh<'  ii>irij;  r.iy, 
\nd  w:it<-h  if  au(;hl  :ipproach'd  the  ani]iliihiuiis  liir 
Win  ic  l.iy  hrr  lover,  saw  a  s;iil  in  air  : 
it  Mapp'd,  it  lilled,  and  to  the  (jrovvinj;  {jilo 
lU'Ut  its  broad  arch  ;  her  l»r<  alh  bc(jan  to  fail 
With  llutlerinj^  fear,  her  heart  Le.il  thick  and  hi(;h. 
While  yet  a  doiiJil  spruu|f  where  its  (our-^c  mi{^;lii  li(  . 
Hut  no!  it  came  not;  f.isi  and  f.iraway 
The  shadow  lessend  as  it  clear d  the  bav. 


'  111  TiiliiKi  I  t'*  .tr  "Ot'H/  of  Frr-lfrii-k  II  •>/  Pru^.ii  t,  lli>'|-f  is  a  »iii- 
(jiiliir  r''lalri»n  (if  a  >iiiiii,;  I'.-  ii  Iiim.ui.  whit.  «illi  lii^  iri'\rrr.\,  iip- 
(M-iir»'«l   I.I  l>c  of  viiiiif  iiilil..     Ill'  ciiliMli-a  utiil  (Ji»':rli-<l  .11  .S,-«;'iiliiil/  ; 

Mi'l,  iifi'T  M  <l"''|)<-uiU' ri-^i^liiii' <•,  v\a»  I  i(ul.''ri.  Ii.ivin  ;  Uillnlini  mI- 
li  •  I  t>  ho  allriii'.l"- 1  (c>  *i'i/r  li'iii  ufii-r  li>' v».i>  \M>iii(.I.  .1.  1.%  lh.-ili>- 
I  hiii  ..I' rif  III «  iiiiiskci  !ii,)i|.- 1  n  ill)  .1  Ari//'>»  III  lii\  iini)<>rrii.  S<>in>' i  ir- 
)  uiiiM^nii  t'»  (III  liit  I'liui  i-iii.iriial  r:iiK<'<|  u  i;r  Ml  iii!<T'vt  :!iiiiir),;«l  lii> 
jiiil,;rs  wild  v«  i.«li<<«l  Id  (tinruX'i  li!«  |.-il  .Mlu<ili<iii  in  l.lc,  «lii  li  Ik' 
"■'  r.  I  (Dili  ln.H  •,  bill  (•>  l)i<  htii'i  i<i\\\  |i>  wlidin  III  it  ijiiisd  ,1  jirr- 
iiiu.i'.ii  !>'  >ril<'.  1  hi  ^  «  ;i<  r- fii«r<l.  :miiI  I- I'-.l  -ilc'i  \»  ;i  s  lll'sl  wiiji 
ili<- •,) '  .l('-«l  iii<ri,;ii:(liiiii,  fi  iiiu  I'.iIfV  1  iiiriM  itv  or  .nio  ■  (il|i<r  iiiu- 
M*i',  w  h'-ii  lie  iiiiiI'T*hmnI    ih.ii   lii»    ri-<|)i->l    li.i'l    1  n'li    'liuifl.-  S.-- 

I  iiir  » t  j.t'«  worl»,  \ol.  ii.—  1^1  <|tii)|r  frmii  iiii'ii><>r<i  ^ 


She  i;a/ed,  and  llunj  the  sea-foam  from  her  eyes. 

To  watch  as  for  a  rainbow  ia  the  skies. 

On  the  hori/on  ver{;ed  the  distant  deck, 

Diminish'd,  dwindled  to  a  very  speck — 

Then  vauishd.  All  was  ocean,  all  was  joy! 

Down  pluni;(d  she  through  the  cave  to  rouse  her  boy  ; 

T(dd  all  she  had  seen,  aud  all  she  hoped,  and  all 

That  hippy  love  could  aujur  or  recal ; 

Sprunu  fcrth  ajain,  with  Torquil  followiot;  free 

His  bonmlinc  Nereid  over  the  broad  sea; 

Swam  round  the  rock,  to  where  a  shallow  elefl 

Hid  the  canoe  that  Neuha  there  had  left 

Driftinijalonj  the  tide,  without  an  oir, 

That  eve  the  stranjeis  rhased  them  from  the  shore; 

hut  when  ihes«'  vanish'd.  she  pursued  her  prow, 

lVej;.iin'd,  and  ur;^;etl  to  where  they  fouud  it  now  : 

Nor  ever  did  more  love  and  joy  embark. 

Than  now  was  wafted  iu  that  slender  ark. 

XV. 

.\{',.»m  their  own  shore  rises  on  the  view. 

No  more  polluted  with  a  hostile  hue; 

No  sullen  slnp  lay  brisilin{}  o'er  the  foam, 

A  floatiii^j  dun^won  ; — all  was  hope  and  home! 

.\  thousand  jiroas  darted  o'er  the  hay. 

With  souuitin^;  bells,  and  her.iKled  their  way  ; 

The  chiefs  lame  down,  around  the  people  pour'd. 

And  v\e|com((l  Tonpiil  as  a  sou  restored; 

1  he  women  thronjj'd,  embracinj;  and  embraced 

Hy  Neuha,  askiu;;  where  they  had  hecn  chased, 

Aud  how  escapcil.'  The  tale  was  loM  ;  and  llieu 

One  acrlam.uion  rent  the  sky  a{;ain; 

Aiul  from  that  hour  a  new  tradition  gave 

Their  Mm  luary  the  name  of  «  .Vcuha's  cavc.» 

An  hundred  lir«'s,  far  llickeriu^;  from  the  height, 

hia/ed  o'er  the  general  revel  of  the  ni(;ht, 

The  feast  in  honour  of  the  (;uest,  rciurn'd 

To  prace  aiid  pleasure,  ]>crilously  earn'd; 

.\  niyht  succeeded  hy  such  hajipy  days 

.\s  ouly  the  yet  infant  world  displays. 


APPENDIX. 


tXTUACr  IKO.M  TlIK  VOYAGl^  IIY  CAPTAIN  BLl«;iI 

0>  the  27th  of  December  it  blew  a  severe  storm  i*i 
wind  from  the  eastward,  in  the  course  of  which  •we  *.uf- 
fercd  {;rcaily.  One  sca  broke  away  the  spare  yards  and 
s|>ars  out  of  liu"  starl>oard  main-ehaius;  another  broke 
into  the  ship  and  siovc  all  the  boats.  Several  rn<ks  ot 
beer  that  had  been  lashed  on  deck  broke  loose,  and  werr 
washed  overboard;  and  it  was  not  without  yrrat  ri%k 
and  diflicultv  that  wc  were  able  to  secure  llic  lK.at. 
from  beiufj  washed  away  entirely.  A  {^reai  quarititv  *»f 
our  bread  was  also  dam.i{;c(l  .ind  rendered  us«-l«."sv  for 
the  sca  had  stove  in  our  stern,  and  lilled  the  c.iLia  with 
v\aler. 

On  the  :)ili   of  January,  I7S<S,  we   saw    the   island    of 
Tcneriffc  alniut   t%\tl\e  lc.i;;ucs  distant,  and  nrxi   dav 
ltciii(;  Siiiula^,  (ame  to  an  anehor  in  the  r»)ad  of  Santi 
<aii/.     There  we  took    in   the   necessary  supplies,  and 
liiMUjj  linisherl  fuir  business,  sailed  on  the  uii|i. 

1  now  (lixided  the  pi'ople  into  three  WTlrbes,  .in«)  ^  «%f 
the  (haii'.i-  of  the  thinl  watch  to  Mr  ITetchcr  (-liri»t;an 
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tne  of  (he  mam.  1  have  always  considered  this  a  de- 
M.able  regulation  when  circumstances  will  admit  of  it, 
jiul  I  am  persuaded  that  unbroken  rest  not  only  con- 
tributes much  towards  the  health  of  the  ship's  company, 
but  enables  them  more  readily  to  exert  themselves  in 
ca&c«  of  sudden  emeq^ency. 

As  I  wished  to  proceed  to  Otaheite  without  stopping, 
I  reduced  the  allowance  of  bread  to  two-tbinU,  and 
caused  the  water  for  drinking  to  be  filtered  through 
dnp-stones,  bought  at  Teneriffe  for  that  purpose.  I  now 
acquainted  (he  ship's  company  of  the  object  of  the 
voyage,  and  gave  assurances  of  certain  promotion  to 
every  one  whose  endeavours  should  merit  iL 

On  Tuesday  the  36tli  of  February,  being  in  south  la- 
titude 29*  38',  and  44"  44',  west  longitude,  we  bent  new 
s.iiU,  and  made  other  necessary  preparations  for  en- 
couiiieriag  the  weather  that  was  to  be  expected  in  a 
hi(;li  latitude.  Our  distance  from  the  coast  of  Bnixil 
wa»  about  too  leagues. 

On  the  forenoon  of  Sunday,  the  id  of  March,  after 
MTing  that  every  person  was  ciran,  divine  service  was 
p«*rformed,  according  to  my  usual  cu<itom  on  thi<(  day. 
1  gave  to  Mr  Fletcher  Christian,  whom  I  had  before 
directed  to  take  charge  of  the  third  watch,  a  written 
ordrr  to  act  as  lieutenant. 

The  change  of  temperature  soon  began  to  be  sensibly 
felt-  and,  that  the  people  mi(;ht  not  suffer  from  their 
own  nqriigeoce,  I  supplied  them  with  thicker  clothing, 
as  belter  suited  to  the  climate.  A  great  number  of 
whales  of  an  immense  size,  wiili  two  spoui-holcs  on  tlic 
kick  of  the  head,  were  seen  011  the  i  ith. 

On  a  complaint  made  to  me  by  the  master,  I  found 
it  ueccssary  to  punish  Matthew  Oiiiittal,  one  of  the  sea* 
nii'u,  with  two  dozen  of  laslics,  for  insolence  and  muti- 
nous behaviour,  which  was  the  hrst  lime  that  there  was 
any  occasion  for  puni^hinrnt  on  board. 

We  were  off  Cape  St  Dieg*»,  the  eastern  part  of  the 
Trrre  de  Fuego,  and  the  wuid  being  unfavourable,  I 
thought  it  more  advis^iblc  to  go  round  to  the  ca«tward 
of  btaten-land  than  to  attempt  parsing  through  Straits  le 
Mairc.  Wc  passed  New  Year*  Harbour  and  Cape  St  John, 
and  on  Monday  the  3ist  were  iu  latitude  60°  1'  south, 
but  the  wiud  hecaine  variable,  and  we  had  had  weather. 
StoruK,  attended  with  a  great  sea,  prevailed  until  the 
I  7th  of  April.     The  ship  be|<an  tn  leak,  and  required 
pumping  every  hour,  which  was  no  more  than  W(?  had 
reason  to  expect  from  such  a  continuance  of  gales  of 
wind  and  high  seas.     The  decks  also  became  so  leaky 
that  it  was  uecevsary  to  allot  the  {;reai  cabin,  of  wiiich 
I  made  little  use  evci.pt  in  fine  wrMllier,  to  those  people 
who  had  not  births  to  hang  their  hammocks  in,  and  hy 
tlii^  means  the  space  between  docks  was  less  crowded. 
With  all  this  bad  weather  we  had  the  additional  mor- 
tification to  find,  at  the  end  of  every  day,  that  we  were 
losing  ground;  for  notwithstanding  our  utmost  exer- 
tinn<i,  and  keeping  on  the  most  advant.><^eous  tark«,  we 
did  little  belter  than  drift  before  tlie  wind.   On  Tuesday 
the  23d  of  .\pril,  we  had  eight  dnwn  on  the  sick  list, 
.ind  the  rest  of  the  people,  though  in  good  healtli,  were 
greatly  fatigued;  but  I  saw,  with  much  enncern,  that  it 
W.1S  impossible  to  make  a  pass^ige  this  way  to  the  So- 
c  ieiy  Islands,  for  we  hid  now  lM>en  thirty  days  in  a  tem- 
|M'siiiouft  ocean.     Thus  the  season  was  too  far  advanced 
for  lis  to  expect  letter  weatlwr  to  enable  us  to  double 
tlap«'  Horn;  and,  from  these  and  other  ronsideration<<. 
1  ordered  tiie  helm  to  lie  put  a-\viMtli(  r,  and  bore  away 


for  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  to  the  great  joy  of  every  one 
on  board. 

We  came  to  an  anchor  on  Friday  the  i3d  of  May,  in 
Simon's  Bay,  at  the«Cape,  after  a  tolerable  run.  The 
ship  required  complete  caulking,  for  she  had  become  so 
leaky,  that  we  were  obliged  to  pump  hourly  in  our  pas- 
sage from  Cape  Horn.  The  sails  and  rigging  also  re- 
quired repair,  and,  on  examining  the  provisions,  a  con- 
siderable quantity  was  found  damaged. 

Having  remained  tbirty-eight  days  at  this  place,  and 
my  people  having  received  all  the  advantage  that  could 
be  derived  from  refreshments  of  every  kind  that  could 
be  met  with,  we  sailed  on  the  ist  of  July. 

A  gale  of  wind  blew  on  the  loth,  with  a  high  sea ;  it 
increased  after  noon  with  such  violence,  that  the  ship 
was  driven  almost  forecastle  under,  before  we  could  get 
the  sails  clewed  up.  The  lower  yards  were  lowered,  and 
the  top-gallant  mast  got  down  upon  deck,  which  re- 
lieved her  much.  We  lay  to  ail  night,  and  in  the  morti* 
iug  bore  away  under  a  reefed  foresail.  The  sea  still 
running  high,  in  the  afternoon  it  became  very  unsafe  (o 
stand  on ;  we  therefore  lay  to  all  night,  without  any  ac- 
cident, excepting  that  a  man  at  the  steerage  was  thrown 
over  the  wheel  and  much  bruised.  Towards  noon  tlie 
violence  of  the  storm  abated,  and  we  again  bore  away 
under  the  reefed  foresail. 

In  a  few  days  we  passed  the  iftlaud  of  St  Paul,  where 
there  is  good  fresh  water,  as  I  was  informed  by  a  Dutch 
captain,  and  also  a  hot  spring,  which  boils  fish  as  com- 
pletely as  if  done  by  a  fire.  Approaching  to  Van  Dic- 
incu's  land,  we  had  much  bad  weatiier,  with  snow  and 
hail,  but  nothing  was  seen  to  indicate  our  vicinity,  on 
the  1 3th  of  August,  except  a  seal,  which  appeared  at 
the  distance  of  twenty  leagues  from  it.  We  anchored  iu 
Adventure  Ikiy  on  Wednes<lay  the  30th. 

In  our  pass;ige  hither  from  the  (^pe  of  Good  Hope, 
the  winds  were  chielly  from  the  westward,  with  very 
boisterous  weather.  The  approach  of  strong  southerly 
winds  is  announced  by  many  birds  of  the  albatross  or 
petercl  tribe;  aud  the  abatement  of  the  gale,  or  a  shift 
uf  wind  to  the  northward,  by  their  keeping  away.  The 
thermometer  also  varies  live  or  six  degrees  in  its  height, 
when  a  change  of  these  winds  may  l>e  expected. 

In  the  land  surrounding  Adventure  Itay  are  many  fo- 
rest trees  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  high ;  we  saw  one 
which  measured  above  thirty-three  feet  in  girth.  We 
oij«>erved  several  eagle«,  some  beautiful  blue-plumagcd 
herons,  and  parroquels  in  great  variety. 

The  n.illves  not  appearing,  we  went  in  search  of  them 
towards  Cipc  Fn-ilcric-Heni-y.  Soon  after,  coming  to  a  ! 
grapnel,  close  to  the  shore,  for  it  was  impossible  to  land, 
we  heard  their  voices,  like  the  cackling  of  gefse,  and 
twenty  persons  came  out  of  the  Moods.  We  threw 
trinkets  ashore  tied  up  in  parcels,  which  they  would  not 
open  out  nntd  I  made  an  appearance  of  leaving  them  : 
they  then  did  so,  and,  taking  the  articles  out,  put  them 
on  their  hea<U.  On  first  coming  in  sight,  they  made  a 
prodigious  clattering  in  their  speech,  and  hehl  their 
arms  over  their  heads  Thev  spoke  so  quick  that  it  was 
impossible  to  catch  one  single  word  they  uttered.  Their 
colour  is  of  a  dull  tdack;  their  skin  scarified  about  the 
breast  and  shoulders.  One  was  distinguiithed  by  his 
botly  being  coh>ure<l  with  re<1  ochre,  but  all  the  others 
were  painted  black,  with  a  knid  of  soot,  so  thickly  lai<t 
over  their  f.M  es  and  shonUler«.  that  it  was  difti cult  to 
.t>coriain  vvlial  tln-y  viere  like. 
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On  Tliursday,  the  4tJj  of  September,  we  sailed  out  of 
Atlveuture  Bay,  slecring  first  towards  liic  cast-south-east 
and  tUi>n  to  the  northward  of  cast,  when,  ou  the  19th, 
ire  cnnic  in  sight  of  a  cluster  of  small  rocky  islands, 
which  I  named  Bounty  Isles.  Soon  afterwards  we  fre- 
quently obst^rved  the  sea,  in  the  ni^jlit  time,lo  be  covered 
by  luminous  spots,  caused  by  amn/ing  quantities  of  small 
blubbers,  or  medusa;,  which  emit  a  liyhi,  like  the  blaze 
of  a  candle,  from  the  strings  or  filaments  extending  from 
them,  while  the  rest  of  the  body  continues  perfectly 
dark. 

We  discovered  the  island  of  Otaheitcou  the2Sth,and, 
before  casting  anchor  next  morning  in  Matavai  Bay,  such 
numbers  of  canoes  had  come  off,  that, after  the  natives 
ascertained  we  were  friends,  they  came  on  board,  and 
crowded  the  deck  so  much,  that  in  ten  minutes  I  could 
scarce  find  my  own  people.  The  whole  distance  which 
the  ship  had  run,  in  dinol  and  contrary  courses,  from 
the  time  of  lea\ing  England  until  rcachingOtaheitc,  was 
twenty-seven  thousand  and  cigiity-six  miles,  which,  on 
an  average,  was  one  hundred  and  eight  miles  each  twenty- 
four  hours. 

liero  we  lost  our  surgeon  on  the  9th  of  December. 
Of  late  he  had  scarcely  cwir  stirred  out  of  tlie  cabin, 
though  not  apprt  hondodlobe  in  a  dangerous  state.  Ne- 
vcrth<'lcss,  appearing  worse  tliaii  ustjal  in  the  evening, 
he  was  removed  win  iv  Jie  couitl  obtain  more  air,  but 
without  any  benr-lit,  fur  he  died  in  an  hour  afterwards. 
This  unfortunate  man  draiik  \ery  hard ;  and  was  so  averse 
to  exercise,  that  lie  would  never  l>'' prevailed  on  to  take 
half  a  <lozen  turns  on  deck  at  a  lime,  during  all  the 
course  of  the  voyage.  He  v\as  buried  onshore. 

On  Monday,  the  3th  of  January,  the  small  cutler  was 
missed,  of  which  I  was  immediately  apprised.  The 
ship's  «^ompany  being  must«jred,  we  found  three  men  ab- 
sent, who  had  carried  it  off.  They  had  taken  with  them 
eight  stand  of  arms  and  ammunition;  but  with  regard 
to  their  plan,  every  one  on  board  seemed  to  be  quite 
ignorant.  I  therefore  went  on  shore,  and  engaged  all 
the  chiefs  to  assist  in  recovering  both  the  boat  and  the 
deserters.  Accordingly,  the  former  was  brought  back 
in  the  course  of  the  day,  by  live  of  the  natives;  but  the 
men  were  not  taken  until  nearly  three  weeks  afterwards. 
F.earnuig  the  place  where  they  were,  in  a  different  quarter 
of  the  island  of  Olaheite,  I  went  thither  in  the  cutler, 
thinking  there  would  be  no  great  difficulty  in  securing 
them  with  the  assistance  of  the  natives.  However,  they 
heard  of  my  arrival;  and  when  1  was  near  a  house  in 
which  they  were,  they  came  out  wanting  their  fire-arms, 
and  delivered  themselves  up.  Some  of  the  chiefs  had 
formerly  seize<l  and  bound  these  deserters ;  but  had  been 
prevailed  on,  by  fair  promises  of  returning  peaceably  to 
the  ship,  to  release  them.  But  finding  an  opportunity 
again  to  get  possession  of  their  arms,  they  set  the  na- 
tives at  defiance. 

The  objrct  of  the  voyage  being  now  completed,  all 
the  bread-frint  pl.mis,  to  the  number  of  one  thousand 
and  fifteen,  were  got  on  Ijoard  on  Tuesday,  the  3isi  of 
March.  I»e<id<s  ihesf,  wc  had  collected  many  other 
plants,  some  of  ihem  beariri;:  the  line^t  fruits  in  the 
worlds  and  valuable,  from  afforiling  lirilliant  dyes,  and 
for  \arious  properties  brsidcs.  At  suusct  of  llie  /|lh  of 
April,  we  made  sail  (kmu  Olifheile.  bld<ling  farewell  to 
an  island  where  for  tVKlity-tluee  Meek>  we  had  hern 
ireale<l  wilh  the  nlmo^i  affi  eliou  andiegird,  and  which 
sicincd  to  im  rea>e  in  |tr«»porlioii  10  our  stay.     Thai  we 


were  not  insensible  to  their  kindness,  the  succeeding cic. 
cumstances  sufficiently  proved;  for  to  the  friendly  and 
endearing  behaviour  of  these  people  may  l>e  ascribed  th« 
motives  inciting  an  event  thai  effected  the  ruin  of  our 
expedition,  which  there  was  every  reason  to  believe  would  i 
have  been  attended  wilh  the  most  favourable  issue.  1 

Next  nmrning  we  got  sight  of  the  island  Huahrinr ;    | 
and  a  double  canoe  soon  coming  alongside,  coniaiaing 
ten  natives,  I  saw  among  them  a  young  man  who  re- 
collected me,  and  called  me  by  my  name.     I  had  been 
here  in  the  year  1780,  with  Captain  Cook,  in  tlie  Rcfrotu- 
tion.     A  few  days  after  sailing  from   this  island,  the    ' 
weather  became   snuallv,  and  a  thick   body  of  black    | 
clouds  collected  in  the  east.  A  water-spout  was  in  a  *h*»'i    ' 
time  seen  at  no  great  distance  from  us,  which  appeared    • 
to  great  advantage  from  the  darkness  of  the  clouds  be- 
hind it.     As  nearly  as  I  could  judge,  the  upper  part  was   ' 
about  two  feet  in  diameter,  and  the  lower  about   eig!>l    ' 
inches.     Scarcely  had  I  ma«le  these  remarks,  when  I  ob- 
served that  it  was  rapidly  advancing  towards  the  ihip. 
We  immediately  altered  our  course,  and  took  in  all  the 
sails  except  the  fore^il;   soon   after   which   it  pa^>«il 
within  ten  yards  of  the  slcrn,  wilh  a  rustling  noi«ir,   but 
without  our  feeling  the  lea^st  effect  from  its  being  <o 
near.     It  seemed  lo  be  travelling  aC  the  rate  of  :i)>oui 
ten  miles  an  hour,  in  the  diieclion  of  the  wind,  and   Ji 
dispersed  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  passing  us.     It 
is  impossible  to  say  what  injury  we  should  have  reci'i\rd 
had  it  passed  directly  over  us.    blasts,  I  imagine,  niigl»l 
have  been  carried  away,  but  I  do  not  apprehend  ll»ai  ji 
would  have  endangered  the  loss  of  the  ship. 

Passing  sevenil   islands  on  the  way,  we  anchored  at 
Annamooka,  on   the    23d    of  April;  and  an   old   lame 
man  called  Tepa,  whom  I  had  known  here  in  1777,  »nd    j 
immediately   recollected,   came  on   board,    along   with    1 
others,  from  different    islands  in  the  vicinity.       Th«-y 
were  desirous  to   see   the  ship,   and,   on    being  taken 
below,   where    the  bread-fruit   plants  were  arranged,   . 
they  testified   great   surprise.     A   few   of   lhe«*    hein,j    I 
decayed,   we  went  on  shore  to  procure  some  in  ilieu- 
place. 

The  natives  exhibited  numerous  marks  of  the  pecu- 
liar mourning  which  they  express  on  losing  ilieir  rela- 
tives; such  as  bloody  temples,  their  heads  t>eing  de- 
prived of  most  of  the  hair,  and,  what  was  worse,  almost 
the  whole  of  them  had  lost  some  of  their  lingers.  Se- 
veral fine  boys,  not  above  six  years  old,  had  lost  both 
their  litile  fingers;  and  several  of  the  men,  besid*?^ 
these,  had  parted  wilh  the  middle  finger  of  the  n^^nt 
hand. 

The  chiefs  went  off  with  me  lo  dinner,  and  we  car- 
ried on  a  brisk  trade  for  yams;  we  also  got  plantaiu-> 
and  bread-fruit.  But  the  yams  were  in  great  abundan/c. 
and  very  line  and  large.  One  of  them  weighed  al»o>e 
forty-live  pounds.  S^iiling  canoe>  came,  some  of  wrliicli 
contained  not  less  than  ninety  passengers.  Such  a  num- 
ber of  them  gradually  arrixed  from  different  islands 
I  that  it  was  impossible  to  get  any  thing  done,  the  inid- 
'  titude  became  so  great,  and  there  was  no  chief  of  suf- 
fieltut  aufliority  lo  command  ihe  whole.  1  ih':*rcf«»re 
ordered  a  vsatering  party,  then  en»ployed,  lo  com**  «» 
board,  ami  sailed  on  Sunday,  the  .^.(ilh  of  .April. 

We  l;ept  near  the  isl md  of  Kotoo  all  the  afleriiomi 
of  .MoMil  tv,  iu  hopr's  that  some  canoes  would  come  uit 
lo  the  'liii>,  l)nt  ill  this  we  were  di«appoiiil<Hl.  Tly 
wiiul  !•( mg  uoi  ilierK,we  steered  lo  ihe  wcslwiitJ  in  th. 
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rveniog,  to  paM  nonth  of  Tofoa ;  9Dd  I  ^ve  directions 
for  this  course  to  be  continued  during  the  night.  The 
master  bad  the  first  watch,  the  gunner  the  middle 
vatch,  and  llr  Christian  the  morning  iralch.  This 
«a«  the  turn  of  duty  for  the  night* 

Hitherto  the  toyage  had  advanced  io  a  course  of 
unintermpted  prosperity,  and  had  been  attended  with 
rireumstancea  equally  pleasing  and  satisfactory.  But 
a  very  different  scene  was  now  to  be  disclosed;  a  con- 
spiracy bad  been  formed,  which  was  to  render  all  our 
pn5t  labour  productive  only  of  misery  and  distress; 
and  it  had  been  concerted  with  so  much  secrecy  and 
circumspection,  that  no  one  circumstance  escaped  to 
betray  the  impending  calamity. 

On  the  night  of  Monday,  the  watch  was  set  as  I  have 

described.    Just  before  sunrise,  on  Tuesday  morning, 

white  1  was  yet  asleep,   Mr  Christian,  with  the  master- 

at-jnnk,  gunner's  mate,  and  Thomas  Burkitt,  seaman, 

came  into  my  cabin,   and,  seizing  me,  tied  my  hands 

with  a  cord  behind  my  back;  threatening  me  with 

in»uiDt  death  if  I  spoke  or  made  the  least  noise.     I 

oe^ertheiest  called  out  as  loud  as  I  could,  in  hopes  of 

«is«»i<^unce;  bat  the  officers  not  of  their  party  were 

Already  secured  by  sentinels  at  their  doors.     At  my 

ovru  cabio-door  were  three  men,  besides  the  four  within : 

all  except  Christian  had  muskets  and  bayonets;  he  had 

only  a  cutlass.     I  was  dragged  out  of  bed,  and  forced 

on  deck  in  my  shirt,  snfCering  great  pain  in  the  mean 

time  from  the  tightness  with  which  my  hands  were 

tied.    On  demanding  the  reason  of  such  violence,  the 

only  answer  was  abuse  for  not  holding  my  tongue.    The 

master,  the  gunner,  surgeon,  master's  mate,  and  Nelson 

the  g.irdeiier,  were  kept  confined  below,  and  the  fore- 

haXchway  was  goarded  by  sentinels.    The  boatswain 

and  caq>coler,  and  also  the  clerk,  were  allowed  to 

come  on  deck,  where  chey  saw  me  standing  abaft  the 

mixeo-BBast,  with  my  hands  tied  behind  my  back,  under 

a  guard,  with  Christian  at  their  bead.     The  boauwain 

was  then  ordered  to  hoist  out  the  Liunch,  accompanied 

hy  a  threat,  if  he  did  not  do  it  instantly,  to  ta&b  ci,aa 

or  IIMSBLP. 

The  boat  being  hoisted  out,  Mr  Hayward  and  Mr 

Halle tt,  two  of  the  midshipmen,  and  Mr  Samuel,  the 

clerk,  were  ordered  into  it.     I  demanded  the  intention 

of  giving  this  order,  and  endeavoured  to  persuade  the 

people  near  me  not  to  persist  in  such  acts  of  violence ; 

liut  it  was  to  no  effect;    for  the  conMnnt  answer  was, 

u  Hold  your  tongue,  sir,  or  you  are  dead  this  moment.* 

The  master  had  by  this  lime  sent,  requesting  that  he 

might  come  on  deck,  which  was  permitted;  but  he  was 

saou  ordered  back  again  to  hi»  cabin.     My  exertioD& 

to  turn  the  tide  of  affairs  mere  conlioucd;  when  Chri;*- 

iJau,  cliaiiging  the  cuila«s  he  held  for  a  bayouet,  and, 

lioUliug  me  by  the  cord  about  my  hands  with  a  strong 

jripe,  threatened  me  with  immediate  death  if  I  wouKl 

ant   be  quiet;  and   the  villains  around  me  had  their 

pieces  cocked  and  bayonets  tixc<i. 

Certain  iudividiiaU  were  caliod  on  to  get  into  tlio 
hojt,  and  were  hurried  over  the  ship'«  side;  whence  I 
c  oncluded,  that  along  with  them  I  was  to  be  %et  adrift. 
Another  effort  to  bring  about  a  change  produced  no- 
thing hut  menaces  of  havin(;[  my  brains  blown  out. 

I  he  hoatswain  and  those  seamen  who  were  to 
be  put  into  the  boat,  were  allowed  to  collect  twine, 
canva«,  lines,  sails,  cordajje,  an  right*and-twenty  gal- 
lon cask  of  water;  and  Mr  Samuel  got  i5o  pounds  of 


bread,  with  a  small  quantity  of  mm  and  wio«;  also  a 
quadrant  and  compass:  bat  he  was  prohibited,  on  pahi 
of  death,  to  touch  any  map  or  astronomical  book, 
and  any  Instnimeni,  or  any  of  my  surveys  and  draw- 
ings. 

The  mutineen  having  tfaiu  forced  those  of  the  sea* 
men  whom  they  wished  to  get  rid  of  into  the  boat. 
Christian  directed  a  dram  to  be  served  to  each  of  bis 
crew.  1  then  unhappily  saw  that  nothing  eould  be 
done  to  recover  the  ship.  The  officers  were  next  called 
on  deck,  and  forced  over  the  ship's  side  into  the  boat, 
while  I  was  kept  apart  from  every  one  abaft  the  mixen- 
ma5t.  Christian,  armed  with  a  bayonet,  held  the  cord 
fastening  my  hands,  and  the  guard  art>imd  me  stood 
with  their  pieces  cocked;  but  on  my  daring  the  un- 
grateful wretches  to  fire,  they  uncocked  them.  Isaac 
Martin,  one  of  them,  I  saw,  had  an  inclination  to  assist 
me;  and  as  he  fed  me  with  shaddock,  my  lips  being 
quite  parched,  we  explained  each  other's  sentiments  by 
looks.  But  this  was  observed,  and  he  was  removed. 
He  then  got  into  the  boat,  attempting  to  leave  the  ship; 
however,  he  was  compelled  to  return.  Some  others 
were  also  kept,  contrary  to  their  inclination. 

It  appeared  to  me,  that  Chrintian  was  some  time  in 
doubt  whether  he  should  keep  the  carpenter  or  his 
mates.  At  length  he  determined  for  the  latter,  and  the 
carpenter  was  ordered  into  the  boat  He  was  per- 
mitted, though  not  without  opposition,  to  lake  his  tool- 
chest. 

Mr  Samnel  secured  my  journals  and  commiiwion,  with 
some  important  ship-papers ;  this  he  did  with  great  re- 
solution, though  strictly  watched.  He  attempted  to  save 
the  time-keeper,  and  a  box  with  my  surveys,  drawings, 
and  remarks  for  fifteen  years  past,  which  were  very 
numerous,  when  he  was  hurried  away  with — icDamn 
your  eyes,  you  are  well  off  to  get  what  you  haven 

Much  altercation  took  place  among  the  mutinous  crew 
dui  ing  the  transaction  of  this  whole  affair.  Some  swore, 
M I  '11  be  damned  if  he  does  not  find  his  way  home,  if  he 
gets  any  thing  with  him.H  meaning  me;  aiul  when  the 
carpenter  s  chest  was  carrying  away,  «  Damn  my  eyes, 
be  will  have  a  vessel  built  in  a  month  ;•  while  others  ri- 
diculed the  helpless  situation  of  the  boat,  which  was  very 
deep  in  the  water,  and  had  so  little  room  for  those  who 
were  in  her.  As  for  Christian,  he  seemed  as  if  medi- 
tating destruction  on  himself  and  every  one  else. 

I  asked  for  arms,  but  the  mutineers  laughed  at  me, 
and  said  I  was  well  acquainted  with  the  people  among 
whom  I  was  going ;  four  cutlasses,  however,  were  thrown 
into  the  boat,  after  we  were  veered  astf  rn. 

The  officers  and  men  being  in  the  boat,  they  only 
waited  for  me,  of  which  the  master-at-arms  informed 
Christian,  who  then  said,  nCome,  Captain  Bliyh,  your 
officers  and  men  are  now  in  the  boat,  and  you  must  go 
with  them ;  if  you  attempt  to  make  the  lea«>t  resistance, 
you  will  instantly  be  put  lodeath;»  and  witliout  further 
ceremony,  1  was  forced  o\cr  the  siide  by  a  tribe  of  armed 
ruffians,  whore  they  untied  my  hands.  Being  in  the 
boat,  we  were  veered  astern  by  a  rope.  A  few  pieces 
of  pork  were  thrown  to  us,  aUo  the  four  cutlasses.  The 
armourer  and  carpenter  then  called  out  to  me  to  remem- 
ber that  they  had  no  hand  in  the  transaction.  After 
having  been  kept  &ome  time  to  make  sport  for  these 
unfeeling  wretches,  and  having  undergone  much  ridi- 
cule, we  were  at  length  cast  adrift  in  the  open  ocean. 

Eighteen  persons  were  with  me  in  tlie  boat, — the 
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master,  acting  surji'oii,  hotanif^t,  (gunner,  hoatsuaiu, 
carpiMiler,  master, and  quarter-master's  mate,  two  quar- 
tcr-masiiT>,  the  jHiil-makcr,  two  cooks,  my  clerk,  llic 
biitolicr,  anil  a  boy.  There  remained  on  board,  FbMclier 
(Miristiaii,  the  master's  mate  ;  Peter  Haywood,  Edward 
Youin»,  George  Stewart,  midsliipmcn;  the  master-al- 
arms, (juuner's  mate,  boatswain's  mate,  gardener,  ar- 
mourer, carpenters  mate,  carpenter's  crew,  and  four- 
teen seamen,  beiny  aItoi;«ther  the  most  able  men  of  the 
ship's  company. 

IIa\  in|;  httle  or  no  wind,  we  rowed  pretty  fast  towards 
the  island  of  Tofoa,  which  bore  north-east  about  ten 
h'a{;nes  distant.  The  sliip  vhih,'  in  si(;ht  steered  west- 
norili-w(>t,  but  this  1  con-^iilered  only  as  a  feint,  for 
when  we  were  sent  away,  «  Knz/a  for  ()taheite!>>  was 
frerjuently  heard  amon(j  the  mutineers. 

Christian,  the  chief  of  them,  was  of  a  respectable  fa- 
mily in  the  north  of  Knyland.  This  was  the  third 
%ova{V;  he  had  matle  with  me.  Notwilh>tandin{j  the 
roii{;line>-i  with  which  !  was  treated,  the  remembrance  of 
past  kindnesses  produced  surne  remorse  in  him.  WliiU- 
they  were  forcinj;  me  out  of  th<'  ship.  I  asked  him  wlie- 
ther  tbis  was  a  j>roper  rclnrn  for  tlie  many  instances  he 
hid  experienced  of  my  friendship  .'  Ih;  .ippcand  disturb- 
ed at  the  quesliiin.  and  answrn'd.  with  mnih  emotion, 
"That — Ca|)lain  r.ii{;h  —  that  is  tbe  thln^j — I  am  in 
hell  —  I  am  in  hell.»>  His  aliililies  lo  lake  eh.W(;e  of  the 
thud  wai<h,  as  I  had  sojIi\ided  the  slnp's  cuinpany, 
were  fnllv  equal  to  tlie  task. 

llayMood  was  also  of  a  respectable  family  in  the 
north  of  Kn^;land,  an«l  a  yonn^;  man  of  abilities,  as  well 
as  (Ilnistian.  Tbese  two  had  bein  ol-.jecls  of  my  p.uli- 
cnlar  re(;.irtl  and  atti  nlion,  and  I  had  taken  ;p<  at  p  tins 
lo  instruct  them,  lia\iii[jenlertained  hop<;s  ihai,  as  pro- 
fessional n)en,  they  wdidd  ha\*»  become  a  credit  to  their 
country.  Youni;  was  well  recommended;  ami  Stewart 
of  creditable  p.irenisin  tlie  Oikney>-,  at  >\liieh  )>laLe,  on 
the  return  of  ihe  Iiestdution  from  the  South  Seisin  i7v>o, 
we  recei\ed  st»  many  civilities,  that  in  consideration  of 
these  alone  I  should  i;latlly  base  taken  him  with  me. 
iiul  he  h.id  alw.tys  biuiie  a  j^jood  char. icier. 

When  I  had  tiuie  Ut  n  lieei,  an  inward  sali-faclion 
j)re\ented  the  depression  of  uiy  spirits.  Yet,  a  few 
hours  before,  my  situation  h.id  been  pcculi.irlv  llalti-r- 
in|;;  I  had  a  ship  in  llie  irioht  perfect  oriler,  stctred  witli 
e\eiy  necessary,  both  for  lierillh  and  ser\i«(';  ihe-  <»bj.cl 
of  the  \oya(;e  was  attained,  and  two-ihinls  of  it  now^ 


completed.     The  remaiuing  pari  had  every  prospect  of 
success. 

It  \k'i\\  naturally  be  asked,  what  could  he  the  caus«  of 
such  a  revolt?  In  answer,  f  can  only  conjecture  thai  the 
mutineers  had  flattered  themselves  with  the  hope  of  a 
happier  life  among  the  Olaheilans  than  ihcy  could  pos- 
sibly enjoy  in  England ;  which,  joined  to  some  female 
connexions,  most  probably  occasioned  the  whole  tn*n>- 

action. 

The  women  of  Ot;.heile  are  handsome,  mild,  and 
cheerful  in  manners  and  conversation;  possessed  of 
jjreat  sensibility,  and  have  sufficient  delicacy  to  make 
them  be  admired  anil  lieloved.  The  chiefs  were  so  much 
atlaehe<I  to  our  people,  that  they  rather  encouraged 
thrir  stay  amon;;  them  than  otherwise,  and  even  mad? 
them  promises  of  larpe  possessions.  Under  these,  and 
many  other  concomitant  circumstances,  it  ou{»lit  hardly 
to  be  the  subject  of  surprise  that  a  set  of  sailors,  mosi 
of  them  void  of  coimexions,  should  be  led  away,  where 
they  had  the  power  of  lixing  tlwMnselves  in  the  midst 
of  plenty,  in  one  of  the  hnest  islands  in  the  world,  where 
there  was  no  necessity  to  labour,  and  where  thcallure- 
menls  of  dissipation  arc  beyond  any  conception  that 
can  be  formed  e»f  it.  Tiie  utmost,  however,  that  a  coni- 
hiander  could  have  expected,  vas  desertions,  such  .i* 
hav«^  already  liap[H  ned  more  or  less  in  the  South  .Seas, 
and  not  an  act  of  open  mutiny. 

lint  the  secrecy  of  this  mutiny  surpasses  l>elief.  Thir- 
teen rif  tbe  party  who  were  now  with  mc  had  alw.iys 
lived  forward  amon|{  the  seamen;  yet  neither  they,  mtr 
tbe  rnessmales  of  Christiiin,  Stewart,  llaywooil,  and 
Yonnjj,  had  ever  observed  any  circumstance  to  cxrile 
suspicion  of  wiiat  w.is  plotiinj;;  and  it  is  not  wonderful 
if  I  fell  a  s;irritiee  to  it,  my  mind  being  entirely  free 
from  suspicion.  Perhaps,  had  marines  been  on  hr»;irtl, 
.1  seii(ii)(l  at  my  cabin-door  nii|;lit  have  prevente^d  it; 
for  I  c()nsta!iily  slept  wiih  the  door  open,  thai  iheofji.er 
of  tbe  wateh  iiii|',lii  have  access  to  me  on  all  occasions. 
If  the  ninniiy  lia<l  been  oecisioned  by  any  grievanct-*. 
eillxr  re.il  or  ima{;in,Trv,  I  must  liave  discovere«l  syinj- 
tunis  of  (li;<nntent,  'A '.lirb  would  have  put  n»e  on  mv 
i;ii;ird;  but  it  was  far  otlniwise.  >Vilh  (Ihrisiian,  in 
]>.ii  tic  ubir,  I  was  on  I  lie  most  friendly  terms;  that  \pry 
d;iv  be  ^\as  eui;  ij;ed  to  have  dined  with  mc;  and  tli'* 
preceiliiig  ni;;lit  be  excused  himself  from  «;uppiug  wiih 
me  on  pretem c  of  iiidisposiiion,  for  which  1  felt  con- 
cerned, bavini;  no  sn^-picioiis  of  bis  honour  or  inU'griiy 
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Inif.ir  Conijrf  <i:i.  A'liilli. 


I 

Thk  «  {^ood  old  (imes)> — .nil  times,  when  old.  are  ^;ood 

Arc  [;one;  tbe  present  uiij;lit  be,  if  they  would; 

(■re. II  iliiii|;s  bive  bt-eii,  aiiti  .ire,  and  "jrciier  still 

W.iiit  lillle  of  mere  nioi  laU  but  tiieir  will ; 

A  \\iil(  r  sp.ice,  a  ;;r<ener  beld  is  ;;i\eii 

To  those  who  |day  ibeir  <'  tricks  before  bi>;li  lleavin.; 


I  know  not  if  tlie  anf;eh  weep,  but  men 

lliive  wept  eiioiii;h— for  wliat^ — lo  weep  again. 

II. 
.Ml  is  e.vploded — be  it  (;ood  or  b.id. 
he;ul.rl  r«-nw  ruber  when  tbou  werl  a  lad, 
Tbeii  Pitt  w.is  ,dl;  or,  if  not  all,  so  nuieh. 
His  very  rival  almost  dei  ind  hiin  •^ncb. 
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We,  we  have  seeo  the  ioieliectiml  race 
Of  gianu  sand,  like  Tiuns,  Hce  to  fact — 
Aibrn  Bud  Ida,  with  a  dathiag;  tea 
Of  eloquence  between,  which  flow'd  all  free. 
At  the  deep  billows  of  the  ^eaa  roar 
Betwixt  the  Hellenic  and  the  Phrygian  shore. 
But  where  are  they — the  rivals?— -a  few  feet 
Of  sullen  earth  divide  each  wiading<«heet. 
How  peaceful  and  how  powerful  is  the  (pvve, 
V^'hich  hushes  all!  a  calm  nnslonny  wave 
Which  overeweeps  the  world !    The  theme  b  old 
Of  ■  dust  to  dnat,»  but  half  its  tale  untold. 
Time  tempers  not  its  terrors — still  the  worm 
Winds  its  cold  folds,  the  tomb  preserves  its  ferm-*- 
Varied  above,  but  still  alike  below  ,* 
The  nm  may  shine,  the  ashes  will  not  glow. 
Though  Cleopatra's  mummy  cross  the  sea. 
O'er  which  from  empire  she  lured  Anthony ; 
Though  Alexander's  urn  a  show  be  grown 
On  shores  he  wept  to  conqner,  thou^  unknown- 
How  vain,  how  worse  than  vain,  at  length  appear 
The  madman's  wish,  the  Macedonian's  tear ! 
He  wept  for  worlds  to  conquer— half  the  earth 
Knows  not  his  name,  or  but  his  death  and  birtli 
And  desolation ;  while  his  native  Greece 
Hath  all  of  desolation,  save  iu  peace. 
He  «  Srept  for  worlds  to  conquer!*  he  who  ne'er 
Conceived  the  globe  he  panted  not  to  spare! 
With  even  the  busy  Northern  Isle  unknown, 
Wliich  holds  his  um,  and  never  knew  hi«  throne. 

in. 

But  where  is  he,  the  modem,  mightier  fer, 

Who,  bom  no  king,  made  monarchs  draw  his  car? 

The  new  Sesostris,  whose  unharoess'd  kings, 

Freed  from  the  bit,  believe  themselves  with  wings. 

Ami  spurn  the  dust  o'er  which  they  erawrd  of  hite, 

Chaind  to  the  chariot  of  the  chieftain's  stale ! 

Tes !  where  is  he,  the  champion  and  the  child 

Of  all  that  s  great  or  little,  wise  or  wild  ? 

Whose  game  was  empires,  and  whose  stakes  were  thrones; 

Whose  table,  earth — whose  dice  were  human  bone*  ? 

Behold  the  gnnd  result  in  yon  lone  isle, 

And,  as  thy  nature  urges,  weep  or  smile. 

Sigh  to  behold  the  eagle  s  lofty  rage 

Reduced  to  nibble  at  his  narrow  cage ; 

Smile  to  survey  the  Queller  of  the  Nations 

Now  daily  squabbling  o'er  disputed  rations ; 

Weep  to  perceive  him  mourning,  as  he  dines, 

O'er  curuil'd  dishes  and  o'er  stinted  wines ; 

O'er  petty  qiurrels  upon  petty  things  : 

Is  this  the  man  who  scourged  or  feasted  kings  ? 

Behold  the  scales  in  which  bis  fortune  hangs, 

A  surgeon's  statement  and  an  carts  harangues ! 

A  bust  delayed,  a  book  refused,  can  shake 

The  sleep  of  him  who  kept  the  world  awake. 

Is  this  indeed  the  Tsmer  of  the  Great, 

Now  slave  of  all  could  teaxe  or  irriute— 

Thy  paltry  jailor  and  the  prying  spy. 

The  staring  stranger  with  his  noic-book  nigh  ^ 

Plunged  in  a  dungeon,  he  had  still  been  great : 

How  low,  how  little  was  this  middle  stale, 

Between  a  prison  and  a  palace,  where 

How  few  could  feel  for  what  he  had  to  bear  I 

Vain  hb  complaint— my  lord  presents  hb  bill. 

His  food  and  wine  were  doled  out  duly  still : 


Vain  was  hb  sickness, — never  was  a  clime 
So  free  from  homicide — to  doubt's  a  crime; 
And  the  stiff  surgeon,  who  maintain'd  his  cause, 
Hath  lost  hb  place,  and  gain'd  the  worid*s  applause. 
But  smile — though  all  the  pangs  of  brain  and  heart 
Disdain,  defy,  the  tardy  aid  of  art ; 
Though,  save  the  few  fond  friends,  and  imaged  face 
Of  that  fsir  boy  hb  sire  shall  ne'er  embrace. 
None  stand  by  hb  low  bed— though  even  the  mind 
Be  wavering  which  long  awed  and  awes  mankind  : 
Smile— for  the  fetter'd  eagle  breaks  his  chain. 
And  higher  worlds  than  thb  are  his  again. 

iV. 

How,  if  that  soaring  spirit  still  retain 

A  conscious  twilight  of  his  blaring  reign, 

How  must  he  smile,  on  looking  down,  to  see 

The  little  that  he  was  and  sought  to  be! 

What  though  hb  name  a  wider  empire  found 

Tlian  his  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a  bound ; 

Though  first  in  glory,  deepest  In  reverse, 

He  tasted  empire's  blessings,  and  its  curse ; 

Though  kings,  rejoicing  In  their  bte  escape 

From  chains,  would  gbdly  be  Aeir  tyrant's  ape: 

How  must  he  smile,  and  turn  to  yon  lone  grave, 

The  proudest  sea-mark  that  o'ertops  the  wave ! 

What  though  his  jailor,  duteous  to  the  last, 

Scarce  deem'd  the  coffin's  lead  could  keep  him  fast, 

Refusing  one  poor  line  along  the  lid 

To  date  the  birth  and  death  of  all  it  hid, 

That  name  shall  hallow  the  ignoble  shore, 

A  talisman  to  all  save  him  who  bore : 

The  fleets  that  sweep  before  tlie  eastern  blast 

Shall  hear  their  lea-boys  hail  it  from  the  mast ; 

When  Victory's  Gallic  column  shall  but  rise, 

Like  Pompey's  pilbr,  in  a  desert's  skies. 

The  rocky  isle  that  holds  or  held  his  dust 

Shall  crown  the  Atlantic  like  the  hero's  bu^t, 

And  mighty  Nature  o'er  his  obsequies 

Do  more  than  niggard  Envy  still  denies. 

But  what  are  these  to  him  ?  Can  glory's  lusi 

Touch  the  freed  spirit  or  the  fetier'd  dust  ? 

Small  care  bath  he  of  what  his  tomb  consists, 

Nought  if  he  sleeps — nor  more  if  he  exists : 

Alike  tlie  better-seeing  shade  will  smile 

On  the  rude  cavern  of  the  rocky  isle. 

As  if  hb  ashes  found  their  latest  home 

In  Rome's  Pantheon,  or  Gaufs  mimic  dome. 

He  wants  not  this;  but  France  shall  feel  the  want 

Of  thb  last  consolation,  though  so  scant ; 

Her  honour,  fame,  and  faith  demand  hb  bones. 

To  rear  amid  a  pyramid  of  thrones; 

Or  carried  onward,  in  the  battle's  van 

To  form,  like  Guesclin's '  dust,  her  talbman. 

But  be  it  as  it  is,  the  time  may  come 

His  name  shall  heat  the  alarm  like  Ziska's  dram. 

V. 
Oil,  Heaven !  of  which  he  was  in  power  a  feature ; 
Oh,  earth !  of  vvhich  he  was  a  noble  creature; 
Thou  isle !  to  be  remember'd  long  and  well. 
That  saw'st  the  unfledged  eaglet  chip  his  shell  ? 

•  GsMdia  died  darlnf  tb«  di^gc  of  ■  city ;  It  rarrcndorcid.  asd  tkr 
keys  wcrv  broaffbt  and  UM  apoa  bit  bi«r.  10  ibat  iha  plam  Bigbi 
appear  randrred  10  bit  aihat. 
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Y<>  \\\yf(,  which  view'd  him  iu  hh  dawning  flights 

Ilr)vcr  the  victor  of  an  hundred  Hghts! 

TIiou  Rome,  who  saw'st  thy  Cxsar's  deeds  outdone! 

Al.n<!  why  pass'd  he  too  the  Uubicon! 

The  Rubicon  of  man's  aw^aken'd  rights, 

To  herd  witli  vulgar  kings  and  parasites? 

Egypt!  from  whose  all  dateless  tombs  arose 

Forgotten  Pharaohs  from  their  long  repose, 

And  shook  wiiliin  her  pyramids  to  hear 

A  new  Canibyses  thundering  in  (heir  ear; 

While  the  dark  shades  of  forty  ages  stood 

Like  startled  giants  by  Nile's  famous  Hood; 

Or  from  the  pyramid's  tall  pinnacle 

I'.eheld  the  desert  peopled,  as  from  hell, 

With  clashing  hosts,  who  strew'd  the  barren  saud 

Tu  re-manure  the  uncultivated  land  ! 

Spain!  which,  a  moment  mindless  of  thcCid, 

Beheld  his  banner  flouting  thy  iSIadrid! 

Austria!  which  saw  thy  twice-la'en  capital 

1  wice  spared,  to  be  the  traitress  of  his  fall ! 

Ye  race  of  Frederic! — Frederics  but  in  name 

And  falsehood— heirs  to  all  except  his  fame; 

Who,  crush'd  at  Jena,  crouchd  at  Rerlio,  fell, 

First,  and  hut  rose  to  follow :  ye  who  dwell 

Where  Kosciusko  dwelt,  remembering  yet 

J  li«^  unpaid  amount  of  Catherine's  bloody  debt ! 

I'ulnnd!  o'er  which  the  avenging  angel  pass'd, 

[!ut  left  thee  as  he  found  thee,  still  a  waste: 

Forgetting  all  thy  still  enduring  claim, 

'Ihy  lotted  people  and  extinguish'd  name; 

Thy  sigh  for  freedom,  thy  long-flowing  tear. 

That  sound  that  crashes  in  the  tyrant's  ear: 

Kosciusko!  on — on — on — the  thirst  of  war 

Gasps  for  the  gore  of  serfs  and  of  their  czar  ; 

The  half-barbaric  Moscow's  minarets 

Gleam  in  the  sun,  but  t  is  a  sun  that  sets! 

Moscow!  thou  limit  of  his  long  career, 

For  which  rude  Charles  had  vrept  his  frozen  tear 

To  see  in  vain — he  saw  thee — !»ow  !  with  spire 

And  palace  fuel  to  one  common  fire. 

To  this  the  soldier  lent  his  kindhng  match, 

To  this  the  peasant  gave  his  cottage  thatch. 

To  this  the  merchant  flung  his  hoarded  store, 

The  prince  his  hall — an<i  Moscow  was  no  more! 

Sublimest  of  volcanos!  Etna's  flame 

Pales  before  thine,  and  quenchless  Hecla's  tame; 

Vesuvius  shows  his  blaze,  an  usual  sight 

For  gaping  tourists,  from  his  hackney  d  height  : 

Thou  stand'st  alone  unrivall'd,  till  the  fire 

To  come,  in  which  all  empires  shall  expire. 

Thou  other  element!  as  strong  and  stern 

To  teach  a  lesson  conquerors  will  not  learn. 

Whose  icy  wing  (lapp'd  o'er  the  faltering  foe. 

Till  fell  a  hero  with  each  flake  of  show  ; 

How  did  thy  numbing  beak  and  silent  fang 

Pierce,  till  hosts  perish'd  with  a  single  pang! 

In  vain  shall  Seine  look  up  along  his  hanks 

For  the  g;iy  thonsaniU  of  his  dashing  ranks; 

In  v;nn  shall  France  recal  beneath  her  vines 

Her  youth — thnr  blood  flows  faster  than  her  wines, 

Or  st.tgnant  in  their  human  ice  remauis 

In  fro/cn  mummies  on  the  polar  plains. 

In  vniM  will  Italy's  broad  sun  awaken 

Her  offspring  oliilld,  its  beams  are  now  forsaken. 

Of  all  the  trophi»>s  gaiherd  from  the  war, 

What  shjil  return?  The  conquerors  broken  car! 


The  conqueror's  yet  unbroken  heart !  Again 

The  horn  of  Roland  sounds,  and  not  in  vaia. 

Lutzen,  where  fell  the  Swede  of  victory, 

Beholds  him  conquer,  but,  alas!  not  die  : 

Dresden  surveys  three  despots  fly  once  more 

Before  their  sovereign — sovereign,  as  before; 

But  there  exhausted  Fortune  quits  their  field, 

And  Leipsic's  treafion  bids  the  unvanquisli'd  yield; 

The  Saxon  jackal  leaves  the  lion's  side 

To  turn  the  bear's,  and  wolfs  sod  fox's  guide; 

And  backward  to  the  den  of  his  despair 

The  forest  monarch  shrinks,  but  finds  no  lair! 

Oh  ye!  and  each,  and  all!  oh,  France!  who  found 

Thy  long  fair  fields  plough'd  up  as  hostile  ground. 

Disputed  foot  by  foot,  till  (reason,  still 

His  only  victor,  from  Montmartre's  hill 

Look'd  down  o'er  trampled  Paris,  and  thou,  isle. 

Which  seest  Etruria  from  thy  ramparts  smile, 

The  momentary  shelter  of  his  pride, 

Till,  woo'd  by  danger,  bis  yet  weeping  bride; 

Oh,  France!  retaken  by  a  single  march. 

Whose  path  was  through  one  long  triumphal  arch ! 

Oh.  bloody  and  most  bootless  Waterloo, 

Which  proves  how  fools  may  have  their  fortune  loo. 

Won,  half  by  blunder,  half  by  treachery; 

Oh,  dull  Saint  Helen!  with  tliy  jailor  nigh — 

Hear!  hear!  Prometheus  '  from  his  rock  appeal 

To  earth,  air,  ocean,  all  that  felt  or  feel 

His  power  and  glory,  ail  who  yet  shall  hear 

A  name  eternal  as  the  rolling  year; 

He  teaches  them  the  lesson  taught  so  long 

So  oft,  so  vainly — learn  to  do  no  wrong! 

A  single  step  into  the  right  had  made 

This  man  the  Washington  of  worlds  betray'd; 

A  single  step  into  the  wrong  has  given 

His  name  a  doubt  to  all  the  winds  of  heaven; 

The  reed  of  fortune  and  of  thrones  the  rod. 

Of  fame  the  Moloch  or  the  demi-god; 

His  country's  Caesar,  Europe's  Hannibal, 

Without  their  decent  dignity  of  fall. 

Yet  vanuy  herself  had  better  (aught 

A  surer  path  even  to  the  fame  he  sought, 

By  pointing  out  on  history's  fruitless  page, 

Ten  thousand  conquerors  for  a  single  sage. 

While  Franklin's  quiet  memory  climbs  to  UeavcBy 

Calming  the  lightning  which  he  thence  hath  rivea. 

Or  drawing  from  the  no  less  kindled  earth 

Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  his  birth : 

While  Washington  s  a  watch-word,  such  as  ncer 

Shall  gink  while  there 's  an  echo  left  to  air: 

While  even  the  Spaniard's  thir>(  of  gold  and  war 

Forgets  Pizarro  to  shout  Bolivar! 

Aliis !  why  must  the  same  Atlantic  wave 

Which  wafted  freedom  gird  a  tyrant's  grave, — 

The  king  of  kings,  and  yet  of  slaves  the  !>lavc. 

Who  burst  the  chains  of  millions  to  renew 

The  very  fetters  which  his  arm  broke  through, 

And  crush  d  the  rights  of  Euro^x;  and  his  own 

To  Hit  httwecn  a  dungeon  and  a  throne? 

VI. 

But   t  will  not  l»c — the  spark  "s  awaken'd — lo  ' 
The  swarthy  Spatii.ird  feels  his  former  glow; 

'  1  rcfor  ilic  rf.'iilir  lo  (lii-  Hrsi  n«l«lrf»t  nrProm<>tli«-n«  in  -Ct4-b»  it  », 
\\\n\\  lie  i>  l<ti  ajoijc  liy  tiiit  ailt'ndanii,  ■»«!  tx'forv  the  arrival  «f  iJk 
<.li<irii<  of  .S.'ii-n)in|ilis. 
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The  nme  high  ipirit  which  beat  back  the  Moor 

Throng  eight  loof  afet  of  atliernate  gore, 

ReriTCt^ftod  where?  in  that  aveogiDg  clime 

Where  Sf>aio  was  ooce  synoaymoua  with  crime, 

Where  Gortea'and  Pinrro's  baoaer  flew. 

The  infont  world  redeema  her  name  of  «  N4m,» 

T  ia  the  oid  aaptracion  breathed  afresh. 

To  kindle  souls  within  degraded  fl«sh, 

Sach  as  repulsed  the  Perrian  from  the  shore 

Where  Greece  i»«»— No!  she  still  is  Greece  once  more. 

One  common  cause  makes  myriads  of  one  breast  I 

Slaves  of  the  east,  or  Belots  of  the  west ; 

On  Andes'  and  on  Athos*  peaks  unfuri'd. 

The  self-same  standard  streams  o'er  either  world ; 

The  Athenian  wears  again  Harmodius'  sword ; 

The  Chili  chirf  abjures  his  foreign  lord ; 

The  Spartan  knows  himself  once  more  a  Greek ; 

Young  Freedom  plumes  the  crest  of  each  eaciqne; 

Debating  despots,  hemm'd  on  either  shore. 

Shrink  Tainly  from  the  roused  Atlantic's  roar: 

Through  Caipe's  strait  the  rolling  tides  advance. 

Sweep  lightly  by  the  half-Umed  land  of  Prance, 

Da«h  o'er  the  old  Spaniard's  cradle,  and  would  fjiin 

Unite  Ausonia  to  the  mighty  main : 

But  driven  from  thence  awhile,  yet  not  for  aye. 

Break  o'er  the  iCgean,  mindful  of  the  day 

Of  Salamis — there,  there  the  waves  arise, 

Not  to  be  luird  by  tyrant  rictories. 

Lone,  lost,  abandon'd  in  their  utmost  need 

By  Christians  nato  whom  they  gave  their  ciced. 

The  desolated  lands,  the  ravaged  isle. 

The  fosler'd  fend  encouraged  to  beguile, 

The  aid  evaded,  and  the  cold  delay, 

Prolong'd  but  in  the  hope  to  make  a  prey; — 

These,  these  shall  tell  the  tale,  and  Greece  can  show 

The  false  friend  wone  than  the  infuriate  foe. 

But  this  ia  well :  Greeks  only  should  free  Greece, 

Not  the  barbarian,  with  his  mask  of  peace. 

Tlow  should  the  autocrat  of  bondage  be 

The  king  of  serfs,  and  set  the  nations  free? 

Better  still  serve  the  haughty  Mussulman, 

Than  swell  the  Gosaaque's  prowling  caravan ; 

Better  still  toil  for  masters,  than  await. 

The  slave  of  slaves,  before  a  Russian  gate,— 

Number  d  by  hordes,  a  human  capital, 

A  live  estate,  existing  but  for  thrall. 

Lotted  by  thousands  as  a  meet  reward 

For  the  first  courtier  in  the  ctar's  regard; 

While  their  immediate  owner  never  tastes 

Hix  sleep,  sam  dreaming  of  Siberia's  wastes; 

Better  succumb  even  to  their  own  despair. 

And  drive  the  camel  than  purvey  the  bear, 

VIL 
But  not  alone  within  the  hoariest  clime. 
Where  freedom  dates  her  birth  with  that  of  lime; 
And  not  alone  where  plunged  in  night,  a  crowd 
Of  Incas  darken  to  a  dubious  cloud. 
The  dawn  revives ;  renown'd,  romantic  Spain 
Holds  back  the  invader  from  her  soil  again. 
Not  now  the  Roman  tribe  nor  Punic  horde, 
Demand  her  fields  as  lists  to  prove  the  sword; 
Not  now  the  Vandal  or  the  Visigoth 
Pollute  the  plains,  alike  abhorring  both ; 
Nor  old  Pelayo  on  his  mountain  rears 
The  warlike  fothcrt  of  a  thousand  years. 


That  seed  is  sown  and  reap'd,  as  oft  the  Moor 

Sighs  to  remember  on  his  dnaky  shore. 

Long  in  the  peasant's  song  or  poet's  page 

Has  dwelt  tlie  memory  of  Abencerage, 

The  Zegri,  and  the  captive  victors,  flung 

Back  to  the  barbarous  realm  from  whraee  they  sprung. 

But  these  are  gone — their  foith,  their  swords,  their  sway, 

Yet  left  more  anti-chrisfian  foes  than  they: 

The  bigot  monarch  and  the  butcher  priest, 

The  inquiRitiont  with  her  burning  feast, 

The  faith's  red  «iauto,ii  fed  with  human  fuel, 

While  sat  the  catholic  Mirfoch,  calmly  cruel. 

Enjoying,  with  inexorable  eye, 

That  fiery  festival  of  agony! 

The  stem  or  feeble  sovereign,  one  or  both 

By  tmns ;  the  haughtiness  whose  pride  was  sloth  , 

The  long«^generate  noble ;  the  debased 

Hidalgo,  and  the  peasant  less  disgraced 

But  more  degraded ;  the  unpeopled  realm ; 

The  once  proud  navy  which  forgot  the  helm ; 

The  once  impervious  phalanx  disarray'd ; 

The  idle  forge  that  form'd  Toledo's  blade; 

The  foreign  wealth  that  flow'd  on  every  shore, 

Save  hen  who  eam'd  it  vrilh  the  natives'  gore ; 

The  very  language,  which  might  vie  with  Rome's, 

And  once  was  known  to  nations  like  their  homes. 

Neglected  or  forgotten :— such  was  Spain ; 

But  such  she  is  not,  nor  shall  be  again. 

These  worst,  these  home  invaders,  folt  and  feel 

The  new  Numantinc  soul  of  Old  Castile. 

Up!  up  again!  undaunted  Tauridor! 

The  bull  of  Phalaris  renews  his  roar; 

Mount,  chivalrous  Hidalgo !  not  in  vain 

Revive  the  cry— «lago!  and  close  Spain  !»• 

Yes,  close  her  with  your  armed  bosoms  round, 

And  form  the  barrier  which  Napoleon  found, — 

The  exterminating  war;  the  desert  plain; 

The  streeu  without  a  tenant,  save  the  slain; 

The  wild  Sierra,  with  its  wilder  troop 

Of  vulture-plumed  guerillas,  on  the  stoop 

For  their  incessant  prey;  the  desperate  wall 

Of  Saragossa,  mightiest  in  her  foil ; 

The  man  nerved  to  a  spirit,  and  the  maid 

Waving  her  more  than  Amaionian  blade : 

The  knife  of  Arragon,  *  Toledo's  steel; 

The  fomous  lance  of  chivalrous  Castile ; 

The  unerring  rifle  of  the  Catalan ; 

The  Andalusian  courser  in  the  van ; 

The  torch  to  make  a  Moscow  of  Madrid ; 

And  in  each  heart  the  spirit  of  the  Cid  : — 

Such  have  been,  such  shall  be,  such  are.     Ad%an4'e, 

And  win— not  Spain,  but  thine  own  freedom,  France ! 

vin. 

But  lo!  a  congress!    What,  that  hallowed  name 
Which  freed  the  Athintic  7    May  we  hope  the  sama 
For  outworn  Europe?    With  the  sound  arise. 
Like  Samuel's  shade  to  Saul's  monarchic  eyes. 
The  prophets  of  yoimg  freedom,  summon'd  for 
From  climes  of  Washington  and  Bolivar ; 
Henry,  the  forest-bom  Dem«»stfaenes, 
Whose  thunder  shook  the  Philip  of  tho  aeas; 

I  aSilafol  SBdal«s»lpala!t  ths  oM  Ipaaltk  war-ery. 

*  TW  ArrmsoDlant  •n  penllarly  dntrMt  in  tk«  ■••  of  ikU  mf- 
poa,  CBd  dbpUysd  il  |Hirti<«lariy  ia  fotmm  FrMch  ware. 
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And  sioic  FraiikJia's  energetic  shade. 

Robed  ill  ihc  li^htDinf;s  which  his  hand  allay 'd ; 

And  WashiojtoD,  the  tyraut-tamer,  wake. 

To  hid  us  Llush  for  these  old  chains,  or  break. 

But  who  compose  this  senate  of  the  few 

That  should  redeem  the  many?     ffho  renew 

This  consecrated  name,  till  now  assigu'd 

To  councils  held  to  bcnelit  mankind  ? 

Who  now  assemble  at  the  holy  call? — 

The  blcss'd  alliance  which  says  three  arc  all  ! 

An  earthly  trinity!  which  wears  the  shape 

Of  Heaven's,  as  man  is  mimick'd  by  the  ape. 

A  pious  unity!  in  purpose  one, 

To  melt  three  fools  to  a  Napoleon. 

Why,  K[jypt's  gods  were  rational  to  these; 

Their  dugs  and  oxen  knew  their  own  degrees. 

And,  quiet  in  their  kennel  or  their  shed. 

Cared  little,  so  that  they  were  duly  fed : 

But  these,  more  hungry,  must  have  something  morc- 

The  power  to  bark  and  bite,  to  toss,  and  gore.] 

All,  how  much  happier  were  good  ylisop's  frogs 

Than  we!  for  ours  are  animated  logs, 

With  ponderous  malice  swaying  to  and  fro. 

And  crushing  nations  with  a  stupid  blow. 

All  dully  an&ious  to  leave  liltle  work 

Unto  the  revoiutioiury  stork. 

IX. 

Thrice  blossd  Verona !  since  the  holy  three 

With  their  imperial  presence  shine  on  thee; 

Ilonour'd  by  ihem,  thy  treacherous  site  forgets 

The  vaunted  tomb  of  «<all  the  Capulets;^ 

Thy  Scaligers — for  what  was  «  Dog  the  (Ireat,* 

«Gan'  Granden  (which  I  venture  to  translate) 

To  these  subliiner  pugs?     Thy  poet  too, 

Catullus,  whose  old  laurels  yield  to  new; 

Thine  amphitheatre,  where  Romans  sate: 

And  Dante's  exile,  shelter'd  by  thy  gate ; 

Thy  good  old  man, '  whose  world  was  all  withiu 

Thy  wall,  nor  knew  the  country  held  him  in  : 

Would  that  the  royal  guests  it  girds  about 

Were  so  far  like,  as  never  to  get  out ! 

Ay,  shout!  inscribe!  rear  monuments  of  shame, 

To  tell  oppression  that  the  world  is  tame! 

Crowd  to  the  theatre  with  loyal  rage — 

The  comedy  is  not  upon  the  stage ; 

Tiio  show  is  rich  in  ribbonry  and  stars — 

Then  gaze  upon  it  through  thy  dungeon  bars ; 

Cl.isp  thy  permitted  palms,  kind  Italy, 

For  thus  much  still  thy  feiler'd  hands  are  fieel 

X. 

Resplendent  sight!  behold  the  coxcomb  cz.ii 

The  autocrat  of  waltzes  and  of  war! 

As  e.iger  for  a  plaudit  as  a  realm, 

And  just  as  lit  for  ilirtiug  as  the  helm , 

A  Calmuck  beauty  with  a  Cossack  wit, 

An«l  generous  ^pirit  when  t  is  not  frost-bii. 

Now  half-di>soIviiig  to  a  liberal  thaw. 

Hut  li.ndend  bark  wlienecr  the  morning  >  i.tvk . 

Willi  no  objection  to  true  lilierty, 

Except  that  it  would  make  the  n.ilions  free, 

How  well  the  imperial  dandy  pr.ites  of  pca<e, 

How  fain,  if  Creeks  would  be  his  slaves,  free  Cittic 

'    Ihv  fiiiuoiik  uUl  nun  of  V I  lull.) 


How  nobly  gave  he  back  the  Poles  their  Diet, 

Then  told  pugnacious  Poland  to  be  quiet ! 

How  kindly  would  he  send  the  mild  Ukraine, 

With  all  her  pleasant  pulks,  to  lecture  S{>ain; 

How  royally  show  off  in  proud  Madrid 

His  goodly  person,  from  the  south  long  hid, — 

A  blessing  cheaply  purchased,  the  world  knows. 

By  having  Muscovites  for  friends  or  foes. 

Proceed,  thou  namesake  of  great  Philip's  son  ! 

I.a  Harpe,  thine  Aristotle,  beckons  on; 

And  that  which  Scythia  was  to  him  of  yore. 

Find  with  thy  Scythians  on  Iberia's  shore. 

Yet  think  upon,  thou  somewhat  aged  youtli. 

Thy  predecessor  on  the  banks  of  Pruth  : 

Thou  hast  to  aid  I  bee,  should  his  lot  be  ihioe. 

Many  an  old  woman,  but  no  Catherine.  * 

Spain  too  hath  rocks,  and  rivers,  and  defiles — 

The  bear  may  rush  into  the  lion's  toils. 

Fatal  to  Coths  are  Xeres'  sunny  fields; 

Thinks't  thou  to  thee  Napoleon's  victor  yields? 

Ik'lter  reclaim  thy  deserts,  turn  thy  swords 

To  ploughshares,  shave  and  wash  thy  Baslikir  hordes. 

Bedeem  thy  realms  from  slavery  and  the  knoul. 

Than  follow  headlong  in  the  fatal  route, 

To  infest  the  clime,  whose  skies  and  laws  are  pure, 

With  thy  foul  legions.     Spain  wants  uo  manure; 

Her  soil  is  fertile,  but  she  feeds  no  foe; 

Her  vultures,  too,  were  gorged  not  long  ago  : 

And  wouldst  thou  furnish  them  with  fresher  prey  ? 

Alas!  thou  wilt  not  conquer,  but  purvey. 

I  am  Diog<>nes,  though  Buss  and  Hun 

Stand  between  mine  and  many  a  myriad's  sun; 

But  were  I  not  Diogenes,  I  'd  wander 

Bather  a  worm  than  $mc/i  an  Alexander! 

IW  slaves  who  will,  the  Cynic  shall  be  free; 

His  tub  hath  tougher  walls  than  Sinope : 

Still  will  he  hohl  his  lanthorn  up  to  scan 

The  face  of  monarchs  for  an  m  honest  mau.» 

xr. 

And  what  doth  Caul,  the  all-prolific  land 
Of  ne  plus  ultra  Ultras  and  their  band 
Of  mercenaries'  and  her  noisy  Chambers, 
AikI  tribune  which  each  orator  first  clambers 
lU'fore  he  finds  a  voice,  and,  when  't  is  found, 
I  Hears  w  the  lien  echo  for  his  answer  round? 
'  Our  British  Commons  sometimes  deign  to  heiir: 
'  A  Gallic  senate  hath  more  tongue  than  ear; 
Even  Constant,  their  sole  master  of  debate, 
Must  fight  next  day,  his  speech  to  vindicate. 
But  this  costs  little  to  true  Franks,  who  had  rather 
(Aimbal  than  listen,  were  it  to  their  father. 
What  is  the  simple  standing  of  a  shot. 
To  listening  long  and  interrupting  not? 
Tlioiigh  this  was  not  the  method  of  old  Rome. 
When  Tully  fulmincd  oer  each  vocal  dome, 
Demosthenes  has  sanction  d  the  transaction. 
In  saying  elo<|ueiice  meant  « Action,  action'" 

\ll. 

But  whcic  s  the  monarch?  hath  he  dine<l.'  or  yet 
Groans  beneath  indigestions  heavy  debt  ? 

'  Th«  ilriii  ruy  "f ''■•itxrini' ••iiriraH'H  Prti'i  (iallt«l  il»«-  ni..^i  \ry 
xMiiioO  mIii'ii  Mirr<>iiii«i<>i  l>v  ihr  .Mii«»uliB<in»  on  iIm'  l«iik>  <>l  tk< 
ii\i  I   I'lutli 
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Have  revolutionary  p4t^  risen, 
And  mm'd  the  royal  entraUs  to  a  priionT 
Have  discoaleoted  movements  stirr'd  the  troops? 
Or  have  no  movements  foUow'd  traitoroos  soaps? 
llavc  Garbonaro  cooks  not  carbonadoed 
Each  conne  enough?  or  doctors  dire  dissnaded 
Repletion  7    Ah !  in  thy  dejected  looks 
I  read  all  — <— 's  treason  in  her  cooks ! 
Good  classic,     •  !  is  it,  canst  thou  say. 

Desirable  to  be  the  «     •  ■   •    7» 
Why  wouJdst  thou  leave  calm  a  green  abode, 

Apician  table  and  Horatian  odel, 
To  rule  a  people  irho  will  not  be  ruled. 
And  love  mudi  rather  to  be  scourged  than  schooi'd! 
Ah!  thine  was  not  the  temper  or  the  taste 
For  thrones — the  table  sees  thee  better  placed : 
A  mild  Epicurean,  fbrm'd,  at  best. 
To  be  a  kind  host  and  as  good  a  guest; 
To  talk  of  letters,  and  to  know  by  heart 
One  half  the  poet's,  oil  the  gourmand's  art; 
A  scholar  always,  now  and  then  a  wit. 
And  gentle  when  digestion  may  permit- 
Bat  not  to  govern  lands  enslaved  or  free; 
The  gout  was  martyrdom  enough  for  thee! 

xm. 

Shall  noble  Albion  pan  without  a  phrase 

From  a  bold  Briton  in  her  wontad  praise? 

«  Arts— arms — and  George — and  glory  and  the  isles— 

And  happy  Britain — wealth  and  freedom's  smiles — 

White  cliffs,  that  held  invasion  far  aloof — 

Contented  subjects,  all  alike  tax-proof — 

Proud  Wellington,  with  eagle  beak  so  cnrl'd. 

That  nose,  the  hook  where  he  suspends  the  world !  * 

And  Waterloo — and  trade — and— <— (hush !  not  yet 

A  syllable  of  imposts  or  of  debt) 

And  ne'er  (enough)  Lamented  Castlereagh, 
Whose  pen-knife  slit  a  goose-quill  t'  other  day — 
And  *  ptlott  who  have  weather'd  every  storm'— 
(Rut  no,  not  even  for  rhyme's  sake,  name  reform).* 
These  are  the  themes  thus  suog  so  oft  before, 
Hethinks  we  need  not  sing  them  any  more ; 
Found  in  so  many  volumes  far  and  near. 
There 's  no  occasion  you  should  6nd  them  here. 
Tel  something  may  remain,  perchance,  to  chime 
With  reason,  and,  what's  stranger  still,  with  rhyme; 
Even  this  thy  genius.  Canning !  may  permit. 
Who,  bred  a  statesman,  still  was  bom  a  wit. 
And  never,  even  in  that  dull  house,  conldst  tame 
To  nnleaven'd  prose  thine  own  poetic  flame ; 
Chir  last,  our  best,  our  only  orator, 
Even  I  can  praise  thee— Tories  do  no  more. 
Nay,  not  so  much ; — they  hate  thee,  man,  because 
Thy  spirit  less  upholds  them  than  it  awes.— 
The  hounds  will  gather  to  their  huntsman's  hollo, 
And,  where  he  leads,  the  dnteous  pack  will  follow : 
But  not  for  love  mistake  their  yelling  cry, 
Their  yelp  for  game  is  not  an  eulogy; 
Les4  faithful  far  than  the  four-footed  pack, 
A  dubious  scent  would  lure  the  bipeds  back. 
Thy  saddle-girths  are  not  yet  quite  secure. 
Nor  royal  stallion's  feet  extremely  sure; 

'  •  Raw  tHtpaiKlU  adnnoo.*— Horur. 

TIm  RoaiM  appUw  it  to  oo«  «lw  vcrd  j  wa*  iapwioa*  lo  hu  acr 
quaiaiaaoe. 


The  unwieldy  old  white  horse  b  apt  at  last 
To  stumble,  kick,  and  now  and  then  stick  last 
With  his  great  self  and  rider  in  the  mud ; 
But  what  of  that?  the  animal  show*  blood. 

XIV. 
Alas,  the  coontry!— how  shall  longne  or  pen 
Bewail  her  now  nneountry  gentlemen?— 
The  last  to  bid  the  cry  of  warfore  cease. 
The  first  to  make  a  malady  of  peace. 
For  what  were  all  these  country  patriots  bom? 
To  hunt  and  vote,  and  raise  the  price  of  com? 
But  com,  like  every  mortal  thing,  mast  bU— 
Kings,  conqaerors,  and  markets  most  of  all. 
And  must  ye  fall  with  every  ear  of  grain? 
Why  would  you  trouble  Buonaparte's  reign? 
He  was  y<wr  great  Triptolemus;  his  vices 
Destroy'd  out  realms,  and  still  mainuin'd  your  prices; 
He  amplified,  to  every  lonfs  content. 
The  grand  agrarian  alehymy — high  rent 
Why  did  the  tyrant  stumble  on  the  Tarurs, 
And  lower  wheat  to  such  desponding  qaarten? 
Why  did  you  chain  him  on  yon  isle  so  lone? 
The  man  was  worth  much  more  upon  his  throne. 
Trae,  blood  and  treasure  boundlessly  were  spilt. 
But  what  of  that?  the  Gaul  may  bear  the  guilt; 
But  bread  was  high,  the  former  paid  his  way, 
And  acres  told  upon  the  appointed  day. 
But  where  is  now  the  goodly  audit  ale? 
The  purse-prond  tenant  never  knovra  to  foil? 
The  form  which  never  yet  was  left  on  hand? 
The  marsh  reclaim'd  to  most  improving  land? 
The  impatient  hope  of  the  expiring  lease? 
The  doubling  rental?     What  an  evil 's  peace! 
In  vain  the  prise  excites  the  ploughman's  skill,- 
In  rain  the  Commons  pass  their  patriot  hill ; 
The  landed  interest — (you  may  nndentand 
The  phrase  much  better  leaving  out  the  land)— 
The  land's  self-interest  groans  from  shore  to  shore. 
For  foar  that  plenty  should  attain  the  poor. 
Up !  up  again !  ye  renU,  exalt  your  notes, 
Or  else  the  ministry  will  lose  their  votes. 
And  patriotism,  so  delicately  nice. 

Her  loaves  will  lower  to  the  market  price; 

For  ah !  «  the  loaves  and  fishes,*  once  so  high, 

Are  gone — their  oven  closed,  llieir  ocean  dry; 

And  nought  remains  of  all  the  millions  spent. 

Excepting  to  grow  moderate  and  content. 

They  who  are  not  so  had  their  turn — and  turn 

About  still  flows  from  fortune's  equal  ura; 

Now  let  their  virtue  be  its  own  reward. 

And  share  the  blessings  which  themselves  prepared. 

See  these  inglorious  Cincinnati  swarm. 

Farmers  of  war,  dictators  of  the  form ! 

Their  plouglisliare  was  the  sword  in  hireling  hands. 

Their  fields  manured  by  gore  of  other  landt ; 

Safe  in  their  bams,  these  Sabine  tillers  sent 

Their  brethren  out  to  battle— why?  for  rent! 

Year  after  year  they  voted  cent,  per  cent. 

Blood,  sweat,  and  tear-wrung  millions— why?  for  rent! 

They  roar'd,  they  dined,  they  drank,  they  swore  they 
meant 

To  die  for  England— why  then  live?  for  rent ! 

The  peace  has  made  one  general  malcontent 

Of  these  high-market  patriots ;  war  was  rent ! 

Their  love  of  country,  millions  all  mis-spent. 
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IIow  reooncile? — by  reconciling  rent. 

And  ^ill  they  not  repay  (he  treasures  lent? 

No:  down  with  every  thing,  and  up  with  rent! 

Their  good,  ill,  health,  wealth,  joy,  or  discontent, 

Reing,  end,  aim,  religion— Rent,  rent,  rent! 

Thou  soid'st  thy  birthright,  Esau!  for  a  mess : 

Thou  shouldst  have  gotten  more  or  eaten  less : 

Now  thou  hast  swill'd  thy  pottage,  thy  demands 

Are  idle ;  Israel  says  the  bargain  stands. 

Such,  landlords,  was  your  appetite  for  war. 

And,  gorged  with  blood,  you  grumble  at  a  scar! 

What,  would  they  spread  their  earthquake  even  o'er  cash? 

And  when  land  crumbles,  bid  firm  paper  crash? 

So  rent  may  rise,  bid  bank  and  nation  f.ill, 

And  found  on  Change  ixfoundliug  hospital ! 

Lo,  mother  church,  while  all  religion  writhes. 

Like  Niobe,  weeps  o'er  her  offspring,  tithes; 

The  prelates  go  to — where  the  saints  have  gone, 

And  proud  pluralities  subside  to  one; 

Church,  slate,  and  faction,  wrestle  in  the  dark, 

Toss'd  by  the  deluge  in  their  common  ark; 

Shorn  of  her  bishops,  banks,  and  dividends, 

Another  Dabel  soars— but  Britain  ends. 

And  why?  to  pamper  the  self-seeking  wants, 

And  prop  the  hill  of  these  agrarian  ants. 

«Go  to  these  ant«,  thou  slug(;ard,  and  be  wise;w 

Admire  their  patience  through  each  sacrifice. 

Till  taught  to  feel  the  lesson  of  their  pride, 

The  price  of  taxes  and  of  homicide; 

Admire  their  justice,  which  would  fain  deny 

The  debt  of  nations  :  pray,  who  made  it  high  ? 

XV. 

Or  turn  to  sail  between  those  shifting  rocks, 

Tlie  new  Symplegades — the  crushing  Slocks, 

Where  Midas  might  again  his  wish  behold 

In  real  paper  or  imagined  gold. 

That  magic  palace  of  Alcina  shows 

More  wealth  than  Hritain  ever  had  to  lose, 

W^ere  all  her  atoms  of  unleavened  ore, 

And  all  her  pebbles  from  Pactolus'  shore. 

There  Fortune  plays,  while  Rumour  holds  the  stake, 

And  the  world  trembles  to  bid  brokers  break. 

How  rich  is  Britain!  not  indeed  in  mines. 

Or  peace,  or  plenty,  corn,  or  oil,  or  wines; 

No  land  of  Canaan,  full  of  milk  and  honey, 

Nor  (save  in  paper  shekels)  ready  money : 

But  let  us  not  to  own  the  truth  refuse, 

Was  ever  Christian  land  so  rich  in  Jews? 

Tho^c  parted  with  their  teeth  to  good  King  John, 

And  now,  ye  kings!  they  kindly  draw  your  own; 

All  states,  all  things,  all  sovereigns  they  controul, 

And  waft  a  loan  «  from  Indus  to  the  Pole.» 

The  banker — broker— baron-brethren,  speed 

To  aid  these  bankrupt  tyrants  in  their  need. 

Nor  these  alone;  Columbia  feels  no  less 

Fresh  speculations  follow  each  success; 

And  philanthropic  Israel  deigns  to  drain 

Her  mild  per  centage  from  exhausted  Spain. 

Not  without  Abraham's  seed  can  Russia  march — 

T  is  gold,  not  steel,  that  rears  the  conqueror's  arch. 

Two  Jews,  a  chosen  people,  can  command 

In  every  realm  their  scripture-promised  land  : 

Two  Jews  keep  down  the  Romans,  and  uphold 

The  accursed  lluu,  more  brutal  than  of  old  : 


Two  Jews — but  not  Samaritans — direct 

The  world,  with  all  the  spirit  of  their  sect. 

What  is  the  happiness  of  earth  to  them? 

A  congress  forms  their  «  New  Jerusalem,i> 

Where  baronies  and  orders  both  invite. 

Oh,  holy  Abraham!  dost  thou  see  the  sight? 

Thy  followers  mingling  with  these  royal  swine. 

Who  spit  not  «  on  their  Jewish  gaberdine,* 

But  honour  them  as  portion  of  the  show — 

(Where  now,  oh  Pope!  is  thy  forsaken  toe? 

Could  it  not  favour  Judah  with  some  kicks? 

Or  has  it  ceased  to  «  kick  against  the  pricks?*) 

On  Shylock's  shore  behold  them  stand  afre&h. 

To  cut  from  nations'  hearts  their  «  pound  of  flesb.» 

XVI. 

Strange  sight  this  congress!  destined  to  unite 

All  that  's  incongruous,  all  that  s  opposite. 

I  speak  not  of  the  sovereigns — they  're  alike, 

A  common  coin  as  ever  mint  could  strike : 

But  those  who  sway  the  puppets,  pull  the  strings. 

Have  more  of  motley  than  their  heavy  kings. 

Jews,  authors,  generals,  charlatans,  combine, 

W'hile  Europe  wonders  at  the  vast  design  : 

There  Metternich,  power's  foremost  parasite, 

C.ijoies;  there  Wellington  forgets  to  fight  : 

There  Chateaubriand  forms  new  books  of  martyrs ;  * 

And  subtle  Greeks  intrigue  for  stupid  Tartars; 

There  Montmorency,  the  sworn  foe  to  charters. 

Turns  a  diplomatist  of  great  eclat. 

To  furnish  articles  for  the  «  Debats;* 

Of  war  so  certain — yet  not  quite  so  sure 

As  his  dismissal  in  the  uMoniteur.n 

Alas !  how  could  his  cabinet  thus  err? 

Can  peace  be  worth  an  ultra-minister? 

He  falls  indeed, — perhaps  to  irise  again, 

a  Almost  as  quickly  as  he  conquerd  Spain.** 

XVII. 
Enough  of  tliis — a  sight  more  mournful  woos 
The  averted  eye  of  the  reluctant  muse. 
The  imperial  daughter,  the  imperial  bride. 
The  imperial  victim — sacrifice  to  pride; 
The  mother  of  the  hero's  hope,  the  boy, 
The  young  Astyanax  of  modern  Troy; 
The  still  pale  shadow  of  the  loftiest  queen 
That  earth  has  yet  to  see,  or  e'er  hath  seen  : 
She  Hits  amidst  the  phantoms  of  the  hour. 
The  theme  of  pity,  and  the  wreck  of  power. 
Oh,  cruel  mockery!  could  not  Austria  spare 
A  daughter?     What  did  France's  widow  there? 
Her  fitter  place  was  by  St  Helen's  wave — 
Her  only  throne  is  in  Napoleon's  grave. 
But,  no, — she  still  must  hold  a  petty  reign, 
Flauk'd  by  her  formidable  chamberlain; 
The  martial  Ar^jus,  whose  not  hundred  eyes 
Must  watch  her  througii  these  paltry  pageantries. 
What  though  she  share  no  more,  and  shared  in  rain, 
A  sway  surpassing  that  of  Charlemagne, 
Whirli  swept  from  Moscow  to  the  Southern  seas. 
Yet  still  she  rules  the  pastoral  realm  of  cheese, 

*  MontiPurChalKiinbriand.  mhn  liai  notforgottro  theanihor  i»  thr 
niinislor,  rfociiett  a  haiid»nmf  coraplimt'ot  at  Vfrona  froa  ■  litt-i-arr 

s"*<T<i(jn  :  .  Ah!  .MnnticurC ,  an*  you  r<-laled  to   ib«(  <Ji«- 

Uaiit>rian<l  who— who— who   hni  wrillrn  fometkimf    (rcrii  ^^^l^mr 
chose)  r<     It  It  uiid  that  the  anibor  of  Aula  irpratcd  kia  lor  a 
incnt  of  hi«  li\;irimao-. 
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Where  Pamui  view*  the  tniTelJer  resort 

To  Dote  the  trappings  of  her  mimic  court. 

But  she  appcttrt!     VeroBa  see*  her  thom 

Of  all  her  beams— while  nations  gaie  and  monni^ 

Ere  yet  her  husband's  ashes  have  had  time 

To  chill  in  their  inhospitable  clime 

(If  e'er  those  awful  ashes  can  |{rov  cold— 

But  no,— their  embcn  soon  will  burst  die  mouM)^ 

She  comes!  the  Andromache  (but  not  Bacine's, 

Nor  Homer's) ;  lo  !  00  Pyrrhus'  arm  she  leans ! 

Yes !  the  right  arm,  yet  red  from  Waterloo, 

Which  cut  her  lord's  half-sbatter'd  sceptre  through, 

Is  offer'd  and  accepted !  Could  a  slave 

Do  more T  or  JessI  and  he  in  his  new  grave ! 

Her  eye,  her  cheek,  betray  no  inward  strife. 

And  the  £!x-empress  grows  as  Ex  a  wife  ! 

So  much  for  human  ties  in  royal  breasts ! 

Why  spare  men's  feelings,  when  their  own  are  jests? 


xvin. 

But  tired  of  foreign  follies,  I  turn  home. 

And  sketch  the  group— the  picture's  yet  to  come. 

My  If  use  'gan  weep,  but,  ere  a  tear  was  spilt, 

She  caught  Sir  William  Curtis  in  a  kilt! 

While  thronged  the  Chiefs  of  every  Highland  clan 

To  hail  their  brother,  Vich  Ian  Alderman ! 

Guildhall  grows  Gael,  and  echoes  with  Erse  roar, 

While  all  tlie  Common  Council  cry,  «  Claymore !» 

To  see  proud  Albyn's  tartans  as  a  belt 

Gird  the  groes  sirloin  of  a  City  Cell, 

She  burst  into  a  laughter  so  extremct 

That  I  awoke— and  lo!  it  was  no  draam ! 


Here,  reader,  will  we  pause ;— if  here 's  00  harm  in 
This  first-^oull  have,  perhaps,  a  second  «  Carmen.* 


^e  Pinion  of  3uli0ttmtt. 

BY  QDEVEDO  REDIVIVUS. 

BCOOBSTBD   BT   THB  OOMPOSITIOV   >0    KVTITLID   BT  THS  AVTHOl   OT    •  WAT  TTLER.s 


A  OsaM  floae  to  JadgoMBt !  yw.  «  Baalsl  1 
I  ihsak  tiMS,  Jaw,  for  laaebla^  bm  i 


I. 

SAtirr  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate. 

His  keys  were  rusty,  and  the  lock  was  dull. 

So  little  trouble  had  been  given  of  late ; 
Not  that  the  place  by  any  means  was  full, 

But  since  the  Gallic  era  «  eighty-eight, n 
The  devils  had  taken  a  longer,  stronger  pull, 

And  «  a  pull  altogether,*  as  they  say 

At  sea — which  drew  most  souls  another  way. 

n. 

The  angels  all  were  singing  out  of  tune. 
And  hoarse  with  having  little  else  to  do. 

Excepting  to  wind  up  the  sun  and  moon. 
Or  curb  a  runaway  yoiing  sur  or  two, 

Or  wild  colt  of  a  comet,  which  too  soon 
Broke  out  of  boimds  o'er  the  ethereal  blue. 

Splitting  some  planet  with  its  playful  tail. 

As  boats  are  sometimes  by  a  wanton  whale. 

III. 

The  guardian  seraphs  had  retired  on  high, 
Finding  their  charges  past  all  care  below; 

Terrestrial  business  dli'd  nought  io  the  sky 
Save  ilie  recording  angel's  hlack  bureau ; 

Who  found,  indeed,  the  fscu  lo  multiply 
With  such  rapidity  of  vice  and  woe, 

That  he  had  stripp  d  off  both  his  wings  in  quills. 

And  yet  was  in  arrear  of  human  ills. 


IV. 

His  business  so  augmented  of  late  years 
That  he  was  forced,  against  his  will,  no  doubt 

(Just  like  those  cherubs,  earthly  ministers). 
For  some  resource  to  turn  himself  about. 

And  cbim  the  help  of  his  celestial  peers. 
To  aid  him  ere  he  should  be  quite  wora  onC 

By  the  increased  demand  for  his  remarks: 

Six  angels  and  twelve  saiais  were  named  bis  clerks. 

V. 

This  was  a  handsome  board — at  least  for  heaven ; 

And  yet  they  had  even  then  enough  to  do. 
So  many  conquerors'  cars  were  daily  driven. 

So  many  kingdoms  fitted  up  anew : 
Each  day,  too,  slew  its  thousands  six  or  aeven. 

Till  at  the  crowning  carnage,  Waterioo, 
They  threw  their  pens  down  in  divine  disgust—    . 
The  page  was  so  besmear'd  with  blood  and  dust. 

▼r. 

This  by  the  way ;  't  is  not  mine  to  record 
What  angels  shrink  from ;  even  the  very  devil 

On  this  occasion  his  own  work  abhorr'd, 
So  surfeited  with  the  infernal  revel : 

Though  he  himself  had  sharpen'd  every  sword, 
It  almost  quench'd  his  innate  thirst  of  evil. 

(Here  Satan's  sole  good  work  deserves  insertion — 

T  is,  that  he  baa  both  generals  in  revenioo.) 
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VII. 
Let's  skip  a  few  sliort  years  of  hollow  peace, 

Which  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  as  wont. 
And  heaven  none — they  form  the  tyrant's  lease. 

With  nothing  but  new  names  inscribed  upon  't; 
T  will  one  day  finish :  meantime  they  increase, 

u  With  Keven  heads  and  ten  horns, t«  and  all  in  front, 
Like  Saint  John's  foretold  beasts ;  but  ours  arc  born 
Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 

viir. 

In  the  first  year  of  freedom  s  second  davn 

Died  Geor(>;e  the  Third;  although  no  tyrant,  one 

Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  withdrawn 
Left  him  nor  mental  nor  external  sun  : 

A  better  ^rmer  ne'er  brush'd  dew  from  lawn, 
A  worse  king  never  left  a  realm  undone ! 

lie  died — but  left  bis  subjects  still  behind, 

One  half  as  mad — and  t'  other  no  less  blind. 

IX. 
He  died!  his  death  made  no  great  stir  on  earth  ; 

His  burial  made  some  pomp ;  there  was  profusion 
Of  velvet,  gilding,  brass,  and  no  great  dearth 

Of  aught  but  tears — save  those  siied  by  collusion ; 
For  these  tilings  may  be  bought  at  their  true  worth: 

Of  elegy  there  was  the  due  infusion — 
Bought  also :  and  the  torches,  cloaks,  and  banners, 
Heralds,  and  rehcs  of  old  Gotliic  manners, 

X. 

Form'd  a  sepulchral  melo-drame.    Of  all 
The  fools  who  llock'd  to  svrell  or  see  the  show, 

Who  cared  about  the  corpse  ?     The  funeral 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe. 

There  ihrobb'd  not  there  a  thought  which  pierced  the  pall; 
And  when  the  gorgeous  coffin  was  laid  low, 

It  seem'd  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 

The  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 

XI. 

So  mix  his  body  with  the  dust !     It  might 
Return  to  what  it  must  far  sooner,  were 

The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 
Its  way  back  into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air  ; 

Rut  the  unnatural  balsams  merely  blight) 
What  nature  made  him  at  his  birth,  as  bare 

As  the  mere  million's  base  unmummied  clay — 

Yet  all  his  spices  but  prolong  decay. 

XII. 

He 's  dead — and  upper  earth  with  him  has  done : 
He's  buried  ;  save  the  undertaker's  bill. 

Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 
For  him,  unless  he  left  a  German  will ; 

But  Where's  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  son  ? 
In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still. 

Except  that  household  virtue,  most  uncommon, 

Of  constancy  to  a  bad  ugly  woman. 

XUI. 

w  God  save  the  king  !»     It  is  a  large  economy 

In  God  to  save  the  like ;  but  if  he  will 
lie  saving,  all  the  better  ;  for  not  one  am  I 

Of  those  who  think  damnation  better  still : 
1  h.irdly  know  too  if  not  quite  alone  am  I 

In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  future  ill 
Ily  tirouinscrilMUg,  with  some  slight  restriction, 
rill'  fU'rnily  of  liell's  hot  jurisdiction. 


XIV. 
I  know  tliis  is  unpopular ;  I  know 

'T  is  blasphemous ;  I  know  one  may  be  damn'd 
For  hoping  no  one  else  may  e'er  be  so ; 

I  know  my  catechism;  I  know  we  are  cramm'd 
With  the  best  doctrines  till  we  quite  o'ertlow  ; 

I  know  that  all  save  England's  church  have  shamm  d, 
And  that  the  other  twice  two  hundred  churches 
And  synagogues  have  made  a  damn'd  bad  purchase. 

XV. 

God  help  us  all !  God  help  me,  too!  I  am, 
God  knows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  wisli. 

And  not  a  whit  more  difficult  to  damn 
Than  is  to  bring  to  land  a  late-hook'd  fish, 

Or  to  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  lamb ; 
Not  that  I'm  fit  for  such  a  noble  dish 

As  one  day  will  be  tliat  immortal  fry 

Of  almost  every  body  born  to  die. 

XVI. 

Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate. 

And  nodded  o'er  liis  keys:  when  lo !  there  came 
A  wondrous  noise  he  had  not  heard  of  late — 

A  rushing  sound  of  wind,  and  stream,  and  flame; 
In  short,  a  roar  of  things  extremely  great. 

Which  would  have  made  aught  save  a  saint  cxcbim; 
But  he,  with  first  a  start  and  then  a  wink. 
Said,  M There's  another  star  gone  out,  I  think !p 

xvn. 

But  ere  he  could  return  to  his  repose, 
A  cherub  Mapp'd  his  right  wing  o'er  his  eyes— 

At  which  Saint  Peter  yawn'd,  and  rubb'd  his  nose ; 
«  Saint  porier,»  said  the  angel,  «<  prithee  rise  1» 

Waving  a  goodly  wing,  which  glow'd,  as  glows 
An  earthly  peacock's  Uil,  with  lieavenly  dyes  : 

To  which  the  saint  replied,  a  Well,  what's  the  matcfr 

Is  Lucifer  come  back  with  all  this  clatter  ?» 

xvin. 

«No,»>  quoth  the  cherub;  «  George  the  Third  is  dead.« 
«  Aud  who  15  George  the  Third  ?»  replied  the  aposile; 

«  IVhat  George?  what  Thirdt»  w  The  King  of  England.* 
said 

The  angel.     «  Well  I  he  won't  find  kings  to  jostle 

Him  on  his  way;  but  does  he  wear  his  head  ? 
Because  the  —  we  saw  here  had  a  tu^le. 

And  ne'er  would  have  got  into  Heaven's  good  gracc-s. 

Had  he  not  flung  his  head  in  all  our  faces. 

XIX. 

M  He  was,  if  I  remember,  King  of —  : 

That  head  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a  crown 

On  earth,  yet  ventured  in  my  face  to  advance 
A  claim  to  those  of  martyrs — like  my  own  : 

If  I  had  had  my  sword,  as  I  had  once 

When  I  cut  ears  off,  I  had  cut  him  down  ; 

But  having  but  my  keys,  and  not  my  brand, 

I  only  knock'd  his  head  from  out  his  hand. 

XX. 

c(  And  then  he  set  up  such  a  headless  howl. 
That  all  the  saints  came  out  and  took  him  in; 

And  there  h«-  sits  by  Saint  Paul,  cheek  by  jowl ; 
That  fi:Ilow,  Paul — the  parvenu!     The  skin 

Of  Saint  Bartholomew,  which  makes  his  cowl 
In  heaven,  and  upon  earth  redeem'd  his  sin 

So  as  to  make  a  martyr,  never  sped 

Botter  than  did  tlii-i  weak  and  wooden  he.itl. 
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XXI. 

«  But  had  it  come  up  here  upon  its  shoaJdertf 
There  would  have  been  a  different  tale  to  tell : 

The  fellow-feeliag  in  the  saint  beholden 
Seems  to  have  acted  on  them  like  a  upell. 

And  so  this  very  foolish  head  Heaven  solders 
Back  on  its  trunk :  it  may  be  very  weU, 

Aud  seems  the  custom  here  10  overthrow 

Whatever  has  been  wisely  done  below. » 

XXII. 
The  angel  answer'd,  «  Peter !  do  not  pout ; 

The  king  who  comes  has  head  and  all  entire. 
And  never  knew  much  what  it  was  about — 

He  did  as  doth  the  puppet — by  its  wire, 
And  will  be  judged  like  all  the  rest,  no  doubt: 

My  business  and  your  own  is  not  to  inquire 
Into  such  mattery  but  to  mind  our  cue — 
Which  iSf  to  act  as  we  are  bid  to  do.H 

XXIII. 
While  thus  they  spake,  the  angelic  caravan, 

Arriviog  like  a  rush  of  mighty  wind. 
Cleaving  tlie  fields  of  space  as  doth  the  swan 

Some  silver  stream  (say  Ganges,  Kile,  or  ludc, 
Or  Thames,  or  Tweed),  and  'midst  them  an  old  man 

With  an  old  soul,  and  both  extremely  blind, 
Halted  before  the  gate,  and  in  his  shroud 
Seated  their  fcUow-traveller  on  a  cloud. 

XXIV. 

But,  bringing  up  the  rear  of  this  bright  host, 

A  spirit  of  a  different  aspect  waved 
His  wings,  like  tliunder-clouds  above  some  coast 

Whose  barreu  beach  with  frequent  wrecks  is  pavrd; 
His  brow  was  like  the  deep  when  tempest-tost ; 

Fierce  and  unfathomable  thoughts  engraved 
Eternal  wrath  on  his  immortal  face. 
And  wliere  he  gazed  a  gloom  pervaded  space. 

XXV. 

As  he  drew  near,  be  gazed  upon  the  gate. 

Ne'er  to  be  enter'd  more  by  him  or  sin, 
With  such  a  glance  of  supernatural  bate. 

As  made  Saint  Peter  wi»h  himself  within; 
He  potter'd  with  his  keys  at  a  great  rate, 

And  sweated  through  his  apostolic  skin : 
Of  course  his  perspiration  was  but  ichor, 
Or  some  such  other  spiritual  liquor. 

XXVI. 

The  very  cherubs  huddled  all  togetlier, 

Like  binls,  when  soars  the  falron;  and  they  felt 

A  tingling  to  the  tip  of  every  feather. 
And  form'd  a  circle,  like  Orion's  belt, 

Around  their  poor  old  charge,  who  scarce  knew  whiihiT 
His  guards  had  led  him,  though  they  gently  dealt 

\yiih  royal  manes  (for,  by  many  stones, 

And  true,  we  Icam  the  angrls  all  are  Tories}. 

XXVII. 

.\s  things  were  in  this  posture,  the  gnte  Hew 
Asunder,  and  the  Hashing  of  its  hinges 

Flung  over  space  an  universal  hue 

Of  many-coiour'd  tiame,  until  its  tinges 

Reacli'd  even  our  speck  of  earth,  and  made  a  new 
Aurora  horcalis  sprrad  its  fringes 

O'er  the  North  Pole;  ihc  same  wen,  when  ice-bound. 

By  Captain  Parry's  crews,  in  m  Melville  s  Sound. m 


xxvni. 

And  from  the  gate  thrown  open  issued  beaming 

A  beautiful  and  mighty  thing  of  light. 
Radiant  with  glory  like  a  banner  streaming 

Victorious  from  some  worido'erthrowing  fight : 
My  poor  com|Nirison  must  needs  be  teeming 

With  earthly  likenesses,  for  here  the  night 
Of  clay  obscures  our  best  conceptions,  saving 
Johanna  Southcote,  or  Bob  Soutliey  raving. 

XXIX. 

T  was  the  archangel  Michael :  all  men  know 
The  make  of  angels  and  archangels,  since 

There  *s  scarce  a  scribbler  has  not  one  to  show. 
From  the  fiends'  leader  to  the  angels'  prince. 

There  also  arc  some  altar-pieces,  though 
I  really  can't  say  that  they  much  evince 

One's  inner  notions  of  immortal  spiriu; 

But  let  the  connoisseurs  explain  Aeir  merits. 

XXX. 

Miclue]  flew  forth  in  glory  and  in  good ; 

A  goodly  work  of  him  from  whom  all  glory 
And  good  arise:  the  portal  pass'd — he  stood; 

Before  him  the  young  cherubs  aiid  saint  hoary 
(I  say  jottn^,  l*egging  to  be  understood 

By  looks,  not  years ;  and  should  be  very  sorry 
To  state,  they  were  not  older  than  Saint  Peter, 
But  merely  that  they  seem'd  a  little  sweeter). 

XXXI. 

The  cherubs  and  the  saint  bow'd  down  before 

That  arch-angehc  hierarch,  the  first 
Of  essences  angelical,  who  wore 

The  aspect  of  a  god;  but  this  ne'er  nursed 
Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom,  in  whose  core 

No  thought,  save  for  his  Maker's  service,  durst 
Intrude,  however  glorified  and  high; 
He  knew  him  but  the  viceroy  of  the  sky. 

XXXII. 

He  and  the  sombre  silent  spirit  met — 
They  knew  each  other  both  for  good  and  ill; 

Such  was  their  power,  that  neither  could  fbrgei 
His  former  friend  and  future  foe,  but  still 

There  was  a  high,  immortal,  proud  regret 
In  cither's  eye,  as  if 't  were  less  their  will 

Than  destiny  to  make  the  eternal  years 

Their  date  of  war,  and  their  m  Champ  CJosw  the  spli«>r(>s. 

XXXUI. 
But  here  they  were  in  neutral  space :  we  know 

From  Job,  that  Sathan  hath  the  power  to  pay 
A  heavenly  visit  thrice  a  year  or  t»o  : 

And  that  <<  the  sons  of  Cod,w  like  those  of  clay, 
Must  keep  him  company;  and  we  might  show, 

From  the  same  hook,  iu  how  polite  a  way 
The  dialogue  is  held  between  the  powers 
Of  good  aud  evil — but 't  would  take  up  hours. 

XXXI V. 

And  this  is  not  a  thcologic  tract, 
To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  with  Arabic 

If  Job  be  allegory  or  a  fact. 

But  a  ttue  narrative  ;  aud  thus  I  pick 

From  out  the  whole  but  such  and  such  an  art 
As  sets  aside  the  slightest  thou{;ht  of  trick. 

T  is  every  little  true,  beyond  su«piciou, 

Aud  accurate  a^  any  oihri*  >iMOU. 
1  t>'- 
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XXXV. 

The  spirits  wpre  in  nrutriil  space,  beforp 

The  (jalc  of  hravcii;   like  «>astrrn  tlirc^hohls  is 

Tlic  pl.icc  where  de.i ill's  gr;«nd  cause  is  ;iri;uctl  ri'or, 
Aixl  souls  (lispatch'd  lo  that  world  or  to  ihis; 

And  therefore  Michael  and  the  other  wore 
A  civil  aspect :   thou(;li  they  did  not  kiss, 

Yet  still  helween  his  Darkness  and  his  Briijlitnes"; 

There  passd  a  mutual  (jiance  of  {;rcal  politeness. 

XXXVI. 

The  archangel  howd,  not  like  a  modern  beau, 

Hut  with  a  graceful  Oriental  bend, 
Pressinjj  one  radiant  arm  just  where  below 

The  heart  in  good  men  is  supposed  to  tend, 
lie  turnd  as  to  an  equal,  not  l«io  low, 

Rut  kindly;  Saihan  met  his  ancieiil  friend 
With  more  hauteur,  as  in!|;ht  an  old  Ca><iilian 
Poor  noble  meet  a  mu.shroom  rich  civilian. 

XXXVII. 

Ho  merrlv  bent  bis  dialtolic  brow 

An  instant ;  and  then,  raising  it,  he  stood 

In  act  to  assort  his  right  or  ^roiig,  and  show 

(^luse  why  King  (leorge  by  no  means  c<»uld  or  should 

Make  out  a  e:ise  lo  be  exrmpi  from  woo 
Eternal,  more  than  other  kinj^s  endm-d 

With  better  sense  aiul  hearts,  whom  history  menlioiis. 

VS'holong  have  *ipi\ed  lu-ll  with  iheir  good  iiilcniioiis.x 

XXXVIII. 

Michael  began:  «  \Vhat  woiiMst  ihou  with  this  man. 

Now  dead,  and  brought  before  the  Lord  ?      \\'\\:il  ill 
Hath  he  wrought  since  his  mortal  race  b<  ;;an. 

That  thou  canst  claim  him?    Speak,  and  do  tliv  ^vill. 
If  it  be  just:  if  in  this  earthly  span 

He  lialh  been  greatly  failing  to  fulfil 
His  duties  as  a  king  and  mortal,  say, 
And  he  is  thine;   if  not,  let  him  have  way. >< 

XXXIX. 

««  Michael  I  »<   replied  the  prince  of  air.  ««  even  hi  .t 
Before  the  gale  of  Him  thou  servrst.  must 

I  claim  my  subjccl:   and  will  mak*-  a[)|i(Mr 
That  as  he  was  my  >»or-.hipper  in  diisi. 

So  shall  he  be  in  ><|>iril,  allhoiigh  dr.ir 

To  lh«-e  and  thine,  because  n<>r  wmc  nor  lii«-t 

Were  of  his  Wi'akne^ses  I  yet  on  the  throne 

lie  reign'd  o'er  millions  to  serve  me  :il<i:ir 

XL. 

«»  Look  to  our  earth,  or  rather  mine,-   it  was 
Once,  more  thy  Master's  :    but  I  iriiirnph  iioi 

In  this  poor  planet's  <-oiiquest.  nor,  alas' 
Ne«(l  he  ihou  sr  rvest  i>n>v  ine  my  lot . 

Wiih  all  the  myria<ls  uf  luij^hl  worlds  whieh  jn- 
ill  >\or-.hip  roinid  him,  he  mav  have  fr<r;;>t 

Yon  wcik  rii-ation  n|   ^nch  pillrv  lliiii|;- 

I    think  \iw  \\ojlh  dimiialion     i\e  ihcir  kui;; 

\l  1 
"  .\int  til.-  e  hill  .1-.  ■«  kind  ot   fimt-rcni.  !■> 
.X-^-.t-rt  iii\  Mglii  as  l.ird  .   and  r\.'ii  h  i.i 
I  -lull  .III  Mi'liM  iiioii.    l  ven*    as  vmi 

\V  I'll    kiidW  "   v|||>>'l  lluoil-. :     Ih.v  :ili'  ;;i.'Vil    so   I'.l  I 

Th.it  h<  11  Ills  ri<uhiii;;  !>•  ii.r  l<  U  <«•  do 

111. Ill  IcaNc  thi'in  to  lheiii>«<l\<-b .    so  miirli  more  ir     i 
Vii.l  i\ii  he  till  ir  tiwn  intern  il  i  iirs.-. 
II'  i\  t  ti  I  .liMioi   iii.ikr  tli(  III  hrlt'-t     iioi    I   v>oi..- 


XLIL 
<*  Look  to  the  earth,  I  said,  and  say  ag.iin: 

When  this  old,  blind,  mad,  helj>leNS.  weak,  poor  worm 
lie(;an  in  youtir>>  lirst  bloom  and  tlush  to  reign. 

The  world  and  he  both  wore  a  jlifferent  form. 
And  much  of  rarih  and  all  the  watery  plain 

Of  ocian  call'd  him  king  :   through  many  a  storm 
His  islrs  had  lloatetl  on  the  abyss  of  time; 
I  or  the  rough  virtues  chose  them  for  their  clime. 

XLHL 

••  He  came  to  his  scrptre  young  ;  he  leaves  it  old  : 
Look  to  the  state  in  which  he  found  his  realm. 

And  left  it :   and  his  annals,  too,  behold, 
How  to  a  minion  lirst  he  g.ive  the  helm; 

How  grew  upon  his  heart  a  thirst  for  gold, 
The  hejjg.irs  vice,  which  can  but  overwhelm 

The  me.mcst  h(>arts;  and,  for  the  rest,  but  glance 

thine  eyr  along  .\merica  and  France  I 

XLIV.      . 
■<  "T  is  true,  he  was  a  tool  from  first  to  last 

^1  h.i\e  the  workmen  safe) ;   but  as  a  tool 
So  let  him  be  consumed  I      From  out  the  pa«.t 

Of  ajjes,  since  mankind  have  known  the  rule 

<  )f  moii.iichs — from  tiie  bloody  rolls  ama^s'd 

Of  SMI  and  slaughter — iVom  tlieCrsars  school. 
Take  the  \\or>i  j»ii[>il,  and  j)rodnc«'  a  reign 
More  drench  d  with  {;ore,  mrire  cumbcr'd  \»ilh  the  slain' 

XLV. 

'  He  ever  warr'd  with  freedom  and  the  free! 

Nations  as  men,  home  subject-!,  foreign  foe!i. 
So  that  they  utter d  the  word  '  Liberty!' 

Found  (leorge  the  Third  their  lirst  opponent.  WTio«i- 
llisiorv  was  ever  t.lain'd  as  his  will  be 

Willi  national  and  in*iivi<ln  \\  woes  ? 
I  grant  his  lionsclioltl  .ibslinence;   I  grant 
His  iteiitr.d  virtues,  which  most  moiiarchs  waul, 

XLVL 

'  I  know  he  was  a  constant  consort;   own 

He  w.is  .1  di  I  eiit  sire,  .nid  iiiidilling  lord. 
.\ll  tills  Is  iiMK  h,  and  iiirist  upon  a  throne; 

As  icnipei.ince,  if  .-t  .\pi.  ins'  board, 
Is  mole  iliaii  .It  .III  .inciiofite's  supper  shown. 

I  ;;raiit  hini  ,ili  the  kiiiiiest  e.jii  .ifford  ; 
Anil  this  was  well  for  hiiii,  hut  not  (or  those 
^hllioiis  who  found  him  what  ojipressiou  cho<e. 

XI.VII. 

I  he  new  world  shook  hini  off;  the  old  yet  groins 
Leiiealh  wli.it  he  and  his  jucpared,  if  not 

<  .oiiijileieil     lie  li  a\es  hrirs  on  niaiiv  ihronrs 

io.ilj  ids  \  ie(N,  w  illioiit  what  t)Cj;ot 
'.oinpis-.ion  tor  liini — his  tame  virlnes;   jiroiii-^ 

'n  li'^  sleep,  or  ii(  >p(>ts  who  have  now  forgot 
■'.  '(vsnii  will.  Il  '-ii.ill  he  re-tinj;hf  theni,  wake 
1   poll  tiie  lliioiie  ••!  earth;    bill  let  them  ijiiaki' 

.\L\HL 

ii^.    iiiillioii.  <it  ih.' piinntive,  who  hold 
I  M<    t  iiUi  wiihU  III  iKcs  ye  ';ical  on  earth,  iniphired 
.\  I'iirl  nl  Ih  i(  \,is|  nil  ihr-v  held  ot  old, — 
i  r«  I  .'.om  lo  vor>.|iip — not  .iloiie  \t>urIord. 
.!•  il  It  I.  Iiiit  son,  and  von.  Saint  Peter'     i\iA<\ 
Mn-l  lie  \.ini     •Ills,  if  \oii  h.iN.'  not  abhorrd 
I '"I-   hu'  (o  I^il!;->||,    p.;rl  !■  ij>  ilion 
i,!  .ill  ill'-  Ih  nil-  o|    I  t.lnisli  III  niiion 
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xux. 

«  Tme  I  he  aliov'd  them  (o  pray  God ;  but,  as 
A  conseqiwoce  of  prayer,  refined  the  law 

Which  would  have  placed  them  upon  the  same  base 
With  thofte  vbo  did  not  hold  the  aaiuts  io  awe.» 

But  here  Saint  Peter  started  from  his  place. 
And  cried,  «  Tou  may  the  prisoner  wit^idraw : 

Ere  Heaven  shall  ope  her  portals  to  this  Cuetf, 

While  I  am  guard,  may  I  be  damad  myself! 

L. 
«  Sooner  will  I  with  Cerberus  exchange 

My  office  (and  his  is  no  sinecure) 
Than  see  this  royal  Bedlam  bigot  range 

The  aiure  fields  of  heaven,  of  that  be  sure  I • 
«  Saint  !i>  replied  Sathau,  «you  do  well  to  avenge 

Tlie  wrongs  he  made  your  satellites  endure; 
And  if  to  this  excliaoge  you  should  be  given, 
I  '11  try  to  coax  our  Cerberus  up  to  heaven.* 

LI. 

Ilere  Michael  interposed:  «Good  saint!  and  devil! 

Pray,  not  so  fast;  you  both  out-run  discretion. 
Saint  Peter!  you  were  wont  to  be  more  civil : 

Stithan !  eicuse  tliis  warmth  of  bis  expression. 
And  condescension  to  the  vulgar's  level : 

Even  saints  sometimes  forget  themselves  in  session. 
H.ive  you  got  more  to  say7» — «  No  !» — «ilf  you  plco&c, 
I  'II  trouble  yon  to  call  your  witnesses. h 

LIL 

Then  Sathan  tumd  and  waved  his  swarthy  hand, 

Which  fttirr'd  with  its  rl(*ctric  qualities 
Clouds  fartiier  off  than  we  can  understand, 

Allliough  we  find  him  sonictinies  ia  our  skies; 
lufernal  iliuuder  shook  both  sea  and  Idnd 

lu  all  the  plduets,  and  hell's  batteries 
Let  off  the  artillery,  which  Milton  mentions 
As  one  of  Sallian's  most  sublime  inventions. 

Llll. 

This  was  a  signal  unto  such  damn'd  souls 
As  have  the  privdegc  of  their  damnation 

Extended  far  beyond  lite  mere  controls 

Of  worlds  past,  pre»ei>t,  or  to  come;  no  station 

Is  ttirirs  particularly  in  the  rolU 

Of  hell  aiisign'd;  but  where  their  inclination 

Or  buuness  carries  them  in  search  of  game, 

They  imiy  range  freely — being  dama'd  the  same. 

LIV. 
They  are  proud  of  this — as  very  well  they  may, 

It  being  a  sort  of  kuighthood,  or  gilt  key 
Stuck  in  their  loins;  or  like  to  an  wentreei* 

Up  the  back  stairs,  or  such  free-masonry  : 
I  borrow  my  comparisons  from  clay, 

Being  clay  my«elf.     Let  not  those  spirits  be 
Offended  with  such  base  low  likrucsses; 
We  know  their  pui>t&  are  nobler  far  than  these. 

LV. 

When  the  great  signal  ran  from  he.iven  to  hell,— 
About  ten  million  times  ihe  distance  reckou'd 

From  our  sun  to  its  earth,  as  we  can  tell 
I        How  much  time  it  takes  up,  even  to  a  second, 
I    For  every  ray  that  travels  to  dispel 
I        The  fogs  of  London;  through  which,  dimly  bcacot:  J, 
I   The  vteailiercocks  arc  gill,  some  thrice  a  year, 

If  that  the  summer  is  not  too  severe  : — 


LVI. 


I  say  that  I  can  tell — 'i  was  half  a  minute; 

I  know  the  solar  beams  take  up  more  time 
Ere.  pack'd  up  for  tlieir  journey,  ihey  begin  it; 

But  then  tlieir  telegraph  is  les«  sublime. 
And  if  they  ran  a  race,  they  would  not  win  i« 

'Gainst  Sathan's  couriers  bound  for  their  own  clioie. 
The  sun  takes  up  some  years  for  every  ray 
To  reach  iu  goal— tha  devil  not  half  a  day. 

LVII. 
Upon  tlie  verge  of  space,  about  the  sixe 

Of  half-a-erowa,  a  Uttie  speck  appear'd 
(I  've  seen  a  something  like  it  in  (he  skies 

In  the  i£gcan,  ere  a  squall) ;  it  near'd. 
And,  growing  bigger,  look  another  guise ; 

Like  an  aerial  ship  it  tack'd,  and  steer'd 
Or  was  steer'd  (I  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 
Of  the  last  phrase,  which  makes  the  sunia  summer ;— 

LVIII. 

But  uke  your  choice) :  and  then  it  grew  a  cloud. 

And  so  it  was-^a  cloud  of  witnessea. 
But  such  a  cloud !     No  land  e'er  saw  a  crowd 

Of  locusts  numeroua  as  the  heavens  saw  these ; 
They  shadow'd  with  their  myriads  space;  their  loud 

And  varied  cries  were  like  those  of  wild-geese 
(If  nations  may  be  liken'd  to  a  goose), 
And  realixed  the  phrase  of  «  hell  broke  loose.** 

LIX. 
Here  crash'd  a  sturdy  oath  of  stout  John  Bull, 

Who  damn'd  away  his  eyes,  as  heretofore : 
There  Paddy  brogucdn  by  Jasus!» — u  What's  your  wull'* 

The  temperate  Scot  eiclaim'd .-  the  French  ghost  swore 
In  cert.lin  terms  I  shan't  translate  in  full. 

As  the  first  coachman  will;  and  'midst  the  war 
The  voire  of  Jouathan  was  heard  to  express, 
M  Our  President  is  going  to  war,  I  (juc&s.a 

LX. 

Besides,  there  were  the  Spaniard,  Dutch,  and  Dane; 

In  short,  an  universal  shoal  of  shades 
From  Otaheite's  Isle  to  Salisbury  Plain, 

Of  all  climes  and  professions,  years  and  trades, 
Beady  to  swear  against  the  good  king's  reign, 

Bitter  as  clubs  in  cards  are  agniusi  spades : 
All  surainon'd  by  this  grand  Msubp(eiia,n  to 
Try  if  kings  may  n't  be  damn'd,  like  me  or  you. 

LXI. 

When  Michael  saw  this  host,  hr  first  grew  pale. 
As  angels  can;  next,  like  Italian  twilight, 

lie  turn'd  all  colours — as  a  peacock's  tail. 

Or  sunset  streaming  through  a  Gothic  skylight 

In  some  old  abbey,  or  a  trout  not  stale. 

Or  distant  lightning  on  the  horizon  by  night. 

Or  a  frcsli  rainbow,  or  a  grand  review 

Of  thirty  regiments  in  red,  green,  and  blue. 

LXIl. 

Then  he  address'd  himself  to  Sathan  :  «  Why— 
My  i;ood  old  friend,  for  such  I  deem  you,  thougii 

Our  different  parlies  make  us  fight  so  shy, 
1  ne'er  mistake  you  for  a  personal  foe; 

Our  differrnce  is  political^  and  I 

1'rust  that,  whatever  may  occur  below. 

You  know  my  great  respect  for  you ;  and  this 

Makes  me  regret  whate'er  you  do  amiss. 
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LXIII. 
««  Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  vroiild  you  abuse 

My  call  for  witne-4«es'?     1  did  not  mean 
That  you  should  half  of  earth  and  hell  produce  ,- 

'T  is  evea  superfluous,  fcincc  two  honest,  clean 
True  testimonies  arc  enou;*h  ;  we  lose 

Our  time,  nay.  oar  eternity,  between 
The  accusation  and  defence  :  if  wc 
Hear  both,  "t  will  stretch  our  immortality. » 

LXIV. 
Sathan  replied,  «To  me  the  matter  is 

Indifferent,  in  a  personal  point  of  view  : 
I  can  have  fifty  better  souls  than  this 

With  far  less  trouble  than  we  have  gone  through 
Already;  and  I  merely  argued  his 

Late  Majesty  of  Rritain's  case  with  you 
Tpon  a  point  of  form  :  you  may  dispose 
Of  him;  I  'vc  kings  enough  below,  God  knows !» 

LXV. 

Thus  spoke  the  demon  (late  call'd  «  multifaced» 
lly  ninlto-scribbling  Southey).     wTlien  we  11  c;ill 

One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 
Around  our  congress,  and  dispense  with  all 

The  re«,t,»  quoth  Michael:  «  Who  may  be  so  graccil 
As  to  speak  fir>t?  there  *s  choice  enough  —  who  sh  dl 

It  be?n     Then  Salhnn  aiiswer'd, ««  Tliereare  many  ; 

L'ut  you  may  chuse  Jack  Wilkes  as  well  as  any.>' 

LXVI. 
A  merry,  cock-eyed,  curious  looking  sprite 

L'pou  the  instant  started  from  the  throng, 
Dress'd  in  a  fashion  now  forgotten  quite; 

For  all  the  fashions  of  the  flesh  stick  long 
Ily  people  in  the  next  world  ;  wliere  unite 

All  the  costumes  since  Adam's  right  or  wrong. 
From  Kve's  fig-leaf  down  to  the  petticoat. 
Almost  as  sc.inty,  of  days  less  remote. 

LXVII. 

The  spirit  look'd  around  upon  the  crowds 

Assiinbleil,  and  excl.iimd,  «  My  frieud-i  of  all 

The  spiieres,  we  shall  catch  cold  amongst  these  clou<ls ; 
So  lets  to  JtusincNS:  wliy  (his  general  call? 

If  tIio»«*  are  freeholders  i  see  in  shrourls, 
And   t  is  for  an  election  that  they  bawl. 

l;<liold  a  candidate  Miiji  nnturn'd-roai! 

Saint  Peier,  may  I  count  upon  your  vote^• 

LXVII  I. 

<■  Sir..>  replied  Michael,  "you  mistake:  these  things 

Ar."  t)f  a  former  life,  and  what  we  do 
Alune  IS  more  august;  to  judge  of  kings 

Is  ilie  tril)uual  met;  so  now  vou  know." 
>«  Tbi'!]  /presume  llio-s**  grnlleiiu'ii  with  wings. >> 

Said  WilKe»,  «  are  olierubs ;  an«l  that  soul  below 
Looks  much  like  George  the  Third  ;  but  to  my  mind 
A  gotui  (UmI  older — IJiess  ine!  is  he  blind ?» 

LXIX. 

•<■  III'  is  \»hat  you  behold  liiin,  and  his  doom 
hf('rM(ls  upon  his  deeds. >»  tlie  angel  said. 

'  II  Y"ii  li.i\e  ani;lit  to  arraign  in  hiiri,  the  tomb 
(ii\fs  jiii'iise  to  tin-  Immliiist  brgj;ar"s  head 

To  lilt  it'^rlf  against  ilie  loftirsl...  —  xSuine." 

Said  Wilkis,  «  don't  w  lil  to  sfc  ilicm  laitl  in  lead. 

I  or  such  a  lilM-rtv — and  I,  for  one. 

Have  told  llirin  what  i  tlionglil,  beneath  tlu-  sun... 


LXX. 


«  Above  the  sim  repeat,  then,  what  thou  hast 

To  urge  against  him,w  said  the  archangeL     «tWhy,» 

UepHed  the  spirit,  «  since  old  scores  arc  past, 
Must  I  turn  evidence?     la  faith,  not  I. 

Besides,  I  beat  him  hollow  at  the  last, 

With  all  his  Lords  and  Commons  :  in  the  sky 

I  don't  like  ripping  up  old  stories,  since 

His  conduct  was  but  natural  in  a  prince. 

LXXI. 

u  Foolish,  no  doubt,  and  wicked,  to  oppress 
A  poor  unlucky  devil  without  a  shilling; 

Uut  then  I  blame  the  man  himself  much  less 
Than  Rule  and  Grafton,  and  shall  be  unwiHing 

To  see  him  punish'd  here  for  their  excess, 

Since  they  were  both  damn'd  long  ago,  and  still  m 

Their  place  bclov/  :  for  me,  I  have  forgiven, 

.\nd  vote  his  '  habeas  corpus"  into  heaven. » 

LXXII. 

X  Wilkes,»  said  the  devil,  u  I  understand  all  this; 

You  liiru'd  to  half  a  courtier  ere  vou  died. 
And  seem  to  think  it  Mould  not  be  amiss 

To  grow  a  whole  one  on  the  other  side 
Of  Charon's  ferry  ;  you  forget  that  his 

Reign  is  concluded;  whatsoe'er  betide, 
He  won't  be  sovereign  more  :  you  've  lost  your  labour. 
For  at  the  best  he  will  but  be  your  neighbour. 

LXXIIL 

•«  However,  1  knew  what  to  think  of  it. 
When  I  beheld  you,  in  your  je?ting  way, 

Flitting  and  whispering  round  about  the  spit 
Where  Belial,  upon  duty  for  the  day. 

With  Fox's  lard  was  basting  William  Pitt, 
His  pupil;  I  knew  what  to  think,  I  s.iy  .- 

That  fellow  eveti  in  hell  breetis  farther  ills; 

I  'II  have  him  tjtujg'd — *t  was  one  of  his  own  bills. 

LXX  IV. 

^<  Call  .Iimlus!»  From  the  crowd  a  shadow  stalk'd. 
And  at  «lic  name  there  was  a  general  squeeze, 

So  thai  liie  v«?ry  ghosts  no  longer  walk'd 
In  comfort,  at  ilieir  own  aerial  ease, 

Ihit  were  all  rainm'd.  and  janim'd  (but  to  be  b.alk'il. 
As  we  shall  see^^  aud  jostled  hands  and  knees. 

Like  wind  coinpress'd  and  pent  within  a  bladder. 

Or  like  a  human  cholic,  which  is  sadder. 

LXXV. 

The  sh  idow  came  !  a  tall,  thin,  grey-halr'd  figure, 
Tliat  look'd  as  it  liad  been  a  shade  on  earth: 

Ouirk  in  its  motions,  wilii  an  air  of  \igour, 
iSiit  iioii^'jit  to  mark  \l»  breeding  or  ils  birth  - 

Now  it  wix'd  liltle,  then  again  grew  lugger, 
Wiih  now  an  air  of  gl(»om.  or  sa\age  mirth  ; 

l'»iu  as  you  g  lied  upon  ifs  fealurcs,  (hey 

Cban;;etl  ever  instant — to  what  none  could  say. 

LXXVI. 

The  more  iiilenlly  the  ghosts  gazed,  the  less 
Could  (hey  distinguish  whose  the  features  wen* , 

riie  (lr\il  himself  seem'd  puz/led  even  to  giie^-5; 
I  hey  v.uicd  like  a  tlrcam  — novi  here.  nr)W  there, 

An<l  s(\eral  jieople  swore  from  out  the  |iress, 
Tliey  knew  iiiin  jierfccdy:  and  one  could  sweir 

lie  was  iiis  falln-r;  upon  wliioh  anolher 

Was  sure  lie  \\as  lii^  modiers  cousius  brodier; 
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LXXVII. 

Another,  that  he  was  a  duke,  or  knight, 

An  orator,  a  lawyer,  or  a  pne«t, 
A  nabob,  a  man-midwife;  but  the  wight 

Mysterious  changed  his  countenance  at  least 
As  oft  as  they  their  minds :  though  in  full  sight] 

lie  stood,  the  punle  only  was  increased ;  . 
The  man  was  a  phantasmagoria  in 
Ilimwlf — he  was  so  volatile  and  thin ! 

LXXVIII. 
The  moment  that  yon  had  prononnced  him  one. 

Presto !  his  lace  changed,  and  he  was  another ; 
And  when  that  change  was  hardly  well  put  on. 

It  varied,  till  I  don't  think  his  own  mother 
(If  that  lie  had  a  mother)  would  her  son 

Have  known,  he  shifted  so  from  one  to  t'other, 
Till  guening,  from  a  pleasure,  grew  a  task, 
A I  this  epistolary  «iron  mask.a 

LXXIX. 

For  sometimes  he  like  Cerberus  would  seem — 
«  Three  gentlemen  at  ouccm  (as  sagely  says 

Good  Mrs  Malaprop);  then  you  might  deem 
Tliat  he  was  not  even  one ;  now  many  rays 

Were  flashing  round  him ;  and  now  a  thick  steam 
Hid  him  from  sight— like  fogs  on  London  days: 

Now  Burke,  now  Tooke,  he  grew  to  people's  fancies. 

And  cerles  often  fike  Sir  Philip  Francis. 

LXXX. 

I  've  an  hypothesis — 't  is  quite  my  own ; 

I  never  let  it  out  till  now,  for  fear 
r>f  doing  people  harm  about  the  throne. 

And  injuring  some  minister  or  peer, 
On  whom  the  stigma  might  perhaps  be  blown ; 

It  is — my  gentle  public,  lend  thine  ear! 
T  is,  that  what  Junius  we  are  wont  to  call, 
Was  reaUy^  ^"^Xt  i^obody  at  all. 

LXXXI. 
I  don't  see  wherefore  letters  should  not  be 

Written  without  hands,  since  we  daily  view 
1  hem  written  without  heads;  and  hooks  we  sec 

Are  fiird  as  well  without  the  latter  too  : 
And  really,  till  we  fix  on  somebody 

For  certain  sure  to  chim  them  as  his  due. 
Their  author,  like  the  Niger's  mouth,  will  bother 
The  world  to  say  if  there  be  mouth  or  author. 

LXXXII. 

t  And  who  and  wliat  art  thou?»  the  arcliangrl  said. 

M  For  Cfctff,  you  may  consult  my  titlc-page,» 
Replied  this  mighty  shadow  of  a  sliade  : 

« If  I  have  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 
I  scarce  shall  tell  it  now.» — «  Canst  thou  upbmid,* 

Continued  Michael,  «  George  Rex,  or  allege 
Aii|>ht  further?*  Junius  anawcr'd,  «  You  had  better 
First  ask  him  for  his  aiuwer  to  my  letter. 

LXXXIII. 
i(  My  charges  upon  record  will  outlast 
The  bra«4  of  both  liis  epitaph  and  tomb.a 
««  Repent'st  thou  not,»  said  Michael,  m  of  some  past 

K&a);f;cration7  something  which  may  doom 
Tliyself,  if  false,  as  him  if  true?  Thou  wast 

Too  bitter— is  it  not  so  ^  in  thy  gloom 
( )f  passion  ?*  «  Passion !»  cried  the  phantom  dim, 
M  1  loved  my  country,  and  1  hated  him. 


LXXXIV. 
«•  What  I  have  written,  I  have  written :  let 

The  rest  be  on  his  head  or  mine !»  So  spoke 
Old  «  nominis  nmbra ; »  and,  while  speaking  yet. 

Away  he  melted  in  celestial  smoke. 
Then  Sathan  said  to  Michael,  «  Don't  forget 

To  call  George  Washington,  and  John  Home  Tooke, 
And  Franklin  :i»— hut  at  this  time  there  was  heard 
A  cry  for  room,  though  not  a  phantom  sttrr'd. 

LXXXV. 

At  length,  with  jostling,  elbowing,  and  the  aid 

Of  cherubim  appointed  to  that  post. 
The  devil  Asmodeus  to  the  circle  made 
His  way,  and  look'd  as  if  his  journey  cost 
Some  trooble.    When  his  burden  down  he  laid, 

«  What's  this  ?  cried  Michael ;  ■  why,  't  is  not  a  ghost !» 
«il  know  it,*  quoth  the  incubus;  «•  but  he 
Sliall  be  one,  if  you  leave  the  affair  to  me. 

LXXXVI. 

«  Confound  the  renegado !  I  have  sprain'd. 
My  left  wing,  he  's  so  heavy ;  one  would  think 

Some  of  his  works  about  his  neck  were  chain'd. 
But  to  the  point :  while  hovering  o'er  the  brink 

Of  Skiddaw  (where,  as  usual,  it  still  rain'd), 
I  saw  a  taper  far  below  me  wink. 

And,  stooping,  caught  this  fellow  at  a  libel — 

No  less  on  history  than  the  holy  bible. 

LXXXVII. 
«  The  former  is  the  devil's  scripture,  and 

The  latter  yours,  good  Michael ;  so  the  affair 
Belongs  to  all  of  us,  yon  understand. 

I  snatch'd  him  up  just  as  you  see  him  there, 
And  brought  him  off  for  sentence  out  of  hand  . 

I  've  scarcely  been  ten  minutes  in  the  air — 
At  least  a  quarter  it  can  hardly  be : 
I  dare  say  that  his  wife  is  still  at  tea.» 

Lxxxvin. 

Here  Sathan  said,  «I  know  this  man  of  old. 
And  have  expected  him  for  some  time  here ; 

A  sillier  fellow  you  will  scarce  behold. 
Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere : 

But  surely  it  was  not  worth  while  to  fold 
Such  trash  below  your  wing,  Asmodeus  dear! 

We  bad  the  poor  wretch  safe  ( without  being  bored 

With  carriage)  coming  of  his  own  accord. 

LXXXIX. 

«  But  since  he 's  here,  let 's  see  what  he  has  done.» 
«  Done!*  cried  Asmodeus,  «•  he  anticipates 

The  very  business  you  are  now  upon, 

And  scribbles  as  if  head-clerk  to  the  Fates. 

Who  knows  to  what  his  ribaldry  may  run. 

When  such  an  ass  as  this,  like  Balaam's,  prates !» 

M  Let  8  hear,»  quoth  Michael,  «  what  he  has  to  say ; 

You  know  we  're  bound  to  that  in  every  way !» 

XC. 
Now  the  bard,  glad  to  get  an  audience,  which 

By  no  means  often  was  his  case  below. 
Began  to  cough,  and  hawk,  and  hem,  and  pitch 

His  ^oice  into  that  awful  note  of  woe 
To  all  unhappy  bearers  within  reach 

Of  poets  when  the  tide  of  rhyme  's  in  flow ; 
Hut  stuck  fast  with  his  firbt  hexameter. 
Not  one  of  all  whose  gouty  feet  would  stir. 
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XCI. 

hut  ere  tlic  sjuviu'il  dactyls  could  be  spurr  d 

Into  rccitiitivc,  in  (jreat  dismay 
IIolli  cherubim  aud  seraphim  were  heard 

To  murmur  loudly  throu{|li  tlioir  long  array  ; 
Aud  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  i;et  a  word 

Of  all  his  founder'd  verses  under  way, 
And  cried,  «  For  God's  sake  stop,  my  friend! 'twere  best — 
*A'ou  Di,  non  liomines,' — you  know  the  rcsl.» 

XCII. 

A  ijpncrid  bustle  spread  throu{;hout  the  thronj^, 
Which  secm'd  to  hold  all  verse  in  detestation; 

The  aujjcls  had  of  course  enou^jh  of  sou{j 
When  upon  service;  and  the  jjeucration 

Of  ijhosts  had  heard  loo  much  in  life,  not  long 
Bcfort*.  to  profit  by  a  new  occasion  : 

The  niou.ircli,  mule  till  then,  exclaim'd  «  What !  whai  I 

I'ye  come  aj^;.iiu?  No  more — no  more  of  that  I » 

XCIII. 
Tlie  tumuli  []rcw,  an  universal  cou(^h 

Coiivulse«l  the  skies,  as  during  a  debate, 
V  lini  (J  istlereagli  has  been  nj)  long  enough 

(iJrfore  he  was  first  rniuislcr  of  sialc, 
1  mean —  ihe  slavtn  Itvur  now],  <oxuv.  cried  «  off,  ofr,» 

As  .Jt  a  farce;  till,  *;rov\a  <|uite  desperate, 
Tli(^  bar  Saint  I'cu-r  pr.iy'd  lo  interpose 
llinjsi'lf  M\  anilior)  only  for  his  prose. 

XCIV. 
ihe  \.irlci  was  not  an  ill-favour'd  knave; 

A  good  deal  hkr  a  vulture  in  the  face, 
With  a  hook  nose  and  a  hawk's  eye,  which  gave 

A  smart  and  sharper  looking  sort  of  grace 
To  his  whole  aspect,  which,  though  rather  grave. 

Was  bv  no  means  so  uHv  as  liis  case; 
I'nt  that  in<le«^d  was  hopeless  as  can  be, 
'■  nite  a  poetic  ftlony,  «  de  s€.» 

xcv. 

riun  Michael  blew  his  trumj),  and  still'd  the  noise 
With  one  still  gn-aicr,  as  is  vet  the  mode 

Oil  (Mrth  brsidcs ;  except  some  grumbling  voice, 
Whir  h  now  and  tlun  will  m.ike  a  slight  inroad 

Ijioii  dec(>r(tus  silence,  few  will  tvice 

Lift  ny>  their  Iniigs  when  fairly  overcrow'd  ; 

And  now  the  brird  coidd  ])Iead  his  own  bad  cause. 

With  all  the  attitudes  of  self-aj>pl»use. 

XCVI. 
lie  said  —  (I  only  give  the  heads) — he  said, 

He  meant  no  harm  in  scribbhm; .  *i  was  his  way 
rpon  .ill  topics;  "t  was,  besities,  his  bread, 

Of  which  be  butter'<l  both  siiles;   t  would  delay 
Tno  long  the  assembly  (he  w.is  pleased  lo  dreail, , 

And  lake  np  rilher  more  time  than  a  day. 
To  uiirne  his  vsorks  —  ht-  would  but  cite  a  few — 
W.il  Tyler — rhymes  ou  blenlieim — \\  atcrloo. 

xcvn. 

lie  had  written  y^raises  of  a  regicide  ; 

lie  hail  written  praises  of  nil  kings  vlntcvcr  ; 
lie  hid  written  for  re[)id»li»  s,  far  and  wide, 

And  then  against  them,  biilercr  than  e\cr; 
Tni-  |»aiilistMra<-y  be  oi.ce  h.id  cried 

Aloud,  a  scheme  less  moral  ihui   t  was  clever; 
rinii  i;rew  a  hearty  anti-jacubiii  — 
Had  turn  d  his  coat  —  aud  would  ha>e  luni  d  lii*-  skin 


XCVIM. 
He  had  sung  against  all  battles,  aud  again 

In  their  high  prai«ie  and  glory;  he  had  call'd 
Reviewing  <  u  the  ungentle  craft, »  and  thea 

become  as  base  a  critic  as  e'er  craw  I'd — 
Fed,  paid,  and  pamper'd  by  the  very  men 

by  whom  his  muse  and  morals  had  been  maul  d  : 
He  had  written  much  blank  verse,  aud  blanker  pro^e, 
And  more  of  both  than  any  body  knows. 

XCIX. 
lie  had  written  Wesley's  life : — here,  turning  round 

To  Salhan,  «Sir,  I  'm  reaily  to  write  yours, 
In  two  octavo  volumes,  nicely  bound. 

With  notes  and  preface,  all  that  most  allures 
The  j»ious  pnndiaser,  aud  there  s  no  ground 

For  fear,  for  1  can  cbnse  my  own  reviewers  : 
So  let  me  have  the  proper  dorumenUs, 
That  1  may  add  you  to  my  other  saints. » 

C. 

Salhan  !)ow"d,  and  was  sileut.  "Well,  if  you. 

With  amiable  tnodesly,  decline 
My  offer,  what  says  3lichaelJ  There  are  few 

Whose  memoirs  could  be  render d  more  divine. 
•Mine  is  a  pen  of  all  work;  not  so  new 

As  it  was  once,  but  I  would  make  vou  shine 
bike  your  own  truinpei;  by  the  way,  my  own 
lias  niDce  of  brass  in  il,  aud  is  as  well  blown. 

a. 

'(  but  talking  ai»ont  trumpets,  here  "s  my  Visiou  '. 

Now  yon  shall  judge,  all  pcoj)le;  yes,  you  sh.iil 
.ludgc  wiili  niv  jndgmenl  I  aud  by  my  decision 

be  ;^;nided  wli<»  shall  euh-r  heaven  or  fall  '■ 
I  settle  all  ihese  ihii^js  by  intuition, 

Tinn's  [ires«  nt,  pasl,  to  come,  heaven,  hell,  aud  all 
bike  Kin;;  Allousol  ■  When  I  thus  see  double, 
I  save  the  deity  some  worbls  of  troubU'.» 

CII. 
He  eeased.  ai\d  <lr(  w  forth  an  MS.  ;  and  uo 

INfsna-itni  on  the  part  of  <lcviU,  or  saint*. 
Or  auijiis.  now  conld  stop  ihc  torrent;  so 

He  read  the  fiist  tince  lines  tif  the  contents; 
but  at  the  foinib.  the  whole  spiritual  show 

]\.u\  vanisird  w'lth  variety  of  scents, 
Aiulirosial  and  snlphnn-mis,  as  ihey  sprang, 
I  ike  lightmng  off  from  his  «  melodious  iwaujj,"^ 

cm. 

Those  grand  heroi-s  acted  as  a  spell  : 

The  .ingels  stopp  d  their  ears  aoti  plied  their  {nu»«>  i- 
The  devils  lan  hov\hn{;,  thafend,  down  to  lull; 

The  i;hosls  lied,  gihhei  ing,  f»>r  their  own  doiiiiui'.u^ 
J'or  "l  is  noi  yet  tleeub-d  wh<-re  they  dwell. 

Ami  1  leave  every  man  to  Ins  oj>inion>}; 
Mi(  h.ie'  took  iefn(;e  in  his  trump — but  lo! 
liis  leelh  were  set  on  e*lge, — he  could  not  blow  ! 


'    S r.    ■  l.if. M.f  n.  Kirkc  NV»iiln.- 

'   hill,;    Vl'..ti*ri,    !,[.i;il.in;    of    lln"    1M(>l<»nu-Jii    «T^t'-m,     <- »m1     'V 
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CIV. 
Saint  Peter,  who  has  hitherto  bceo  koowo 

For  aa  impefuoiw  saiut,  upr<iised  his  keys, 
Ao<l  at  ihc  fifth  line  knock'd  tlie  poet  down; 

Who  fell  like  Phaeton,  but  more  at  ease. 
Into  his  lake,  for  there  he  did  not  drown, 

A  different  web  beiug  by  the  destinies 
Woven  for  the  Laureate's  hnal  wreath,  whene'er 
Ueform  shall  happen  eitlier  here  or  there. 

CY. 
lie  first  sunk  to  the  bottom — like  his  works, 

Uut  soon  rose  to  the  surfaee — like  himself : 
lor  all  corrupted  things  are  buoy  d,  like  corks,  * 

Uy  their  own  rottenness,  lisbi  as  an  elf, 

>  A  (irowDcd  body  tin  it  tli«  botton  till  rotttrn  ;  it  then  floau,  ■■ 


Or  wisp  that  flit«  oVr  a  morass:  he  lurks. 

It  may  be,  stilt,  like  dull  books  on  a  sh^. 
In  his  own  den,  to  scrawl  some  «  Lifew  or  «  Vision,* 
As  Welborn  sayt — « the  devil  tnm'd  preciiiaB.» 

CVI. 

As  for  the  rest,  to  come  to  the  conclusion 
Of  this  true  dream,  the  telescope  is  gone 

Which  kept  my  optics  free  from  all  delusion, 
And  fthow'd  me  vkhat  I  in  my  turn  have  shown  : 

All  I  saw  further  in  the  last  confubion. 

Was,  that  King  George  slipp'd  into  heaven  for  one ; 

And  when  the  tumult  dwindled  to  a  calm, 

I  left  him  practising  the  hundredth  psalm. 


TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  Pl'LO. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  Morgante  M.i{*(^iore,  of  the  fir&t  canto  of  \%hicli 
(fiis  traiLslation  is  offered,  divides  vtitli  the  Oriamio  In- 
iMinorato  the  honour  of  li:iving  formed  and  su(;(;esie<l 
ilie  scyle  and  ^tory  of  Ariosto.  The  great  deficts  of 
Coiardo  were  his  trealiog  loo  64'riouHly  the  n.irrJli\es 
of  chivalry,  and  his  harsh  style.  Ariosto,  in  his  con- 
liniintion,  by  a  judicious  mixture  of  the  i;iiiety  of  Pul(  i. 
Ills  .'i\oi(led  the  one,  and  Eterni,  in  his  refurniaiion  of 
ikiiiirdo's  poem,  has  corrected  thi*  other.  Pulci  ni.iy  be 
lousidcred  as  the  precursor  iHid  model  of  I{erni  al- 
tof.rther,  as  he  has  partly  been  to  Ariosto,  however 
inferior  to  both  his  copyiiits.  He  is  no  less  the  founder 
of  a  new  style  of  poetry  very  lately  sprung  up  in  Kni;- 
I  M)(L     I  allude  to  that  of  the  ingenious  Whistlecraft. 

The  serious  poems  on  Roncesralles  in  the  same  laMRuajje, 
:uid  more  partieulaHy  the  ejcellent  one  of  Mr  Merivale, 

ire  to  be  traced  to  the  same  source.  It  has  never  yet 
liecn  decided  entirely,  whether  Piilci's  intention  was  or 
was  not  to  deride  the  relipion.  which  is  one  of  liis  fa- 
vourite topics.  It  appears  to  me,  that  such  an  iiiienti(»n 
\rould  have  been  no  less  hazardous  to  the  poet  than  to 
the  priest,  particularly  in  that  a^c  and  country;  and 
the  permission  to  pubhsli  the  poem,  aud  its  rc4*eption 
.iiTiong  tlie  classics  of  Italy,  prove  that  it  neither  was 
nor  in  so  interpreted.  That  he  intended  to  ridirule 
lite  monastic  life,  and  suffered  his  imagination  to  play 
wiih  the  simple  dulness  of  his  converted  i;iant,  seems 
<*vident  enough;  but  surely  it  Mere  as  unjust  to  accuse 
liiin  of  irrelij;ion  on  this  account, asiodeiiou!iccFi»'ldiii|; 
for  his  Parson  Adams,  BaruAhas.  Thvt.ukum,  Su|<|)li>, 
Mul  the  Ordinary  in  Jonathan  Wild, — or  Scott,  for  the 
exquisite  use  of  his  Covenanters  in  the  «  Tales  of  my 
(.and  lord,  w 

III  the  following  translation  I  have  usetl  the  liberty 
n(  the  original  with  the  proper  names;  as  Pulci  uses 
4j.in,  (■auetloii,  or  (tatieltoue :  Carlo,  Carlomngno,  or 
ci.irloiiiano  {  ilondel,  or  RouiU-llo,  etc.  as  it  suits  his 
•  oiivf-uiencc,  so  has  the  translator.     In  other  respects 


the  version  is  faithful  to  the  best  of  the  translators 
ability  in  combining  his  interpretation  of  the  one  lan-> 
);uagc  vtilh  the  not  very  ea.ty  task  of  reducing  it  to 
the  same  versiiic.ition  in  the  other.  The  reader  is  re- 
(picsted  to  remember  that  the  antiquated  language  of 
Pulci,  however  pure,  is  not  easy  to  the  generality  of 
Italians  themselves,  from  its  great  mixture  of  Tuva n 
proverbs ;  and  Iia  may  therefore  l>e  more  indulgent  to 
the  present  attempt.  How  far  the  translator  has  suc- 
ceeded, and  whether  or  no  be  shall  continue  the  work, 
are  qui'stioos  vihieh  the  puhltc  will  decide.  He  was 
induced  to  make  the  experiment  partly  by  his  love  for, 
.iiid  partial  intercourse  with,  the  Italian  lun^inge,  of 
vkhich  it  is  so  eaty  to  acquire  a  slight  kuowh  d|;e,  and 
with  which  it  is  so  nearly  impossible  for  u  forciguer  to 
become  accurately  couvcrsnnt.  The  iLilian  language 
is  like  a  capricious  beauty,  who  accords  her  smiles  to 
.dl,  her  favours  to  fevt-,  and  sometimes  least  to  those  vilio 
have  courted  her  longest.  The  translator  wished  also 
to  pnsenl  in  an  En|;li»h  dress  a  part  at  least  of  a  poem 
ue^er  yet  rendered  into  a  northern  language  :  at  the 
same  time  that  it  has  beeu  the  original  of  .some  of  the 
most  celebrated  productions  on  this  side  of  the  Alps, 
as  well  as  of  those  recent  experiments  in  poetry  in 
Kii gland  which  have  been  already  mentioned. 


MORGANTE  MAGGIORE. 


CANTO  I. 
I. 

In  the  beginning  was  the  Word  next  God ; 

Cod  vtaj.  the  Word,  the  Word  no  less  was  he; 
litis  was  in  the  beginning,  to  my  mode 

Of  thinking,  and  without  him  nought  could  be 
Therefore,  just  Lord!  from  out  thy  high  abode, 

Benign  aud  pious,  bid  an  angel  (lee. 
One  only,  to  he  luy  companion,  viho 
Shall  help  my  famous,  worthy,  old  song  throiigii 
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II. 

Ad'I  ilioii,  oh  Virgin!  daughter,  mother,  bri«Ie, 
Of  the  fame  Lord,  who  gave  to  you  each  key 

Of  hruvcii,  aud  hell,  and  every  thing  beside, 
TIjo  (lay  thy  Gabriel  said,  «  All  hailli>  to  thee, 

Sin(<"  to  thy  servants  pity  s  ne'er  denied, 

\N'ith  tlovving  rhymes,  a  pleasant  style  and  free, 

I'.e  to  n)y  verses  then  benignly  kind, 

And  to  the  end  iliumioale  my  mind. 

iir. 

T  was  in  the  season  when  sad  Philomel 
Wrpps  with  her  lister,  who  remembers  and 

Deplores  th<>  ancient  woe$.  which  both  befel, 
And  makes  the  nymphs  enamour'd,  to  the  hand 

Of  Phaeton  by  Phtebus  loved  so  well 

liis  car  (but  lempcr'd  by  his  sire's  command) 

Was  given,  and  on  the  horizon's  verge  just  now 

Apjiear'd,  so  that  Tithonus  scratch'd  his  brow; 

IV. 

When  I  prepared  my  bark  first  to  obey. 
As  it  should  still  obey,  ihe  helm,  my  mind. 

And  carry  prose  or  rhyme,  and  this  my  lay 
Of  (Iharles  the  Kmperor,  whom  yon  will  find 

Ily  sever  il  pens  already  praised  ;  but  they 
Who  to  diffuse  his  glory  ^erc  inclined. 

Tor  all  that  I  can  see  in  jirose  or  verse, 

lla\e  understood  (Charles  badly — and  wrote  worse. 

V. 

Leonardo  Areiino  said  aheady. 

That  if,  like  Pepin,  Charles  had  had  a  writer 
Of  genius  quick,  and  diligeutly  steady. 

No  hero  would  in  history  look  brighter; 
lie  in  ihe  cabinet  being  always  ready. 

And  in  the  Held  a  most  victorious  fighter. 
Who  for  the  church  and  Christian  faith  had  wrought, 
Certes  far  more  than  yet  is  said  or  thought. 

VI. 

Von  siill  may  see  at  Saint  Liberatore, 
The  ablicy  no  great  way  from  Manopell, 

Krccicd  in  the  Abru//i  to  his  glory, 

Hccause  of  the  great  battle  in  which  fell 

A  pagan  king,  according  to  the  story, 

.\nd  felon  people  whom  (!harlrs  sent  to  hel!  : 

And  there  are  bones  so  many,  and  so  many, 

Nf.ir  iheni  (^iusaffa's  would  seem  few,  if  any. 

VIL 

r.ut  the  world,  blind  and  ignorant,  don't  prize 
ills  virtues  as  I  wish  to  see  them  :  thou, 

riorence,  by  his  great  bounty  ilon'l  arise, 
Auil  lia>l,  and  may  have,  if  thou  wilt  allow, 

All  proper  customs  and  true  courtesies: 

\N  h.iie  er  thou  hast  .i<  (piired  from  then  till  now, 

Willi  knightly  courage,  Ircasure,  or  the  lance, 

is  sprung  from  out  llie  noble  blood  of  France. 

VIM. 

Twrlve  p.iladins  had  (!harlfs,  in  c(»ur(,of  whom 
Tin'  \vi>e~l  and  most  famou>  was  Orlando, 

lliin  tr.iitor  (•■in  condndeil  lo  the  tomb 
lii  rkOiu')'n\:illes.  ns  (he  \illain  plinnd  too, 

\N  liilc  llic  Imni  iMiig  >o  Itiiitl,  and   knell  d  the  ilooiu 
Ot  lli'-ir  s.kI  rout,  (hou(;li  he  did  .ill  kinglil  can  ilo, 

\i|'l  |).mte  111  Ills  eomeilv  li.i«.  |;i\cn 

lo  liiiu  a  li.ip|>\  s(.ii  >\  nil  (iii.irhs  in  heaven. 


IX. 

T  was  Christmas-day;  in  Paris  all  his  court 
Charles  held ;  the  chief,  1  say,  Orlando  iras. 

The  Dane;  Astolfo  there  too  did  resorl. 
Also  Ansuigi,  the  gay  lime  to  pass 

In  festival  aud  in  triumphant  sport. 

The  much  renown'd  Saint  Dennis  being;  the  caus«; 

Angi(din  of  Hayonne,  and  Oliver, 

Aud  gentle  Belinghieri  too  came  there  : 

X. 

Avolio,  and  Arino,  and  Otiionc 

Of  Normandy,  aud  Richard  Paladin, 
Wise  ilamo,  and  the  ancient  Salemone, 

Walter  of  Liou's  iMouol,  and  llaldovin, 
Who  was  the  son  of  the  sad  Ganellone, 

Were  there,  exciting  too  much  gladness  in 
The  sou  of  Pepin  ; — when  his  knights  came  hither. 
He  groand  with  joy  to  sec  them  altogether. 

XL 

But  watchful  fortune  lurking,  takes  good  heed 
Ever  some  bar  'gainst  our  intents  to  bring. 

While  Charles  reposed  him  thus  in  word  and  d«^ed, 
Orlando  ruled  court,  Charles,  and  every  thing; 

(airst  Can,  with  en>y  bursting,  had  such  need 

To  vent  his  spite,  that  thus  with  (Charles  the  king. 

One  day  he  openly  began  to  say, 

« Orlando  must  we  always  then  obey? 

XII. 

u  A  thousand  times  I  'vc  been  about  to  say, 

Orlando  too  presumptuously  goes  on; 
Here  are  we,  counts,  kings,  dukes,  to  own  thy  sway. 

Ilamo,  and  Olho,  Ogier,  .Solomon, 
Each  have  to  honour  thee  aud  to  obey; 

lint  he  has  too  much  crcilit  near  the  throne. 
Which  we  won  t  suffer,  but  are  quite  decided 
By  such  a  boy  to  be  no  longer  guided. 

XIII. 
«  And  even  at  Aspramont  thou  didst  begin 

To  let  him  know  he  was  a  gallant  knight. 
And  by  the  fount  did  much  thed  ly  to  win; 

But  I  know  u'ho  that  day  had  won  the  light 
If  it  had  not  for  good  (iherardo  been  : 

Tlic  victory  w.is  Almonte's  else ,  his  "iight 
He  kept  upon  tht;  standard,  and  the  laurels 
In  fact  aud  fairness  are  his  earning,  Charles. 

XIV. 

j  «If  thou  rcmemberest  being  iu  Gascony, 
I       When  there  advanced  the  nations  out  of  Spain, 
The  Christian  cause  had  snffer'd  shamefullv. 

Had  not  his  valour  driven  them  back  again. 
Best  speak  the  truth  ^^  hen  there's  a  reason  v\hv 
Know  then,  oh  emperor!  that  all  complain  : 
As  for  myself.  I  sh.dl  repass  ihe  mounts 
O'er  whit  h  I  eross'd  viib  t«o-.inii-sixty  counts. 

XV. 

X   T  is  fit  ihv  grandeur  shnulil  dispense  relief. 

So  that  each  here  many  ha>e  his  proper  pi ri. 
l-\>r  the  whole  eoiirt  is  more  or  less  in  grief 

Perhaps  thou  deem'>l  this  lail  a  .Mars  in  he  »r!  '.- 
Orlando  one  day  heard  this  speeh  in  brief. 

As  by  biiiiMlf  It  cliauietl  he  sate  .ipart: 
l>isple.i<.e<(  h<-  vnas  with  tiaii  because  he  said  it. 
But  inueli  more  sidl  that  Charles  shonlil  gi\c  Iniii  <  r<  >■ 
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XVI. 
And  wilh  the  sword  be  would  have  murder  d  Gan, 

Bat  Oliver  thrust  io  between  the  pair, 
Aod  from  bis  hand  eitractcd  Durliodao, 

Aod  thus  at  leogth  they  separated  were. 
Orlaodo,  aogry  too  with  Carloman, 

Wanted  but  little  to  Inve  slain  him  there; 
Then  forth  alone  from  Paris  went  the  chief, 
Aod  burst  and  madden'd  with  diMlaio  and  grief. 

XVII. 
From  Ermelliua,  consort  of  the  Dane, 

He  took  Cortana,  and  llien  look  Bondell, 
And  on  towards  Urara  prick'd  him  o  er  llie  plain ; 

And  when  slie  saw  him  coming,  Aldabelle 
Stretch'd  forth  her  arms  to  clasp  her  lord  again : 

Orlanflo,  in  whose  brain  all  was  not  well, 
As  «  Welcome  my  Orlando  liome,»  she  said. 
Raised  up  his  sword  to  smite  her  on  the  head. 

XVIIf. 
Like  him  a  fury  counsels ;  his  reven^** 

On  Gan  in  that  rash  act  he  seem  d  to  take, 
Which  Aldabella  thought  eitremcly  strange, 

But  soon  Orlando  found  himself  awake; 
And  his  spouse  took  his  bridle  on  this  change. 

And  b«  dismounted  from  his  horse,  and  spake 
Of  every  thing  which  pass'd  without  demur, 
And  then  reposed  himself  some  days  with  her. 

XIX. 

Tlien  full  of  wrath  departed  from  the  place. 
And  far  as  Pugao  countries  roam'd  astray, 

And  while  he  rode,  yet  still  at  every  pace 
The  traitor  Can  remember'd  by  tlie  way; 

And  wandering  on  io  error  a  long  space. 
An  abbey  which  in  a  lone  desert  by. 

Midst  glens  obscure,  and  distant  lands  be  found. 

Which  form'd  the  Christian's  and  the  Pagan's  hound. 

XX. 

Tlie  abbot  was  calFd  Clermont,  and  by  blood 
Descended  from  Angrante :  under  cover 

Of  a  great  moimtain's  brow  the  abbey  stood, 
But  certain  savage  giants  look'd  him  over ! 

One  Pasaamont  was  foremost  of  the  brood, 
And  Alabaster  and  Morgaole  hover 

Second  and  third,  with  certain  slings,  and  throw 

In  daily  jeopardy  the  place  below. 

XXI. 

I  The  monks  could  pass  the  convent  gate  no  more, 
{       Nor  leave  their  cells  for  water  or  for  wood. 
Orlando  knock'd,  but  none  would  ope,  before 

Unto  the  prior  it  at  length  scem'd  good ; 
Enter  d,  be  said  tliat  be  was  taught  to  adore 

Him  who  was  bom  of  Mary's  holiest  blood, 
And  was  baptised  a  Christian;  and  then  sbow'd 
How  to  the  abbey  be  had  found  his  road. 

XXII. 
Said  the  abbot,  «  You  are  welcome;  what  ia  mnse 

We  give  you  freely,  since  that  you  believe 
Wilh  us  in  Mary  Mothers  son  divine ; 

And  that  you  may  nut,  cavaUer,  conceive 
The  cause  of  our  delay  to  let  you  in 

To  be  rusticity,  you  shall  receive 
The  reason  why  our  gate  was  bnrr'd  to  yon ; 
Thus  those  who  in  suspicion  live  must  do. 


XXIII. 

«  When  hither  to  inhabit  first  we  came 
These  mountains,  albeit  that  they  are  obscure. 

As  you  perceive,  yet  witbour  fear  or  bbme  f 

They  seem'd  to  promise  an  asylum  sure : 

From  savage  brutes  alone,  too  fierce  to  tame, 
T  was  fit  our  quiet  dwelling  to  secure, 

But  now,  if  lirre  we  'd  stay,  we  needs  must  guard 

Against  .domestic  beasts  with  watch  and  ward. 

XXIV. 

u  These  make  us  stand,  in  foci,  upon  the  watch, 
For  late  there  liave  appear'd  three  giants  rough; 

What  nation  or  what  kingdom  bore  the  batch 
I  know  not,  but  they  arc  all  of  savage  stuff. 

When  force  aod  malice  with  some  genius  match. 
You  know,  they  can  do  all — we  are  not  enough  : 

And  these  so  much  our  orisons  derange, 

1  know  not  what  to  do  till  matters  change. 

XXV. 

«  Our  ancient  fathers  living  the  deaerl  in, 
For  just  and  holy  works  were  duly  fed; 
Think  not  they  lived  on  locusts  sole,  *t  is  certain 

That  manna  was  rain'd  down  from  heaven  iattead; 
But  here  't  is  fit  we  keep  on  the  alert  in 
Our  bounds,  or  uste  the  stones  showei'd  down  for 
bread, 
!  From  off  yon  mountain  daily  raining  foster, 
And  flung  by  Pa«samont  aod  Alabaster. 

XXVI. 
ttThe  third,  Moi^ante,  's  savagest  by  for;  he 

Plucks  up  pines,  beeches,  poplar-trees,  and  oaks. 
And  flings  them,  our  community  to  buiy, 

Aod  ail  that  I  can  do  hut  more  provokes.* 
While  thus  they  parley  in  the  cemetery, 

A  stone  from  one  of  their  gigantic  strokes, 
Which  nearly  crush'd  Rondell,  came  tumbling  over, 
So  that  he  took  a  long  leap  under  cover. 

XXVII. 
«  For  God  sake,  cavalier,  come  in  with  speed, 

The  manna 's  foiling  now,*  the  abbot  cried  : 
«  This  fellow  does  not  wisli  mv  horse  should  feed. 

Dear  Abbot,H  Roland  unto  him  replied ; 
«  Of  resliveness  he  'd  cure  him  Imd  he  need ; 

That  stone  seems  with  good-will  and  aim  applied.* - 
The  holy  father  said, « I  don't  deceive ; 
They  *ll  one  day  fling  the  mountain,  I  believe.* 

xxvm. 

Orlando  bade  them  take  care  of  Rondello, 
And  also  made  a  breakfast  of  lib  own  : 

•  Abbot,*  he  said,  «  1  want  to  find  that  follow 
Who  flung  at  my  good  horse  yon  cornerstone.* 

Said  the  abbot,  «  Let  not  my  advice  seem  shallow. 
As  to  a  brother  dear  1  speak  alone; 

I  would  dissuade  you,  baron,  from  this  strife. 

As  knowing  sure  that  yoa  will  lose  your  life. 

XXIX. 

■  That  Passamont  has  in  his  hand  three  darts- 
Such  slings,  clubs,  ballastHtones,  that  yield  you  must; 

You  know  that  giants  have  much  stouter  hearts 
Than  us,  with  reason,  in  proportion  just; 

If  go  you  will,  guard  well  against  their  aru. 
For  these  are  very  barbarous  and  robust.* 

Orlando  answer'd,  «  This  I  '11  see,  be  sure. 
And  walk  the  wiki  on  foot  to  be  secure.* 
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XXX. 

The  abbot  sign'J  the  jjrear  cross  on  hi»  from, 
ti  Tbcn  i;o  you  \kiih  God's  beuison  anil  mii)c;» 

Orlando,  afier  he  had  scaled  the  mount, 
As  the  abhot  had  directed,  kept  the  hne 

Ri(;hl  to  the  usual  iiaunt  of  Passamont; 
Who,  seeing;  htm  uloue  hi  this  desi};n, 

Survcyd  him  fore  and  aft  with  eyes  observant, 

Then  asked  him,  ulf  ho  wislt'd  to  stay  as  servunt?» 

XXXI. 

And  promised  him  an  office  of  ^{reat  ease; 

Rut,  said  Orlaudo,  «<  Saracen  insane ! 
I  come  to  kill  you,  if  it  shall  so  please 

(•od,  not  to  serve  as  foothoy  in  your  train; 
You  with  his  monks  so  oft  have  brokv  the  peace  — 

Vile  dog!  't  is  past  his  patience  to  sustain. » 
The  (jtant  ran  to  fetch  his  armfi,  quite  furious, 
When  he  received  a^  answer  so  injurious. 

XXXII. 
And  bein[;  return'd  to  where  Orlando  stoo<(, 

Who  had  not  moved  liim  from  the  spot, and  swinj^in;; 
Th«^  cord,  he  hurl'd  a  stone  with  strenjjth  bO  rude, 

As  shuw'd  a  sample  of  his  skill  in  shnginj;; 
It  roll'd  on  Couut  Orlando's  helmet  (;ood 

And  head,  and  set  both  head  and  helmet  rinijin^;. 
So  that  heswoon'd  with  p.iin  as  if  he  died, 
but  mure  than  dead,  he  secui'd  su  siupiiieil. 

XXXIII. 
Then  Passamont,  who  thought  him  sl.iin  outright. 

Said,  u  I  will  go,  and,  while  he  liesalon<;, 
Disarm  tne :  wliv  such  craven  did  I  H:'ht  ?» 

Hut  Christ  his  servauts  ne'er  abandons  Imii;, 
Especially  Orlando,  such  a  knight, 

As  to  desert  would  almost  be  a  wrong. 
While  the  giant  goes  to  put  off  his  defences, 
Orlando  has  recali'd  his  force  and  senses: 

XXXIV. 

And  loud  he  shouted,  « Giant,  where  dost  go? 

Thou  thought'st  me  doiilxless  for  the  bier  outlaid; 
To  the  right  about — without  wings  thou  rt  too  slow 

To  fly  iny  vengeance — currish  renegade  I 
'T  was  but  by  treachery  thou  l.iid'si  me  low,» 

The  giant  his  astonishment  betrayVl, 
And  turn'd  about,  and  stoppd  his  journey  on. 
And  then  he  stoop'd  to  pick  up  a  great  stone 

XXXV. 

Orlando  had  Gortana  bare  in  hand. 

To  split  the  head  in  twain  was  what  he  schemed — 
Cortana  clave  the  skull  like  a  true  brand, 

And  Pd([an  Passamont  died  uuredeemd. 
Yet  harsh  and  haughty,  as  he  lay  he  bannd. 

And  most  devoutly  Macon  still  blasphemed  ; 
But  while  his  crude,  rude  blasphemies  he  heard, 
Orlando  thank'd  the  Father  aud  the  Word, — 

X.XXVI. 
Saying,  «»  What  grace  to  me  thou  "si  given  I 

And  I  to  thee,  oh  Lord,  am  e\er  bound. 
I  know  my  life  was  saved  bv  thee  from  heaven. 

Since  by  the  giant  I  was  f.iirly  down'd. 
All  things  by  thee  are  measured  just  aud  even; 

Our  power  without  thine  aid  would  nought  be  found  : 
I  pray  thee  take  heed  of  me,  till  I  can 
At  least  rctiu*nouce  more  to  (larlotnan.» 


XXXVII. 

And  having  said  thus  much,  he  vent  hi>.  way; 

And  Alaliaster  he  found  out  below. 
Doing  the  \ery  best  that  in  him  Jay 

To  root  from  out  a  bank  a  rock  or  two, 
Orlando,  when  he  reach  d  him,  loud  gan  say, 

«(  How  thiuk'st  thou,  gJuttou,  such  a  stone  lo  throw  ?« 
When  xVlabaster  heard  his  deep  voice  ring. 
He  suddenly  betook  him  to  his  siiog. 

XXXVIII. 
.\nd  hurl'd  a  fragment  of  a  si/e  so  large. 

That  if  it  had  in  fact  fulfiird  its  mission, 
.And  UoKind  not  avail'd  him  of  his  targe, 

There  would  have  been  no  need  of  a  phyKiclin. 
Orlando  set  himself  in  turn  to  charge, 

And  in  his  bulky  bosom  made  iucisioa 
With  all  his  sword.     The  lout  fell :  but,  o'ercfarown,  he 
However  by  no  ineaus  forgot  Macooe. 

XXXIX. 

Morgante  had  a  palace  in  his  mode. 

Composed  of  branches,  logs  of  wood,  aud  earth. 
And  stretch'd  himself  at  ease  in  this  abode. 

And  shut  himself  at  night  within  his  birth. 
Orlando  knock'd,  and  knock'd,  again  to  goad 

The  giant  from  his  sleep;  and  he  came  forbb. 
The  door  to  open,  like  a  crazy  thing. 
For  a  rough  dreain  had  shook  hioi  slumberui^. 

XI.. 
Ilf  thought  th.it  a  (iercc  serpent  had  attack'd  him. 

And  Mahomet  he  calid,  but  Mahomet 
Is  nothing  vvorth,  and  not  an  iustajit  back'd  him; 

lUit  praying  blessed  Jesu,  he  was  set 
.\t  libcrtv  tiom  all  the  fears  which  rack'd  him; 

And  to  the  gate  he  came  with  great  regret — 
'(Who  knocks  here?»>  grumbling  all  the  while,taid  he: 
u  That,»  said  Orlaudo,  «  you  w  ill  quickly  see. 

XLI. 

i<  I  come  to  preach  to  you,  as  to  your  brothers. 
Sent  by  the  miserable  monks — repcutance; 

Fur  iVovideuce  diviue,  in  you  and  others, 

Condemns  the  evil  doue  by  uew  acquaintance. 

T  is  writ  on  high — your  wroug  inu9t  pay  aaoiiter»; 
From  luMven  itself  is  issued  out  this  sentence; 

Know  then,  that  colder  now  than  a  pilaster 

1  left  your  Pasviniont  aud  Alaba&ter.i> 

XLII. 

i^Iorginte  said,  mO  gentle  cavalier! 

Now  by  thv  Cod  s^iy  me  no  villany; 
The  favour  of  your  name  I  fain  would  hear. 

And  if  a  Christian,  speak  for  courtesy." 
Replied  Orlando,  «  So  much  to  your  ear 

I  by  mv  faith  disclose  contentedly; 
(Christ  I  adore,  who  is  the  genuine  Lord, 
And,  if  von  please,  by  you  may  be  adored." 

XLII  I. 
The  Sarariu  rejoind  iu  humble  tone, 

«1  \r,\\c  had  an  extraordinary  vision; 
A  sasagt»  srrpent  fell  on  me  alone, 

And  Macon  would  not  pity  rny  coudition; 
Ilfiice  to  thv  (iod,  who  for  ye  did  alone 

I'pon  the  cross,  preferrd  1  ray  petition; 
Ilis  timely  succour  set  me  safe  aud  free. 
And  I  a  Clirisiinn  am  liisposed  to  be.* 
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XLIV. 
Orlando  aatwer^d,  «  Biron  jmt  and  pioot, 

If  thtft  good  wurfi  yonr  liearf  can  really  movt 
To  the  tnie  God,  who  vill  not  then  d«ny  in 

Ei«rDal  honour,  you  will  go  above. 
And,  if  you  pleaxe,  as  friends  we  will  ally  us, 

Aod  1  will  love  you  with  a  perfect  love. 
Your  idob  are  vain  liars  full  of  fraud. 
The  only  true  God  is  the  Christians  God. 

XLV. 

«  Tlie  Lord  descended  to  the  virgin  hreast 

Of  Mary  Mother,  sinless  and  divine; 
If  you  acknowled(^  the  Redeemer  hlest, 

WifhooC  whom  neither  sun  or  star  can  shlntf. 
Abjure  biid  Macon's  false  and  felon  lest, 

Your  renegado  God,  and  worship  mine,'— 
Raptt«e  yourself  with  teiil,  Mnce  you  repent. » 
To  which  Morgfaote  answer'd,  « I  'm  content. » 

XLV!. 
And  then  Orlando  to  embrace  him  flew, 

And  made  much  of  his  convert,  as  he  cried, 
«  To  the  abbey  I  will  gladly  marshal  you  :• 

To  whom  Morfsnfe,  «  Let  us  go,*  replied  ; 
H  1 10  the  friars  have  for  peace  to  sue.* 

Which  thing  Orlando  lieard  with  inward  pride, 
Saying,  «  My  brother,  so  devout  and  good, 
Ask  the  abbot  pardon,  as  1  wish  you  would : 

XLVIf. 
*  Since  God  has  gr:nited  TOur  illnminstion. 

Accepting  you  in  mercy  for  his  own, 
Humility  should  be  your  6r^t  oblation. » 

Morgante  said,  «  For  goodness'  sake  make  knotin- 
Since  that  yonr  God  is  to  be  mine — your  station, 

And  let  your  name  fai  verity  be  shown; 
Then  will  I  everything  at  your  command  do.i* 
On  which  the  other  said,  he  was  Orlando. 

XLVIff. 

M  Then,*  quoth  the  giant,  «  blessed  be  Jesu, 
A  thousand  times  with  gratitude  and  praise! 

Oft.  perfect  baron!  have  I  heard  of  yon 
Through  all  the  different  period  of  my  days : 

And,  »n  I  said,  to  be  your  va«ial  too 

I  wish,  for  yonr  great  gallantry  always.* 

Thus  reasoning,  they  continued  much  to  say. 

And  onwards  to  the  abbey  went  their  way. 

XLIX. 

And  by  the  Way,  about  the  giants  dead 
Orlando  with  Morgante  reason'd :  «  Be. 

For  tlu'ir  dece.ise,  I  pray  you,  comforted. 
And,  since  it  is  God's  pleasure,  pHrJon  me; 

A  thousand  wrongs  unto  the  monks  they  bred. 
And  our  true  scripture  soiradeth  openly — 

Good  is  rewarded,  and  chastised  the  ill, 

1^  hich  the  Lord  never  faileth  to  fullil : 

L. 
«  Because  his  love  of  justice  nnto  all 

Is  such,  he  wills  his  judgment  should  devour 
All  who  have  sin,  however  great  or  small ; 

But  good  he  well  remembers  to  restore : 
Nor  without  justice  holy  eould  we  call 

II im,  whom  I  now  require  you  to  adore  : 
All  men  must  make  his  will  their  wishes  sway, 
And  quickly  and  spontaneously  obey. 


LI. 
«  And  here  onr  doctors  are  of  one  accord. 

Coming  on  this  point  (o  the  tame  concluiion— 
That  in  their  fhonglits  who  praise  in  heaven  tli«  Lord, 

If  pity  e'er  was  guihy  of  intrusion 
For  their  unforianaie  relations  stored 

In  hell  below,  and  damn'd  in  great  eonfusion,— 
Tlieir  happiness  would  be  reduced  to  nought. 
And  thus  unjust  the  Almighiy's  self  be  tbooglit. 

Lit. 
«  But  they  in  Christ  have  firmest  bop«,  and  all 

Which  seems  to  him,  to  them  too  muaC  appear 
Well  done;  nor  could  it  otherwise  befiil; 

lie  uever  can  in  any  purpose  err : 
If  sire  or  mother  suffer  endless  thrall. 

They  don't  disturb  themselves  for  him  or  bar; 
What  plea«eti  God  to  them  must  joy  inspire ; — 
Such  is  the  observance  of  the  eternal  choir. » 

Liir. 

••  A  word  unto  the  wise,n  Morgante  said, 
« Is  wont  to  be  enough,  and  you  shall  see 

How  much  f  grieve  about  my  brethren  dead; 
And  if  ilie  will  of  God  seem  good  to  me. 

Just,  as  you  tell  me,  't  is  in  heaven  Obey'd — 
Ashes  to  ashes, — merry  let  us  be ! 

I  will  cut  off  the  hands  from  both  their  trunks. 

And  carry  them  nuto  the  holy  mnoka. 

LIV. 
a  So  that  all  persons  may  be  sure  and  certain 

That  thrv  Hro  tiead,  and  have  no  further  fear 
To  wander  solitary  this  desert  in, 

And  that  they  may  perceive  my  spirit  clear 
By  the  Lord's  graee,  who  hath  wiliidrawn  the  curtain 

Of  darkiic«bs.  making  his  bright  realm  appanr.a 
He  cut  his  brethren's  hands  off  at  these  worda. 
And  left  them  to  the  savage  beasts  and  birds. 

LV. 

Then  to  the  abbey  they  went  on  together. 
Where  waited  them  the  abbot  in  great  doubt. 

The  monks,  who  knew  not  yet  the  fact,  ran  thither 
To  their  superior,  all  in  breathless  rout. 

Saying,  «ilh  tremor,  «  Please  to  tell  ns  whether 
You  >»ish  to  have  this  person  in  or  out?* 

The  abbot,  looking  through  upon  the  giant. 

Too  greatly  fear'd,  at  first,  to  he  compliant. 

LVI. 
Orlando,  seeing  htm  thus  ngitatrd. 

Said  quickly,  m  Abbot,  be  thou  of  good  cheer; 
He  Christ  l>elieve^,  as  Christian  mttst  be  rated. 

And  hath  renounced  his  Macon  false;*  which  here 
Morgante  with  the  hands  corroborated, 

A  proof  of  both  the  giants'  fite  quire  clear: 
Thence,  with  due  thiinks,  the  abbot  God  adored. 
Saying,  «  Thou  hatt  contented  me,  oh  liOrd !» 

LVTI. 
He  gazed;  Morgante's  height  he  calculated. 

And  more  than  once  contemplated  his  siae; 
And  then  he  said, «« Oh  giant  celebrated, 

Know,  that  no  more  my  wonder  will  arise. 
How  you  could  tear  and  fling  the  trees  yon  bte  ditl, 

When  I  behold  your  form  with  my  own  eyes. 
You  now  a  true  and  perfect  friend  will  show 
Yourself  to  Christ,  as  once  you  were  a  foe. 
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LVIIf. 
M  And  one  of  our  apostles,  Saul  once  named, 

Lon^  persecuted  sore  the  faith  of  Christ, 
Till  one  day  hy  the  Spirit  hciu(j  inflamed, 

'Why  dost  thou  persecute  me  thus^'  said  Chii^t, 
And  ihtii  from  hi.s  offence  he  vras  reclaini'd, 

And  went  for  ever  after  pleaching;  Christ; 
And  of  the  faith  became  a  trump,  whose  souudin(; 
O'er  the  whole  earth  is  echoing;  and  rehouudint;. 

LIX. 
mSo,  my  Morgante,  you  may  do  likewise - 

He  who  repents, —  thus  writes  the  Evangelist, — 
Occasions  more  rrjoicint;  in  the  skies 

Than  ninety-nioe  of  the  celestial  list. 
You  may  he  sure,  should  each  desire  arise 

With  just  zeal  for  the  Lord,  that  you'll  exist 
Ainung  the  happy  saints  for  evermore; 
but  you  were  lost  and  damn'd  to  hell  before !» 

LX. 

And  thus  great  honour  to  Morgante  paid 
The  abbot;  many  days  they  did  repose. 

One  day,  as  with  Orlando  they  both  stray'd, 

And  saunter'd  here  and  llu-re,  where'er  they  chose, 

The  abbot  show'd  a  chamhcr  where  array'd 
Much  armour  was,  and  bun;;  up  certain  bows; 

And  one  of  these  Morgaiilc  for  a  whim 

Girt  on,  though  useless,  he  believed,  to  him. 

LXI. 
There  being  a  want  of  water  in  the  place, 

Orlando,  like  a  worthy  brother,  said, 
M  Morgante,  I  could  wish  you  in  this  case 

To  go  for  water.n     «  You  shall  be  obey'd 
In  all  commands,)!  was  the  reply,  «  straightway. >« 

Upon  his  shoulder  a  great  tub  he  laid, 
And  went  out  on  his  way  unto  a  fountain, 
Where  he  wsis  wont  to  drink  below  the  mountain. 

LXir. 
Arrived  there,  a  prodigious  noise  he  hears. 

Which  suddenly  along  the  forest  spread  ; 
Whereat  from  out  his  quiver  he  prepares 

An  arrow  for  his  bow,  and  lifts  his  head  ; 
And  lo!  a  monstrous  herd  of  swine  appears. 

And  onward  rushes  with  tempestuous  tread, 
And  to  the  fountain's  brink  precisely  pour':, 
So  that  the  giant's  join'd  by  all  the  boars. 

LXIII. 
Morgante  at  a  venture  shot  an  arrow, 

Whicli  pierced  a  pig  precisely  in  the  ear. 
And  pass'd  unto  the  other  side  quite  thorough. 

So  that  the  boar,  defunct,  lay  tripp'd  up  near. 
Another,  to  revenge  his  fellow  farrow, 

Against  tlie  giant  rushd  in  fierce  career, 
And  reach'd  the  passage  with  so  swift  a  foot, 
Morgautc  was  not  now  in  time  to  shoot. 

LXIV. 
Perceiving  that  the  pig  was  on  him  close, 

He  gave  him  such  a  punch  upon  the  head  < 
As  (loor'd  him,  so  that  he  no  more  aros«* — 

Sma<>hing  the  very  bone;  and  he  frll  dead 
Ne\t  to  the  other.      Having  seen  sut  h  blows. 

The  other  pigs  along  the  valley  tied  ; 
Morgante  on  his  neck  the  bucket  took. 
Full  from  the  spring,  whicli  neither  swerved  nor  shook. 


LXV. 
The  lun  was  on  one  shoulder,  and  there  were 

The  hogs  on  t'  other,  and  he  brush'd  apace 
On  to  the  abbey,  though  by  no  means  near. 

Nor  spilt  one  drop  of  water  in  his  race. 
Orlando,  seeing  him  so  soon  appear 

With  the  dead  boars,  and  with  that  brimful  vase, 
Marvell'd  to  see  his  strength  so  very  great; — 
So  did  the  alibot,  and  set  wide  the  gate. 

Lxvr. 

The  monks,  who  saw  the  water  fresh  and  good, 
lU-joiced.  hut  ii.uch  more  to  perceive  the  pork, 

All  animals  are  glad  at  sight  of  food: 

They  lay  their  breviaries  to  sleep,  and  work 

With  greedy  pl«*asure,  and  in  such  a  mood. 
That  the  flesh  needs  no  salt  beneath  their  fork. 

Of  rankness  and  of  rot  there  is  no  fear. 

For  all  the  fasts  are  now  left  in  arrear. 

LXVII. 

As  though  they  wisli'd  to  hurst  at  once,  they  ale; 

And  gorged  so  that,  as  if  the  bones  had  been 
In  water,  sorely  grieved  the  dog  and  cat, 

Perceiving  that  they  all  were  pick'd  too  clean. 
The  abbot,  who  to  all  did  honour  great, 

A  few  days  after  this  convivial  scene, 
Cave  to  Morgante  a  tine  horse  well  train'd, 
W'hicli  lie  long  time  had  for  himself  maiotain'd. 

LXV  11 1. 

The  hi»rse  Morgante  to  a  meadow  led. 
To  gallop,  and  to  put  him  to  the  proof, 

Thinking  that  he  <i  back  of  iron  had, 

Or  to  skim  eggs  unbrokc  was  light  enough; 

But  the  horse,  sinking  with  the  pain,  fell  dead, 
And  fiurst.  white  cold  on  earth  lay  head  and  buof. 

Morgante  said,  ><  (let  up,  thou  sulky  ciir!» 

And  still  continued  pricking  with  the  spur. 

LXIX. 

But  finally  he  thought  tit  to  dismount. 
And  said,  «  I  am  as  light  as  any  feather, 

And  he  has  burst — to  this  what  say  you,  count!* 
Orlando  answcr'd,  v  Like  a  ship's  mast  rather 

You  secin  to  me,  and  with  the  truck  for  front.— 
Let  liiin  go,  fortune  wills  that  we  together 

Should  march,  but  you  on  foot,  Moqjaute,  still.i* 

To  which  the  giant  ansvvered,  uSo  1  will. 

I.XX. 

«  When  there  shall  he  occasion,  you  shall  >ee 
How  I  approve  my  courage  in  the  tight.v 

Orlando  said,  «<  I  really  think  you  11  be, 

if  it  should  prove  God'.s  will,  a  goodly  knight, 

.Nor  will  you  napping  there  discover  me: 

But  noer  mind  your  horse,  though  out  of  sight 

"T  were  bt  st  to  carry  him  into  some  wood, 

If  but  the  mean<  or  way  I  understood. » 

LXXJ. 
The  giant  said,  «<Theu  carry  him  I  will, 

Since  that  to  carry  me  he  was  so  slack — 
To  render,  as  the  go<ls  do,  good  for  ill; 

But  lend  a  hand  to  place  him  on  my  back.»> 
Orl  indo  ans^ftcr'd,  "If  my  counsel  still 

May  weigh,  Morgante,  do  not  undertake 
To  lift  or  carry  this  dead  courser,  who. 
As  von  have  done  to  him,  will  do  to  vou. 
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LXXII. 
«  Take  care  he  don't  reveoge  himself,  though  dead. 

As  Ne«sus  did  of  old  heyood  all  cure; 
I  dou't  know  if  the  fact  you  've  heard  or  read, 

But  he  will  make  you  burst,  you  may  be  ture.M 
a  But  help  bim  on  my  back.M  Morgante  said, 

«<  And  you  shall  see  what  weight  I  cau  endure  : 
In  phice,  my  gentle  Roland,  of  this  palfrey, 
M'ith  all  the  bells,  1  'd  carry  yonder  belfry. » 

Lxxiir. 

The  abbot  said,  «  The  steeple  may  do  well. 

But,  for  the  bells,  you  've  broken  iliem,  I  woc.m 

Mor^,ante  answer'd,  «  Let  them  pay  in  hell 
The  penalty,  who  lie  dead  in  yon  grot:» 

And  hoisting  up  the  horse  from  where  he  fell, 
lie  said,  «  Now  look  if  I  the  gont  have  goc, 

Orlando,  in  the  legs — or  if  1  have  force;* — 

And  then  he  made  two  gambols  with  the  horse. 

LXXIV. 
Morgante  was  like  any  mountain  framed ; 

So  if  he  did  ihlh,  't  b  no  prodigy ; 
But  secretly  himself  Orlando  blamed, 

Because  be  was  one  of  his  fomily ; 
And,  fearing  that  he  might  be  hurt  or  maim'd. 

Once  more  he  bade  him  lay  his  burthen  by : 
«  Put  down,  nor  bear  him  further  the  desert  in.» 
Morgante  said,  «  1  11  carry  htm  for  certain.* 

LXXV. 
lie  did ;  and  slow'd  him  in  some  nook  away. 

And  to  the  abbey  then  return'd  with  speed. 
Orlando  said,  «  Why  longer  do  we  slay? 

Morgante,  here  is  nought  to  do  indeed.* 
The  abbot  by  the  hand  he  took  one  day. 

And  said  with  great  respect,  he  had  agreed 
To  leave  his  Reverence ;  but  for  this  decision 
He  wish'd  to  have  his  pardon  and  permission. 

LXXVI. 
The  honours  they  continued  to  receive 

Perhaps  exceeded  what  his  merits  claim'd  : 
lie  said,  «l  niiean,  and  quickly,  to  retrieve 

The  lost  days  of  time  past,  which  may  be  blamed; 
Some  days  ago  1  should  have  ask'd  your  leave. 

Kind  fiither,  but  I  really  wn<(  ashamed, 
And  know  not  how  to  show  my  sentiment. 
So  much  I  see  yon  with  our  stay  content. 

Lxxvn. 

M  But  in  my  heart  I  bear  through  every  clime. 
The  abbot,  abbey,  and  this  solitude — 

So  much  I  love  you  in  so  s^hort  a  time ; 

For  me,  from  heaven  reward  you  with  all  good 

The  God  so  true,  tlie  eternal  Lord  sublime ! 
Whose  kingdom  at  the  last  hath  open  stood : 

Meanwhile  we  stand  eipectant  of  your  blesaing, 

And  recommend  us  to  your  prayers  with  pressing.* 

LXXVIII. 
Now  when  the  abbot  Count  Orlando  heard. 

His  heart  grew  soft  with  inner  tendemeM, 
Such  fervour  in  hi*  bosom  bred  each  word; 

And,  M  Cavalier,*  he  said,  m  if  I  have  less 
Courteous  and  kind  to  your  great  worth  appear  d, 

Than  fits  me  for  such  gentle  blood  to  express, 
I  know  I  've  done  too  little  in  this  case; 
But  blame  our  ignorance,  and  this  poor  place. 


LXXIX. 

We  can  indeed  but  honour  you  with  masses. 
And  sermons,  thanksgivings,  and  pater-notfers. 

Hot  suppers,  dinners  (fitting  other  places 
In  verity  much  rather  tlian  the  cloisters); 

But  such  a  love  for  you  my  heart  embraces, 
For  thousand  virtues  which  your  bosom  fosters. 

That  wheresoe'er  you  go,  1  too  shall  be. 

And,  on  the  other  part,  you  rest  with  me. 

LXXX. 

«  This  may  involve  a  seeming  contradiction. 
But  you,  I  know,  are  sage,  and  feel,  and  taste, 

And  understand  my  speech  with  full  conviction. 
For  your  just  pious  deeds  may  you  be  graced 

With  the  Lord's  great  reward  and  benediciioo. 
By  whom  you  were  directed  to  this  waste: 

To  his  high  mercy  is  our  freedom  due. 

For  which  we  render  thanks  to  him  and  y«m. 

LXXXI. 

«  Yoa  saved  at  once  oar  life  and  soul :  such  fear 
The  giants  caused  us,  that  the  way  was  lost 

By  which  we  could  pursue  a  fit  career 
In  search  of  Jesus  and  the  saintly  host ; 

And  your  departure  breeds  such  sorrow  here. 
That  comfortless  we  all  are  to  our  cost; 

But  months  and  years  you  could  not  stay  in  sloth. 

Nor  are  you  form'd  to  wear  our  sober  cloth ; 

LXXXIL 
«  But  to  bear  arms  and  wield  the  lance ;  indeed, 

With  these  as  much  is  done  as  with  this  cowl; 
In  proof  of  which  the  scripture  you  may  read. 

This  giant  up  to  heaven  may  bear  his  soul 
By  your  companion ;  now  in  peace  proceed. 

Your  stale  and  name  I  seek  not  to  unroll. 
But,  if  I  *m  ask'd,  this  answer  shall  be  given, 
That  here  an  angel  was  sent  down  from  heaven. 

LXXXlll. 
« If  you  want  armour  or  aught  else,  go  in, 

Look  o'er  the  wardrobe,  and  take  what  yoa  chose; 
And  cover  with  it  o'er  this  giant's  skin.* 

Orlando  answer'd,  « If  there  should  lie  loose 
Some  armour,  ere  our  journey  we  begin, 

Which  might  be  turn'd  to  my  companion's  uae. 
The  gift  would  be  acceptable  to  oie-* 
The  abbot  said  to  him,  «  Come  in  and  see.* 

LXXXIV. 
And  in  a  certain  closet,  where  the  wall 

Was  cover'd  with  old  armonr  like  a  crust, 
The  abbot  said  to  them,  «  I  give  you  all.* 

Morgante  rummaged  piece-meal  from  the  dust 
The  whole,  which,  save  one  cuirass,  was  too  small, 

And  that  too  had  the  mail  inUid  Willi  nut. 
They  wooder'd  how  it  fitted  him  exactly, 
Which  ne'er  had  suited  others  so  compactly. 

LXXXV. 

T  was  an  immeasurable  giant's,  who 

By  the  great  Milo  of  Argaute  fell 
Before  the  abbey  many  years  ago. 

The  story  on  the  wall  was  figured  well; 
In  ilie  last  moment  of  the  abbey's  foe, 

W*ho  long  had  waged  a  war  implacable: 
Precisely  as  the  war  occurr'd  they  drew  him, 
And  there  was  Milo  as  he  overihrew  him. 
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Lxxxvr. 

Seeingr  fhis  history,  Conut  Orlnndo  naid 

In  his  own  heart,  «  Oh  God !  vho  in  the  sky 

Know'st  all  things,  how  was  Milo  hither  led, 
Who  caiis<^d  the  giant  in  this  place  to  dic?» 

And  certain  letters,  weeping,  then  he  rend, 
So  that  he  could  not  keep  his  visage  dry, — 

As  I  t»ill  lell  in  the  ensuing  siory. 

From  evil  keep  you,  the  high  King  of  Glory! 


Note  I.    Page  5oo,  stanza  64. 

He  QOTt*  biin  such  »  punrb  opoD  ihr  h«ad. 

<tGIi  delte  in  sulla  te«ta  un  gran  punzone.a  It  it 
strange  chat  Pulci  should  have  literally  anticipatcil  the 
technical  terms  of  my  old  friend  and  master,  Jackson, 
and  the  art  which  he  has  carried  to  its  highest  pitch. 
!  •<  A  punch  on  tlte  head,vt  or  •<  a  punch  in  the  head,* 
«<  un  punzoue  in  sulla  testa, »  is  the  exact  and  frrqurot 
phrase  of  our  best  pugilists,  who  little  dream  that  thr^ 
are  talking  the  purest  Tuscan. 
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Qualis  in  LurolH-  rj|.i»,  aiit  pc-r  ju(;a  (>yDthi. 
Ekt-rtoi  Diaiiu  t'liorok. 

VITIGIL. 

Such  on  fiiirrtia'ii  bnak*,  or  C.ynlhia'n  lio^,'lil, 
Diana  •t*«*rnK  :  aiici  <tii  hIic  ( liuriii»  lti>.*  »i|',lit, 
Whi-n  in  llic  clniici'  \\v  I'rmvfui  ctnido**  k'xU 
The  quirt- uf  u)Ui{ili<t,  and  o«(TtO|i«  thuir  head*. 

DUVDEN  S  VIRGIL. 


i0>^<^ 


TO  THE  PUBLISHER. 


Sir, 

I  AM  a  country  gentleman  of  a  midland  county.  I 
might  have  been  a  parlianieiit-man  for  a  certain  hf>- 
rougli,  having  had  die  offer  of  as  many  votes  as 
General  T.  at  the  genpral  eh-rtion  in  1812,  '  Dut  I 
was  all  for  domestic  happine^^;  a**,  fifteen  years  af,o, 
on  a  visit  to  London,  F  married  a  middio-agrd  maid 
of  honour.  We  lived  happily  at  Hornem  Hall  till 
last  season,  when  my  wife  and  1  were  invited  by  the 
Countess  of  Waltzaway  (a  disi.inl  rcl.uion  of  my  spouse) 
to  pass  the  winter  in  town.  Thinking  no  harm,  and 
our  girls  being  come  to  a  marriageabi*'  (or  as  they  call 
it,  nmrki'tnble)  a|;e.  and  liaxing  besides  a  eluneery  suii 
iuvcterately  entailed  upon  the  family  estjtr,  we  iauie 
up  in  our  old  eli;iriol,  of  wliirb,  by  the  byr,  my  wife 
grew  so  much  asliiimed  in  less  than  a  week,  that  I  was 
obliged  to  buy  a  secoiid-haiid  bironche,  of  which  1 
might  mount  the  box,  .Mrs  11.  says,  if  1  could  drive, 
but  never  sit  the  inside — that  pi. ire  being  reserved 
for  the  honourable  Angusliis  Tiptoe,  her  partner- 
gcner;il  and  opera-knight.  Hearing  great  praises  of 
Mrs  ll.'s  dancing  (she  was  famous  for  birth-ni;;ht  mi- 
nuets in  the  latter  end  of  the  last  reiitiiry,,  I  uiilx.oted, 
and  went  to  a  ball  at  the  Gountess's,  expejting  to  see 
a  country  danc  e,  or,  at  most,  cotillions,  reels,  and  all 
the  old  [)aces  to  the  newest  tunes,  Kiit,  judge  of  my 
surprise,  on  arriving,  to  «ee  poor  deyr  Mrs  Hornem 
with  her  arms  half  round  the  loins  of  a  huge  hiissiir- 
looking  genilcinan  I  never  set  eyes  on  b«*fore;  nud  his, 
to  say  iriiili,  rather  more  than  half  round  her  waist, 
turning  roiiinl,  and  round,  and  round,  ton  d d  see- 


saw up  and  down  sort  of  tune,  that  reminded  me  of 
the  '<  black  joke,»>  only  more  «  nffettuoto,m  till  it  madf 
me  quite  giddy  with  wondering  they  were  not  so.  I^f 
and  by  they  slopped  a  bit,  and  I  thought  they  would 
sit  or  fall  down: — but,  no;  with  Mrs  H.'s  band  00  b-« 
shoulder,  i<qunm  fnmHiariter»  '  (as  Terence  said  trbrn 
I  was  at  school),  they  walked  about  a  minute,  and  thvi 
at  it  again,  like  two  cock-chafers  spitted  on  the  wme 
boiikin.  I  asked  what  all  this  meant,  when,  with  1 
luud  laugh,  a  child  no  older  than  our  Wilhelmint  1 
name  I  never  heard  but  in  the  Vicar  of  W.ikelit»!. 
though  her  mother  would  call  her  after  ihc  PriDCf>» 
of  Swappenbaili),  said,  ««  Lord,  Mr  Hornem,  cant  you 
see  they  arc  \ali/ing,»  or  Avaltziug  ^I  forget  which^ ;  i»l 
then  U|)  slu'  got,  and  her  mother  and  sister,  and  away 
tliey  went,  and  round-.ibouted  it  till  supper-lime.  No» 
that  1  know  what  it  is,  I  like  it  of  all  things,  and  so 
iloes  .>Ir^  H.  fihough  I  have  broken  my  shins,  and  four 
times  overturned  Mrs  Horiiem's  maid  in  practising  tbf 
preliminary  steps  in  a  morning.)  Indeed,  so  much  io 
I  like  it,  that  having  a  turn  for  rhyme,  tastily  dispiav^d 
ill  some  election  ballads,  and  songs  in  hoooarof  aU  ibr 
victories  (but  idl  lately  I  hive  had  tittle  practice  in  tbjr 
v*ay)  I  sat  down,  and  with  the  aid  of  W.  F.  Esq.,  aad 
a  few  hints  from  Dr  l>.  fwhose  recitations  I  attend,  and 
am  monstrous  fond  of  Master  D.'s  manner  of  deiiveno.* 
his  fathers  late  successful  D.  L.  address),  I  compo^ 
ilie  follov\ing  hymn.  wln're«fiihal  to  make  my  *enlj- 
ments  knt)wn  to  the  public,  whom,  ncvertheles&.  I 
heartily  despise  as  well  as  the  critic*. 


I  am,  Sir,  yours,  etc.,  etc. 


HORAGE  HORN  EH. 
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WALTZ. 
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Musi  of  thf  oiaoy-twinkjiog  fieei !'  wbo$e  dianna 

Are  now  esleaded  up  from  legs  to  anna ; 

TBamcaomft! — too  long  mUdeeni'd  a  maid — 

Reproachful  term — bestow'd  Ual  to  upbraid — 

Henceforth  in  all  the  bronie  of  bri^jhiocsft  «hine, 

The  least  a  vestal  of  the  virgin  Nine. 

Far  be  from  thee  and  thine  the  name  of  pmda; 

Hock'd,  yet  triumphant;  sneer'd  at,  unsubdued; 

Thy  legs  must  move  to  conquer  as  tlicy  Qy, 

If  but  thy  coats  are  reasonably  liigh ; 

Thy  breast — if  bare  enough — require*  no  sl^ield; 

Dance  forth — sa >ii anaour  thou  shall  takf  the  held. 

And  own — impregnable  to  most  assaultj^ 

Thy  act  too  lawfully  begotten  «  Walt«.» 

Hail  nimble  oympli !  10  whom  the  youpg  hoMV, 
Tlie  whisker'd  votary  of  waltz  and  war — 
His  night  devotes,  despite  of  spur  and  boots, 
A  sight  nnmatch'd  sioca  Orpheus  and  his  briatet: 
Hail,  spiritHUirring  Waltz ! — beneath  whose  bauaers 
A  modern  hero  fought  for  modish  manners; 
On  Uounslow's  heath  to  rival  Wellc»ley's4  fame, 
Cork'd— fired — and  miu'd  his  roan — but  gain  d  his  aim. 
Hail  moving  muse!  to  whom  the  fair  one's  br«ist 
Gives  all  it  can,  and  bids  us  lake  the  retl. 
Oh  !  for  the  How  of  Busby,  or  of  Fits, 
Tlie  la  tier's  loyalty,  the  former's  wits. 
To  «  energise  the  object  I  punue,!* 
And  give  both  Belial  and  his  dance  their  dur! — 

Imperial  Waltz !  imported  from  the  Rhine 
(Famed  for  the  growth  of  pedigrees  ai>d  wine), 
Long  be  thine  import  from  all  duty  free. 
And  hock  itself  be  leas  e«l«em'd  than  (hte; 
In  some  few  qualitias  alikt— for  hock 
Improves  our  celiar^lAon  our  living  stock. 
The  head  to  bock  belongs— Chy  subtler  aft 
Intoxicates  alone  tha  baedleas  heart : 
Through  the  fiull  veins  thy  gentler  poiaoo  gwiras, 
And  wakca  lo  waoioiMiefts  tha  willing  limbs. 

Oh,  Gemiaiiyl  bow  much  to  thee  wo  owe. 
As  heaven-b(»m  Pitt  can  testify  below; 
Ere  cursed  confederation  m  ule  thee  France's, 
And  only  left  ua  thy  d~-d  debts  and  dances ; 
Of  .sub.sidics  and  Ilanover  bereft. 
We  bless  ihae  still-^for  George  the  Third  is  left  I 
Of  kings  tbe  bcst^aod  last,  not  least  in  woitb. 
For  graciously  begetting  George  llie  Fourth. 
To  Germany,  and  highnesses  serene, 
Who  owe  va  anllioat-^oa't  we  owe  tlie  queen  7 
To  GermaDy  what  owe  we  not  besides ! 
So  oft  bestowing  Bruoswickers  and  brides ; 
Who  paid  for  valgar,  with  her  royal  Mood, 
Drawn  from  the  alem  of  each  Teutonic  stud : 
Who  sent  us — so  ba  pardon'd  all  her  faults — 
A  dozen  dokca— seiiie  Jungs — a  queen— and  Walls. 

But  peace  to  ber—her  emperor  and  diet, 
Though  now  tranaferr'd  to  Bonaparte's  «fiat;p 
Back  to  my  theme— O  Muse  of  motion  !  say. 
How  first  to  Albion  found  thy  Walu  her  way? 


Borne  on  tbe  breath  of  hyperboreM  galea. 
From  Hamburg's  port  (while  Hamburg  yet  had  inaiif) 
Ere  yet  unlucky  Csme-^co^anpeird  to  creep 
To  snowy  Gottenburg— was  chill'd  to  sleep : 
Or,  starling  from  her  slumbers,  deign'd  arise, 
Heligoland!  to  slock  thy  mart  wilh  lies; 
While  unburnt  Moscow^  yet  had  news  lo  send. 
Nor  owed  her  fiery  exit  to  a  friend. 
She  came— Waltz  came — and  wilh  her  certain  sets 
Of  true  dispatches,  and  as  true  gazettes  : 
Then  (lamed  of  Austcrlitz  the  bled  dispatch 
Which  Moniteur  nor  Morning  Post  can  match ; 
And — almost  cnish'd  beneath  the  glorious  news — 
Ten  plays,  and  forty  t.iles  of  Kotzebue's ; 
One  envoy's  letters,  six  composer's  airs. 
And  lo-ids  from  Frankfort  and  from  Leipsic  fairs ; 
Meinrr's  four  volumes  upon  womankind, 
Like  Lapland  witches  to  ensure  a  wind  ; 
Brunck's  heaviest  tome  for  ballast,  and  to  back  it, 
Of  Heyn^,  such  as  should  not  sink  the  packet. 
Fraught  with  this  cargo — and  her  fairest  freight, 
Delightful  Waltz,  on  tiptoe  for  a  mate, 
The  welcome  vessel  rcach'd  the  genial  strand. 
And  round  her  flo<>k'd  the  dnu|;litcrs  of  the  land. 
Not  decent  David,  when,  before  the  ark. 
His  grand  pas-setil  excited  some  remark; 
Not  love-lorn  Quixote,  when  his  Sancho  thought 
The  kniglti's  fandango  friskier  than  it  ought ; 
Not  soft  Hcrodias,  when  with  winning  tread 
Her  nimble  feet  danced  off  another's  head; 
Not  Cleopatra  on  her  galley's  deck, 
Display'd  so  much  of  leg^  or  more  of  neck. 
Than  thou,  ambrosial  Waltz,  when  first  the  moon 
Beheld  thee  iwiriing  lo  a  Saaon  tqne ! 
To  you — ye  husbands  of  ten  years !  whose  brows 
Ache  wilh  the  annual  tributes  of  a  spouse; 
To  you  of  nine  years  less^who  only  bear 
The  budding  sprouts  of  those  that  you  thnll  wear. 
With  added  ornaments  around  them  roU'd, 
Of  native  brass,  or  law-awarded  gold ; 
To  you,  ye  matrons,  ever  on  the  watch 
To  mar  a  son's,  or  make  a  daui;liter's  match ! 
To  you,  ye  children  of — whom  chance  accords — 
Always  the  ladies,  and  someCimez  their  lords ; 
To  you — ye  single  gentlemen,  who  seek 
Torments  for  life,  or  ple.isures  for  a  week ; 
As  Love  or  Hymen  your  endeavours  guide. 
To  gain  your  own,  or  snatch  auoihcr  s  bride; 
To  one  and  all  tlie  lovely  stranger  came. 
And  every  ball-room  echoes  with  her  name. 


Endearing  Waltz— to  thy  more  melting  tunc 
Bow  Irish  jig  and  ancient  rigadoon; 
Scotch  reeU  avaunt  I  and,  country-dance,  forego 
Your  future  claims  to  each  fantaslic  toe: 
Waltz — Waltz  alone — both  legs  and  arms  demands, 
Liberal  of  foet,  and  lavish  of  her  hands ; 
Hands  which  may  freely  range  in  public  sight 
Where  ne'er  before— but — ^pny  «  put  out  the  lifhl<)* 
Methioks  the  glare  of  yonder  chandelier 
Shines  much  too  fw — or  1  am  much  too  near; 
And  true,  though  strange—  Waiu  whispers  this  reniark, 
M  My  slippery  steps  are  safest  in  the  dark !» 
But  here  the  muse  with  due  decorum  haltSi 
And  lends  her  longest  peuicoat  to  WaJu. 
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Observant  travellers!  of  every  lime; 
Ye  quartos,  piiblish'd  upon  every  climp; 
Osay  shall  dull  Romaika's  heavy  rouud, 
Fandango's  wriggle,  or  Bolero's  bound; 
Can  Egypt's  Almas* — tantalizing  group — 
Columbia's  caperers  to  the  warlike  whoop — 
Can  aught  from  cold  Kamschatka  to  Cape  Horn 
With  Waltz  compare,  or  after  Waltz  be  borne? 
Ah,  no !  from  Moriers  pages  down  to  Gait's, 
Each  tourist  pens  a  paragraph  for  «  Waltz.»> 

Shades  of  those  belles,  whose  reign  began  of  yore, 
With  George  the  Thirds — and  ended  loug  before — 
Though  in  your  daughters'  daughters  yet  you  thrive. 
Burst  from  your  load,  and  be  yourselves  alive  I 
Back  to  the  ball-room  speed  your  spectred  host: 
Fool's  paradise  is  dull  to  that  you  lost. 
No  treacherous  powder  bids  conjecture  quake; 
No  stiff  starchd  stays  make  meddling  fingers  ache; 
(Trausfcrr'd  to  those  ambiguous  things  that  ape 
Goats  in  their  visagc,7  women  in  their  shape); 
No  damsel  faints  when  rather  closely  prcss'd, 
But  more  caressing  seems  when  most  caress'd; 
Superfluous  hartshorn,  and  revising  salts, 
Both  bauish'd  by  the  sovereign  cordial,  «  Waltz.'- 

Seductive  Waltz! — though  on  thy  mtivc  shore 
I    Even  Wcrters  self  proclaim'd  thee  half  a  wlior<'; 
Wertcr — to  decent  vice  thou(;h  much  inclitu^d. 
Yet  warm,  not  wanton;  da/zled,  but  not  blind  — 
Though  gentle  Genlis,  in  her  strife  with  Stael, 
Would  even  proscribe  thee  from  a  P.iris  ball ; 
The  fashion  hails — from  countesses  to  queens, 
And  maids  aud  valets  waltz  behind  the  scenes; 
Wide  and  more  wide  thy  witching  circle  spreads, 
And  turns — if  nothing  else — at  lea«it  our  heads; 
With  thee  even  clumsy  cits  attempt  to  bounce. 
And  cockneys  practise  what  they  can't  pronounce. 
Gods  !  how  the  glorious  (heme  my  strain  exalts. 
And  rhyme  find*  partner  rhyme  in  praise  of  »<  Waltz. *> 

Blest  was  the  time  Waltz  chose  for  her  debut: 

The  court,  the  R 1,  like  hcrs»'lf  were  new;* 

New  face  for  friends,  for  foes  some  new  rewards, 
New  ornaments  for  black  and  roval  guards; 
New  laws  to  hang  the  rogues  that  roar'd  for  bread  ; 
New  coins  fmost  new)9  to  follow  those  th.Jt  lied: 
New  victories — nor  can  we  prize  them  less, 
Though  Jenky  wonders  at  his  own  success; 
New  wars,  because  the  old  succeed  so  well, 
That  most  survivors  envy  those  who  fell; 
New  mistres.ses — no,  old — and  vet  "l  is  true, 
Though  they  be  old,  the  tidng  is  something  new; 
Each  new.  quite  new — (except  some  ancient  tricks),'*" 
New  white -sticks,  gold -sticks,  broom-sticks,  all  new 

sticks! 
With  vests  or  ribands — deck'd  alike  in  hue, 
New  troopers  strut,  new  turncoats  blush  io  blue : 
So  saith  the  muse— my  —  «i^  -what  say  you  I 
Such  was  the  time  when  Waltz  might  best  maintain 
Her  new  preferments  in  this  novel  reign  ; 
Such  was  the  time,  nor  ever  yet  was  such, 
Hoops  are  no  more,  and  petticoats  not  much: 
>lorals  aud  minuets,  virtue  and  her  stays, 
And  tell-tale  powder — all  have  had  their  davs. 


The  ball  begins — the  honours  of  the  house 

lirst  duly  done  by  daughter  or  by  spouse, 

Some  potentate — or  royal  or  serene — 

With  K  — t's  gay  grace,  or  sapient  G— st— r's  mien, 

Leads  forth  the  ready  dame,  whose  rising  flush 

Might  once  Iiave  been  mistaken  for  a  blush. 

From  where  the  garb  just  leaves  the  bosom  free, 

That  spot  where  hearts'*  were  once  supposed  to  be; 

Round  all  the  confines  «f  the  yielded  waist, 

The  strangest  hand  may  wander  undisplaced; 

The  lady's  in  return  may  grasp  as  much 

As  princely  paunches  offer  to  her  touch. 

Pleasrd  round  the  chalky  floor  how  well  ihcy  trip, 

One  hand  reposing  on  the  royal  hip; 

The  other  to  the  shoulder  no  less  royal 

Ascending  with  affection  truly  loyal: 

Thus  front  to  front  the  partners  move  or  stand, 

The  foot  may  rest,  but  none  withdraw  the  hand; 

And  all  in  turn  may  follow  in  their  rank, 

The  Earl  of  Asterisk— and  Lady  FUank; 

Sir  Such  a  one — with  those  of  fashion's  host, 

For  whose  blest  surnames — vide  «  Morning  I'oit;» 

;Orif  for  that  impartiul  print  too  late, 

S<'arch  Doctors'  Commons  six  months  from  mvdaif . 

Thus  all  and  each,  in  movement  swift  or  slow, 

The  genial  contact  gently  undergo; 

Till  some  might  marvel,  with  the  modest  Turk, 

If  «  nothing  follows  all  this  palming  work?"'* 

True,  honest  Mir?a — vou  may  trust  my  rhymr— 

Something  docs  follow  at  a  fitter  time; 

The  breast,  thus  publicly  resign'd  to  man, 

In  private  may  resist  him — if  it  can. 

O  ye  I  who  loved  our  grandmothers  of  yorp. 
F-tz — t— k,  Sh — r — d — n,  and  many  morel 
And  thou,  my  prince,  whose  sovereign  taste  and  ^iH 
It  is  to  love  the  lovely  beldames  still; 

Thou,  ghost  of  Q !  whose  judging  spritf 

S.u;in  may  spare  to  peep  a  single  night, 
IVonounce — if  ever  in  your  davs  of  bliss, 
Asmodcus  struck  so  bright  a  stroke  as  this; 
To  teach  the  yoimg  ideas  how  to  rise, 
riush  in  the  cheek  and  languish  in  the  eyes; 
Rush  to  the  heart  and  lighten  through  the  frame. 
With  half-told  wish  and  ill-dissembled  flame: 
For  prurient  nature  still  will  storm  the  breast— 
ff'ho,  tempted  thus,  can  answer  for  the  rest? 

But  ye — who  never  felt  a  single  thought 
Tor  what  our  morals  arc  to  be,  or  ought; 
Who  wisely  wish  the  charms  you  view  to  reap, 
Siy — would  you  make  those  beauties  quite  so  chi^ip' 
Hot  from  the  hands  promiscuously  applied, 
Round  the  slight  waist,  or  down  the  glowing  side; 
Where  were  the  rapture  then  to  clasp  the  form, 
From  this  lewd  grasp,  and  lawless  contact  warm' 
At  once  love's  most  endearing  thought  resign. 
To  press  the  hand  so  press'd  by  none  but  thiae: 
To  {;azc  upon  that  eye  which  never  met 
Another's  ardent  look  without  regret; 
Approach  the  lip  which  all  without  reslraiat. 
Come  near  enough — if  not  to  touch — to  taint : 
If  such  thoii  lovcsi — love  her  then  no  more, 
(>r  give— like  her — caresses  to  a  score; 
Ilcr  mind  with  these  is  gone,  anil  with  it  go 
The  little  Irft  behind  it  to  bestow. 


WALTZ. 
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Voluptuoiu  Walts !  and  dare  I  thus  blatphemeT 
Thy  bard  fbrgoC  thj  praises  were  hm  theme. 
TaaPSiCHoai  forgive ! — at  every  ball 
My  wifie  now  walnes — and  my  daughters  dutU; 
My  soM  (or  stop— 't  is  needless  to  inquire — 
These  little  accidents  should  ne'er  transpire; 
Somes  ages  hence  our  genealogic  tree 
Will  wear  aa  green  a  bough  for  him  as  me), 
Waltiing  shall  rear,  to  make  our  name  amends. 
Grandsons  for  me — in  heirs  to  all  bis  friends. 


NOTES. 

Note  1.     I*age  S02,  line  36. 
Scale  of  the  poll  (last  day)  5. 

Notes,  page  5oa, line  36. 
My  latin  is  all  forgotten,  if  a  man  can  be  said  to  have 
forgotten  what  he  never  remembered;  but  I  bought 
my  title-page  motto  of  a  Catholic  priest  for  a  three 
shilling  bank  token,  after  much  haggling  for  the  even 
sixpence.  I  grudged  the  money  to  a  papist,  being  all 
for  the  memory  of  Perceval,  and  ano  popery;*  and 
quite  regretting  the  dowofal  of  the  pope,  because  we 
can't  bum  him  any  more. 

Note  3.     Page  5o3,  line  1 . 
■  GUnoe  tbclr  nany-twiakliDg  feet.*— Gair. 

Note  4.  Page  5o3,  line  II. 
To  rival  Lord  W.'s,  or  his  nephew's,  as  the  reader 
pleases: — the  one  gained  a  pretty  woman,  whom  he 
deserved,  by  fighting  for ;  and  the  other  has  been  fight- 
ing in  the  Peninsula  many  a  long  day,  «by  Shrewsbury 
clock,*  without  gaining  any  thing  in  that  country  but 
the  title  of  «  the  Great  Lord,»  and  «  the  Lord,w  which 
savours  of  pro^natiou,  having  been  hitlierto  applied 
only  to  that  Being,  to  whom  •  Te  Deumf  for  carnage 
are  the  rankest  blasphemy. — It  is  to  be  presumed  the 
general  will  one  day  return  to  his  Sabine  farm,  there 

•  To  lane  ibe  (jeaiaa  of  ibe  atvbbora  plain, 
AIwuul  0u  qmiehig  ■«  be  oooqaer'd  Spain  !■ 

The  Lord  Peterborough  conquered  contineDt<(  in  a 
summer;  we  do  more — we  contrive  both  to  conquer 
and  lose  them  in  a  shorter  season.  If  ihe  «  great  Lord's* 
Cincinnatian  progress  in  agriculture  be  no  speedier 
than  the  proportional  average  of  time  in  Pope's  couplet, 
it  will,  according  to  the  farmer's  proverb,  be  «  plough- 
ing with  dogs.M 

By  the  by — one  of  this  illustrious  person's  new  titles 
is  forgotten — it  is,  however,  worth  remembering — «  Sal- 
vador del  mundo .'»  credite^  postexi  '  If  this  be  the 
appellation  annexed  by  the  inhabitants  of  the  Peninsula 
to  the  name  of  a  man  who  has  not  yet  saved  them— 
query — are  they  worth  saving  even  in  this  world  7  for, 
according  to  the  mildest  roodifiratioiM  of  any  Christian 
creed,  those  three  words  make  the  odds  much  against 
them  in  the  next.— «  Saviour  of  the  world,»  quotlia! — 
it  were  to  be  wished  that  he,  or  any  one  else,  could  save 
a  corner  of  it — his  country.  Yet  this  stupid  misnomer, 
although  it  shows  the  near  connexion  between  super- 
stition and  impiety,  so  far  has  its  use,  that  it  proves 
there  can  be  little  to  dread  from  those  Catholics  (in- 
quisitorial Catholics  too)  who  can  confer  such  an  ap- 
pellation on  a  Protestant,  I  suppose  next  year  he  will 
be  entitled  the  «  Virgin  Mary :»  if  so.  Lord  George  Gor- 


don himself  woold  have  nothing  to  object  to  such  liberal 
bastards  of  our  Lady  of  Babylon. 

Note  5.    Page  5o3,  line  65. 

The  patriotic  arson  of  our  amiable  allies  cannot  be 

sufficiently  commended<^nor  subscribed  for.  Amongst 

other  deuils  omitted  in  the  various  dispatches  of  our 

eloquent  ambassador,  he  did  not  sute  (being  too  much 

occupied  with  the  exploiu  of  Colonel  C ,  in  twim- 

ming  rivers  frozen,  and  galloping  over  roads  impass- 
able), that  one  entire  province  perished  by  famine  in 
the  most  melancholy  manner,  as  follows:— In  General 
Rostopchin's  consnmmate  conflagration,  the  consump- 
tion of  tallow  and  train  oil  was  so  great,  that  the  market 
was  inadequate  to  the  demand  :  and  thus  one  hundred 
and  thirty-three  thousand  persons  were  surved  to  death, 
by  being  reduced  to  wholesome  diet !  The  lamplighters 
of  London  have  since  subscribed  a  pint  (of  oil)  a  piece, 
and  the  tallow-chandlers  have  unanimoualy  voted  a 
quantity  of  best  moulds  (four  to  the  pound)  to  the  r«- 
licf  of  the  surviving  Scyihiana— the  scarcity  will  soon, 
by  such  exertions,  and  a  proper  attention  to  the  quality 
rather  than  the  quantity  of  provision,  be  totally  alle- 
viated. It  is  said,  in  return,  that  the  untouched  Ukraine 
has  subscribed  sixty  thousand  beeves  for  a  day's  meal 
to  our  suffering  manufocturers. 

Note  6.    Page  5o4,  line  5. 

Dancing -girls— who  do  for  hire  what  Walu  doth 
gratis. 

Note  7.     Page  5o4,  line  ao. 

It  cannot  be  complained  now,  as  in  the  Lady  Baus- 
siere's  time,  of  the  «  Slrur  de  la  Croix,*  that  there  be 
«  no  whiskers  ;w  but  how  far  these  are  indications  of 
valour  in  the  field,  or  elsewhere,  may  still  be  question- 
able. Much  may  be  and  hath  been  avouched  on  both 
sides.  In  the  olden  time  philosophers  had  whiskers 
and  soldiers  none — Scipio  himself  was  shaven — Han- 
nibal thought  his  one  eye  handsome  enough  vnthout 
a  beard;  but  Adrian,  the  Emperor,  wore  a  beard 
(having  warts  on  his  chin,  which  neither  the  Empress 
Sabina,  nor  even  the  courtiers  could  abide) — ^Turenne 
had  whiskers,  Marlborough  none — Buonaparte  u  un- 

whiskered,  the  R whiskered ;  «  arytdf* greatneas  of 

mind  and  whiskers  may  or  may  not  go  together :  but 
ceruinly  the  different  occurrences,  since  the  growth  of 
the  last-mentioned,  go  further  in  behalf  of  whiskers 
than  tite  anathema  of  Anselm  did  against  long  hair  in 
the  reign  of  Henry  I. 

Formerly  red  was  a  favourite  colour.  Sec  Lodowick 
Barrey's  comedy  of  Ram  Alley,  1661,  act  I.  scene  1. 

«  Taffeta.  Now,  for  a  wager— What  coloured  beard 
comes  next  by  the  window  ?  ^ 

«i  Adriana.  A  black  man's,  I  think. 

M  Taffeta.  1  think  not  so :  I  think  a  red^  for  that 
is  most  in  fashion.* 

There  is  «  nothing  new  under  the  sun ;»  but  red 
then  a  favourite^  has  now  subsided  into  a  favourite's 
colour. 

Note  8.     Page  5o4,  line  40. 
An  anachronism — Walls,  and  the  battle  of  Austerlits 
are  before  said  to  have  opened  the  ball  together;  the 
bard  means  (if  he  means  any  thing),  Waltz  was  not  so 

much  in  vogue  till  the  R 1  attained  the  acm^  of 

his  popularity.  Waits,  the  comet,  whiskers,  and  the 
new  government,  illuminated  heaven  and  earth,  in  ail 
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llicir  glory,  much  about  llio  s.irac  time  ;  of  these  the 
comet  only  has  lUsappeared  ;  the  other  three  couiinue 
to  astonish  us  still. 

Printer's  Devil. 

Note  9.     Page  .'lo'j,  line  4  j« 
Amon{»«t others  a  new  niiieppuie — a  crcjlilahje  coin 
now  forthcoming,  worth  a  pound,  in  paper,  at  the  fair- 
est calculation. 

Note  lo.     Pa{;e  r,o'j,  line  .'n. 

«  Oh  that  fifjfi't  should  thus  overcome  tniijhUn  Who 
does  not  rememher  (he  >«  delicate  Iuvesli(j  ition»  in  the 
M  5/erry  Wives  of  \N'inilsor?» 

Ford.  Pray  you  come  near:  if  I  suspect  without 
cause,  why  then  make  sport  at  me;  then  let  me  be 
your  jest ;  I  dcscr\e  it.  How  now?  v^hither  bear  you 
this? 

Mrs  Ford.  What  have  you  to  do  whither  they  bear 
it? — you  were  best  meddle  with  buck-wasiiiny.w 

Note  11.     P>«i;e  .'oj,  line  j6. 
The  gentle,  or  ferocious  reader,  may  fill  up  the  blank 
as  he  pleases  — there  are  several  dis'-yllabic  names  at  /i/> 


service  (being  already  iu  the  II is):  it  mould  not  bf 

fair  to  back  any  jieculiar  initial  against  the  alpliabrt, 
.K  every  mouth  will  add  to  the  list>  now  entered  for  the 
sweepstakes — a  distinguished  consonant  is  wid  to  l»e 
the  favourite,  much  against  the  wishes  of  the  knouinq 
ones. 

Note  13.  P'lg*'  So.j,  line  70. 
■«We  have  changed  all  tliat,»»  says  the  Mock  Doctor, 
•'  t  is  all  gone — Asmodcus  knows  where.  After  all,  it 
is  of  no  great  importance  how  women's  hearts  are  dis- 
posed of ;  they  ha\e  nature's  privilege  to  distribute  ihtrn 
as  absurdly  as  possible.  But  there  are  also  some  mm 
with  hearts  so  thoroughly  bad.  as  to  remind  us  of  iluw: 
phenomena  often  nu-ntioned  iu  natural  history  i  \h.  a 
mass  of  solid  »tone — only  to  be  opened  by  force— and 
when  divided,  vou  discover  a  toad  in  the  centre,  litclv. 
and  with  the  reputation  of  being  vcnoraoiu;.» 

Note  J  3.     Page  5o/|,  line  90. 
In   Turkey  a    pertinent — here   an    impertiue.nl  ami 
superlluous  question — literally  put,  a&  iu  the  leit.  l»v 
.1  Persian  to  Moricr,  on  seeing  a  waltz  in  Pera. — Fidf 
Moticr'i  Travels. 


^f)t  3£amnit  of  ^a^^o. 
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Ar  Fcrrara  (in  the  library)  :tre  preserved  the  origiual 
MSS.  of  Tasso's  (Jierusalemnie  and  of  (juariiii  s  P.istor 
Fido,  with  letters  of  Fasso,  one  from  Titian  to  Arir)sio. 
and  the  iukstand  and  chair,  the  tomb  and  the  house  o! 
the  latter.  Hut  as  misfortune  has  a  gre.iter  int«r«  st  for 
j)OSterity,and  little  or  none  f<ir  thecontcrn[>or.n  v,  the  cell 
where  Tasso  was  eonlined  in  the  hospital  of  St  Anna 
attracts  a  more  li\ed  attention  than  the  residence  or  the 
monument  of  Ariosto — at  least  it  had  this  effi  ct  on  me. 
There  arc  two  msrriptions,  one  on  t'.je  outer  giie,  tiie 
second  over  tlie  cell  itself,  inviting,  unneeess.inly,  the 
wonder  and  the  indignation  of  the  spectator.  Icriara  is 
much  decayed  and  depopnliteil ;  the  castle  still  exists  en- 
lire-  and  I  saw  the  court  where  P.jrisina  and  Unjo  woie 
!)(:headed,  according  (o  the  ann.il  of  (liltbon. 


TIIE  LA  VENT  OF  TASSO. 


I. 

Long  years! — It  tries  the  ihrillin;;  frame  to  bear 

And  eagle-spirit  of  a  child  of  soug — 

f.ong  years  of  outrage,  calumny,  and  wrong; 

Imputed  madness,  prison'd  solitude. 

And  the  mind's  canker  in  its  s.ivage  mood. 

When  the  impatient  thirst  of  lii;lil  and  air 

Parches  the  heart;  and  the  abh(»rred  (;r.ite, 

M  .n  ing  the  sunl»eam<;  with  its  hideous  shade. 

Works  through  the  throbbing  eye-ball  to  the  brain 

With  a  hot  sense  of  heaviutss  and  p  lin  ; 

And  b.tre.  at  once,  captivity  display*! 

Stands  sciifling  through  the  never-open'd  gate. 

Which  nothing  through  its  bars  admits.  s.i>c  day 


Vnd  t  isielcss  food,  which  I  have  eat  alone 

Idl  its  unsiieial  bitterness  is  gone; 

And  I  crtn  binquet  like  a  beast  of  prey. 

.'Milieu  and  lonely,  couching  in  the  cave 

\\  hidi  IS  my  Inir,  and — it  may  be — my  grave. 

.VII  this  ImiIi  somewhat  worn  me,  and  may  wear, 

lUu  must  be  borne.     I  si«»op  not  to  desjiair; 

r'or  I  ha\e  itatth-d  with  mine  aj^;ony, 

\nd  made  nie  wings  wherewith  to  overfly 

I  lie  narrow  tireus  of  my  diiiigeon-vvall, 

.\nd  fncd  the  Holy  Sepulcin*.'  from  thrall; 

And  revelld  among  men  ami  things  di\iue. 

And  pour  (i  my  spirit  o\er  I'alesiine, 

In  boiniur  of  the  vicred  w.ir  for  him, 

I  he  (iod  who  was  on  e.iiih  aiid  is  iu  heaven, 

I'or  In-  h  Kit  strengthen  d  me  in  heart  and  limb. 

•hat  tlmuigli  this  ^ifferanoc  1  might  be  forj;ivcn, 

I  h.»\e  eniploy'd  niv  pinance  to  record 

How  .S.iliiirs  sjiiiiie  was  won,  and  how  adore*!. 


II. 

but  this  is  o'er — my  pleas int  task  is  done: 

.My  long-siisuining  friend  of  many  years! 

ir  1  do  blot  thy  linal  page  with  t*  ars. 

Know  that  my  sorrows  have  wrung  from  me  none. 

lint  (hou,  my  y«>nng  creulion!  my  soul  s  child  ! 

Which  ever  [liaying  round  nie  came  and  smil<*d, 

.\nd  wood  me  from  myself  with  thv  sweet  si{>ht, 

I  hou  too  art  gone — and  so  is  my  delight ; 

And  therefore  do  I  we<p  autl  inly  bleed 

V.'ith  tins  last  bruise  upon  a  broken  reed. 

riion  too  an  ended — what  is  left  me  now  ? 

r«>r  I  ha\e  anguish  yet  to  bear — and  howl 

I  know  not  ihit — but  in  the  iiiu.ite  force 

Of  my  own  spirits  shall  b.'  f<iund  resource. 

I  have  not  sunk,  for  I  had  no  rcntorse, 
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Hot  cause  for  such:  they  call'd  me  inad — aud  why? 

Oh  Leonora!  wilt  ooc  thou  reply? 

I  was  indeed  delirious  in  my  heart 

To  lift  my  love  to  lofty  as  thou  art  ; 

But  still  my  frenxy  was  not  of  the  mind; 

I  knew  my  fault,  and  feel  my  punisbmeot 

Not  less  because  1  suffer  it  uubent. 

That  thou  wert  beautiful,  and  I  not  blind. 

Hath  been  the  sin  which  shuts  me  from  n^^nkind  : 

But  let  them  go,  or  torture  as  they  will. 

My  heart  can  multiply  thine  image  still; 

Successful  love  may  sale  itself  away, 

Tlie  wretched  are  the  faithful ;  'l  is  their  fate 

To  have  all  feeling  save  the  one  decay. 

And  every  panion  into  one  dilate. 

As  rapid  rivers  mto  ocean  pour; 

Out  ours  is  fathomlesa,  and  hath  no  shore. 

la. 

Above  me,  hark !  the  long  and  maniac  cry 

Of  minds  and  bodies  in  captivity. 

And  hark!  the  lash  and  the  iacreasing  howl, 

And  the  half  inarticulate  blasplipiny! 

There  be  some  here  with  worse  than  frenzy  foul, 

Some  who  do  still  goad  on  the  o'er-labonr'd  mind. 

And  dim  the  little  light  that's  left  behind 

With  needless  torture,  ns  their  tyrant  will 

Is  wound  up  to  the  lust  of  doing  ill  : 

With  these  and  with  their  victims  am  I  class'd, 

'Mid  sounds  and  sights  like  these  long  years  have  pass'd : 

Mid  sights  and  sounds  like  these  my  life  may  close : 

So  let  it  be — for  then  I  shall  repose. 

IV. 

I  have  been  patient,  let  me  be  so  yet; 

I  had  forgotten  half  I  would  forget. 

But  it  revives— oh!  would  it  were  my  lot 

To  be  forgetful  as  I  am  forgot! — 

Feel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  bade  me  dwell 

In  this  vast  lazar-tioase  of  many  woes  T 

Where  laughter  is  not  mirth,  nor  thought  the  mind, 

Nor  words  a  language,  nor  ev'n  men  mankiu'I  ; 

Where  cries  reply  to  curses,  shrieks  to  blows. 

And  each  is  tortured  in  his  separate  hell — 

For  we  are  crowded  in  our  solitudes — 

Many,  but  each  divided  by  the  wall. 

Which  echoes  Madness  in  her  babbling  moods; — 

While  all  can  hear,  none  heed  his  neighbour's  call — 

None!  save  that  One,  the  veriest  wretch  of  all, 

Who  was  not  made  to  be  the  mate  of  these. 

Nor  bound  between  distraction  and  disease. 

Feel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  placed  me  here? 

Who  have  debased  me  in  the  minds  of  men, 

Debarring  mc  the  u«ige  of  my  own. 

Blighting  my  life  in  best  of  its  career, 

Branding  my  thoughts  as   things  to  shun  and  fear? 

Would  I  not  pay  them  back  these  pangs  again, 

And  teach  them  inward  sorrow's  stifled  groan? 

The  struggle  to  be  calm,  and  cold  distress, 

Which  undermines  our  stoical  success? 

No! — still  too  proud  to  be  vindictive— I 

Have  pardott'd  princes'  insults,  and  would  die. 

Yes,  sister  of  my  sovereign  1  for  thy  sake 

I  weed  all  bitterness  from  out  my  breast — 

It  hath  no  busmeas  where  thou  art  a  guest , 


Thy  brother  hates — but  I  can  not  detest. 
Thou  pitiest  not — but  I  can  oot  fetvake. 

V. 

Look  on  a  love  which  knows  not  to  despair, 

But  all  unquench'd  is  still  my  better  put, 

Dwelling  deep  in  my  shut  and  silent  heart 

As  dwells  the  gather  d  lighiuing  in  its  cloud, 

Encom pass'd  with  its  dark  aud  rolling  slifoud. 

Till  struck,— forth  flies  the  alWlbereal  dart! 

And  thus  at  the  collikion  of  thy  name 

The  vivid  thought  still  llaslies  through  my  frame. 

And  for  a  moment  all  things  as  they  were 

Flit  by  me; — they  arc  gone — I  am  the  same. 

And  yet  my  love  without  ambition  grew ; 

I  knew  thy  state,  my  station,  and  1  knew 

A  princess  was  no  love-mate  for  a  bard ; 

I  told  it  not,  I  breatlicd  it  not,  it  was 

Sufficient  to  itself,  its  o^n  reward; 

And  if  my  eyes  reveal'd  it,  they,  alas ! 

Were  punish'd  by  the  silenliiess  of  thine, 

Aud  yet  I  did  not  venture  to  repine. 

Thou  wert  to  me  a  cry^staUgirded  shrine, 

Worshipp'd  at  holy  distance,  and  around 

Hallow'  d  and  meekly  kisVd  the  saintly  ground  ; 

Not  for  thou  wert  a  princess,  bnt  that  love 

Had  robed  thee  with  a  glory,  and  array'd 

Thy  lineaments  in  beauty  that  dismay'd — 

Oh  !  not  dismay'd — but  awed,  like  One  above; 

And  in  that  sweet  severity  there  was 

A  somelhiag  which  all  softticss  did  surpass — 

I  know  not  how — thy  genius  master  d  mine — 

.Vly  star  stood  still  before  thee: — if  it  were 

Presumptuous  thus  to  love  without  design, 

That  sud  fatality  liath  cost  me  dear; 

ihit  thou  art  dearest  still,  and  T  should  be 

Fit  for  this  cell,  which  wrongs  me,  but  for  thee. 

The  very  love  which  lock'd  me  to  my  chain 

llath  lighten'd  half  its  weight;  and  for  the  rest, 

Though  heavy,  lent  me  vigour  to  sustain. 

And  look  to  thee  with  undivided  breast, 

And  foil  the  ingenuity  of  pain. 

VI. 

It  is  no  marvel— finom  my  very  birth 
My  soul  was  drunk  with  love,  which  did  pervade 
And  mingle  with  whateer  I  saw  on  earth  ; 
Of  objects  all  inanimate  1  made 
Idols,  and  out  of  wild  and  lonely  flowers. 
And  rocks,  whereby  they  grew,  a  paradise, 
Where  I  did  lay  me  down  within  the  shade 
Of  waving  trees,  and  dream'd  uncounted  hours, 
Tliough  I  was  chid  for  wandering ;  and  the  wise 
Shook  their  white  aged  heads  o'er  me,  and  said 
Of  such  materials  wretched  men  were  made, 
And  such  a  truant  boy  would  end  in  woe. 
And  that  the  only  lesson  was  a  blow ; 
And  then  they  smote  me,  and  I  did  not  weep. 
But  cursed  them  in  my  heart,  and  to  my  hauot 
Return  d  and  wept  alone,  and  dream'd  again 
The  visions  which  arise  without  a  sleep. 
And  with  my  years  my  soul  began  to  pant 
With  feelings  of  strange  tnmult  and  soft  pain  ; 
And  the  whole  heart  exluled  into  one  want. 
But  undefined  and  wanderiug.  till  the  day 
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I  found  ilie  lliiii(;  1  sou^jlit — and  tli.it  was  thee  ; 
And  then  I  lo<it  my  being,  all  to  be 
Ab&orb'd  in  thine — the  world  was  past  avray  — 
77toii  didst  auuiliilate  the  earth  to  mc  ! 

VII. 
I  loved  all  solitude — but  little  thought 
To  spend  I  know  not  what  of  life,  remote 
From  nil  communion  with  existence,  save 
The  maniac  and  his  tyrant :  had  I  been 
Their  fellow,  many  years  ere  this  had  seen 
My  mind  lik«'  theirs  corrupted  to  its  prave  ; 
But  who  hath  seen  me  writhe,  or  heard  me  rave  ? 
P«*rchancc  in  such  a  cell  we  suffer  more 
Than  the  wreck'd  sailor  on  his  desert  shore  ; 
The  world  is  all  before  him — mine  is  /lerc, 
Scarce  twice  the  space  they  must  accord  my  bier. 
What  though  he  perish,  he  may  lift  his  eye 
And  with  a  dying  glance  upbraid  the  sky? — 
I  will  not  raise  my  own  in  such  reproof. 
Although  t  is  clouded  by  my  dungeon  roof. 

VIII. 
Yet  do  1  feel  at  times  my  mind  decline. 
Hut  with  a  sense  of  its  decay : — I  see 
Unwonted  lights  along  my  prison  shine. 
And  a  strange  demon,  who  is  vexing  me 
With  pilfering  pranks  and  petty  pains,  below 
The  feeling  of  the  healthful  and  the  free; 
But  much  to  one,  who  long  hath  suffer'd  so, 
Sickness  of  heart,  and  narrowness  of  place, 
And  all  that  may  be  borne,  or  can  debase. 
I  thought  mine  enemies  had  been  but  man. 
But  spirits  may  be  leagued  with  them — all  earth 
Abandons — Heaven  forgets  me  ; — in  the  dearth 
Of  such  defence  the  pewers  of  evil  can. 
It  may  be,  tempt  me  further,  an«l  prevail 
Against  the  outworn  creature  they  assail. 
Why  in  this  furnace  is  my  spirit  proved 
Like  steel  in  tempering  lire !  because  I  loved  I 
Itecause  I  loved  what  not  to  love,  and  see. 
Was  more  or  less  than  mortal,  and  than  me. 


IX. 
I  once  was  quick  in  feeling — that  is  o'er ; — 
My  scars  are  callous,  or  I  should  have  da.sh'd 
My  brain  against  these  bars  as  the  sun  Hash'd 
In  mockery  through  them  ; — if  I  bear  and  bore 
The  much  I  have  recounted,  and  the  more 
Which  hath  no  words,  't  is  that  I  would  not  dt« 
And  sanction  with  self-slaughter  the  dull  lie 
Which  snared  me  here,  and  with  the  brand  of  shame 
Stamp  madmss  deep  into  my  memory, 
And  woo  compassion  to  a  blighted  name. 
Sealing  the  sentence  which  my  foes  proclaim. 
No — it  siiall  be  immortal ! — and  I  make 
A  future  temple  of  my  present  cell, 
Which  nations  yet  shall  visit  for  my  sake. 
While  thou  Ferrari !  when  no  longer  dwell 
The  ducal  chiefs  within  thee,  shall  fall  down. 
And  crumbling  piecc-mcal  view  thy  hcarthlcss  halU, 
A  poets  wreath  shall  be  thine  ouly  crown, 
A  poet's  dungeon  thy  most  far  renown, 
While  strangers  wonder  o'er  thy  unpeopled  walls  I 
And  Ihou,  Leonora!  thou— who  wcrl  ashamed 
That  such  as  I  could  love— who  blush'd  to  hear 
To  loss  than  monarohs  that  thou  couldst  be  dear. 
Go  !  tell  thy  brother  that  my  heart,  untamed 
liy  f;ricf,  years,  weariness — and  it  may  be 
A  taint  of  that  he  would  impute  to  me. 
From  long  iufectiou  of  a  den  like  this, 
i  Where  the  mind  rots  congenial  with  the  abyss, — 
i  Adores  thee  still ;— and  add— that  when  the  towers 
!  And  battlements  which  guard  his  joyous  houn 
Of  bancpiet,  dance,  and  revel,  are  forgot, 
Or  left  un tended  in  a  dull  repose, 
This — this  shall  be  a  consecrated  spot ! 
ihit  thou— when  all  that  birth  and  beauty  throws 
Of  m;igic  round  thee  is  extinct — shalt  have 
One  half  the  laurel  which  o'ershades  my  grave. 
I  No  po\^cr  in  death  can  tear  our  names  apart, 
I  .\s  none  in  life  could  rend  thee  from  my  heart. 
I  Yes,  Leonora  I  it  shall  be  our  fate 
To  be  entwined  for  ever — but  too  late  ! 


WithvttJi  Melotiies, 


.\DVERTISEMEINT. 


Tut.  subsequent  poems  were  written  at  the  requcNi  of 
my  friend,  the  Hon.  D.  Kiniiaird,  for  a  Selection  of 
Hebrew  Melodies,  and  have  been  puMished,  with  the 
music,  arranged  by  Mr  itnAHAM  and  Mr  Natb\.'«. 


HEBREW  3IEL0DIES, 


Slli:  \V.\LKS  I\  BFAlfY 

.Shk  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  «itarrv  skre« , 


And  all  that  's  best  of  dark  and  bright 
Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes: 

Thus  mcllow'd  to  that  tender  light 
AVhich  heaven  to  gaudy  day  denies. 

One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less. 
Had  half  impair'd  the  nameless  grace 

Which  waves  in  ever^'  raven  tress, 
Or  softly  lightens  o'er  her  face  ; 

Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  express 

How  pure,  how  dear  their  dwelling-place. 

And  on  that  cheek,  and  o'er  that  brow. 

So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent, 
The  sutiles  that  win,  the  tints  that  glow. 

Hut  tell  of  days  in  goodness  spent. 
A  niiud  at  peace  with  all  below, 

A  heart  whose  love  is  innocent ! 
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THE  HARP  THE  MONARCH  MIlNSTREL  8WEPT. 

Thi  harp  the  monarch  minstrel  swept, 
The  king  of  men,  the  loTed  of  Heaven, 

Which  Music  hallcw'd  while  she  wept 
O'er  tones  her  heart  of  hearts  had  given. 
Redotthled  be  her  tears,  its  chords  are  riven! 

It  soften'd  men  of  iron  mould. 
It  gave  them  virtues  not  their  own ; 

No  ear  so  dull,  no  soul  so  cold , 
That  felt  not,  fired  not  to  the  tone , 
Till  David's  lyre  grew  mightier  than  his  throne ! 

It  told  the  triumphs  of  our  king. 

It  wafted  glory  to  our  God ; 
It  made  our  gladden'd  valleys  ring, 

The  cedars  bow,  the  mountains  nod; 

Its  sound  aspired  to  Heaven  and  there  abode ! 
Since  then,  though  heard  on  earth  no  more, 

Devotion  and  her  daughter  Love 
Still  bid  the  bursting  spirit  soar 

To  sounds  that  seem  as  from  above. 

In  dreams  that  day's  broad  Ught  can  not  remove. 


IF  THAT  HIGH  WORLD. 

If  that  high  world ,  which  lies  beyond 

Oar  own,  surviving  love  endears ; 
If  there  the  cherish'd  heart  be  fond. 

The  eye  the  same,  except  in  tears — 
How  welcome  those  untrodden  spheres ! 

How  sweet  this  very  hour  to  die  ! 
To  soar  from  earth,  and  find  all  fears 

Lost  in  thy  light — Eternity ! 

It  most  be  so :  *t  is  not  for  self 

That  we  so  tremble  on  the  brink; 
And  striving  to  o'erleap  the  gulf, 

Yet  cling  to  being's  severing  link. 
Ob !  in  that  future  let  us  think 

To  hold  each  heart  the  heart  that  shares , 
With  them  the  immortal  waters  drink. 

And  sool  in  sool  grow  deathless  theirs ! 


THE  WILD  GAZELLE. 

Tai  wild  gaxelle  on  Judah's  hills 

Exulting  yet  may  bound, 
And  drink  from  all  tlie  living  rills 

That  gush  on  holy  ground; 
Its  airy  step  and  glorious  eye 

May  glance  in  tameless  transport  by  :— 

A  step  as  fleet,  an  eye  more  bright , 

Hath  Jodah  witoera'd  there ; 
And  o'er  her  scenes  of  lost  delight 

Inhabitants  more  foir. 
The  cedars  wave  on  Lebanon, 
But  Judah's  statelier  maids  are  gone ! 

More  blest  each  palm  that  shades  those  plains 

Than  Israel's  scatter'd  race ; 
For,  taking  root,  it  there  remains 

In  soUtary  grace: 
It  cannot  quit  its  place  of  birth, 
It  will  not  live  in  other  earth. 


But  we  must  wander  witheringly. 

In  other  lands  to  die ; 
And  where  our  fathers'  ashes  ha. 

Our  own  may  never  lie : 
Our  temple  hath  not  left  a  stone, 
And  Mockery  siu  on  Salem's  throne. 


OH!  WEEP  FOR  THOSE. 

Oh  !  weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babel't  stream , 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a  dream; 
Weep  for  the  harp  of  Judah's  broken  shell 
Mourn— where  their  God  hath  dwelt  the  godless  dwell ! 

And  where  shall  Israel  Uve  her  bleeding  feet? 
And  when  shall  Zion's  songs  again  seem  sweet? 
And  Judah's  melody  once  more  rejoice 
The  hearts  that  leap'd  before  iu  heavenly  voice! 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary  breast. 
How  shall  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 
The  wild-dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave, 
Mankind  their  country— Israel  bat  the  grave ! 


ON  JORDAN'S  BANKS. 

On  Jordan's  banks  the  Arabs'  camels  stray. 
On  Sion's  hill  the  False  One's  vouries  pray. 
The  Baal-adorer  bows  on  Sinai's  steep- 
Yet  there— even  there— Oh  God!  thy  thonders  sleep 

Tliere— where  thy  finger  scorch'd  the  ublet  stone ! 
There— where  thy  shadow  to  thy  people  shone ! 
Thy  glory  shrouded  in  its  garb  of  fire  : 
Thyself —none  living  see  and  not  expire ! 

Oh!  in  the  lightning  let  thy  glance  appear! 
Sweep  from  his  shiver'd  liand  the  opprestoi's  spear  : 
How  long  by  tyrants  shall  thy  land  be  trodT 
How  long  thy  temple  worshipless.  Oh  God ! 


JEPHTHA'S  DAUGHTER. 

SiNCi  our  country,  our  God— Oh,  my  sire ! 
Demand  that  thy  daughter  expire ; 
Since  thy  triumph  was  bought  by  thy  vow- 
Strike  the  bosom  that 's  bared  for  thee  now ! 

And  the  voice  of  my  mourning  is  o'er, 
And  the  mountains  behold  me  no  more  : 
If  the  hand  that  I  love  lay  me  low. 
There  cannot  be  pain  in  Uie  blow ! 

And  of  this,  oh,  my  father  1  be  tare- 
That  the  blood  of  thy  child  is  as  pure 
As  the  blessing  I  beg  ere  it  flow. 
And  the  last  thought  that  soothes  me  belaw. 

Though  tlie  virgins  of  Salem  lament. 
Be  ilie  judge  and  the  hero  unbent! 
I  have  won  the  great  battle  for  thee. 
And  my  fether  and  country  are  free ! 

When  this  blood  of  thy  giving  hath  guah'd, 
When  the  voice  that  thou  lovest  is  hush'd. 
Let  my  memory  still  be  thy  pride. 
And  forget  not  I  smiled  as  I  died ! 
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OH!    SNATCH'I)  AWAY    IN  BEAUTY'S  BLOOM. 

On  !  snaich'cl  away  in  beauty's  hloom, 
On  tliee  *.Ii;jII  press  no  pontloroiis  tomb; 
Rut  on  iliy  turf  E>liall  roses  rear 
Their  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year; 
And  the  wild  cypress  wave  in  tender  {jloom  : 

And  oft  hy  yon  blue  (;ushin(;  stream 
Shall  sorrow  lean  her  drooping;  head, 

And  feed  deep  thuu(^;ht  with  many  a  dream - 
And  lin{]erin(;  pau«e,  and  li(;hily  tread, 
Fond  wretch !  as  if  her  step  di:»lurb'd  the  dead  ! 

Away!  we  know  that  tears  are  vain. 

That  death  uor  heed's  nor  liears  distress  : 

Will  this  untcach  us  lo  complain? 
Or  make  one  mourner  weep  the  less? 

And  thou — who  lellst  me  to  foryct, 

Thy  looks  are  wan,  thine  eyes  are  wet. 


MY  SOUL  IS  DARK. 

My  soul  is  dark.— Oh!  quickly  strin{; 

The  harp  I  yel  can  brook  to  hear; 
Ami  let  rhy  j;entle  hnifcrs  lliiij 

Its  mchinj  nuirtiuirs  oer  mine  ear. 
If  in  this  heart  a  hope  b*^  de.ir. 

That  sound  shall  rharni  it  forth  again; 
If  in  these  eyes  there  lurk  a  tear, 

T  will  flow,  and  cease  to  burn  my  brain  : 

But  bid  the  strain  be  wild  and  deep, 

Nor  let  ihy  no(es  of  joy  be  first : 
I  tell  thee,  minstrel,  I  must  weep, 

Or  else  this  heavy  heart  will  burst; 
For  it  hath  been  by  sorrow  nurst. 

And  ached  in  sleepless  silen<T  long; 
And  now'l  is  doom'd  to  know  the  worst. 

And  break  at  ouce — or  yield  to  song. 


I  SAW  TIlKi:  WEEP. 

I  SAW  thee  weep— the  big  bright  tear 

(-ame  o'er  that  eye  of  hlue; 
And  then  meihought  it  did  appear 

A  violet  droppings  dew  : 
I  saw  thee  smile — the  sapphire's  bla/r 

Beside  thee  ceaMid  to  shine. 
It  could  not  match  the  living  rays 

I  hat  lilld  that  glance  of  thine. 

.4s  clouds  frouj  yonder  sun  receive 

A  deep  and  mellow  dye  , 
Which  scarce-  the  shade  of  coming  evr 

Can  banish  from  the  skv. 
Those  smiles  unto  (he  moodiest  nJind 

Their  own  piir;' joy  imjnrl; 
Their  sunsliine  leaves  a  r.lovv  behind 

That  lightens  tier  the  heart. 


THY  DAYS  \\\V.  DONE. 

I'liY  days  are  «lone,  thy  fame  begun; 
Thy  country  s  strains  km  (»rd 


The  triumphs  of  her  chosen  soo, 

The  slaughters  of  his  sword  ! 
The  deeds  he  did,  the  fields  he  won. 

The  freedom  he  restored ! 

Though  thou  art  fall'n,  while  we  are  free 

Thou  shalt  not  taste  of  death ! 
The  generous  blood  tliat  (low'd  from  ibec 

Disdain'd  to  sink  beneath  : 
Within  our  veins  its  currents  be. 

Thy  spirit  on  our  breath  : 

Thy  name,  our  ch  irging  hosts  alou(;. 

Shall  be  the  battle-word! 
Thy  fall,  the  theme  of  choral  song 

From  virgin  voices  pour'd ! 
To  weep  would  do  thy  glory  wrong; 

Thou  shalt  not  be  deplored. 


SONG  OF  SAUL  BEFORE   HIS   LAST    BATTLE 

WARRions  and  chiefs!  should  the  shaft  or  the  sworJ 
Pierce  me  in  leading  the  host  of  the  Lord, 
Meed  not  the  corse,  (hough  a  king's,  in  your  path 
lUiry  your  steel  in  the  bosoms  of  Gaih ! 

riiou  who  art  bearing  my  buckler  and  bow. 
Should  ilie  Ntddiers  of  Saul  look  away  from  the  few. 
Stretch  u»e  that  moment  in  blood  at  thv  feet  ' 
Mine  be  the  doom  which  they  dared  not  to  meet. 

Farewell  to  others,  but  never  we  part, 
Heir  to  my  royalty,  son  of  my  heart ! 
Blight  is  the  diadem,  boundless  the  sway, 
Or  kingly  the  death,  which  awaits  us  to-day ' 


SAUL. 

Tuni!  who<ie  spell  can  raise  the  dead, 
Ihd  the  prophet's  form  appear. 

«  Samuel,  raise  thy  buried  head! 
Ku)g,  behold  (he  jjhantom  seer!M 
l.arth  yawnd;  he  stood  the  centre  of  a  cloud: 
Light  changed  its  hue,  retiring  from  his  shroud  • 
heath  stood  .ill  glassy  in  his  fixed  eye ; 
(lis  hand  was  Midier'd  and  his  veins  were  dry; 
llis  foot,  ill  bonv  whiteness,  glitter'd  there. 
Shrunken  and  sinewless,  and  ghastly  bare  : 
I  loni  lips  that  inoveil  not  and  unbreathin^;  frame 
Like  cavern'd  winds,  the  hollow  accents  came. 
>aul  saw,  and  fell  to  earth,  as  falls  the  oak. 
At  once,  and  blasted  by  the  thunder-stroke. 

u  Whv  is  niv  sleep  disquieted? 
Who  is  he  (hat  (  alls  the  dead  ? 
Is  it  (hou.  oh  king]  behold, 
lUoodlcss  ,ire  tlusc  limbs,  and  cold  : 
Siii  h  are  mine;  and  sui  h  shall  be 
rhiiie,  to-morrow,  \\  hen  >vith  me  : 
Kre  the  coming  ilay  is  done. 
Such  shall  thou  be.  .such  thy  sou. 
I.iie  thee  well,  hut  for  a  day; 
I  hen  We  mix  oiir  niiuildering  cLiy. 
Thon.  lliv  race,  lie  pale  and  low. 
Pieii  td  I'V  sh.ifis  of  many  a  bow  : 


HEBREW  MELODIES. 


5ll 


And  ihe  blchioa  by  thy  tide 
To  thy  bean  thy  hand  shall  (piide : 
Crownless,  breathless,  headles*  fall. 
Son  and  aire,  the  house  of  Saul  !m 


-ALL  IS  VANITY,  SAITH  THE  PBEACHEB.. 

Fame,  ivi^dom,  love,  and  power  were  mine, 

And  health  and  youth  possess'd  me; 
My  {^obiels  bla^h'd  from  evrry  vine, 

And  lovely  forms  caress'd  me; 
I  suiin'd  my  heart  in  beauty's  eyes. 

And  fell  my  soul  grow  tender; 
All  earth  can  give,  or  mort.il  prize. 

Was  mine  of  regal  splendour. 

I  strive  to  number  o'er  what  days 

Remembrance  can  discover, 
Which  all  that  life  or  earth  displays 

Would  lure  me  to  live  over. 
There  rose  no  day,  there  roll'd  no  hour 

Of  pleasure  uncmbitler'd ; 
And  not  a  trapping  derk'd  my  power 

That  gall'd  not  wliile  it  gUltcr  d. 

The  serpent  of  the  field,  by  art 

And  spells,  is  won  from  harming; 
Dut  that  which  coils  around  the  heart. 

Oh!  who  hath  power  of  charming? 
It  will  not  list  to  wisdom's  lore. 

Nor  music's  voice  can  lure  it ; 
Hut  there  it  siiugs  for  evermore 

The  soul  that  must  cudure  it. 


WHEN  COLD!SESS  WBAPS  TIHS  SUFFERING 

CLAY. 

Whin  coldness  wraps  this  suffering  clay. 

Ah,  whither  strays  tlie  immortal  mind? 
It  canuoi  die,  it  cannot  slay, 

But  leaves  its  darkeu'd  dust  behind. 
Then,  unembodied,  doih  it  trace 

By  steps  each  planet's  heavenly  way  ? 
Or  fill  at  once  the  realms  of  space, 

A  thing  of  eyes,  that  all  survey! 

Eternal,  boundless.,  undecay'd, 

A  thought  unseen,  but  seeing  all. 
All,  all  in  earth,  or  skies  display'd. 

Shall  it  survey,  shall  it  recal: 
Each  fainter  trace  that  memory  holds. 

So  darkly  of  departed  years. 
In  one  broad  glance  the  soul  beholds, 

And  all,  Uiat  was,  at  once  appears. 

Before  creation  peopled  earth. 

Its  eye  shall  roll  throu{;li  chaos  back : 
And  where  the  furthest  heaven  had  birth, 

The  spirit  trace  its  rising  track. 
And  where  the  future  mars  or  makes, 

Us  f^lancc  dilate  o'er  ail  to  he. 
While  sun  is  queuch'd  or  system  breaks, 

Fix'd  iu  its  own  eternity. 

Above  or  love,  hope,  h«te,  or  fear, 
It  lives  all  passionless  and  pure : 


An  age  shall  fleet  like  earthly  year ; 

Its  years  as  moments  shall  endarp. 
Away,  away,  without  a  wing. 

O'er  all,  through  all,  iu  thonghta  shall  fly; 
A  nameless  and  eternal  thing, 

Forgetting  what  it  was  to  die. 


VISION  OF  BELSHAZZAR. 

Tni  king  was  on  his  throne, 

Tlie  satraps  throng'dthc  liall; 
A  thousand  bright  lamps  shone 

O'er  that  hi|;h  festival. 
A  thousand  cups  of  gold, 

In  Judah  deem'd  divine — 
Jehovah's  >cssels  hold 

The  godless  heathen's  wine! 

In  that  same  hour  and  hall. 

The  fingers  of  a  hand 
Came  forth  against  the  wall, 

And  wrote  as  if  on  sand : 
The  fingers  of  a  man, 

A  solitary  hand 
Along  the  letters  ran, 

And  traced  them  like  a  wand. 

The  monarch  saw,  and  shook, 
And  bade  no  more  rejoice; 
All  bloodless  wax'd  his  look, 

Aud  tremulous  his  voice. 
«  Let  Ihe  men  of  lore  appear, 

The  wisest  of  the  earth, 
And  expound  the  words  of  fear 
Which  mar  our  royal  mirth.w 

Chaldea's  seers  are  good. 

But  here  they  have  no  skill ; 
And  the  unknown  letters  stood, 

UntoKI  and  awful  still. 
And  lUibei's  men  of  age 

Are  wise  and  deep  in  lore ; 
Rut  now  they  were  not  sajje. 

They  saw — but  knew  no  more. 

A  captive  in  the  land, 

A  stranger  and  a  youth, 
lie  hoard  the  king's  command, 

He  saw  that  writing's  truth. 
The  lamps  around  were  bright. 

The  prophecy  in  view; 
Be  read  it  on  that  night, — 

The  morrow  proved  it  true. 

«  Belshazzar's  grave  is  made. 

His  kingdom  pass'daw.'iy; 
He,  m  the  balance  weigh'd. 

Is  light  and  northless  clay. 
The  shroud,  his  robe  of  state. 

His  canopy,  the  stone; 
The  Mede  is  at  his  gale! 

The  Persian  ou  his  throne!* 


SUN  OF  THE  SLEEPLESS ! 

Su?i  oF  the  sleepless!  melancholy  star! 
Whose  tearful  beam  glows  tremulously  far. 
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That  show'st  the  darkness  thou  canst  not  dispel, 
How  hke  art  thou  to  joy  remember'd  well! 
So  ({Irams  the  past,  the  lipht  of  other  days, 
Which  shines,  but  warms  not  with  its  powerless  rays; 
A  night-beam  sorrow  watoheth  to  behold, 
Distinct,  but  distant — clear — but,  oh  how  cold! 


WERE  MY   BOSOM  AS  FALSE  AS  THOU 
DEEM'ST  IT  TO   BE. 

Were  my  bosom  as  false  as  thou  deem'st  it  to  be, 

I  need  not  have  wander'd  from  far  Galilee ; 

It  was  but  abjuring  my  creed  to  efface 

The  curse  which,  thou  sayest,  is  the  crime  of  my  race. 

If  the  bad  never  triumph,  then  Cod  is  with  thee! 
If  the  slave  only  sin,  thou  art  spotless  and  free! 
If  the  exile  on  earth  is  an  outcast  on  high, 
Live  on  in  thy  faith,  but  in  mine  I  will  die. 

1  have  lost  for  that  faith  more  than  thou  canst  bestow. 
As  the  God  who  permits  thee  to  prosper  doth  know; 
In  hi>>  hand  is  my  heart  and  my  hope — and  in  thine 
The  land  and  the  life  which  for  him  I  resign. 


HEROD'S  LAMENT  FOR  MARIAMNE. 

Oh,  Mariamoe  !  now  for  thee 

The  heart  for  which  thou  bled'st  is  bleeding; 
Revenge  is  lost  in  agony, 

And  wild  remorse  to  rage  succeeding. 
Oh,  Mariamne !  where  art  thou  ? 

Thou  canst  not  hear  my  bitter  pleading  : 
Ah,  couldst  thou — thou  wouldst  pardon  now, 

Though  Heaven  were  to  my  prayer  unheeding. 

And  is  she  dead? — and  did  they  dare 

Obey  my  frenzy's  jealous  ra\inf,? 
My  wrath  but  doom'd  my  own  d''spair : 

Tlie  sword  that  smote  her  s  o'er  me  waving. — 
Rut  thou  art  cold,  my  murdcr'd  lo\e  ! 

And  this  dark  heart  is  vaitdy  craving 
For  her  who  soars  alone  abo\e, 

And  leaves  my  soul  unworthy  saving. 

She  s  gone,  who  shared  my  di.idcm! 

She  sunk,  with  her  my  joy^s  entombing  : 
I  swept  that  flower  from  Jud.ih's  stem 

Whose  leaves  for  me  alone  were  blooming. 
And  mine  's  the  guilt,  and  mine  the  hell, 

This  bosom's  desolation  dooming  : 
And  I  have  earn'd  those  tortures  well, 

Which  unconsumod  an-  still  consuming ' 


ON  THE  DAY  OF  THE  DlSi  RICTION  OF 
JEIU  .SALKM  BY  Til  IS. 

From  the  last  hill  that  looks  on  (liy  once  hnly  dome 
I  hrlirld  thee,  t»h  Sion !  when  render'd  to  Rome: 
"T  vas  iliy  last  sun  went  dnwn,  and  the  llinies  of  lliy  fall 
Fl.isird  back  on  the  list  gl.iuic  1  giNe  to  iliy  wall. 

I  look'<l  for  thy  lemplr,  I  look'd  ft)r  niy  home, 

And  forgot  for  a  moment  my  bondage  to  come  ; 

I  I)(li(  Id  liut  (ho  death-tire  ih.K  fed  on  thy  fane, 

\\m\  the  faNi-feti«T'»i  hands  iliit  miule  vengeance  in  vjui. 


On  many  an  eve,  the  high  spot  whence  I  gazed 
(lad  reflected  the  last  bt^am  of  day  as  it  blazed ; 
While  I  stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld  the  decline 
Of  the  rays  from  the  mountain  thai  shone  on  thy  shriar 

And  now  on  that  mountain  I  stood  on  that  day, 
But  I  mark'd  not  the  twilight  beam  melting  avay: 
Oh  !  would  that  the  lightning  had  glared  in  its  itead, 
And  the  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  conquerors  head' 

Rut  the  gods  of  the  Pagan  shall  never  profane 
The  shriuc  where  Jehovah  disdain'd  not  to  reign ; 
And  scatter'd  and  scorn'd  as  thy  people  may  be, 
Our  worship,  oh  Father  !  is  only  for  thee. 


BY  THE  RIVERS  OF  BABYLON  WE  SAT  DOWN 

AND  WEPT. 

We  sat  down  and  wept  by  the  waters 

Of  Babel,  and  thought  of  the  day 
When  our  foe,  in  the  hue  of  his  slaughters. 

Made  Salem's  high  places  his  prey; 
And  ye,  oh  her  desolate  daughters! 

Were  scatter'd  all  weeping  away. 

While  sidly  we  gazed  on  the  river 
Which  roll'd  on  in  freedom  below. 

They  demanded  the  song ;  but,  oh  never 
That  triumph  the  stranger  shall  know! 

May  this  right  baud  be  withcr'd  for  «ver. 
Ere  it  string  our  high  harp  for  the  foe ! 

On  the  willow  that  harp  is  suspended, — 
Oh  Salem  !  its  sound  should  be  free; 

And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  were  ended. 
Rut  left  me  that  token  of  thee  : 

And  ne'er  shall  its  soft  tones  be  blended 
With  the  voice  of  the  spoiler  by  me  I 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHOIB 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the  fol«l. 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  i;ol<i 
And  the  Nliecn  of  their  spears  was  like  stars  on  ilie  v3 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Galilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  summer  is  green. 
That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were  seen 
Like  llio  leaves  of  the  forest  when  autumn  hath  blo«n. 
That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  wither'd  and  strowu. 

For  (he  angel  of  death  spread  his  wings  on  the  bbsi, 
.Vnd  hreadiod  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  pask'd; 
.\nd  tin-  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax'd  deadly  and  rliiH, 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heaved,  and  for  ever  grew  »t"' 

.Vnd  there  lay  the  «teed  with  his  nostril  all  wid'*, 
Cut  tliroui;h  it  there  roll'd  not  the  breath  of  hi^  f  r.<'' 
And  thf  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  the  turf, 
.\nd  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beating  surf. 

And  th«>re  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale. 
With  tlir  dew  on  his  brow  and  the  rust  on  his  mai! 
And  (he  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  alone, 
I  lie  lances  unhfted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

AntI  (he  widows  of  Ashurare  loud  in  their  wad. 
And  (he  idols  are  broke  in  ihe  temple  of  Baal ; 
.Vnd  tiie  mi;;ht  of  the  (ientile,  unsmote  by  the  -.^o'l 
ll,i(h  nielicd  lik«'  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  Lord 
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FROM  JOB. 
A  SPIRIT  pass'd  before  me  :  I  beheld 
The  face  of  immortality  unveil'd ; 
Deep  Bleep  came  down  on  every  eye  sare  mine- 
And  there  it  stood, — all  formless — but  divine  * 
Along  my  bones  the  creeping  flesh  did  quake; 
And  as  my  damp  hair  stiffen'd,  thus  it  spake : 


u  Is  man  more  just  than  God?    Is  man  mor«  pure 
Than  be  who  deems  even  seraphs  insecure  ? 
Creatures  of  clay !  vain  dwellers  in  the  dust! 
The  moth  survives  you,  and  are  ye  more  just? 
Things  of  a  day!  you  wither  ere  the  night, 
Heedless  and  blind  to  wisdom's  wasted  light !» 


Miscellaneous  ^oems. 


ODE 


TO 


NAPOLEON  BUONAPARTE. 


•  Expoiile  Aanlbalan : — qoot  libnt  is  dace  tnnimo 
lDTeaic«T>  JL'VEXAL.  Sal.  X. 


■  Tbe  Enperor  JCepo*  wat  acka<»wl«dfed  by  tha  Sematg,  by  th<> 
ttaliaHf,  and  by  tb«  proviaciaU  of  Garni;  hit  noral  Tirtaeiaad  mili- 
tary taieau  were  loudly  crlebrated ;  aad  tboM  who  drriTod  aoy 
priTaic  benefit  from  hi*  gorerniDCBt  annooaosd  ia  propbetir  Mrain* 
i(m>  restaratioB  of  public  felicity. 


By  tbic  tbamefal  abdication,  he  protractdd  hit  lifn  a  few  years.  In  n 

I     very  ambiguoat  ttatr,  between  an  empt^ror  and  an  exile,  till ■ 

GIBBOM'S  Dec/iM  amd  Fat,  vol.  vi.  p.  iio. 


ODE  TO  NAPOLEON  BUONAPARTE. 

T  IS  done — but  yesterday  a  king  ! 

Andarm'd  with  kings  to  strive — 
And  now  thou  art  a  nameless  thing 

So  abject — yet  alive ! 
Is  this  the  man  of  thousand  thrones. 
Who  strew'd  our  earth  with  hostile  bones  ? 

And  can  he  thu.s  survive? 
Since  he,  mtscall'd  the  Horning  Star, 
Nor  man  nor  fiend  hath  fallen  so  far. 

Ill-minded  man !  why  scourge  thy  kind, 

Who  bow'd  so  low  the  knee  7 
By  gaiing  on  thyself  grown  blind, 

Thou  taught'st  the  rest  to  see. 
With  might  unquestion'd, — power  to  save— 
Thine  only  gift  hath  been  the  grave 

To  those  that  worshipp'd  thee ; 
Nor,  till  thy  hiU,  could  mortals  guess 
Ambition's  less  than  littleness! 

Thanks  for  that  lesson — it  will  teach    . 

To  after- warriors  more 
Than  high  philosophy  can  preach, 

And  vainly  prrarh'd  before. 
That  spell  upon  th«  minds  of  men 
Breaks  never  to  unite  again, 

That  led  them  to  adore 
Those  pagod  things  of  sabre-sway. 
With  fronts  of  brass,  and  feet  of  cUj. 


The  triumph,  and  the  vanity, 

The  rapture  of  the  strife---' 
The  earthquake  shout  of  Victory, 

To  thee  the  breath  of  life ; 
The  sword,  the  sceptre,  and  that  sway 
Which  man  seem'd  made  but  to  obey, 

W^herewith  renown  was  rife — 
All  quell'd!— Dark  spirit!  what  moat  be 
The  madness  of  thy  memory ! 

The  desolator  desolate ! 

The  victor  overthrown ! 
The  arbiter  of  others'  fete 

A  suppliant  for  his  own ! 
Is  it  some  yet  imperial  hope 
That  with  such  change  can  calmly  cope  ? 

Or  dread  of  death  alone  ? 
To  die  a  prince — or  live  a  slave — 
Thy  choice  is  most  ignobly  brave! 

He  >  who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak 
Dream'd  not  of  the  rebound; 

Chain'd  by  the  trunk  he  vainly  broke, — 
Alone —  how  look'd  he  round  ? — 

Thou,  in  the  sternness  of  thy  strength, 

An  equal  deed  hast  done  at  length. 
And  darker  fate  hast  fonnd : 

He  fell,  tlic  forest-prowlers'  prey; 

But  tliou  mnsc  eat  thy  heart  away ! 

The  Roman,'  when  his  burning  heart 

Was  slaked  with  blood  of  Rome, 
Threw  down  the  dagger— dared  d«part. 

In  savage  grandeur,  home. 
He  dared  depart,  in  utter  scorn 
Of  men  that  such  a  yoke  had  borne. 

Yet  left  liim  such  a  doom ! 
His  only  glory  was  that  hour 
Of  self-upheld  abandon'd  power. 

The  Spaniard,^  when  the  lust  of  sway 
Had  lost  its  quickening  spell, 

Cast  crowns  for  rosaries  away. 
An  empire  for  a.cell; 

A  strict  accountant  of  his  beads, 

A  subtle  disputant  on  creeds, 
His  dotage  trifled  well : 


*  Certaminit  fmiMa.  tke  aspiMiion  of  Attlla,  ia  hit  haninjne  to 
bi«  army,  preTioat  to  the  battle  of  Chaloat,  sivea  In  Caaaiodorni. 

■  Milo. 
>  Svlla. 

*  ciiarletV. 
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Yet  belter  had  he  neither  known 
A  bigot's  shrine,  nor  despot's  thi^ne. 

But  thou— from  thy  rciuctaiu  hand 

The  thunderbolt  is  wrunj ; 
Too  late  thou  leavest  the  hi(;h  command 

To  which  thy  weakness  clung: 
All  evil  spirit  as  thou  art, 
It  is  eiHiugh  to  grieve  the  heart, 

Tu  see  thine  own  unstrung; 
To  think  that  God's  fair  world  hath  been 
The  footstool  of  a  thing  so  mean ; 

And  earth  hath  spilt  her  blood  for  him, 

Who  thus  can  hoard  his  own  I 
And  monarchs  bow'd  the  trembling  limb, 

And  thank'd  him  for  a  throne  ! 
Fair  freedom  !  we  may  hold  Ihee  dear, 
When  thus  iliy  mighiicsi  foos  their  fear 

In  humblest  guise  have  shown. 
Oh!  ne'er  may  tyrant  leave  behind 
A  brighter  name  to  lure  mankind  ! 

Thine  evil  deeds  are  writ  in  gore, 

Nor  written  thus  in  vain — 
Thy  triumphs  tell  of  fame  no  more. 

Or  deepen  every  blain. 
Tf  thou  hadst  died  as  honour  dies, 
Some  new  Napoleon  might  arise, 

To  shame  the  world  again — 
ButMk'ho  would  soar  the  solar  height, 
To  set  in  such  a  starless  night? 

Weigh'd  in  the  balance,  hero  dust 

Is  vile  as  vulgar  clay; 
Thy  scales,  mortality!  arc  just 

To  all  that  pass  away  ; 
But  yet,  mcthought,  the  living  great 
Some  higher  sparks  should  animate, 

To  daz/le  and  dismay; 
Nor  deem'd  contempt  could  thus  make  minh 
Of  these,  the  conquerors  of  the  earth. 

And  she,  proud  Austria's  mourofnl  flower. 

Thy  still  imperial  bride; 
flow  bears  her  breast  tlic  torturing  hour? 

Siill  clings  she  to  thy  side  ? 
Must  she  too  bend,  must  she  too  share 
Thy  late  repentance,  long  despair. 

Thou  throneless  homicide  ? 
If  still  she  loves  thee,  hoard  that  gem, 
T  is  worth  thy  vanish'd  diadem!  ^ 

Then  h.iste  ihec  to  thy  sullen  isle. 

And  g.izc  upon  the  sea; 
TliJt  element  may  meet  thy  smile. 

It  ne'er  w.is  ruled  ]jy  I  lire  ! 
Or  trace  with  thine  r.ll  idle  hand. 
In  loitering  mood,  upon  the  sand. 

That  earth  is  now  as  freel 
That  Corinlhs  pedagogue  hath  now 
Tiansferr'd  his  bv-word  to  thy  brow. 

Thon  Timour!  in  his  c.ipiive'';  cage  ' 
What  thoin;lits  will  there  be  ihinr, 

While  brooding  in  thy  prison'd  rage? 
Rut  onp — «The  world  \vh%  mine.>« 

Til  >  f^Z''  "f^  U.n;r«/rr,  I  t  nr'Ifr  of  T.irnTlanr. 


rnle<i^,  like  he  uf  liabylon, 

All  srnse  is  with  thy  sceptre  gone, 

Life  will  not  long  confine 
Thai  spirit  pour'd  so  widely  forth  — 
So  long  obey'd — so  little  worth ! 

Or  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heaven,' 

Wilt  thou  withstand  the  shock? 
And  share  with  him,  the  unforgiven. 

His  vulture  and  his  rock? 
Foredoom'd  by  God — by  man  accurst, 
And  that  last  act,  though  not  thy  worst, 

Tl»e  very  fiend's  arch  mock ; ' 
He  in  his  fall  preserved  his  pride. 
And,  if  a  mortal,  had  as  proudly  died  ! 


MONODY 

ON    THK 

DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HON.  R.  B    SHERIDAN, 

SPOKEN    AT    DRtrnV-LANK   TIIEATIIE. 

WatN  the  last  sun-shine  of  expiring  day 

In  summer's  twilight  weeps  itself  away, 

Who  hath  not  felt  the  softness  of  the  hoar 

Sink  on  the  heart,  as  dew  along  the  tlower? 

With  a  pure  feeling  which  absorbs  and  awes. 

While  Nature  makes  that  melancholy  pause 

Her  breathing  moment  on  the  bridge  where  Time 

Of  light  and  darkness  forms  an  arch  sublime. 

Who  hath  not  shared  that  calm  so  still  and  deep, 

Tlic  voiceless  thought  which  would  not  speak  but  wrrp, 

.V  holy  concord  and  a  bright  regret, 

A  glorious  sympathy  with  suns  that  set? 

*T  is  not  harsh  sorrow — but  a  tenderer  woe, 

N.imeless,  but  dear  to  gentle  hearts  below. 

Felt  without  bitterness,  but  full  and  clear, 

A  swtct  dejection — a  transparent  tear, 

i'limix'd  with  worldly  grief  or  selfish  stain. 

Shed  without  shame,  and  secret  without  pain. 

Kven  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  instils 

When  summers  tliy  declines  along  the  hills. 

So  feels  the  fulness  of  our  heart  and  eyes 

When  all  of  genius  which  can  perish  dies. 

A  mighty  spirit  is  eclipsed — a  power 

Hath  pass'd  from  day  to  darkness — to  whose  hour 

Of  light  no  likeness  is  bequeath'd — no  name. 

Focus  at  once  of  all  the  rays  of  fame  ! 

The  flash  of  wit — ilie  bright  intelligence. 

The  beam  of  song — the  bla/e  of  eloquener. 

Sit  with  their  suu — but  still  have  left  behind 

The  emhiring  produce  of  immortal  51ind ; 

Fruits  of  a  genid  morn,  and  glorious  uooo, 

A  deathless  part  of  him  who  died  too  soon. 

Hut  small  that  portion  of  the  wondrouK  whole, 

Tli<'«ie  sparkling  segments  of  that  circling  sool. 

Which  all  embraced — and  lighten'd  over  all. 

To  cheer — to  pierce — to  please — or  to  appal. 

From  the  charm'd  council  to  the  festive  baird. 

Of  human  feelings  the  unbounded  lord  ,• 

In  whose  Mcclaiui  the  loftiest  voices  vied, 

The  j»raiseil— the  proud — who  nude  his  praise  their  pr  ii\ 

'  Pr(imrlh<-u». 

'  -  Tilt'  fiend*  Brch  ratvk  — 
To  li|>  a  wanlon,  ond  »uf>f<o»«<  bur  iha«t«.< 
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When  the  loud  cry  of  trumpied  lliadoslan  • 

Arose  to  Heaven  in  ber  appeal  from  man, 

liis  was  the  thunder — bis  the  aTcngini;  rod, 

The  vrath — the  dcle^icd  voice  of  God  I 

Which  shook  the  nations  through  his  lips — and  blaxed 

Till  vanqutfb'd  lenates  trembled  as  they  praised. 

And  here,  oh !  here,  where,  yet  all  youn(  and  warm, 
The  gay  creations  of  bis  spirit  charm. 
The  matchless  dtalo^e — the  deathless  wit. 
Which  knew  not  what  it  was  to  intermit; 
The  glowing  portraiu,  fresh  from  life  that  bring 
Home  to  our  hearts  the  truth  from  which  they  spring  ; 
Tliese  wondrous  beings;  of  his  fancy,  wrought 
To  fulness  by  the  fiat  of  bis  thought, 
!    Here  in  their  first  abode  you  still  may  meet, 
I    Bright  with  the  hues  of  bis  Proroetliean  beat; 
A  halo  of  the  liglii  of  other  days, 
Which  stiU  the  splendour  of  its  orb  betrays. 

But  should  tbere  be  to  whom  the  fetal  blight 

Of  foiling  wisdom  yields  a  base  delight, 

ykca  who  exult  when  minds  of  heavenly  tone 

Jar  in  the  music  which  was  bom  their  own. 

Still  let  them  pause>-Ah !  little  do  they  know 

That  whnt  to  them  secm'd  vice  might  be  but  woe. 

Iljrd  is  his  fate  on  whom  the  public  gate 

Is  fix'd  for  ever  to  detract  or  praise; 

Repose  denies  her  requiem  to  his  n.ime. 

And  Folly  loves  the  martyrdom  of  Fame. 

The  secret  enemy  whose  sleepless  eye 

Stands  sentinel— accuser — judge — and  spy, 

The  foe — the  fool — the  jealous— and  the  vain, 

The  envious  who  but  breatlie  in  others'  pain. 

Behold  the  host !  debghiing  to  deprave, 

\Vho  track  the  steps  of  glory  to  the  grave. 

Watch  every  fault  that  daring  genius  owes 

Half  to  the  ardour  which  its  birth  bestows. 

Distort  the  tmch,  accumulate  the  lie. 

And  pile  the  pyramid  of  calomny  ! 

Tliese  are  his  portion—- but  if  join'd  to  these 

Gaunt  Poverty  should  league  with  deep  Disease, 

If  the  high  spirit  must  forget  to  soar, 

And  stoop  to  strive  with  misery  at  the  door, 

To  soothe  indignity — and  face  to  face 

Meet  sordid  rage — and  wrestle  with  disgrace, 

To  find  in  hope  but  the  renew'd  carets. 

The  serpeut-fold  of  furtiier  faithlessness,— 

If  such  may  be  the  ills  which  men  assail. 

What  marvel  if  at  last  the  mightiest  fail? 

Breasts  to  whom  all  the  strength  of  feeling  given 

Hear  hearts  electric — diarged  with  fire  firom  heaven, 

Ulnck  with  the  nide  collision,  inly  torn. 

By  clouds  surrounded,  and  on  whirlwinds  borne, 

Driven  o'er  thr  lowering  atmosphere  that  nurst 

Thoughts  which  have  tum'd  to  thunder — scorch — and 

bunt. 
But  far  from  us  and  from  our  mimic  scene 
Such  things  should  be — if  such  have  ever  been ; 
Ours  be  the  gentler  wish,  the  kinder  task, 
To  give  the  tribute  Glory  need  not  ask. 
To  naoum  the  vaniah'd  beam —  and  add  our  mite 
Of  prabe  in  payment  of  a  long  delight. 

^  S«w  Fos,  Bark*,  sail  Pin's  mtlogj  m  Xr  Slioridan's  ipaarh  am  ilkt 
iUar({ei  e>.hibit«d  afrainil  Mr  Datltngt  in  iho  Doom  of  OommoBt. 
Mr  Pitt  estr«atiid  tba  Iloate  to  adjoam,  to  (jIts  tlai«  for  ■  tmlmvr 
mniideration  of  iheqaMtioa  tksn  omM  tkea  oocar  aftar  iha  haai*- 
<iiat«  tiHot*  of  tkat  onuloa. 


Ye  orators!  whom  yet  our  councils  yield, 
Mourn  for  tlje  veteran  hero  of  your  field ! 
The  worthy  rival  of  the  wondrous  Three! ' 
Whose  words  were  sparks  of  immortality ! 
Ye  bards!  to  whom  the  Drama's  Muse  is  dear, 
He  was  your  master— emulate  liim  ken! 
Ye  men  of  wit  and  social  ckM|uooce ! 
He  wu  yonr  bro(hcr'->b«ar  bis  aahcs  hcBce ! 
While  powers  of  miad  ahnoat  of  boandleaa  range, 
Complete  in  kind— as  various  in  their  change. 
While  eloquence— wit— poesy — and  mirth. 
That  humbler  harmonist  of  care  on  earth. 
Survive  within  our  souls— while  Kvet  our  teuse 
Of  pride  in  merit's  proud  pre-eminence, 
Long  shall  we  seek  his  likeness— long  in  vain, 
And  turn  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain, 
.Sighing  that  Nature  fbrm'd  but  one  such  man. 
And  broke  the  die— ia  moulding  Sheridan ! 


THE  IRISH  AVATAB. 

Kaa  the  Daughter  of  Brunswick  is  cold  In  her  grave. 

And  her  ashes  still  float  to  their  home  o'er  the  tide, 
Lo !  Gioaoi  the  triumphant  speeds  over  the  wave, 

To  the  loug'Cberisb'd  Isle  wliich  he  loved  Uke  his— 
bride. 


True,  lh«  great  of  her  bright  and  brief  ara  arc 
The  rainbow-like  epoch  where  Fr««Um  coald  pause 

For  the  few  Uttle  years,  out  of  centiirict  von. 
Which  betray  d  not,  or  crush'd  not,  or  wept  not  her 
cause. 

True,  the  chains  of  the  Galbolic  clank  o'er  bis  rags. 
The  castle  still  sunds,  and  the  seoai*  s  no  nwrc, 

And  the  liimine,  which  dwelt  on  her  freedomless  crags 
Is  extending  its  steps  to  her  deaoiate  shore. 

To  her  desolate  shore— where  the  emigrant  stands 
For  a  moment  to  gaic  ere  b«  flies  Irora  bis  hear(l»; 

Tears  fall  on  his  citain,  though  it  drops  from  bia  liaadi, 
For  the  dungeon  he  quits  is  the  place  of  his  birth. 

But  be  ooom!  the  Messiah  of  royalty  conacst 
Like  a  goodly  Leviathan  roU'd  from  the  waves! 

Then  receive  liim  as  best  such  an  advent  becomes, 
With  a  legion  of  cooks,  and  an  army  of  slaves ! 

He  comes  in  the  promise  and  bloom  of  three-score. 
To  perform  in  the  pageant  the  sovereign's  part- 
But  long  live  the  Shamrock  which  sliadows  him  o'er! 
Could  the  Green  in  his  hat  be  transferr'd  to  his  heart ! 

Could  that  long-wither'd  spot  but  be  verdant  again. 
And  a  new  spring  of  noble  affections  arise — 

Then  might  Freedom  forgive  thee  this  dance  in  thy  cliatn, 
And  this  shout  of  thy  slavery  which  saddens  tlie  skies. 

Is  it  madness  or  meanness  which  dings  to  chee  now  f 
Were  be  God— aa  he  is  but  the  oommoaesC  day. 

With  scarce  fewer  wrinkles  than  sins  on  bis  brow- 
Such  servile  devotion  might  shame  him  away. 

Ay,  roar  in  his  train !  let  thine  orators  lash 

Their  fsnciful  spirits  to  pamper  his  pride- 
Not  thus  did  thy  Gsattan  indignantly  flash 
f  lis  soul  o'er  the  freedom  implored  and  denied. 

•  Fox,  Piti,  Bwks. 
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Ever-glorious  GRATTAPfl  the  best  of  the  good! 

So  simple  in  heart,  so  sublime  in  the  rest! 
With  all  which  Demosthenes  wanted,  endued, 

And  his  rival  or  victor  in  all  he  possess'd. 

Ere  TuLLY  arose  in  the  zenith  of  Home, 

Though  unequall'd,  preceded,  the  task  vras  bcguu — 

But  Grattan  sprung  up  like  a  god  from  the  tomb 
Of  ages,  the  lirst,  last,  the  saviour,  the  One! 

Willi  the  skill  of  an  Orpheus  to  soften  the  brute ; 

With  the  fire  of  Prometheus  to  kindle  ninnkiud; 
Even  Tyranny  listening  sate  melted  or  mute. 

And  Corruption  shrunk  scorch'd  from  the  glance  of 
his  mind. 

But  back  to  our  theme!  back  to  despots  and  slaves! 

Feasts  furuish'd  by  Famine!  rcjoicmgs  by  Pain! 
True  Freedom  but  tvelcomt's,  while  slaverv  still  raven, 

When  a  -week's  Saturnalia  hath  looseu'd  her  chain. 

Lei  the  poor  squalid  splendour  thy  wreck  can  .if ford 
(As  the  bankrupt's  profusion  his  ruin  would  hide; 

Gild  over  the  palace,  Lo !  Erin,  thy  lord! 
Kiss  his  foot  with  thy  blessings  denied! 

Or  if  freedom  past  hope  be  extorted  at  last. 
If  the  Idol  of  Brass  iind  his  feet  arc  of  clay. 

Must  what  terror  or  policy  Mring  forth  be  chissd 

With  what  mnnarchs  ne'er  give,  but  as  wolves  yield 
ihcir  prey? 

Each  brute  hath  its  nature,  a  king's  is  to  reign, — 
To  reign!  in  thnt  word  see,  ye  ages,  cornpriscil 

The  cause  of  the  curses  all  annals  contain, 

From  (IfiSAR  the  dreaded,  to  George  the  despised! 

Wear,  Fingal,  thy  trapping!  O'Connkli-,  proclaim 
His  accomplishments!   Jlis!!!  and  thy  country  con- 
vince 

Half  an  age's  contempt  was  an  error  of  Fame, 

And  Ihatw  Hal  is  the  rascaliest  sweetest^  o{(n</  Prince!" 

Will  thy  yard  of  blue  riband,  poor  Fingal,  recal 
The  fetters  from  millions  of  (Catholic  limbs? 

Or,  has  it  not  bound  thee  the  fastest  of  all 

The  slaves,  who  now  hail  their  betrayer  with  hynuis? 

Ay!  «  Build  him  a  dwelling !»  let  each  give  his  mite! 

Till,  like  Babel,  the  new  royal  dome  hath  arisen ! 
Let  thy  beggars  and  lielots  their  pittance  unite — 

And  a  palace  bestow  for  a  poor-house  and  prison ' 

Spread — spread,  for  Vitellius,  the  royal  repast, 
Till  the  gluttonous  despot  be  stufl  to  the  gorge! 

And  the  roar  of  his  ilrunkards  proclaim  him  at  last 
The  Fourth  of  the  fools  and  op  pressors  Cdird««GKoH(;i.!» 

liCt  the  tables  be  loaded  with  fensis  till  tliey  groan! 

Till  they  gronn  like  thy  people,  through  ages  of  woe! 
Let  the  wine  (low  around  the  old  liacclianars  throne, 

Like  their  blood  which  has  flowd,  and  which  yet  has 
to  Mow. 

But  let  not  hif  name  be  thine  idol  alone — 
On  his  right  hand  behold  a  Se;\nis  appears! 

Thine  ov^n  GAsrt.EREAGii !  let  him  still  be  thine  own  ' 
A  wretch,  never  named  but  with  curses  and  jrti-' 


Till  now,  when  the  Isle  which  should  blush  for  his  birth.  , 

Deep,  deep,  as  the  gore  which  he  shed  on  her  soil,  [ 

Seems  proud  of  the  reptile  which  craw'l  from  her  earib,  I 
And  for  murder  repays  him  with  shouts  and  a  smile ! 

Without  one  single  ray  of  her  genius,  without  i 

The  fancy,  the  manhood,  the  fire  of  her  race —  | 

The  miscreant  who  well  might  plunge  Erin  in  doubt. 
If  she  ever  gave  birth  to  a  being  so  base. 

If  she  did— let  her  long-boasted  proverb  be  hush'd, 
Which  proclaims  that   from    Eri.-*    no    repiilc   can 
Sjiring — 

See  the  cold-blooded  serpent,  with  venom  full  fltish'd. 
Still  warming  its  folds  in  the  breast  of  a  King! 

Shout,  drink,  feast,  and  flatter!  Oh!   Erin,  how  low 
Wert  thou  sunk  b/  misfortune  and  tyranny,  till 

Thv  welcome  of  lyr;ii:ts  hath  plunged  thee  below 
The  depth  of  thy  deep  in  a  deeper  gulph  still. 

Mv  voice,  though  but  humble,  was  raised  for  thy  right, 
My  vole,  as  a  freeman's,  still  voted  liiee  free, 

Tliis  hand,  ihough  bill  feeble,  would  arm,  in  ihy  fight,     , 
And  this  heart,   though  outworn,   had  a  throb  still 
for  tfiec ! 

Yes,  I  lo\cd  thcc  and  thine,  though  thou  art  not  niy 
lind; 

I  have  known  noble  Iieartsand  great  soids  in  thy  --oii,, 
An»l  I  wept  with  the  world  o'er  the  patriot  band 

Who  are  gone,  but  I  weep  them  no  longer  as  once. 

For  happy  arc  they  now  reposing  afar, — 

Thy  Gkattvn,  thy  Curran,  thy  Sberid\?<i,  all 

Who,  for  ve ns,  were  the  chiefs  in  the  eloquent  war. 
And  rcdccm'd,  if  they  have  not  retarded,  thy  fall. 

Yes,  happy  arc  they  in  their  cold  English  graven! 

Their  shades  cannot  start  to  thy  shouts  of  to-day, — 
Nor  the  steps  of  enslavers  and  chain-kisNing  slave« 

Be  stampd  in  the  turf  o'er  their  fetterless  clay. 

Till  now  I  had  envied  thy  sons  and  their  shore, 

Though  liieir  virtues  ^^ere  bunted,  their  liberties  lied. 

There  was  something  so  warm  an«l  sublime  in  the  core 
Of  an  Irishman's  heart,  that  1  envy — thy  dead. 

Or,  if  aught  in  my  bosom  can  quench  for  an  hour 

My  contempt  for  a  nation  so  servile,  though  sorr. 
Which  ihoujjh  trod  like  the  worm  will  not  turn  iip«su 
Power, 
T  is  the  glory  of  Grattan,  and  genius  of  Moore  ' 

Sept.  i(it/i,  1 8 ''.I. 


THK  DUE  AM. 

I. 

Our.  life  is  twofold;  sleep  hath  its  own  world, 
i  A  honndary  between  the  things  misnamed 

De  ah  and  cxistenee  :  sl«  ep  hath  its  own  world. 

And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality. 

And  dreams  in  their  develo|)emrnt  have  breath. 

And  tears,  and  lorture>,  and  the  toi;ch  of  joy; 

Thev  leave  a  weight  upon  our  wakinr;  ihotighls, 
''   i  ill  y  take  a  wii:;ht  from  •)ff  our  waking  loiU, 

Thev  tlo  di\i(le  our  being;  they  Ix-eome 
\  poiiiiiM  of  t»ur>rl\es  a^  «»f  one  time. 


MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS. 


5i7 


AnH  look  like  heralds  of  eCernity : 
J  Thry  pau  like  spirits  of  the  past, — they  speak 
:   Like  sybils  of  the  future;  they  have  power — 
.   The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 
!  Tlicy  make  us  what  we  were  not— what  they  will, 
,   And  shake  us  with  the  vision  that  's  (;one  by, 
,   The  dread  of  vanish*d  shadows — Arc  ihey  «o? 

Is  Dol  (he  past  all  idiadowT     What  are  they? 

Crcatioos  of  the  mind ! — The  mind  can  make 

Substance,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 
I    With  beings  brighter  ih.iu  have  been,  and  give 
'•    A  breath  to  forms  which  can  outlive  all  Ucsh. 

I  vtould  recal  a  vision  which  I  Jream'd 

Perchance  in  sleep — for  in  il*elf  a  thought, 

A  oliiinbcring  thought,  is  capable  of  years, 

And  curdles  a  long  Ufe  into  one  hour. 

t 

If. 

I  <.aw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 

.    Stamling  upon  a  hill,  a  gentle  hill, 

i   CreiMi  and  of  mild  declivity,  the  last 
As  't  were  the  cape  of  a  long  ridge  of  such, 

'   Save  that  there  was  no  sea  to  lave  its  base, 
Kitt  a  mn«t  living  landscape,  and  the  wave 

,   i  )f  v(-ood4  and  corn-ficldR,  and  the  abodes  of  men 
Scaticrd  at  intervals,  and  wreathing  smoke 
Ari>ing  from  such  rustic  roofs; — the  hill 

,   Was  crownUJ  with  a  peculiar  diadem 

I    Of  trees,  in  circular  array,  so  fix'd, 

I    Not  by  the  sport  of  nature,  but  of  man : 

I   These  two,  a  m.iiden  and  a  youth,  were  there 
(i.iziMg — the  one  on  all  that  was  beneath 

j    K.iir  as  herself — but  the  boy  gazed  on  her; 

I    And  both  were  young,  and  one  was  beautiful : 
Ami  both  were  young,  yet  not  alike  in  youth. 
As  the  sweet  moon  on  the  horizon's  verge, 
The  maid  was  on  the  eve  of  womanhood: 
The  boy  had  fewer  summers,  but  his  heart 
Had  far  outgrowrn  his  years,  and  to  his  eye 
There  was  but  one  beloved  f.ice  on  earth. 
And  that  was  shining  on  him;  he  had  look'd 
I'ynn  it  till  it  could  not  pass  avray; 
ll<>  had  no  breath,  no  being,  but  in  hers; 
She  was  his  voice ;  he  did  not  speak  to  her, 
lliil  trembled  on  her  words;  she  was  his  sight. 
For  his  eye  follow'd  hers,  and  saw  with  hers, 
Wliich  colour'd  all  his  objects; — he  had  ceased 
To  live  within  himself;  she  was  his  life, 
The  ocean  to  the  river  of  his  thoughts, 
\Viiirh  terminated  all:  upon  a  tone, 
A  touch  of  hers,  his  blood  would  ebb  and  flow, 
An<l  his  cheek  change  tempestuously — his  heart 
I'liknowing  of  its  cause  of  agony. 
!!nt  she  in  these  fond  feeliugs  had  no  share: 
ilfT  vi(;lis  were  not  for  him ;  to  her  he  was 
Lvcn  as  a  brother — but  no  more ;  't  was  much, 
tor  brotherless  she  was,  save  in  the  name 
Ilrr  infant  friendship  had  bestow'd  on  him; 
Herself  the  solitary  scion  left 
Of  a  tiine-honour'd  race. — It  was  a  name 
Which  pleased  him,  and  yet  pleased  him  not — and  v^  hy  ? 
Time  taught  hhn  a  deep  answer — when  she  love<i 
Another;  even  now  she  loved  another. 

And  on  the  summit  of  that  bill  she  stood 
Looking  afar  if  yet  her  lover's  steed 
I\t>pt  pace  with  her  expectancy,  and  llew. 


III. 
A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
There  was  an  ancient  mansion,  and  before 
Its  walls  there  was  a  steed  caparison'd : 
Within  an  antique  oratory  stood 
The  boy  of  whom  I  spake ; — he  was  alone, 
And  pale,  and  pacing  to  and  fro ;  anon 
He  sate  him  down,  and  seized  a  pen,  and  traced 
Words  which  I  could  not  guess  of:  then  he  lean'd 
His  bow'd  head  on  bis  hands,  and  shook  as 't  were 
With  a  convulsion — then  arose  again. 
And  with  his  teeth  and  quivering  hands  did  tear 
What  he  had  written,  but  he  shed  no  tears. 
And  he  did  calm  himself,  and  fix  his  brow 
Into  a  kind  of  quiet :  as  he  pause<i, 
The  lady  of  his  lo\e  re-enter'd  there; 
She  was  serene  and  smiling  then,  and  yet 
She  knew  she  was  by  him  beloved, — she  knew. 
For  quickly  comes  such  knowledge,  that  his  heart 
Was  darkeu'd  with  her  shadow,  and  she  saw 
That  he  was  wretched,  but  she  saw  not  all. 
He  rose,  and  with  a  cold  and  gentle  grasp 
He  took  her  hand ;  a  moment  o'er  his  face 
A  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Was  traced,  and  then  it  faded  as  it  came; 
He  dropfi'd  the  hand  he  held,  and  with  clow  steps 
Retired,  but  not  as  bidding  her  adieu. 
For  they  did  part  with  mutual  smiles:  he  pasfi'd 
From  out  the  massy  gate  of  that  old  liall, 
And  mounting  on  his  steed  he  went  his  way. 
And  ne'er  lepass'd  that  hoary  threshold  more. 

IV. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  boy  was  sprang  to  manliood  :  in  the  wilds 
Of  fiery  climes  he  made  hiros#»lf  a  home. 
And  his  soul  drank  their  sunbeams;  he  was  girt 
With  strange  and  dusky  aspects;  he  was  not 
Himself  like  what  he  had  been ;  on  the  sea 
And  on  the  shore  he  was  a  wanderer; 
There  was  a  mass  of  many  images 
Crowded  like  waves  upon  me,  but  he  was 
A  part  of  all ;  and  in  the  last  he  lay 
Reposing  from  the  noon-tide  sultriness, 
Couch'd  among  fallen  columns,  in  the  shade 
Of  ruin'd  walls  that  had  survived  the  names 
Of  those  who  rear'd  them;  by  his  sleeping  side 
Stood  camels  grazing,  and  some  goodly  steeds 
Were  fasten'd  near  a  fountain;  and  a  man 
Clad  in  a  (lowing  garb  did  watch  the  while. 
While  many  of  his  tribe  slumber'd  around: 
And  they  were  canopied  by  the  blue  sky, 
So  cloudlesH,  clear,  and  purely  beautiful, 
That  God  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  heaven. 

V. 
A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  lady  of  his  love  was  wed  with  one 
Who  did  not  love  her  better:  in  her  home, 
A  thousand  leagues  from  his, — her  native  home. 
She  dwelt,  begirt  with  growing  infancy, 
Danghters  and  sons  of  beauty, — but  behold! 
I'pon  her  face  there  was  the  tint  of  grief, 
The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife, 
.\nd  an  unquiet  drooping  of  the  eye. 
As  if  its  lid  were  cliarged  with  unshed  tear^. 
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Wliiil  could  lior  firicf  be?— she  had  all  she  loved. 
And  he  who  had  so  loved  her  was  not  there 
To  irouhle  wiih  had  hopes,  or  evil  wish, 
Or  ill-reprt-ssd  nfHicliori,  her  pure  tlioughts. 
What  could  her  grief  he?— she  had  loved  him  not, 
Nor  given  him  cause  to  deem  himself  heloved, 
Nor  could  he  he  a  part  of  that  which  preyd 
Upon  her  mind— a  spectre  of  the  past. 

VI. 

A  change  came  o'er  (he  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  wanderer  was  relurn'd.— I  saw  him  stand 

Before  an  altar— with  a  (jcnile  hride; 

Her  fare  was  fair,  hut  w.\s  not  that  \*hirh  made 

The  star-light  of  his  boyhood;— as  he  .stood 

Kven  at  (he  altar,  o'er  his  brow  there  came 

The  selfsame  aspect,  and  the  «piiveriug  shock 

That  in  the  antique  oratory  shook 

His  bo.>.om  in  its  ?iolitudc  ;  and  then- 

As  in  that  hour— a  moment  o'er  his  face 

The  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 

Was  traced,— and  then  it  faded  as  it  came, 

And  he  stood  calm  and  quiet,  and  he  spoke 

The  lilting  vows,  but  heard  not  his  own  words. 

And  all  things  reeld  around  him  ;  he  could  sec 

Not  (hat  vhich  was,  nor  that  which  should  have  been 

hut  the  old  mansion,  and  the  accustomd  hall, 

And  the  remembcr'd  chambers,  and  the  place, 

The  day,  the  hour,  the  sunshine  and  the  sha.le. 

All  things  pertaining  to  that  pla«  e  and  hour, 

\m\  her  who  was  his  desliuy  came  back, 

And  thrust  themselves  between  him  and  the  light 

What  liusiness  lia<l  ihcy  there  at  such  a  time' 

vir. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  lady  of  his  love;- oh!  she  was  changed 
As  by  the  sickness  of  the  soul;  her  mind 
Ifad  wandcrd  from  its  dwelling,  and  her  eyes, 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
Which  is  not  of  (he  earth;  she  was  become 
The  queen  of  a  fani.astic  realm;  her  ihoughli 
Were  combinations  of  disjointed  things; 
And  forms,  impalpable  and  unpercrived 
Of  others'  sight,  familiar  were  to  hers. 
.\nd  this  the  world  calls  frenzy;  but  the  wi^c 
Have  a  far  deeper  madness,  and  the  glance 
Of  mrlancholy  is  a  fearful  gift; 
What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth? 
Which  strips  (he  distance  of  its  phantasies, 
And  brings  life  near  in  utter  nakedness. 
Making  the  cold  reality  (oo  real! 

VIII. 
A  clijitjge  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  wanderer  was  alone  as  h.«rrtofore, 
I  he  beings  which  surrounded  him  were  gone, 
Or  were  at  war  with  him  ;  he  was  a  mark 
I'or  blight  and  desolation,  compassd  round 
With  hatred  and  contention;   pain  wa>  mix'd 
In  all  which  was  served  up  to  him.  until, 
Like  to  the  Pontic  monarch  of  old  days,' 
He  fed  on  poisons,  and  Ihry  bad  no  power, 
I'.nl  w(  10  a  kind  of  nutriment;   be  li\cd 
Throiigli  th.u  whirh  liad  brrii  .leath  to  many  men. 
And  made  him  friends  of  mountains  :  with  the  stars 

'  Mith»-itliil.-«  of  Ponim. 


And  the  quick  spirit  of  the  universe 

He  held  his  dialogues;  and  tJicy  did  teach 

To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries; 

To  him  the  book  of  night  was  opeu'd  wide, 

And  voices  from  the  deep  abyss  rcvcul'd 

A  marvel  and  a  secret — Be  it  so. 

IX. 

My  dream  was  past ;  it  had  no  further  change. 

It  was  of  a  strange  order,  that  the  doom 

Of  these  two  creatures  should  he  thus  traced  out 

.Almost  like  a  reality — the  one 

To  end  in  madness — both  in  misery. 


ODF. 

I. 

OiT  Venice  !  Venice!  when  thy  marble  walls 

Arc  level  with  the  waters,  there  shall  lie 
A  cry  of  nations  o'er  thy  sunken  halls, 
A  loud  lament  along  the  sweeping  sea  1 
If  r,  a  northern  wanderer,  weep  for  tl»ee. 
What  should  thy  sons  do?— any  thing  but  weep: 
And  yet  (hey  only  murmur  in  their  sleep. 
In  contrast  with  their  fathers — as  the  slime, 
TJie  dull  green  ooze  of  the  receding  deep, 
Is  with  the  ilashing  of  the  spring-tide  foam, 
That  jirivcs  the  sailor  shiplcss  to  his  home, 
.\re  they  to  those  that  were;  and  thus  they  creep, 
(irouchitig  and  crab-like  through  their  sappiog  j»ixf ,  is 
Oh!  agony— that  centuries  should  reap 
.\o  mellower  harvest!  Thirteen  hundred  years 
Of  wealth  and  glory  inrn'd  to  dust  aud  tear*; 
And  every  monument  the  stranger  meets, 
Church,  palace,  pillar,  as  a  mourner  greets; 
Andcv<.u  the  Lion  all  subdued  appears, 
Atid  (rje  harsh  sound  of  the  barbarian  drum, 
With  dull  and  daily  dissonance,  repeats 
The  echo  of  thy  tyrant's  voice  along 
I  he  soft  waves,  once  all  musical  to  song, 
That  heaved  beneath  the  moou-lighi  with  llie  throug 
Of  gondolas — and  to  the  busy  hum 
Of  cheerful  creatures,  whose  most  sinFiil  decdi 
Were  but  the  overheating  of  the  heart, 
And  How  of  too  much  happiness,  which  needs 
The  aid  of  age  \o  turn  its  <ourse  apart 
From  the  luxuriant  and  voluptuous  Hood 
Of  sweet  sensations  battling  with  the  blood. 
Ihit  these  are  better  than  the  gloomy  error*, 
The  weeds  of  nations  in  (heir  last  decay. 
When  vice  walks  forth  with  her  unsofteo'd  lerrorv. 
.\jid  mirth  is  madness,  and  but  smih^  to  slayj 
And  hope  is  nothing  but  a  faUe  delay, 
The  sick  man's  lightning  half  an  hour  ere  drath. 
When  faintness,  the  last  mortal  birth  of  pain. 
And  apathy  of  limb,  the  dull  beginning 
Ot  the  cold  staggering  race  which  death  is  -vinniu^:. 
Steals  vein  l>y  vein  and  pulse  by  puUc  a^ay; 
Y<"t  so  relieving  the  o'erioriured  clay, 
T«»  iiim  ajq>ears  renewal  of  his  breath, 
.\n(l  freeil<»m  (he  mere  numbness  of  his  cliaio; — 
.Vnd  (ben  he  talks  of  life,  and  how  agaia 
lb-  f«'els  bis  spirits  soaring — albeit  weak, 
Vnd  of  the  fresher  air,  which  he  would  seek; 
\nd  as  he  whispers  knows  not  that  he  ga<|W«. 
riiat  bis  (liin  fing(  r  feels  not  what  it  ch>p*, 
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And  so  the  film  comes  o'er  him— and  llie  diuy 
Chamber  swims  round  and  round— and  shadows  Inisy 
At  vlrich  he  vainly  catckec,  flit  and  gleam, 
(ill  the  last  rsttle  chokes  the  strangled  scream, 
And  all  is  ice  and  blackness, — and  the  earth 
That  which  it  was  the  BMBent  ere  «ar  hirlh. 
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;    There  is  uo  hope  for  nations !  Search  the  pa^ 
Of  many  thousand  years— the  daily  scene, 
The  flow  and  ebb  of  each  recurring  age, 
I        TJie  everlasting  to  be  which  hntk  been, 

Hath  taught  us  nought  or  little  :  still  we  lean 
On  things  that  rot  beneath  our  weight,  and  wear 
Our  sirtDgth  away  in  wrestling  with  the  air; 
For  t  is  our  nature  strikes  us  down  ;  the  beasts 
Slaujjhterd  in  hourly  hecatombs  for  feasts 
Are  of  as  high  an  order— they  must  go 
Kven  where  their  driver  goads  them,  though  to  slaughter. 
^  e  men,  who  pour  your  blood  for  kings  as  water, 
WJiat  have  they  given  your  children  in  return? 
A  heritage  of  servicode  and  woes, 
A  blindfold  bondage,  where  your  hire  is  blows. 
What?  do  no  yet  the  red-hot  ploughshares  bum, 
0>r  which  you  stumble  in  a  false  ordeal. 
And  deem  this  proof  of  loyalty  the  real; 
Ki^iiog  the  hand  that  guides  you  to  your  scars. 
And  glorying  as  you  tread  the  glowing  bars  ? 
All  that  your  sires  hare  left  you,  all  that  time 
IJcqucaths  of  free,  and  history  of  sublime. 
Spring  from  a  different  theme  !— Ye  see  and  read, 
Admire  and  sigh,  and  then  succumb  and  bleed! 
Save  the  few  spirits,  who  despite  of  all. 
And  worse  than  all,  the  sudden  crimes  engender'd 
hy  the  down-thundering  of  the  prison-wall. 
And  thirst  to  swallow  the  sweet  waters  tcnder'd, 
Gushing  from  freedoms  fountains— when  the  crowd, 
.M.uiden'd  with  centuries  of  drought,  arc  loud, 
And  trample  on  each  other  to  obtain 
1  lie  cup  which  brings  oblivion  of  a  chain 
Hravy  and  sore,— in  which  long  yoked  they  plough'd 
The  sand, — or  if  there  sprung  the  yellow  grain, 
T  was  not  for  them,  their  necks  were  too  much  bow'd. 
And  their  dead  palates  chew'd  the  cod  of  pain  :— 
Yes !  the  few  spirits— who,  despite  of  deeds 
Which  they  abhor,  confound  not  with  the  cause 
Those  momentary  starts  from  nature's  laws, 
Which,  like  the  pestilence  and  earlliquake,  smite 
fiut  for  a  term,  then  pass,  and  leave  the  eartli 
With  all  her  seasons  to  repair  the  blight 
With  a  few  summers,  and  again  put  forth 
Cities  and  generations- fair,  when  free— 
For,  tyranny,  there  blooms  no  bud  for  tliee ! 

III. 

Glory  and  empire !  once  npon  these  towers 

With  freedom— god-like  triad !  how  ye  sate! 
The  league  of  mightiest  nations,  in  those  hours 
When  Venice  was  an  envy,  might  abate, 
But  did  not  quench,  her  spirit — in  her  fate 
A II  were  enwrapp'd  :  the  feasted  monarchs  knew 

And  loved  thetr  hostess,  nor  could  learn  to  hate, 
Although  they  humbled— with  the  kingly  few 
The  many  fplt,  for  from  all  days  and  cUmes 
She  was  the  voyager's  worship  ,-~even  her  crimes 


Were  of  the  softer  order— bom  of  love. 
She  drank  no  blood,  nor  fatten'd  on  the  dead. 
But  gladdan'd  where  her  harmless  eooqueaU  ^pveMi  ■ 
For  these  restored  the  crow,  that  from  above 
llallowd  her  sheltering  banners,  which  incessant 
Flew  between  earth  and  the  unholy  crescent, 
^Vhich,  if  it  waned  and  dwindled,  earth  may'thank 
The  city  it  has  clothed  in  chains,  which  clank 
Now,  creaking  in  the  ears  of  those  who  owe 
The  name  of  freedom  to  her  glorious  struggles ; 
Yet  she  but  shares  with  them  a  common  woe,  * 
And  calld  the  «  kingdom*  of  a  conquering  foe,— 
But  knows  what  all— and,  most  of  aU,  me  know— 
With  what  set  gilded  terms  a  tyrant  jtt8gk>s! 

IV. 
The  name  of  commonwealth  is  post  and  gone 

Oer  the  three  fractions  of  the  groaning  globe ; 
Venice  is  crush'd,  and  Holland  deigns  to  own 

A  sceptre,  and  endures  the  purple  robe; 
ff  the  free  Switxer  yet  bestrides  alone 
nis  chainless  mountains,  "t  is  but  for  a  time. 
For  tyranny  of  late  is  cunning  grown. 
And  in  its  own  good  season  tramples  down 
The  sparkles  of  our  ashes.     One  great  clime. 
Whose  vigorous  offispring  by  dividmg  ocean 
Are  kept  apart  and  nursed  in  the  devotion 
Of  freedom,  which  their  fathers  fought  for,  and 
IW»queathd— a  heritage  of  heart  and  hand. 
And  proud  distinction  from  each  other  land, 
Who*e  sons  must  bow  them  at  a  monarch's  motion, 
As  if  his  senseless  sceptre  were  a  wand 
Full  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science- 
Still  one  great  cHme,  in  full  and  free  defiance. 
Yet  rears  her  crest,  unconquer'd  and  sublime. 
Above  the  far  Atlantic !— She  has  taught 
Her  Esau-brethren  that  the  haughty  Hag, 
The  floating  fence  of  Albion's  feebler  crag. 
May  strike  to  those  whose  red  right  hands  have  bought 
Uights  cheaply  eam'd  with  blood.    Still,  still,  for  ever 
liciter,  though  each  man's  life-blood  were  a  river, 
I'hat  it  should  flow,  and  overflow,  than  creep 
Through  thousand  hizy  channels  in  our  veins, 
Damm'd  Hke  the  dull  canal  with  locks  and  chains, 
And  moving,  as  a  sick  man  in  his  sleep. 
Three  paces,  and  then  follering  :  better  be 
Where  the  extinguish'd  Spartans  still  are  free. 
In  their  proud  chamel  of  Thermopylae, 
Than  stagnate  in  oar  marsh,— or  o'er  the  deep 
Fly,  and  one  current  to  the  ocean  add. 
One  spirit  to  the  souls  our  fathers  had. 
One  freeman  more,  America,  to  thee? 


WRiri'EN  IN  AN  ALBUM. 

As  o'er  the  cold  sepulchral  stone 
Some  name  arrests  the  passer-by. 

Thus,  wlu;n  thou  view'st  this  page  alone, 
May  mine  attract  thy  pensive  eye ! 

And  when  by  thee  that  name  is  read, 
Perchance  io  some  succeeding  year. 

Reflect  on  me  as  on  the  dead. 
And  think  my  heart  is  buried  hare. 

September  i^t^i,  1809. 


59-0 


in'RON'S   WORKS. 


ROMANCE  MUY  DOLOROSO 

DEI. 

SmO  Y  TOMA  Di:  AMI  AM  A, 
KL  CUAL  DECIA  EN  ARABIGO  ASI. 


PASEAHA-iE  p1  Rry  inoro 
Por  la  riu(l:i(I  do  Gr.uiada, 
Desde  la  piicrta  do  El\ir.i 
liasta  la  do  Ui>arainMa. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alliama  1 

Cartas  le  fueron  vciiidas 
(Jue  Alhaina  era  ^.tnadn. 
Las  cartas  trlio  eu  el  fucjjo, 

Y  al  mcusa^j'oro  matara. 

Av  dc  rni,  Aitiaina  ! 

Dcsravaltja  de  una  nmla, 

Y  en  uu  cali.illo  cav.ilij.i. 
Por  ol  Zacaliii  arriha 
Sultido  so  habia  al  Alliaiiihra. 

Ay  dc  nil',  Alliaiiial 

Como  en  t;l  Alliamhra  esUivo, 
Al  inisrno  |iunio  niandaba 
ijue  sp  toqucn  las  tronipetas 
Con  anafilcs  de  plata. 

Ay  de  nii',  Alliaina  ! 

Y  que  atauibores  do  (juerra 
Apric-^  tocjiieu  alarina; 
Por  que  lo  oijj.iii  sus  Moros, 
Los  do  la  Vo^a  y  (Iraiiada. 

Ay  de  nil,  Alliaina  ! 

Los  Moros  que  el  son  overon, 
One  al  >ani;rienlo  .Marie  llama. 
Una  a,  uno,  y  «los  a  dos, 
I'll  jjran  eseiiadron  fortnaban. 
Ay  de  ini,  Albania  ' 

Alii  hablo  till  Moro  Niejo  ; 
De  r>la  ni.inera  liabl.iba  : — 
M  (  Para  que  iios  llamas,  Rey  ? 
i  Para  que  c-j  e^t,l  Itamada  ?>» 
Ay  lie  mi',  Albania* 

«  llabris  do  saber,  ainij;os, 
T'na  nne\a  desdirbatla  : 
(^>ue  cristianos,  eon  bra\e/a, 
Ya  nns  ban  ti>m  ido  Alban).i.>> 
Ay  de  mi,  Alli  una  ' 

.Mb  liablt'i  un  ^irjo  Alfaqni, 
De  barba  orceida  y  eana  :  — 
«  Hien  se  te  eniplea,  bnen  Rev; 
Buen  Rey,  bien  -^c  le  empleab;*. 
Ay  de  mi,  Albania  ! 

«<  Maia'ite  1(k  Ucnrorra|;f;s, 
One  eran  la  Unr  de  (iranada  ; 
()oj;iste  los  trirnadi/O'i 
De  Cordova  la  nnmbrida. 

Ay  <ic  mi,  Albania  ' 


A  VERY  MOURNFUL  BALLAD 

OM    THE 

SIEGE  AND  CON\n  EST  OF  ALHAMA. 

tf'liich,   in    the   Arabic   lantfutuje^  is   to  the  foUouinq 

purport. 

'Tin-  <nert  of  ilif  <iri;;inal  hallad   (wliicli  cvi>(r<l   iKilh    in    Span  -h 
•iinl   Ar.il'ii)  >«•■<>    »u<li.  ili.ii  it    >Mt»  I'orliiddt-n    lo  ire  tao,;  i.y  tb 
?I(<>r»,  oil  |>aiu  oi'  (li'oib,  MJiliiu  Granada.] 

The  Moorisli  king  rides  up  and  dovu 
Tbrou[jb  Granada's  royal  towa  ; 
From  Elvira's  gates  to  ihoic 
Of  i)i\arambla  on  he  goc<>. 

>Voe  is  me,  Alliama  I 

Letters  to  the  monnrrh  tell 
How  Alliama's  eily  fell ; 
la  tbe  lire  ilie  scroll  he  threv, 
And  the  messen(;er  he  slew. 

Woe  is  me,  Albania  ! 

lie  quits  his  mule  and  mounts  his  hor>4.\ 
And  llirou{^li  the  street  directs  his  coursr'; 
Thronyli  the  street  of  /.aeatiu 
To  the  Alliambra  spurring  in. 
>Voe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

^Vllen  the  Alliambra  Malls  he  {jain'df 
On  the  moraenl  he  ordain'd 
That  tbe  trumpet  slrai^'ht  should  sound 
^Vitll  the  silver  clarion  round. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

And  wben  the  hollow  drums  of  war 
Boat  the  b>iid  alarm  afar. 
That  the  Moors  of  town  and  plain 
Mi^ht  answer  lo  the  martial  sirain. 
NVoe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Then  ihe  Moor**,  by  ihis  aware 
That  blooily  Mars  recalld  them  tluTc, 
One  by  one,  and  two  by  t>*0, 
To  a  ini[;biy  sritiadrou  grew. 

>Voe  is  me,  Alhama  ? 

Oat  then  spake  an  aged  Moor 
In  these  words  the  king  before, 
«  \Vherefore  eall  on  us,  oh  king  ? 
Wliai  may  mean  this  gathering?* 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

««  Triends  !  ye  Inve,  alas  !  to  know 
Of  a  most  disasiroiiN  blow. 
That  tbe  Chrisii.Tus,  stern  and  bold. 
Have  oblain'd  Albania's  liold.w 

NVoe  is  ine,  Alham.i ! 

On  I  then  spake  old  Alfaqui, 
With  his  heard  so  white  to  sec, 
«  Good  king,  ibon  art  justly  s»or\e<i. 
C.Mod  king,  this  thou  bast  de^ervctl. 
Woi-  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

«  By  thee  were  slain,  in  evil  hour. 
The  A bencerrage,  Granada's  flower; 
And  stranger^  were  received  by  thee 
Of  Cordova  the  chivalrv. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  I 
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«  Por  eso  mereces,  Rey, 
Una  pena  biea  doblada  ; 
Que  te  pierdas  tii  y  el  reyno» 

Y  que  M  pierda  Granada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albania ! 

«  Si  no  ae  respetan  leyes, 
Es  ley  que  lodo  se  pierda; 

Y  que  se  pierda  Granada, 

Y  que  te  pierdas  en  ella.» 

Ay  de  mi,  Albama ! 

Fuego  por  lo«  ojot  vierte, 
El  Rey  que  esto  oyera, 

Y  como  el  otro  de  leyes 
De  leyes  tambieo  liablaba. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albama  1 

«<  Sabe  on  Rey  que  no  bay  leyet 
De  darie  a  Reyes  diAguito.w — 
Kso  dice  el  Rey  moro 
Reliocbando  de  c6leni. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albama ! 

Moro  Alfaqui,  Moro  Alfaqui, 
El  de  la  vellida  barba, 
El  Rey  te  manda  preoder, 
Por  la  p^rdida  de  Albama. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albamn  ! 

Y  cortarte  la  cabexa, 

Y  ponerla  en  el  Albambm, 
Porque  &.  ti  cast! go  sea, 

Y  olros  tiemblrn  en  miralla. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albama ! 

«  Caballeros,  bombres  buenos, 
Decid  de  mi  parte  al  Rey, 
Al  Rey  moro  de  Granada, 
Como  no  le  devo  nada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albama ! 

u  De  babcrse  Albama  perdido 
A  mi  me  pesa  en  el  alma ; 
(^>ue  si  el  Key  pcrdio  su  tierra 
Otro  mucbo  mas  perdiera. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albama ! 

«  Pcrdieran  bijos  padres, 

Y  casados  las  casadas  : 
Las  cosas  que  mas  amara 
Perdi6  uuo  y  otro  fama. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albama ! 

<*  Perdi  una  bija  doncella 
(^ueera  la  flor  d'eala  tierra ; 
Cien  doblas  daba  por  ella. 
No  me  las  estimo  en  nada.n 
Ay  de  m(,  Albama! 

Diciendo  aai  al  bacen  Alfisqui, 
Le  cortaron  la  cabeza, 

Y  la  elevan  al  Alhambni, 
Asi  como  el  Rey  lo  manda. 

Ay  de  ml,  Albama ! 


«  And  for  this,  oh  king !  is  sent 
On  tbee  a  double  chastisement : 
Thee  and  thine,  thy  crovn  and  realm, 
One  last  wreck  shall  overwhelm. 

Woe  is  me,  Albama ! 

«  He  who  holds  no  laws  in  awe. 
He  must  perisih  by  the  law  ; 
And  Granada  must  be  won. 
And  thyself  with  her  undone.* 

Woe  is  me,  Albama  ! 

Fire  flasb'd  from  oat  the  old  Moor  s  eye^ 
Tbe  monarch's  wrath  began  to  nse, 
Because  he  answer  d,  and  because 
He  spake  exceeding  well  of  laws. 

Woe  is  me,Alluima! 

m  There  is  no  law  to  say  such  tbinfi 
As  may  disgust  the  ear  of  kings :» — 
Thu«,  snorting  with  bis  cboler,  said 
The  Moorish  king,  and  doom'd  him  dead. 
Woe  is  me,  Albama ! 

Moor  Alfaqui !  Moor  Alfaqui ! 
Thou(;h  thy  beard  so  hoary  be, 
Tbe  king  hath  sent  to  have  tbee  seized, 
For  Alhama's  loss  displea<.e(l. 

Woe  is  me,  Altiama ! 

And  to  fix  thy  bead  upoYi 
High  Alhanibra's  loftirtt  stone ; 
That  this  for  thee  should  be  the  law, 
And  others  tremble  when  they  saw. 
Woe  is  me,  Albama! 

«  Cavalier !  and  man  of  worth  ! 
Let  these  words  of  mine  go  forth  ! 
Let  the  Moorish  monarch  know. 
That  to  him  I  nothing  owe : 

Woe  is  mf ,  Albama ! 

M  But  on  my  soul  Albama  weighs. 
And  on  my  inmost  spiiit  preys; 
And  if  the  king  his  land  hath  lost. 
Yet  others  may  have  lost  tbe  most. 
Woe  is  me,  Albama ! 

«<  Sires  baw  lost  their  children,  wives 
Their  lords,  and  valiant  men  their  lives ; 
One  what  best  his  love  might  claim 
Hath  lost,  another  wealth  or  fame. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

« I  lost  a  damsel  in  that  hour. 
Of  all  the  land  the  loveliest  flower ; 
Doubloons  a  hundred  1  would  pay. 
And  think  her  ransom  cheap  that  day.* 
Woe  is  me,  Albama! 

And  as  tliese  things  the  old  Moor  said. 
They  sever'd  from  the  trunk  bis  head ; 
And  to  the  Alhambra's  wall  with  speed 
T  was  carried,  as  the  king  decreed. 
Woe  is  me,  Albama ! 
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llombres,  ninos  y  inugcrcs, 
Llornn  tan  graiide  pcrdida. 
iJoraban  todas  las  daniat 
Cuaiitas  en  (iranada  habi.i. 
Ay  de  mi,  Allianu  ! 

Por  las  callcs  y  v<'nlanas 
Mucho  luto  parccia  ; 
Llora  c\  Ucy  como  fcmhra, 
Ou"  es  mucho  lo  quo  perdia. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alliaina  ! 


SONETTO  Dl  VITTORELU. 

PER   MONACA. 

Sonrtio  rompoiio  io  nome  di  un  f;"*>> ' 'or**,  a  cui  rra  moria  jxxt)  in- 
rian/i  iin;i  hjjiio  appena  mariiata  ;  etJirciioal  RfuUoi<-tl'-II.i  s:i<  th 

Dl  due  va(;Iic  donzellc,  oneste,  accorlc 
Licti  0  luiacri  padri  il  ciel  ne  fco; 
II  cii'l,  chedej;ne  di  piii  nohil  soric, 
1/  una  c  r  allra  vet;i;*ndo,  ambo  clniuli  o. 

La  una  fu  to! la  da  voloce  mortc 
A  Ic  fumauli  tctlr  d"  Iinenco  : 
La  (ua,  Francesco,  iu  sutjcllatc  porte 
Etcrna  prigioniera  or  si  rendeo. 

Ma  tu  aWiicuo  potrai  dc  la  y«»lusa 
Irreineahil  soylia,  ove  s'  asconde 
La  sua  tenera  udir  *oce  piotosa. 

Io  verso  un  fiume  d'  ainarissim'  onda, 

Corro  a  quel  niarmo  in  cui  la  fi(;lia  or  posa, 
Uatlo  e.  ribatio,  ma  nessun  risponde. 


And  men  and  infants  therein  weep 
Their  loss,  so  heavy  and  so  deep  j 
Granada'<i  ladies,  all  <^he  rears 
Wiiiiin  her  waiU,  burst  into  tears. 
Woe  is  me,  Alliama  I 

And  from  the  windows  o'er  the  walU 
Tlic  sable  web  of  mourning  falls! 
The  king  weeps  as  a  woman  o'er 
His  loss,  for  it  is  much  and  sore. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 


TRANSrATlON  FROM  VlTTORELLI. 

ON    A    NUM. 

SoniM'e  ronipo««l  in  ihcnamr  of  a  faifaer,  ««bo>odaD|;btrr  had  n-.-"  diI» 
dird  thurth  afior  her  marriage;  and  addreaMd  to  tbr  father  of  brr 
who  bad  Idii-ly  laken  iba  veil. 

Or  two  fair  virgins,  modest  though  admired, 

Il('a\en  made  us  happy,  and  now,  wretched  sirrs; 
Heaven  for  a  nobler  doom  their  worth  desires, 

An«l  g'l/ing  upon  eit/ier,  boUt  required. 

Mine,  while  the  torch  of  Hymen  newly  fired 
becomes  extinguish'd,  soon — too  soon  expires  . 
Hut  thine,  within  the  closing  grate  retired, 
Eternal  captive,  lo  her  God  aspires: 

Hut  dion  at  least  from  out  the  jealous  door, 
Which  shuts  between  your  never-meeting  eye<, 
Maysi  hear  her  sweet  and  pious  voice  once  more  . 

/  lo  the  marble,  where  my  daughter  lies, 
Rush, — the  swoln  flood  of  bitterness  I  pour. 
And  knock,  andknock,  and  knock — but  none  replies 


STANZAS 

WRITTFN    IN    PASSING    THE    AMBRACIAN    OUI.PH, 
NOVEMBER     l4,     iSvg. 

Through  cloudless  skies,  in  silvery  sheen, 
Full  beams  ihe  moon  on  Actium's  coast. 

And  ou  ihcse  waves,  for  Egypt's  queen, 
The  ancient  world  was  won  and  losi. 

And  now  upon  the  scene  I  look, 

The  arure  grave  of  many  a  Roman  ; 

Where  stern  Ambition  once  forsook 
His  wavering  crown  to  follow  woman. 

Florenee  I  whom  I  will  love  as  well 

As  ever  yet  was  said  or  sung 
(Since  Orpheus  sang  his  spouse  from  hell ' 

Whilst  thou  art  fair  and  I  am  youngs 

Sweet  Florence!  those  were  pleasant  times, 
When  worlds  were  slaked  for  ladies'  eyes 

Had  hards  as  many  realms  as  rhymes, 
Thy  charms  might  raise  new  Anihonies. 

Though  Fate  forbids  such  things  to  be, 
Yol.  by  thine  eyes  and  riuglels  curld! 

I  cannot  lose  a  world  for  thee, 

Hut  vtould  not  lose  thee  for  a  world. 


STANZAS 

llom(M>«tni  Orfohcr  i  ilb,  iSoq,  dorlof;  tho  nif.ht,  in  a  lbaoJrr-4U«rB 
wbi-n  the  (;uiil<-t  had  lost  thu  road  to  Zil/a,  near  ibe  raa^c  df  biomi 
laiuN  fiiriULrl)  ralli-d  Piudiu,  io  All>auia. 

Chill  and  mirk  is  the  nightly  blast, 

Where  I'indus"  mountains  rise, 
.\nd  angry  clouds  are  pouring  fast 

The  vengeance  of  the  skies. 

Our  guides  are  gone,  our  hope  is  lost. 

And  lightnings,  as  they  play, 
But  show  where  rocks  our  path  have  crosi, 

Or  gild  the  torrent's  spray. 

Is  yon  «  cot  I  saw,  though  low  ? 

When  li|;iilning  broke  the  gloom  — 
How  w«;lroine  were  its  shade! — ah!  no  ! 

T  is  but  a  Turkish  tomb. 

Through  sounds  of  foaming  waterfalls, 

I  hear  a  vt)ice  exclaim — 
My  way-w(»rn  countryman,  who  calls 

On  distant  England's  name. 

.\  shot  is  fired — by  foe  or  friend.' 

Another — t  is  to  tell 
The  uKiiuilain  peasants  to  descend, 

.And  le.id  us  where  they  dwell. 


Oh !  vho  in  such  a  nigbt  will  dare 

To  tempt  the  wildemeM  7 
And  who  'mid  thunder-peak  can  hear 

Our  signal  of  distress  T 

And  who  that  heard  our  shouts  would  rise 

To  try  the  dubious  road  7 
Nor  rather  deem  from  nightly  cries 

That  outlaws  were  abroad. 

Clouds  bunt,  skies  flash,  oh,  dreadful  hour ! 

More  fiercely  pours  the  storm ! 
Yet  here  one  thought  has  still  the  power 

To  keep  my  bosom  warm. 

While  wandering  through  each  broken  path, 

O'er  brake  and  craggy  brow  : 
While  elements  exliaust  their  wrath, 

Sweet  Florence !  where  art  thou  ? 

Not  on  the  sea,  not  on  the  sea. 
Thy  bark  hath  long  been  gone : 

Oh  may  the  storm  that  pours  on  me 
Bow  down  my  head  alone ! 

FuU  swifitly  blew  the  swift  Hiroc 

When  last  I  press'd  thy  lip ; 
And  long  ere  now,  with  foaming  shock, 

Impell'd  thy  gallant  ship. 

Nqw  thou  art  safe ;  nay,  long  ere  now 

Hast  trod  the  shore  of  Spain  : 
T  were  hard  if  ought  so  fisir  as  thou 

Should  linger  on  the  main. 

And  since  I  ngw  remember  thee, 

in  darkness  and  in  dread, 
As  in  those  hours  of  revelry 

Which  mirth  and  mosic  sped ; 

Do  thou  amidst  the  fair  white  walln. 

If  Cadiz  yet  be  free, 
At  times  from  out  her  latticed  halls 

Look  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea ; 

Then  think  upon  Calypso's  isles, 

Eudear'd  by  days  gone  by  ; 
To  others  give  a  thousand  smiles. 

To  me  a  single  sigh. 

And  when  the  admiring  circle  mark 

The  paleness  of  thy  face, 
A  half-form'd  tear,  a  transient  spark 

Of  melancholy  grace, 

Again  thou  'It  smile,  and  blushing  shun 

Some  coxcomb's  raillery ; 
Nor  own  for  once  thou  f  hought'st  of  one. 

Who  ever  thinks  on  thee. 

Though  smile  and  sigh  alike  are  vain. 

When  sever d  hearu  repine; 
My  spirit  flies  o'er  mount  and  main, 

And  mourns  in  search  of  thine. 


TO 


**• 


Ob  Lady!  when  1  left  the  shore, 

The  distant  shore  which  gave  me  birth, 

I  hardly  thought  to  grieve  once  more. 
To  quit  another  spot  on  earth. 


Yet  here,  amidst  this  barren  isle. 

Where  panting  nature  droops  the  head, 
Where  only  thou  art  seen  to  smile. 

I  view  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 
Though  far  from  Albin's  craggy  shore, 

Divided  by  the  dark-blue  main, 
A  few  brief  rolling  seasons  o'er. 

Perchance  I  view  her  cliff*  again. 
But  wheresoe'er  I  now  may  roam. 

Through  scordiing  clime  and  varied  sea, 
Tliough  time  restore  me  to  my  home, 

I  ne'er  shall  bend  mine  eyes  on  thee . 
On  thee,  in  whom  at  once  conspire 

AH  charms  which  heedless  hearts  can  move. 
Whom  but  to  sec  is  to  admire, 

And  oh !  forgive  the  word—to  love. 
Forgive  the  word  in  one  who  ne'er 

With  such  a  word  can  more  offend  ; 
And  smce  thy  heart  I  cannot  share. 

Believe  me,  what  I  am,  thy  friend. 
And  who  so  cold  as  look  on  thee. 

Thou  lovely  wanderer,  and  be  less! 
Nor  be,  what  man  should  ever  be. 

The  friend  of  Beauty  in  distress ! 
Ah!  who  would  think  that  form  had  pa&t 

Througli  Danger's  most  destructive  path, 
Had  braved  the  dealli-wing'd  tempest's  blast. 

And  'scaped  a  tyrant's  fiercer  wrath? 
Lady !  when  I  shall  view  the  walls 

Where  free  Byzantium  once  arose ; 
And  Stambonl's  Oriental  halls 

The  Turkish  tyrants  now  enclose ; 
Though  mightiest  in  the  lists  of  fame 

That  glorious  city  still  shall  be, 
On  me 't  will  hold  a  dearer  claim, 

As  spot  of  thy  nativity. 
And  though  I  bid  thee  now  farewell, 

When  1  behold  that  wondrous  scene. 
Since  where  thou  art  I  may  not  dwell, 

T  will  soothe  to  be  where  thou  hast  been. 

September  y  1809. 


WRITTEN  AT  ATHET«S. 

lANUAST  16,  1810. 

The  spell  is  broke,  the  charm  is  flown ! 

Thus  is  it  with  life's  fitful  fever; 
We  madly  smile  when  we  should  groan— 

Delirium  is  our  best  deceiver. 

Each  lucid  interval  of  thought 
Recals  the  woes  of  Nature's  charter. 

And  he  that  acts  as  wwe  men  ought. 
But  lives,  as  sainU  have  died,  a  martyr. 


WRITTEN  BENEATH  A  PICTURE. 

DiAE  object  of  defeated  care  I 
Though  now  of  love  and  thee  bereft, 

To  reconcile  me  with  despair 

Thine  image  and  my  tears  are  left. 

'T  is  said  with  sorrow  time  can  cope ; 

But  this  I  feel  can  ne'er  be  true : 
For  by  the  death-blow  of  my  hope 

My  memory  immortal  grew. 
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BYRON'S   WORKS. 


\V 


RirrEN  AFTER   SWIMMING    FROM  SESTOS 
TO  ABYD08,' 

MAY  9,  1810. 

If  ill  thi^  month  of  dark  Doceinber, 

Lcandcr»  wlio  was  ni(;htly  wont 
(What  maid  will  not  the  tale  remember?) 

To  cross  thy  stream,  broad  Hellespont ! 

If,  vlteu  the  \iintry  tempest  roar'd, 

He  sped  to  Hero,  nothing  loath, 
And  thus  of  old  thy  current  pour'd, 

Fair  Venus  !  how  I  pity  both  ! 

For  me,  degenerate  modern  wrctcli, 
Though  in  the  gonial  month  of  May, 

My  dripping  liujhs  I  faintly  stretch, 
And  think  I  've  done  a  feat  to-day. 

IJut  since  he  cross'd  the  rapid  tide. 

According  to  the  doubtful  story, 
To  woo, — and — Lord  knows  what  beside, 

And  swam  for  love,  as  I  for  glory; 

■  T  were  hard  to  say  who  fared  the  best : 
Sad  mortals  I  thus  the  gods  still  plague  you! 

I'e  lost  his  labour,  I  my  jest. 

For  he  was  drown'd,  and  I  "ve  the  ague. 


ATOfiNS,   1810. 

Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part, 
Give,  oh,  give  roe  hack  my  heart ! 
Or,  since  that  has  left  my  breast. 
Keep  it  now,  and  take  the  rest ! 
Hear  my  vow  before  I  go, 

'  Od  til.-  3dof  Miiy,  1810,  wliil<;  tho  S»l.s<Mto(<^(>|>laiii  llatliurtt)  «a,«. 
lyiiij  in  tin;  Daiilaiullo:,,  Li>  ut  tiiiril  Lkrnli«Jid  ol  ilml  fii,;;it<;  ami  tlj- 
wriur  of  tlniit'  rtijiuc^  swutu  fninj  iIil-  Kuio|>,iiii  slior?'  to  ili  •  V)ii;i(it; 
—  liv-ilii;-l>y,  from  Abydos  tn  S -stris  woiil'l  have  Win  mori'  tnrrt  r. 
The  vtli(»I.MJiiH;iiu.' iVom  the  |.Iuo  •  «liiii,-.-  wi;  ,tarii  d  lo  our  Inmliiii; 
oil  th'olli  r  »i'lc,  iin  1(1,1  in;;  th  '  l<'ii;;lh  v\«'  \M'rf  rjtn  i.  J  l>y  ilx- 1  ur  r^  m. 
>sas  com|iiU(,-«l  by  llioso  ou  Inninl  tin-  (ri  ;iilf  ai  u|(«anJ»ol  lour  Ln;;l;»li 
niil<»,  thou  ;li  ih.:  aiiual  brra.lib  i»  liar  Iv  om-.  Tlii'  rapi.l(i>  ol  ili.- 
«iirri-ni  in  «u<b  ih.ti  no  boat  <aci  row  ijir.-  il%  atro**.  and  ii  iiia\  in 
»oiuc  inc.i.ur-  \>-  iMiiiiiaittl  fmni  ib  •  <  iniiiiuiiro  ••  oiib  •  wbol.;  di^- 
taiii\-  luiu,;  ai.voai|di%b,d  by  oiio  of  lb  •  |mrtic»  in  an  boiir  and  h\i', 
iind  \>\  tb-  oib  r  in  au  bour  and  i^-n  ininuios.  Tb.:  watv-r  \\a>  rx- 
tr.  Ill' 1}  old  Ironi  ibc  iiioltiii;;  of  ibo  niniiuioiu-snrnv.N.  Alioiit  tlir.i- 
x*rrUs  Ih  fori',  in  April,  we  had  madt'  an  alt  wyx,  but  ba^iii;j  li.id.  u 
all  tlh-  way  fioni  tbi-  Troad  ib  •  <ianii'  mornin;:,  and  ib<-  wat  r  I  r  n  ;  ,>! 
ou  i.\  cbillnoii*,  «t*  found  it  ntM-i^ary  10  (Ki,>i|>oni  tb  loniid,  ii<>ii  till 
tbi-  fri;;at(;  aDt-bor>>d  bilow  ih>!  cn.Nlbi,  wben  wi;  swam  thrtlraii^,  as 
jml  niuicd.  <  iit.:riiif{  n  i.on».idt'r.iblc  way  abox*  tin?  tisrojnMn.  in\  I 
bindin;;  bi  low  tb«  Asiatir  fort.  tJt.vulI.r  >ay<<tbal  nyoiin:;  J.-w  hvn.hh 
tbisani-di-iai)i-.  for  bis  misiri-s-.,  ind  fllivir  nu'ii  lions  ii.b.i^  in  ;  1  «■  1 
don  •  liy  a  >i'a|ioliiao  ;  liuiour  con  ul.  Tarra,;  .iia.  rciu"- ub(Tid  u.I  I.,  r 
ol  ib'*i!  ririiniiian  <•*,  and  tried  to  dii..»iindc  u-i  from  tbc  qii.'di|>I.  \ 
niinibiT  of  tbc  SaUi-ilf'*  crew  wir.:  knotin  to  bavc  mfiiiii.lisb.'Tl  a 
Ijr.ati  r  diMiiof  ;  and  lli^only  ibin.;  lliai  »nr[.ri».d  mc  wa*.  iluit,  a, 
>loiibl«  bad  bt!.n  cntfrtainrdorib  -irnib  of  Lf-andir's  ,iorj,  nolra*.  I- 
br  bad  i:v("r  cmb-Jivoiircd  lo  a>i<rrtain  its  pia<  (i,al>ilirv. 

*  lot  inoii,  »<1J  nff.rfo^  or  TjOW,  }J-'i1i  y  C'y^  Cr'/aTTW,  n  Romair  i\- 
prr»»Ion  of  liiid>  rii>«<  ;  if  I  iraii'ilai<'  it  I  sball  nffrnni  ihi-  (fcntli  luc  n, 
ax  it  iuj>r  sf.ni  tbat  I  »up|.o»cd  tbiy  could  not  ;  nnti  if  (  .Jo  not.  I  nin^ 
nffioni  ib'ladi<«.  For  fear  of  any  miMimxiru.iion  on  lb.-  |a'i  >.;'  i';  • 
ladiT  I  iball  do  »o.  b<;j;in(»  pardon  of  lb-  Ifarn<-d.  It  mt-an-s,  .  ^h 
lib'.  I  love  \oii  '1  \\bi<b  40und*  very  prt'ttilj  iu  all  Iant;ua';(>.  and  i* 
a«  nju.b  in  fa-bion  in  rttivi*  at  tUi-i  day  a»,  Juxnal  li  ll»  un.  ib  ■  i\\o 
lira  word*  w<r<-  aiuoi.(;st  tbe  llumau  ludic»,  whoju  eroli.  c\|  {■■^-..o.,- 
w-ff  all  Iltdb-iii/rd. 


lly  those  tresses  uncoutined, 
Wood  by  each  jtgcan  wind; 
By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kiss  thy  soft  cheeks'  blooming  tinge, 
Ity  those  wild  eyes  hke  the  roc, 

Ry  that  lip  I  long  to  taste ; 
|jy  that  zone-encircled  waist; 
I>y  all  the  token-tlowers>  that  tell 
What  words  can  never  speak  so  well; 
Ry  love's  alternate  joy  aud  woe, 
Ze«i/]  /X5U,  sa;  ayxTtfii. 

Maid  of  Athens  1  I  am  gone ; 
Think  of  me,  sweet,  when  alone. — 
Tboiigh  1  Hy  to  Istambol,' 
Athens  holds  my  heart  and  soul : 
Can  I  cease  to  love  thee  I     No! 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  FAMOUS  GREEK  WAR- 
SONG, 

^vjts,  TratJ'5  t5)v   E»>:vwv, 

Wrinm  by  Mlfpi,  wbo  pfH.hod  in  lb«intlenipt  10  rcToluitoniirnr".  '- 
Tbc  f<dlowin;t  trnnslaiioii  it  ns  literal  ns  the  aalbor  i-r<uld  mat.  1 1  = 
Tor%t! ;  it  i»  of  the  some  inca*ur«!  at  that  of  the  original  j^  >  t-  . 

Sons  of  the  Creeks,  arise! 

The  glorious  hour  's  gone  forth, 
Aud.  worthy  of  such  ties, 

Display  who  gave  us  birth. 

CDORUS. 

Son<;  of  (irccks,  let  us  go 

ill  aims  .T^ynin^t  tin-  foe, 
Tiil  ilicir  baled  Mood  sball  flow 

In  a  river  pa'st  our  feel. 

Then  manfully  drspising 

TIk;  Tuikisli  tyrant's  yoke, 
Lot  your  conntrv  see  vou  rising, 

And  all  her  thaiiis  are  broke. 
I'rnve  sjiadc?  of  chiefs  aud  sages, 

nchold  the  coming  strife! 
nijiciies  of  j)asi  i<i]i"i. 

Oil,  start  a{;aiii  to  jifo! 
At  ilic  sound  of  my  tnimprt,  breaking 

Your  sleep,  oh.  join  villi  me  I 
•And  the  seveii-hilld*  city  seekiug, 

1  i,jht,  conquer,  till  we  re  free. 

Son»  of  Greek's,  ctt. 

Sp.irla.  Spirt  I,  why  in  s|nml>er> 

l.ilh  ir{;ic  (U)st  thou  lie? 
Av.ilu',  and  join  thy  number^ 

With  Athens,  old  ally! 

'  In  the  r.a*t  u>bfT»-  ladii-n  nrt-not  tnuf^ht  towrit:-,  l»>%t  ib--v  ».l  ill 
>•  ribjilcav*.  .nation*)  llowerK,  <  ^nd«■r^.  pi'' bl.s.  eti'., «  onv.  ^  it*.  »f.,i  - 
nil  nil.  of  ibo  jianics  l.y  tbat  univerxnl  dfpnir  of  Mfnur*  -  an  -  1 
"oinan.  A  .  ind.r  ^ays  .  I  burn  fir  tbif;'  a  ham  b  oJ  Hi  v\  r»  t  u 
N\iili  bair,  .  TaLc  uic  ond  fly  ,»  buf  u  pcbbb- dixJdrv*— what  iii.!»..j 
•  Iv  <  an. 

-  (.oiuiaulinoplr. 

'  tiOuMantinopb'.     •LTTTii/SOCJ.  ■ 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 
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SaS 


Leooidas  recalling, 

That  chief  of  ancient  song, 
Who  Mved  ye  once  from  falling. 

The  terrible,  the  strong! 
Who  made  that  bold  diversion 

In  old  Thermopylae, 
And  warring  with  the  Persian 

To  keep  his  country  free; 
l^'ilh  his  three  hundred  waging 

The  battle,  long  he  stood, 
And,  like  a  lion  raging. 

Expired  in  seas  of  blood. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  etc. 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  ROMAIC  SONG, 

■  Mira/vu  /xi>  rb  rrect^jXt, 
Qpai6*rctTifiXtxY^,»  etc. 

Thf  noDg  from  which  thit  U  fakea  ii  a  grtmt  fiiToarlte  with  ih<«  yoon;^ 
Ijirit  of  Atbeai  of  all  cla»tm.  Their  BaoBar  of  •inniai*  it  it  ti> 
vi-rs«i  ia  roUtioB,  the  whole  uambtfr  |>res«Bt  Jolniag  1b  tbe  thorut. 
I  liare heard  it  frcqnently  at  our  ■  ^dpOl»  in  the  wiatar  of  iBiu-i  i. 
The  air  i«  pUiBtive  asd  prvity.. 

I  BNTsa  thy  garden  of  roses, 

Belofed  and  fair  Hnidee, 
Each  morning  where  Flora  reposes, 

For  surely  I  see  her  in  thee. 
Oh,  lovely !  thus  low  I  implore  thee, 

Receive  thit  fond  truth  from  my  tongue. 
Which  utters  its  song  to  adore  thee. 

Yet  trembles  for  what  it  has  sung. 
Aft  the  branch,  at  the  bidding  of  nature, 

Adds  fragrance  and  fruit  to  the  tree. 
Through  her  eyes,  through  her  every  feature. 

Shines  the  soul  of  the  young  Ilaidre. 

But  the  loveliest  g.nrden  grows  hateful 

When  love  has  altandon'd  the  bowers ; 
Bring  me  hemlock — since  mine  is  ungrateful, 

That  herb  is  more  fragrant  than  flowers. 
The  poison,  when  pour'd  from  the  clialice. 

Will  deeply  embitter  the  bowl; 
But  when  drunk  to  escape  from  thy  malice, 

The  draught  shall  be  sweet  to  ray  soul. 
Too  cruel  I  in  vain  I  implore  thee 

My  heart  from  these  horrors  to  save 
Will  nought  to  my  hosora  restore  thee? 

Then  open  the  gales  of  the  grave. 

As  the  chief  who  to  combat  advunces. 

Secure  of  his  conquest  before, 
Thus  thou,  with  those  eyes  for  thy  lances 

Hast  pierced  through  my  heart  to  its  core. 
Ah,  tell  me,  my  soul !  must  I  perish 

By  pangs  which  a  smile  would  dispel  ? 
Would  the  hope,which  thou  once  bad'st  rae  cheri.'-li. 

For  torture  repay  me  too  well  ? 
Now  sad  is  the  gardeu  of  roses. 

Beloved  but  false  Ilaidee! 
There  Flora  all  wiihcrd  reposes. 

And  mourns  o'er  thine  absence  with  me. 


ON  PARTING. 

The  kiss,  dear  maid!  thy  lip  has  left, 
i^hall  never  piirt  from  mine, 


Till  happier  hours  restore  the  gift 
Untainted  back  to  ihine. 

Thy  parting  glance,  which  fondly  beams, 

An  equal  love  may  see  : 
The  tear  that  from  thine  eyelid  streams 

Can  weep  no  change  in  me. 

1  ask  no  pledge  to  make  me  bleat. 

In  gazing  wheu  alone ; 
Nor  one  memorial  for  a  breast. 

Whose  thoughts  are  all  thine  own. 

Nor  need  I  write — to  tell  the  tale 

Jiiy  pen  were  doubly  weak  : 
Oh!  what  can  idle  words  avail. 

Unless  the  heart  could  speak? 

By  day  or  night,  in  weal  or  woe, 

That  heart,  no  longer  free. 
Must  bear  the  love  it  cannot  show, 

And  silent  ache  for  thee. 


TO  THYRZA. 

WiruouT  a  stone  to  mark  tbe  spot. 

And  say,  what  truth  might  well  have  said, 
By  all.  save  one,  perchance  forgot. 

Ah,  wherefore  art  thou  lowly  laid? 
By  many  a  shore  and  many  a  sea 

Divided,  yet  beloved  in  vain; 
The  past,  tlic  future  fled  to  tliee 

To  bid  us  meet— no — ne'er  again! 
Could  this  have  been— a  word,  a  look. 

That  softly  said,  «  W^e  part  in  peace," 
Had  tau{;hi  my  bosom  how  to  brook. 

With  fainter  sighs,  thy  soul's  release. 
And  didst  thou  not,  since  death  for  thee 

Prepared  a  Ught  and  pangless  dart. 
Once  long  for  him  thou  ne'er  shalt  see. 

Who  held,  and  holds  thee  in  his  heart? 
Oh !  who  like  him  had  watch'd  thee  here  ? 

Or  sadly  mark'd  ihy  glazing  eye, 
In  that  dread  hour  ore  death  appear. 

When  silent  sorrow  fears  to  sigh, 
Till  all  was  past?    But  when  no  more 

'T  was  thine  to  reck  of  human  woe. 
Affection's  lieart-drops,  gushing  o'er, 

Had  flowd  as  fast— as  now  they  flow. 
Shall  they  not  flow,  when  many  a  day 

In  ihcse,  to  me,  deserted  towers. 
Ere  call  d  but  for  a  time  away, 

Affection's  mingling  tears  were  ours? 
Ours  too  the  glance  none  saw  beside ; 

The  smile  none  else  might  understand  ; 
The  whisper'd  tliought  of  hearts  allied. 

The  pressure  of  the  tlirilling  hand; 
The  kiss  so  guiltless  and  refined, 

Tluit  love  each  warmer  wish  forbore; 
Those  eyes  proclaim'd  so  pure  a  miud. 

Even  pa&!»ion  blush'd  to  plead  for  more. 
The  tone,  that  uughl  me  to  rejoice, 

When  prone,  unlike  thee,  to  repine; 
The  song  celestial  from  thy  voice. 

But  sweet  to  me  from  none  but  ihine; 
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The  pledge  we  wore — I  wear  it  still, 

But  where  is  thine? — ah,  where  art  thou? 
Oft  have  I  borne  the  weight  of  ill, 

But  never  bent  beneath  till  now  ! 
Well  hast  thou  left  in  life's  best  bloom 

The  cup  of  woe  for  me  to  drain. 
If  rest  alone  be  in  the  tomb, 

I  would  not  wish  ihcc  here  again; 
But  if  in  worlds  more  blest  than  this 

Thy  virtue;,  seek  a  fitter  sphere. 
Impart  some  portion  of  thy  bliss, 

To  wean  rac  from  mine  anguish  here. 
Teach  me— too  early  taught  by  thee  I 

To  bear,  forgiving  and  forgiven  : 
On  earth  thy  love  was  such  to  me, 

It  fain  would  form  my  hope  in  heaven  ! 


STANZAS. 

AwAT,  away,  ye  notes  of  woe ! 

Be  silent,  thou  once  soothing  strain, 
Or  I  must  flee  from  hence,  for,  oh! 

I  dare  not  trust  those  sounds  again. 
To  me  they  speak  of  brighter  days — 

But  lull  the  chords,  for  now,  alas! 
I  must  not  think,  I  may  not  gaze 

On  what  I  am,  on  what  I  was. 

The  voice  that  made  those  sounds  more  sweet 

Is  hush'd,  and  all  their  charms  are  (led  ; 
And  now  their  softest  notes  repeat 

A  dirge,  an  anthem  o'er  the  dead? 
Yes,  Thyria  !  yes,  they  breathe  of  llicc. 

Beloved  dust!  since  dust  thou  art; 
And  all  that  once  was  harmony 

Is  worse  than  discord  to  my  heart ! 

T  is  silent  all  I — but  on  my  ear 

The  wcll-remember'd  echoes  thrill; 
I  hear  a  voice  I  would  not  hear, 

A  voice  that  now  might  well  be  still : 
Yet  oft  my  doubting  soul 't  will  shake. 

Even  slumber  owns  its  gentle  tone, 
Till  consciousness  will  vainly  wake 

To  listen,  though  the  dream  bo  flown. 

Sweet  Thyrza!  waking  as  in  sleep. 

Thou  art  but  now  a  lovely  dream — 
A  star  that  lren)bled  o'er  the  deep, 

Then  turu'd  from  earth  its  leuder  beam. 
But  he  who  through  life's  dreary  way 

Must  pass,  when  heaven  is  veil'd  in  wrath, 
Will  long  lament  the  vanish 'd  ray 

That  scalter'd  gladness  o'er  his  path. 


TO  THYRZA. 

One  struggle  more,  and  I  am  free 

From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain  ; 
One  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee, 

Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 
It  suits  me  well  to  mingle  now 

With  things  thai  never  pleased  before ; 
Tlioiigli  every  j<»y  is  lied  below. 

What  future  grit-f  can  loucli  nie  more  . 


Then  bring  me  wine,  the  banquet  bring; 

Man  was  not  form'd  to  live  alone  : 
1 11  be  that  light  unmeaning  thing 

That  smiles  with  all,  and  weepg  with  none. 
It  was  not  thas  in  days  more  dear; 

It  never  would  have  been,  but  thou 
Ilast  Hed,  and  left  me  lonely  here : 

Thou'rt  nothing — ^all  are  nothing  now. 

In  vain  my  lyre  would  lightly  breathe ! 

The  smile  that  sorrow  Hia  would  wear 
But  mocks  the  woe  that  lurks  beneath. 

Like  roses  o'er  a  sepulchre. 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill; 
Though  pleasure  fires  the  maddening  soul. 

The  heart — the  heart  is  lonely  still ! 

On  many  a  lone  and  lovely  night 

Jt  soothed  to  gaze  upon  the  &ky, 
For  then  I  deem'd  the  heavenly  light 

Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye  ; 
And  oft  I  thought  at  Cynthia's  noon. 

When  sailing  o'er  the  /Egean  wave, 
M  Now  Thyrza  gazes  on  that  moon — «• 

Alas,  it  gleam'd  upon  her  grave! 

When  stretch'd  on  fever's  sleepless  bed, 

And  sickness  shrunk  my  throbbing  veins, 
>t  'T  is  comfort  still,»  I  faintly  said, 

«  That  Thyrza  cannot  know  my  pains.  » 
Like  freedom  to  the  time-worn  slave, 

A  boon  't  is  idle  then  to  give, 
Relenting  Nature  vainly  gave 

My  life  wheu  Thyrza  ceased  to  live  I 

My  Thyrza's  pledge  in  better  days. 

When  love  and  life  alike  were  new, 
How  different  now  thou  meet'st  my  gaze  I 

How  tinged  by  time  with  sorrow's  hue' 
The  heart  that  gave  itself  with  thee 

Is  sdcut — ah,  were  mine  as  still ! 
Though  cold  as  even  the  dead  can  be, 

It  feels,  it  sickens  with  the  chill. 

Thou  bitter  pledge  1  thou  mournful  token  ' 

Though  painful,  welcome  to  my  breast  I 
Still,  still  preserve  that  love  unbroken. 

Or  break  the  heart  lo  which  thou'rt  prr>{ 
Time  tempers  love,  but  not  removes, 

iMore  hallow'd  when  its  hope  is  tied; 
Oh  !  \\hat  are  thousand  living  love< 

To  that  which  cannot  quit  the  dead? 


EUTHANASIA. 

Whe.n  Time,  or  soon  or  late,  shall  bring 
The  dreamless  sleep  that  lulls  the  dead. 

Oblivion!  may  thy  languid  wing 
Wave  gently  o'er  my  dying  bed! 

NO  hand  of  friends  or  heirs  be  there, 
r<i  wci'por  wi^li  the  coming  l»lo^  : 

No  maiden,  with  dishevelld  hair. 
To  feel,  or  feign,  dccoroub  woe. 
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But  fUent  let  me  sink  fo  earth, 
With  no  officions  monmere  near: 

I  would  BoC  mar  one  hoar  of  mirth. 
Nor  startJe  friendship  vitb  a  fear. 

Y«t  LoTe,  if  Love  in  such  an  boar 
Could  nobly  check  its  useless  sighs, 

Might  then  exert  its  latest  power 
In  her  who  lives  and  him  who  dies. 

T  were  sweet,  my  Psyche,  to  the  last 

Thy  features  still  serene  to  see: 
Forgetful  of  its  simgglea  past. 

Even  Pain  itself  should  smile  on  thee. 

But  vain  the  wish — for  Beauty  still 
Will  shrink,  as  shrinks  the  ebbing  breath ; 

And  woman's  tears,  produced  at  will, 
Deceive  in  life,  unman  in  death. 

Then  lonely  be  my  latest  hour, 
Without  regret,  without  a  groan ! 

For  thousands  death  hath  ceased  to  lower. 
And  pain  been  transient  or  unknown. 

a  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go,*  alas ! 

Where  all  have  gone,  and  all  must  go! 
To  be  the  nothing  that  I  was 

Ere  bom  to  life  and  living  woe ! 

Count  o'er  the  joys  thine  hoars  have  seen, 
Count  o'er  thy  days  from  an(piiah  free, 

And  know,  whatever  thou  hast  been, 
T  is  something  better— not  to  be. 


STANZAS. 

Heo !  qaaaio  ■!■■•  «tt  cam  rellqaia  TorMrl  qaaa  Ul  naailiiltM  I 

And  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  fair 

As  aught  of  mortal  birth; 
And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  so  rare. 

Too  soon  return'd  to  earth ! 
Though  Earth  received  them  in  her  bed. 
And  o'er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread 

In  carelessness  or  mirth. 
There  is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 
A  moment  on  that  grave  to  look. 

I  vrill  not  ask  where  thou  liest  low, 

Mor  gate  upon  the  spot; 
There  flowen  or  weeds  at  will  may  grow, 

So  I  behold  them  not : 
It  b  enough  for  me  to  prove 
That  what  I  loved,  and  long  must  love, 

Like  common  earth  can  rot ; 
To  me  there  needs  no  stone  to  tell, 
T  is  nothing  that  I  loved  so  well. 

Yet  did  I  love  thee  to  the  last 

As  fervently  as  thou, 
Who  didst  not  change  through  all  the  past. 

And  canst  not  alter  now. 
The  love  where  death  has  set  his  seal, 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal. 

Nor  Maehood  disavow: 
.\ud  what  were  wone,  thoa  canst  not  see, 
Or  wrong,  or  change,  or  faait  in  me. 


The  better  days  of  life  were  oara; 

The  worst  can  be  bat  mine ; 
The  sun  that  cheers,  the  storm  that  loars, 

Shall  never  more  be  thiac. 
The  silence  of  that  dreamless  sleep 
I  envy  now  too  much  to  weep ; 

Nor  need  I  to  repine 
That  all  those  charms  have  paas'd  away 
I  might  have  watcfa'd  through  long  decay. 

The  flower  in  ripen'd  bloom  unmatch'd 

Must  fall  the  earliest  prey ; 
Though  by  no  hand  untimely  snatch'd. 

The  leaves  must  drop  away : 
And  yet  it  were  a  greater  grief 
To  watch  it  withering  leaf  by  leaf. 

Than  see  it  pluck'd  to-day ; 
Since  earthly  eye  but  ill  can  bear 
To  trace  the  change  to  foul  from  fair. 

I  know  not  if  I  could  have  borne 

To  see  thy  beauties  hde ; 
The  night  that  foUow'd  such  a  mom 

Had  worn  a  deeper  shade : 
Thy  day  without  a  cloud  hath  past, 
And  thou  wert  lovely  to  the  last ; 

Extioguish'd,  not  decay 'd ; 
As  surs  that  shoot  along  the  sky 
Shine  brightest  as  they  fall  from  high. 

As  once  I  wept.  If  I  could  weep. 
My  tears  might  well  be  shed. 

To  think  I  was  not  near  to  keep 
One  vigil  o'er  thy  bed; 

To  gaze,  how  fondly !  on  thy  face. 

To  fold  thee  in  a  foint  embrace. 
Uphold  thy  drooping  head ; 

And  show  that  love,  however  vain. 

Nor  thou  hor  I  can  feci  again. 

Yet  how  much  less  it  were  to  gain. 

Though  thou  hast  left  me  free, 
The  loveliest  things  that  still  remain. 

Than  thus  remember  thee ! 
The  all  of  thine  that  cannot  die. 
Through  dark  and  dread  eternity. 

Returns  again  to  me. 
And  more  thy  buried  love  endears 
Than  anght,  except  iu  living  years. 


STANZAS. 

Ir  sometimes  in  the  haunu  of  men 

Thine  image  from  my  breast  may  fade. 
The  lonely  hour  presents  again 

The  semblance  of  thy  gentle  shade : 
And  now  that  sad  and  silent  hour 

Thus  much  of  thee  can  still  restore, 
And  sorrow  anohser? ed  may  pour 

The  pbint  she  dare  not  speak  before. 

Oh !  pardon  that  in  crowds  awhile, 
1  waste  one  thought  I  owe  to  thee, 

And,  self-Goodemn'd,  appear  to  smile. 
Unfaithful  to  thy  memory! 
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Nor  deem  lliat  memory  less  dear, 

That  llicn  I  seem  not  to  repine: 
1  \v-ould  not  fools  slioiild  overhear 

One  sigh  tli;it  should  be  wholly  Otine. 

If  not  the  poljjcl  pass  unquafFd, 

It  is  not  drain  <1  to  banish  care — 
The  cnp  mnsi  hold  a  deadlier  drau^jlit 

That  brinijs  a  Lethe  for  «lesp;ur. 
And  conld  ohlixion  set  my  >»oul 

From  all  her  ironbled  visions  free, 
1  '<!  dash  to  earth  the  sweetest  bowl 

That  drown'd  a  sin{]le  thoni^ht  of  thcc. 

For  wen  thou  banish'd  from  my  mind, 

Where  could  my  vacant  bosom  turn? 
And  who  vvoul<l  then  remain  behind 

To  honour  thine  .iltaudou'd  urn? 
No,  no — it  is  njy  sorrow's  pride 

Tliat  last  dear  duly  to  fulfil; 
Thouj'Ji  all  the  worUI  forpet  beside, 

'T  is  meet  tint  I  remember  still. 

For  well  1  know,  that  such  had  been 

Thy  i;enile  care  for  him,  ^ho  now 
rniiiouniM  shall  quit  this  mort.il  scene, 

Where  none  rejjardcd  him,  but  thou. 
And,  oh!  i  feel  in  that  was  (jiven 

A  bli^Niiij;  never  nuMUt  for  me; 
Thou  v»eri  too  like  a  lireain  of  heaven, 

For  earthly  love  to  merit  thee. 

March  l/^th,  iSi  ?. 


ON  A  CORNELIAN  HEART  WHICH  WAS 
miOKKN. 

lLL-FATf.D  heart!  andean  il  be 

That  tliou  shoidiUt  thus  be  rent  in  twain? 
Have  year-,  of  eare  for  ihitie  and  thee 

Alike  been  all  eniploy'd  in  vain? 

Yet  precious  seems  each  shatter'd  part, 
And  every  fraf'.nieiit  dearer  jjrown, 

Since  he  who  vv»'ar->  thee  feels  thou  art 
A  titter  emblem  of  liis  ou-n. 


TO  A  YOCTIH  ri.  FRIKM) 

r  Till*  jHH-m  •1111I  ih»'  rnllrisMii;;  wrre  wriii<'ii  M'imi'  yr.-iri  a  ,11.  j         ( 

Viw  years  have  pass'd  since  thou  and  I 
Were  lirmest  friends,  at  leaj,i  in  name, 

And  ehildhoo<l  s  |;av  sincerity 

Preserved  our  feelinjfs  lony  the  same. 

Ihit  now,  like  me,  too  well  thou  kn<nv'si 

>V|iat  trifles  oft  tlie  heart  recal; 
An<l  th<»se  mIio  once  ha\e  loved  the  most 

Too  soon  forfjei  they  loved  at  all. 

And  su(  li  die  cliani;e  (lie  heart  «lispKu> 

.Si>  fr.td  is  early  friendship's  ri'i|;n, 
A  niutitli  s  brief  I. ipse,  pei  ii;ips  a  (lav  s, 

\N  ill  view  tliv  Miiiid  cslrain;cd  a;;.iiii 


If  so,  it  never  shall  be  mine 

To  mourn  the  loss  of  such  a  heart; 

The  fault  was  Nature's  fault,  not  thine, 
Which  made  thee  tickle  as  thou  arc. 

As  rolls  the  ocean's  chanping  tide, 
So  human  feelini;s  ebb  and  How  ; 

And  who  would  in  a  bre.isl  confide 
Wlurc  stormy  passions  ever  (;low  ? 

It  boots  not  that,  to{;ether  bred. 
Our  rbildish  days  were  days  of  joy; 

Mv  sprin{]  of  life  has  quickly  lied; 
Thou,  too,  hast  ceased  to  be  a  boy. 

.And  when  we  bid  adieu  to  youth. 

.^laxes  to  the  specious  worlds  controul 
Wc  sij;h  a  long  farewell  to  truth; 

That  world  corrupts  the  noblest  soul. 

Ah,  joyous  season!  when  the  mind 
Dares  all  things  boldly  but  to  lie ; 

When  thouj'Jit,  ere  spoke,  is  uncontin'd, 
And  sparkles  in  the  placid  eye. 

Not  so  in  man's  matiner  years, 
N\  lu-n  ni.in  himself  is  but  a  tool; 

Wht^n  interest  sways  tmr  hopes  and  fear*. 
And  all  must  love  or  hate  by  rule. 

Willi  fools  in  kindred  vice  the  same. 

We  learn,  at  length,  our  faults  to  blerul  ; 

And  those,  and  those  alone,  may  claim 
The  prostituted  name  of  frieml. 

Such  is  the  comnmn  lot  of  man: 
Can  we  then  "scape  from  folly  free  ' 

(Ian  we  reverse  the  general  plan. 
Nor  be  what  all  in  turn  must  be? 

No ;  for  myj^elf,  so  dark  my  fate 

Through  every  turn  of  life  hath  been. 

Man  and  the  world  I  so  much  hate, 
I  c  ire  not  when  I  quit  the  scene. 

bin  ihon,  with  spirit  frni  end  light, 
Wdt  shine  awhile,  and  pass  away; 

\s  glow-worms  sparkle  through  the  nighty 
Km  dare  not  stand  the  test  of  day. 

Alls'  whenever  folly  calls 

Where  parasites  and  princes  meet 

For  cIh  rish'il  tir-i  in  royal  halls 
Till  w<  Iconic  vices  kindly  greet^, 

\.\in  novv  thou  rt  nightly  seen  to  add 
One  itisi-ct  to  the  thitteriug  crowd; 

And  still  thy  trifling  heart  is  glad, 

I'd  join  the  vain  and  court  the  proud. 

There  (lo^l  thou  glile  from  f.iir  to  fair. 
Still  sirnperin(;  on  with  eager  liaste, 

.\s  flies  . I  long  the  gay  parterre. 

That  uini  the  flowers  they  scarcely  tAste. 
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But  &ay,  what  nymph  ivill  prixe  the  flame 
Which  seems,  as  manhy  vapours  move, 

To  flit  aloog  from  dame  to  dame. 
An  igniA-falttUs  gleam  of  love  ? 

What  friend  for  thee,  howe'er  inclined. 
Will  deign  to  own  a  kindred  care? 

Who  will  deba&e  his  manly  mind, 
For  fricnd&hip  every  fool  may  sliarcT 

In  time  forbear ;  amidst  the  throng 
No  more  so  base  a  thing  be  seen; 

No  more  so  idly  pa«s  along : 

Be  something,  any  thing,  bat — mean. 


TO 


Well!  thou  art  happy,  and  I  feel 
That  I  should  thus  be  happy  too; 

For  still  my  heart  regards  tliy  weal 
Warmly,  as  It  was  wont  to  do, 

Thy  husband  's  blest— and  't  will  impart 
Some  pangs  to  view  his  liappier  lot : 

But  let  them  pass — Oh !  how  my  heart 
Would  liate  him,  if  he  loved  thee  not ! 

When  late  T  saw  thy  favourite  child, 

I  thought  my  jealous  heart  would  break; 

But  when  the  unronscinus  infant  smiled, 
I  kiss'd  it,  for  its  mother's  sake. 

I  kiss'd  it,  and  repress'd  my  sighs 

Its  ^ther  in  its  face  to  &ee  ; 
But  then  it  had  its  mother's  eyes, 

And  they  were  all  to  love  and  me. 

Mary,  adieu !  I  must  away  •' 

While  thou  art  blest  I  11  not  repine; 
But  near  thee  I  can  never  stay ; 

My  heart  would  soon  again  be  thine. 

I  deem'd  that  time,  I  deem'd  that  pride 
Had  quenrh'd  at  length  my  boyi«h  flame; 

Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  thy  side, 
My  heart  in  all,  save  hope,  the  same. 

Yet  was  I  calm  :  I  knew  the  time 

My  breast  would  thrill  before  thy  look; 

But  now  to  tremble  were  a  crime — 
We  met,  and  not  a  nerve  was  shook. 

I  saw  thee  gaxe  upon  my  ^ce, 
Yet  meet  with  no  confusion  there: 

One  only  feeling  couldst  thou  trace — 
The  sullen  calmness  of  despair. 

Away!  away!  my  early  dream 
Remembrance  never  must  awske  : 

Oh!  where  is  Lethe's  fabled  stream? 
My  foolish  heart,  be  still,  or  break. 


FROM  THE  PORTUGUESE. 

Tr  moments  to  delight  devoted, 

«  My  life!i»  with  tenderest  tone,  you  cry; 
Dear  words  on  which  my  heart  had  doted, 

If  youth  could  neither  fade  nor  die. 


To  death  even  hours  like  these  must  roil ; 

Ah!  then  repeat  those  accents  never; 
Or  change  «  my  life  !»  into  m  my  soul !» 

Which,  like  my  love,  exists  for  ever. 


IMPROMPTU,  IN  REPLY  TO  A  FRIEND. 

Wit?(  from  the  heart  where  Sorrow  sits. 

Her  dusky  shadow  mounts  too  high, 
And  o'er  the  changing  aspect  flits, 

And  clouds  the  brow,  or  fills  the  eye. 
Heed  not  that  gloom,  which  soon  shall  sink  : 

My  thoughts  their  dungeon  know  too  well ; 
Back  to  my  breast  the  wanderers  shrink. 

And  droop  within  their  silent  cell. 


ADDRESS, 

SPOKE.H    Ar    TBI    OPEXflXG    Or    DBUBT-LANI    THEATai, 
8ATUE0AT,    OCTOBEB    lO,    l8l3. 

I  y  one  dread  night  oar  city  saw,  and  sigli'd, 
liow'd  to  the  dust,  the  Drama's  tower  of  pride ; 
In  one  short  hour  beheld  the  blaxing  fane, 
Apollo  sink,  and  Shakspeare  cease  to  reign. 

Ve  who  beheld,  (oh!  sight  admired  and  roouru'd, 
Whose  radiance  mock'd  tlie  ruin  it  adom'd !) 
Tlirough  clouds  of  fire,  the  massy  fragments  riven, 
Like  Israel's  pillar,  cliase  the  night  from  hcnrn. 
.Saw  the  long  column  of  revolving  flames 
Shake  its  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames. 
While  thousands,  throng'd  around  the  burning  dome. 
Shrank  back  nppall'd.  and  tremhjpd  for  their  homr. 
As  (;Ured  the  volumed  bl.iie,  and  ghastly  shone 
The  skies  with  lightnings  awful  as  their  own. 
Till  blackening  a^hes  and  the  lonely  wall 
Usurp'd  the  Muse's  realm,  and  mark'd  her  fall ; 
Say — shall  this  new,  nor  less  aspiring  pile, 
Rear'd  where  once  rose  the  mightiest  in  our  isle. 
Know  the  same  favour  which  the  former  knew, 
A  shrine  for  Shakspeare— worthy  him  and  /on  ' 

Yes — it  shall  be  :  the  magic  of  that  name 
\)cC\cs  the  scythe  of  time,  the  torch  of  flame  ; 
On  the  same  spot  still  consecrates  the  scene, 
.\nd  bids  the  Drama  be  where  she  hath  been  .- 
I  his  fabric's  birth  attests  the  potent  spell — 
Indulge  our  honest  pride,  and  say,  IJow  well  ' 

\s  so:irs  this  fane  to  emulate  the  last. 
Oh  !  might  we  draw  our  omens  from  the  past, 
Some  hour  propitious  to  our  prayers  may  boast 
Names  such  as  hallow  still  the  dome  we  lost. 
On  Drury  first  your  Siddons'  thrilling  art 
O'erwhelm'd  the  gentlest,  storm'd  the  sternest  heart. 
On  Drury,  Garrick's  latest  laurels  grew ; 
Here  your  last  tears  retiring  Roseius  drew, 
Sigh'd  his  last  thanks,  and  wept  his  last  adieu: 
But  still  for  living  wit  the  wreaths  may  bloom 
That  only  waste  their  odours  o'er  the  tomb. 
Such  Drury  claim'd  and  claims — nor  you  refuse 
One  tribute  to  revive  his  tlumbering  muse ; 
With  garlands  deck  your  own  Menander't  bead! 
Nor  hoard  your  honours  idly  for  the  dead ! 
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Dear  .ire  the  days  which  made  our  annals  bright, 
Etp  Gnrrick  fled,  or  Brinsloy  ceased  to  write. 
Heirs  lo  ihoir  laLoui-s,  like  all  hi|;h-born  heirs, 
Vain  of  oiir  ance>»lry,  as  they  of  Vieirs; 
WJiile  thus  remoinhranrp  borrow^  Banquo's  f[la«s, 
To  claim  i\w.  sceptred  sh  idows  as  they  pass. 
And  we  the  mireoi-  hold,  whore  inia[;ed  .shine 
Immortal  names,  emlda/on'd  on  our  line, 
Pause — ere  tlieir  feebler  offspriii{}  you  condemn, 
lUtleci  how  h  ird  the  taitk  to  rival  ihcm  1 

Friends  of  the  stnjcl  to  whom  both  players  and  pliy^ 

3lusi  sue  alike  for  pardon  or  for  praise, 

Whose  judj;in{;  \oiee  and  eye  aloue  ilircct 

The  bouniiless  power  lo  clirrish  or  reject ; 

If  e'er  frivolity  ba^  led  to  fame. 

And  made  us  bUf<h  lliat  you  forbore  to  blame; 

If  c'ec  the  sinking;  sia^je  eoald  condescend 

To  joothe  tiie  sickly  li'-te  it  dire  not  mend. 

All  pasi  reproach  may  present  scenes  refute, 

And  censure,  wisely  loud,  be  justly  mule  1 

Oh  !  since  your  fiat  stamps  the  tiruma's  laws, 

Forlxar  lo  uiock  u>  wilh  mi>pla('ed  applause- : 

So  pride  shall  doubly  H«rve  ilu;  actor's  powers, 

Ami  reason's  voire  be  echo  d  back  by  ours ! 

This  j',reetiii};  o'er,  the  ancient  rule  obey'd. 

The  Dramas  hom.i;;e  bv  her  herald  paid, 

Itcccive  our  wrleornc  too,  vhose  every  lone 

Sprin^js  from  our  iiearlN   .uid  fain  would  win  your  own. 

The  curiain  rises — may  our  stride  unfold 

Seems  not  uinvorlhy  DruiYs  days  of  old  ! 

Britons  our  judjjes,  nature  for  our  [^;iiide. 

Still  may  tee  piea'.e — lon^;,  lony  may^oi*  ]irpsidel 


TO  TlMi:. 

I'lMK  !  on  whose  arbitrary  winjj 

The  varvinj;  hours  must  11. i"^,'  or  fly. 
Whose  tardy  M'inter,  fleetiu};  sprin(]. 

But  dr,)};  or  drive  us  on  to  die — 
II  lil  thou  !  who  ou  my  birtli  hestow'd 

Those  bonus  to  all  ibat  know  thee  known; 
Y»'l  better  I  sustain  thy  load. 

Tor  now  1  bear  the  wei(;ht  alone. 
I  would  not  one  foml  heart  should  sliare 

The  bitter  moments  thou  hast  (;ivcu; 
And  pardon  thee,  since  ihou  couldst  sjtare. 

All  that  I  loved,  to  peace  or  heaven. 
To  ihem  be  joy  or  rr-st,  on  me 

1  hy  future  ills  sh.WI  press  in  vain  ; 
I  nothing;  owe  but  years  to  thee, 

A  debt  alreuily  paid  in  pain. 
Yet  e'en  thai  pain  was  some  relief  ; 

It  felt,  but  still  for(;oi  thy  power  ; 
The  active  acoiiy  of  j^jnr-f 

Retards,  but  never  eourits  the  hour. 
In  jov  I  "ve  si|;ird  to  think  ihv  lli;;ht 

Would  soon  subside  fr«uu  switt  lo  slow  ; 
Thy  cloud  could  overcast  the  linht, 

bill  coiibl  not  add  a  ni[',hi  to  woe  ; 
for  then,  however  drear  and  dark, 

.My  soul  was  suited  to  tliy  sky; 
One  star  alone  shot  forth  a  spark 

To  prove  th-'e— not  Flernily. 


That  beam  hath  sunk;  and  now  ihoo  art 

A  blank — a  thinv  to  coudI  and  curtc 
Throu(;h  each  dull  tedious  triflinj  part. 

Which  all  recrcl,  yet  all  rehearse. 
One  scene  even  thou  canst  not  deform ; 

The  limit  of  thy  sloth  or  speed, 
When  future  -wandererti  bear  the  storm 

Which  we  shall  sleep  too  sound  lo  heed 
And  I  can  smile  lo  think  how  weak 

Thine  efforts  shortly  shall  be  shown, 
When  all  the  ven(;eaace  thou  canst  wreak 

Must  fall  upon — a  nameless  stone! 


THANSLATION  OF  A  ROMAIC  LO\'E  SONG. 

An  I  Love  was  never  yet  without 
The  paiijj.  the  aj^ony,  the  doubt, 
Which  rends  my  heart  with  ceaseless  sigh. 
While  day  and  ui<jht  roll  darkling  by. 

Without  one  friend  to  hear  my  woe, 
I  f.iiiit.  I  die  beneath  the  blow. 
Thai  Love  had  arrows,  well  I  knew  : 
.Vlas!  I  iiud  them  poisou'd  too. 

IJiids.  yet  in  freedom,  shun  the  net, 
Wliicli  Love  around  your  haunts  hath  set; 
Or.  circled  by  his  fatal  fire, 
Your  hearts  shall  burn,  your  hopes  expire. 

A  bird  of  free  and  careless  wing 
Was  I,  through  many  a  smilin(;  spring; 
but  caii[;ht  within  the  subtle  snare, 
1  burn,  and  feebly  flutter  there. 

Who  ne'er  have  loved,  and  loved  in  vain, 
Oin  iiciiber  feel  nor  pily  pain  ; 
The  cold  repulse,  ihe  look  askance, 
Tlie  li;;liiiiiu;j  of  love's  an(jry  glance. 

In  fl.iiterinj;  dreams  I  deem'd  thee  mine; 
Now  bfipc,  and  he  who  hoped,  decline; 
Like  mcliin^;  wax,  or  withering  flower, 
1  f<el  my  p.as-sion,  and  thy  power. 

My  li{^hl  of  life  I  ah,  tell  mc  why 

TImi  jioniinj;  lip,  and  altcrd  eye? 

My  bird  of  love  I  mv  beauteous  mate  I 

And  art  ihou  changed,  and  canst  thou  hate? 

Mine  eyes  like  wintry  streams  o'erflow  : 
Wliat  wrett^h  with  nie  would  barter  woe' 
.Mv  lord  I  relent:  one  note  could  give 
.\  ( liann,  to  bid  thy  lover  live. 

Mv  cnidliii<;  blood,  my  maddening  brain. 
In  silent  .luj'.uisb  !  sustain! 
And  still  thy  heart,  without  parttkiug 
Oiu-  pan;:,  exulis — while  mine  is  breaking. 

I'onr  nie  the  j)f.i?oii;  fear  not  thou! 
Tlioii  (  anst  not  murder  more  than  now  ; 
I've  lived  to  euive  my  natal  day, 
.\n<l  love,  that  tlius  can  lingering  slay. 

.My  woiiinlcil  soul,  my  bleeding  breast, 
(i.m  patience  preach  thee  into  rest? 
Alas  !  too  late  1  dearly  know, 
I'liai  joy  is  harbinger  of  woe. 
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A  SONG. 

Tiou  art  not  false,  bot  tbou  art  fickle, 
To  those  thyself  so  foadly  sought ; 

The  tears  that  tbou  ha«t  forced  to  trickle 
Are  doubly  bitter  from  that  thoDght : 

T  is  this  which  breaks  the  heart  thou  grievesi, 

Too  well  thou  lov'st — too  sooa  tiiou  leavest. 

The  wholly  false  (he  heart  despises. 

And  spurns  deceiver  and  deceit; 
But  she  who  not  a  thought  disguises,' 

Whose  love  is  as  sincere  as  sweet, — 
When  she  can  change  who  loved  so  truly, 
It  feels  what  mine  has  felt  so  newly. 

To  dream  of  joy  and  wake  to  sorrow 
Is  doom'd  to  all  who  love  or  live; 

And  if,  when  consciouc  on  the  morrow. 
We  scarce  our  fancy  can  forgive, 

That  cheated  us  in  slumber  only. 

To  leave  the  waking  soul  more  lonely. 

What  must  they  feel  whom  no  f.ihc  vision, 
But  truest,  tenderest  passion  warm'd  ? 

Sincere,  but  swift  in  sad  transition. 
As  if  a  dream  alone  had  cliairn'd  7 

Ah!  sure  such  grief  is  fancy's  •>(-licming, 

And  all  thy  change  can  be  but  dreaming  ! 


OX  BEING  ASKEID  WHAT  WAS  THE  -ORIGIN 

OF  LOVE?- 

The  «  Origin  of  Lovcin— Ah  why 

That  cruel  question  ask  of  me. 
When  thou  mayst  read  in  many  an  eye 

He  starts  to  life  on  seeing  thee  7 

And  should^t  thou  seek  his  end  to  know 
My  heart  forebodes,  my  fcirs  foresee. 

He  '11  linger  long  iu  silent  i»or; 
ButUve — untd  I  cease  to  be. 


REMEMBER  HIM,  etc. 

HansMBEa  him,  whom  passlnn';*  power 

Severely,  deeply,  vainly  proved  : 
Remember  thou  that  d.mgerous  hour 

When  neither  fell,  though  both  were  loved. 

That  yielding  breast,  that  melting  eye, 

Too  much  invited  to  be  blest : 
That  gentle  prayer,  that  pleading  sigh, 

The  wilder  wish  reproved,  represt. 

Oh !  let  me  feel  that  all  I  lost 

But  saved  thee  all  that  conscience  fears; 
And  blush  for  every  pang  it  cost 

To  spare  the  vain  remorse  of  years. 

Yet  think  of  this  when  many  a  tongue, 
Whose  busy  accents  whisper  bKime, 

Would  do  the  heart  that  loved  thee  wrong, 
And  brand  a  nearly  blighted  name. 


Think  that,  whate'er  to  others,  thou 
Hast  aeen  each  selfish  tbouglit  subdued : 

I  bless  thy  purer  soul  even  now. 
Even  now,  in  midnight  soUlude. 

Oh,  God !  that  we  had  met  in  time. 
Our  hearts  as  fond,  thy  hand  more  free; 

When  thoa  had»t  loved  without  a  crime. 
And  I  been  less  unworthy  thee ! 

Far  may  thy  days,  as  heretofore. 
From  this  our  gaudy  world  be  past! 

And,  that  too  bitter  moment  o'er. 
Oh!  may  such  trial  be  thy  last! 

Thi-j  heart,  alas!  perverted  long. 
Itself  de<ilroy'd  miyht  there  destroy. 

To  meet  tliee  in  the  (jliitering  throng. 
Would  wake  presumption's  hope  of  joy. 

Then  to  the  things  nhovr  bliss  or  woe. 
Like  mine,  is  is i Id  and  worthless  all, 

That  world  resign — ^uch  scenes  forego, 
Where  those  who  feel  mu>t  surely  fall. 

Thy  youth,  thy  charms,  thy  tenderness. 
Thy  soul  from  long  srciusion  purr, 

From  what  even  here  hath  past,  may  guess. 
What  there  thy  bosom  must  endure. 

Oh !  pardon  that  imploring  tear, 
Since  not  by  virtue  shed  in  vain. 

My  frenxy  drew  from  eye«>  m>  deir; 
For  me  they  shall  not  weep  again. 

Though  long  and  mournful  must  it  be, 
The  thought  that  >»c  no  more  may  meet; 

Yet  I  deserve  the  stern  derree. 

And  almost  deem  the  sentence  sweet. 

Still,  had  I  loved  thee  le«s,  my  heart 
Had  then  less  sacriliceil  lo  thine; 

It  felt  not  half  so  much  to  part. 
As  if  its  (jnilt  had  made  thee  mine. 


LiN>:s 

i.NscaiBio  uroif  a  cur  rotw&D  from  4  skull. 

Stibt  not— nor  deem  my  spirit  tied  : 

In  me  behold  the  only  skull 
From  which,  unlike  a  livinf;  hend, 

Whatever  flows  is  never  dull. 

I  lived,  I  loved,  iquaffd,  like  thee  ; 

I  died ;  let  earth  my  bones  resign  : 
Fill  up — thou  canHt  not  injure  me; 

The  worm  hath  fouler  lips  than  thine. 

Better  to  hold  the  sparkling  grape, 

Than  nurse  tlie  earth-worm's  slimy  brood  ; 

And  circle  in  the  goblet's  sliape 

The  drink  of  go<ls,  than  reptiles'  food. 

Where  once  my  wit,  perchance,  liathshoue, 

In  aid  of  others'  let  me  shine ; 
And  when,  alas!  our  brains  arc  9»tte, 

What  nobler  substitute  thau  wine  ? 
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yu.iff  while  thou  cansi— another  race, 
When  thou  and  thine  Hke  me  are  sped, 

iVlay  rescue  thee  from  eariit's  embrace, 
And  rliymc  and  revel  with  the  dead. 

Wliy  not?  since  through  hfes  httle  day 
Our  heads  such  sad  effects  produce  ; 

Redeem  d  from  worms  and  wasting  clay, 
This  chance  is  theirs,  to  l)e  of  use. 

Sewitead  Abbey,  1808. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  PETER  PARKER,  BART. 

ToKRE  is  a  tear  for  ull  that  die, 

A  mourner  o'er  ihe  humljl(j,t  grave; 

But  nations  swell  the  funeral  cry, 
And  triumph  weeps  above  the  brave. 

I'or  them  is  sorrows  purest  sigh 

<»er  ocean's  hea\iug  bosom  sent: 
In  v.iin  their  bones  nuburied  lie — 

All  earth  becomes  their  monument ! 

A  tomb  is  theirs  on  every  page, 

An  epitaph  on  every  tongue; 
The  present  hours,  the  future  age, 

For  them  bewail,  to  them  belong. 

For  tluni  the  voitv  of  festal  mirth 

(jtows  hush'tl,  their  name  the  only  sound; 

While  drep  renieuibrance  pours  to  worth 
The  goblet  s  tributary  round. 

A  thenu*  to  crowds  that  knew  them  not, 

Lamented  by  admiring  foes, 
Who  would  not  sh.ire  their  glorious  lot? 

NN  ho  would  ru)t  die  the  death  they  chosr ' 

And,  g.ilhnt  P;irkerl  thus  enshrined 
Thy  life,  thy  f.ill.  thy  fime  shall  be; 

And  early  valour,  i;lo\\ing,  /inti 
.\  model  in  thy  memory. 

Ijut  thi-re  are  bna-its  thai  bleed  with  thee 

In  woe,  that  glory  <■  innot  quell ; 
And  shuddering  h.'jr  of  victory. 

Whore  one  m»  de.ir,  so  dauutle-iS,  fell. 

Wh«'re  shall  (hry  turn  to  mourn  th«v!  less? 

Wlwu  ce.js.Mo  heir  thy  clicri'.hd  name? 
Time  eaniiot  teach  forgelfuhirss, 

W'hile  griefs  full  heart  is  fed  by  fame. 

Alas!  for  them,  though  not  for  thee, 
TlK-y  cannot  ehusc  but  weep  the  more, 

Diep  for  llie  drad  tin-  grief  must  be 

W'ho  neer  gave  cau>c  lo  mourn  before. 


TO  A  LADY  WFEPING. 

Wekp,  daughter  of  a  royal  line, 
A  sire's  disgrace,  a  re.ilm's  decay; 

Ah,  h  ippy  I  if  each  t<ar  of  thine 
Could  wash  a  father's  fault  away  ! 

Weep — for  thy  tears  are  virtue's  tears — 
Auspicious  to  these  suffering  isles; 

And  Ijc  each  drop,  in  future  years, 
Repaid  thee  by  thy  people'",  smiles ! 

March,  |}<i  2. 


FROM  THE  TURKISH. 

The  chain  I  gave  was  fair  to  view. 

The  lute  I  added  sweet  in  sound, 
The  heart  thatoffer'd  both  was  true, 

And  ill  deserved  the  fate  it  found. 

These  gifts  were  charm 'd  by  secret  spell 

Thy  truth  in  absence  to  divine; 
And  th»»y  have  done  their  duty  well, 

Alas!  they  could  not  teach  thee  thine. 

That  chain  was  Hrm  in  every  link, 
But  not  to  bear  a  stranger's  touch; 

That  lute  was  sweet — till  thou  couldst  think 
In  other  hands  its  notes  were  such. 

Let  him,  who  from  thy  neck  unbound 
The  chain  which  shiver'd  in  his  grasp. 

Who  saw  that  lute  refuse  to  sound, 
Kestring  the  chords,  renew  the  clasp. 

When  tluui  wert  changed,  theyalter'd  too; 

The  chain  is  broke,  the  music  mute : 
"T  is  past — to  them  and  thee  adieu — 

False  he.irt,  frail  chain,  and  silent  lute. 

SONNE!'. 

TO    GKNLVRA. 

Thine  eyes'  blue  tenderness,  thy  long  fair  hair, 
.\nd  the  wan  lustre  of  thy  features — caught 
Fr(nn  cotiiemplaliou — where  serenely  wrought, 

Sccnis  sorrow's  softness  eh.iim'd  from  its  de>pair — 

Have  thrown  such  speaking  s.ulnessin  thine  air. 
That — btit  I  know  thy  l»le*.sed  bosom  fraught 
With  mines  of  un  illoy'd  and  stainless  thought — 

I  should  have  dcem'd  iliee  doom'd  to  earthly  care. 

Willi  such  an  .ispci't,  by  his  colours  blent, 

\N  lir  n  from  his  beauiy-brcathing  pencil  bom, 

(Except  tliat  Uion  hast  nothing  to  repent) 
The. Magdalen  of  Cuido  saw  the  morn — 

Sn<  ii  seem  St  ihou  —  but  bow  much  more  excellent! 
With  nought  remorse  can  claim — nor  virtue  scoro. 

SONNET. 

TO  r,  K  >  F  \  a  A . 

TiiY  elicck  is  p ale  with  thoii|;ht,  but  not  from  woe, 
And  yet  so  lovely,  thai  if  mirth  could  (lush 
Its  rose  of  vkbiieness  with  the  brightest  blush, 

.Mv  heirlwonlil  wishawav  that  ruder  glow  :  — 
I  And  (l.i//le  not  thy  deep-blue  eyes — but  oK  ! 
While  gazing  on  them  sterner  eves  will  gush, 
,\nd  into  uiine  my  mother's  weakness  rush, 

.Si>ft  .is  the  last  drops  round  heaven's  airy  bow. 

For,  ihrongli  tiiy  long  dark  lashes  low  depending, 
Tlie  soul  of  mel  inclioly  gentleness 

die. I  ins  like  a  ser.j|>h  from  the  sky  descending, 
.\bo\eali  pain,  yet  pitying  all  tlistress; 

At  once  su«  li  UMjCsiv  with  sweetness  blending, 
j       I  worship  more,  but  cannot  love  thee  less. 


INSCIUPIION 

o.>|     IMK    MUNUMEMT    OF    A    KEW  FOL'NOLA.'^tO    DO(i . 

\N  iu\  some  prouti  sou  of  man  returns  to  earth, 
I'nknovvn  to  glory,  but  upheld  by  birth, 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


53i 


The  sculptor't  art  exbaostt  the  pomp  of  moe. 

And  storied  unu  record  who  rests  belov; 

When  all  is  done,  upon  the  tomb  is  seen, 

Not  what  he  was,  but  what  he  should  have  been: 

But  the  poor  dog,  in  life  tlie  firmest  friend. 

The  first  to  welcome,  foremost  to  defend. 

Whose  honest  heart  is  still  his  masters  own. 

Who  labours,  Hghts,  lives,  breathes  for  him  alone, 

UnhoQour'd  falls,  unnoticed  all  his  worth, 

Denied  in  heaven  the  soul  be  held  on  earth  : 

While  nun,  vain  insect!  hopes  to  be  forgiven. 

And  claims  hinurlf  a  sole  exclusive  heaven. 

Oh  man !  thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  bour. 

Debased  by  slavery,  or  corrupt  by  power. 

Who  knows  thee  well  must  quit  thee  with  disgust, 

Dc(;raded  mass  of  animated  dust ! 

Thy  love  is  lust,  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat. 

Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  words  deceit! 

By  nature  vile,  ennobled  but  by  name, 

l^acli  kindred  brute  might  bid  thee  blush  for  shame. 

Ye !  who  perchance  behold  this  simple  urn, 

Pas9  on — it  honours  none  you  wish  to  mourn : 

To  mark  a  friend's  remains  these  stcrnes  arise — 

I  never  knew  but  one,  and  bere  he  lies. 

NeanUad  Abbey^  Oct.  3o,  1808. 


FAREWELL. 

Faiewbll!  if  ever  fondest  prayer 

For  other  s  weal  avail'd  ou  high, 
Miue  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air, 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky. 
T  were  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh  : 

Oh!  more  than  tears  of  blood  can  tell, 
When  wrung  from  guilt's  expiring  eye. 

Are  in  that  word — Farewell ! — Farewell! 

Tliese  lips  are  mute,  these  eyes  are  dry ; 

But  in  my  breast,  and  in  my  brain, 
Awake  the  pangs  that  pass  not  by, 

The  thought  that  ne'er  shall  sleep  again. 
My  soul  nor  deigns  nor  dares  complain. 

Though  gnef  and  passion  there  rebel; 
I  only  know  we  loved  in  vain — 

I  only  feel — Farewell ! — Farewell ! 


BaiOBT  be  ibe  place  of  thy  soul ! 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  thine 
E'er  burst  from  its  mortal  control, 

In  the  orbs  of  the  blessed  to  shine. 
On  earth  thou  wert  all  but  divine, 

As  thy  soul  shall  immortally  be; 
And  our  sorrow  may  cease  to  repine. 

When  we  know  that  thy  God  is  with  thee. 

Light  be  the  turf  of  thy  tomb ! 

May  its  verdure  like  emeralds  be  : 
There  should  not  be  the  shadow  of  gloom 

In  aught  that  reminds  us  of  thee. 
Young  flowers  and  an  evergreen  tree 

May  spring  from  the  spot  of  thy  rest : 
But  nor  cypress  nor  yew  let  us  see ; 

For  why  should  we  mourn  for  the  blest? 


Whin  we  two  parted 

In  silence  and  tears, 
Half  broken-hearted 

To  sever  for  years. 
Pale  grew  thy  cheek  and  cold. 

Colder  thy  kiss; 
Truly  that  hour  fbretold 

Sorrow  to  this. 

The  dew  of  the  morning 

Sunk  chill  on  my  brow — 
It  fpit  like  the  warning 

Of  what  I  feel  now. 
Thy  TOWS  are  all  broken. 

And  light  is  thy  fame; 
I  hear  thy  name  spoken. 

And  share  in  its  shame. 

They  name  thee  before  me, 

A  knell  to  mine  ear; 
A  shudder  comes  o'er  me — 

Why  wert  tliou  so  dear  7 
They  know  not  I  knew  thee. 

Who  knew  thee  too  well ; — 
Long,  long  sliall  I  rue  ibee. 

Too  deeply  to  tell. 

In  secret  we  met^ 

In  silence  I  grieve. 
That  thy  heart  could  forget. 

Thy  spirit  deceive. 
If  I  should  meet  thee 

After  long  years. 
How  should  1  greet  thee  I — 

With  silence  and  tears. 


1808. 
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O  LacfynarsB  foa«.  MB«ro  uicrM 
Daceniiaa  orlat  ex  aDino  :  qaster 
Felix  !  la  ino  qui  Katentem 
Pertore  te,  pUi  .Njapba,  i<>n»li. 

GRAY'S 


iBiai's  not  a  joy  the  world  can  gire  like  that  it  Cakes 

away. 
When  the  glow  of  early  thought  declines  in  feeling's 

dull  decay ; 
'T  is  not  00  youth's  smooth  cheek  the  blush  alone, 

which  fades  so  fast, 
But  the  tender  bloom  of  heart  is  gone,  ere  youth  itself 

be  past. 

Then  the  few  whose  spirits  float  above  the  wreck  of 

happiness, 
Are  driven  o'er  llie  shoals  of  guilt  or  ocean  of  excess  : 
The  magnet  of  their  course  is  gone,  or  only  points  in 

vain 
The  shore  to  which  their  shiver'd  sail  shall  never  stretch 

again. 

Then  the  mortal  coldness  of  the  soul  like  death  itself 

comes  down ; 
It  cannot  feel  for  others'  woes,  it  dare  not  dream  its  own ; 

*  Thrae  VertM  wCTefffven  by  Lord  Byroa  tolir  Povrcr,  Slrund,  wbo 
hMp«blUbedib«a,  with  very  boaaiifalmiMicby  Sir  iobn  Sievenioa, 
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(hat  heavy  chill  has  fro/ca  e  cr  ihc  fouotain  of  our 

tears, 
And  tlioui;h   the  eye  may  sparkle  still,  't  is  \kherc  the 

ice  appears. 

Though  Mfit  may  flash  from  fluent  lips,  and  mirth  dis- 
tract the  breast. 

Through  midni>^;ht  hours  that  yield  no  more  their  for- 
mer hope  of  rest; 

T  is  but  as  ivy-leaves  around  the  ruin'd  turret  wreathe. 

All  greeuand  mildly  fresh  without,  but  woru  aud  jjrey 
beneath. 

'>h  could  I  feel  as  1  have  felt, — or  he  >¥hat  I  have  been, 
Or  weep,  as  I   could  oucc  have  \^ept,  o'er  many  a  va- 

nish'tl  scene  : 
As  spriiifjs,  in  di-serts  found,  seem  sweet —  all  brackish 

thoui^h  they  be, — 
So,  midst  the  witlier'd  waste  of  life,  those  tears  >i^ould 

(low  to  me. 

i8i5. 
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TuhRK  be  none  of  beauty  5  dauj;liter!i 

With  a  ni:n;ir  like  tliee; 
And  like  musi*-  on  the  waters 

!•»  lliy  s\v«'ct  \oit-e  lo  me  : 
When,  as  if  its  mmnd  were  causinj^' 
Tju"  ( liannd  ocean's  [iniisinp. 
Tin*  wave-*  lie  still  and  (;le.iniin(;, 
And  the  lull'd  winds  seem  dreaminy 

Ami  the  n)idni;;ht  moon  is  weaving 
ller  bright  rliain  o'er  the  deep; 

Whose  breast  is  gently  heaving, 
As  an  infant's  asleep  : 

So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee. 

To  listen  aud  adore  thee  ; 

With  a  full  bnl  soft  emotion. 

Like  the  swell  of  summers  ocean. 


FA  UK  Til  IK  WKKL  \ 


K\,\\'.  \\\K\  h:i>i  I'Ci'ii  fri  •\v\\  ill  mmmIi  . 
Bui  wbi>>|i,Tin,;  t<iii{;u  -•<  kiiii  |><>:40ii  irulli  . 
And  lOtisi^iiK  y  liviw  ill  r  ■.iliii*  .iIkivi-  : 

And  III'-  i«  ilioriiy  ;  and  mkiiii  ii  Miin 
\nd  1(1  li>-  wriiili  x\,ili  oni-  «(■  lu»c, 

l>u(li  nork  liki'  iujilu>'«»  in  ihc  lii.iiii 

I'til  iii'MT  i-iilii-f  found  fin<iili(T 

To  IriN-  ihc  liiillinv  III  .iri  Ir  >iii  |<ainin;>  — 

Till  y  dIoinI  ;iI<i  il,  ili,'  »i  .ir»  r.-iiiuiuiu,';. 

I.ikr  1  IiIIn,  w  hu  li  In.)  h   ■  n  r.  nl  tiMiiid'-r  . 
V  drciry  «>ii  now  lln«>  lu'luii-ti. 
Iliir  nriilirr  Ill-ill.  n<ii-  iVfi-it.  imr  ilnindir 

Slinll  v\lii>ll'>   ild.iw.n.   I   w.'iM, 

Till-  iii.irk*  ol  ill  II  x\  111   II .■  ti  iili  I'l-cii. 

(.OLIJlllKiL  N  ChntlaUl. 


liKF  lliec  Well  '  .ii!(!  if  for  ever, 

Siili  for  ever,  fire  tU''v  well 
hven  ihon<;h  undiijjix  in;,  never 

Gainst  tliee  sliill  my  heart  rebel. 
Wonbl  thai  breast  were  hired  l>efore  line 

N\  lure  ihv  head  m>  t>lt  li  uli  lam. 


While  that  placid  sleep  cnme  o'er  thee 
Which  thou  ne'er  canst  know  again : 
Would  that  breast,  by  ihee  glanced  over, 

Every  inmost  thought  could  show! 
1  hen  thou  w  ouldst  at  last  discover 

'T  was  not  well  to  spurn  it  so. 
Though  the  world  for  this  commend  thee — 

Though  it  smile  upon  the  blow. 
Even  its  praises  must  offend  thee, 

Fouuded  on  another's  woe. 
Though  my  many  faults  defaced  me. 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found 
Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  me, 

To  indict  a  cureless  wound? 
Yet,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  not, 
Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay. 
But  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  not 

Hearts  can  thus  be  lorn  away: 
Still  thine  own  its  life  relaineth— 

Still  must  mine,  though  bleeding,  beat; 
And  tlie  umlying  thought  which  paineth 

Is — that  we  no  more  may  meel^ 
Thcsi;  are  words  of  deeper  sorrow 
Than  the  wail  above  the  dead; 
Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 

Wake  u^  from  a  widow'd  bed. 
And  when  thou  wouldst  solace  gather. 
When  our  chilli's  lir&t  accents  (low. 
Will  thou  teaeh  her  to  say  »<  Father  I»« 
Though  his  care  she  must  forego? 
When  her  liitle  bands  shall  press  thee, 

When  her  lij)  to  thine  is  jirest. 
Think  of  him  wlio<e  prayer  shall  bless  ihcc. 

Think  of  him  tliy  love  had  blcss'd  ! 
Should  her  liiie.imeiits  resemble 

Those  thou  never  more  mayst  see, 
Then  thy  heart  vill  softly  tremble 

With  a  pul-e  yet  true  lo  me. 
All  my  faults  perehaiicc  thou  knowest, 

All  my  madness  none  can  know; 
•\ll  my  hopes,  whereer  thou  goesi, 

Wither — yei  with  tliee  ihey  go. 
Every  fi'(  lin;;  hath  been  sh.iken; 

Pride,  whiih  nul  a  world  could  bow, 
Bows  lo  ihec — by  line  forsaken, 

Even  my  soul  t<>rsakes  me  now. 
But  't  is  done — all  words  are  idle — 

Words  from  me  are  vainer  still; 
But  (he  thon;;hts  we  eaunol  bridle 

Force  iheir  w.iy  wilhotil  llie  will. — 
Fare  ihee  well  I  —  thus  disunited, 

Torn  fr.iin  every  nearer  lie, 
Sciiril  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  blighted  — 
More  than  this  I  scarce  can  die. 


TO 


•  •• 


WiiKN  all  around  ;;re\v  drear  and  dark. 

.\nd  reastin  half  wilhlu  Ul  her  ray. 
And  hojv  bul  shed  a  dving  spark 

Whith  more  misled  my  lonely  way. 

hi  that  deep  mi(lni(;hl  of  the  mind. 
And  that  iiiternal  slrife  of  heart. 

When.  «liea<ring  to  be  deein'd  loo  kind. 
The  weak  despair  —  the  rohl  depart; 
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When  fortune,  changed — ^and  love  fled  far, 
And  hatred's  thafu  flew  thick  and  Caal, 

Thou  wert  iha  »olitary  itar 

Which  roae  and  wt  not  lo  the  last. 

Oh !  blest  be  thine  unbroken  light ! 

That  wQlch'd  me  as  a  seraph's  eye, 
And  stood  between  me  and  the  night, 

For  ever  shining  sweetly  nigh. 

And  when  the  cloud  upon  us  came, 
Which  strove  to  blacken  o'er  thy  ray — 

Then  purer  spread  its  grntir  flame, 
And  dai^h'd  the  darkness  all  away. 

Still  may  iliy  spirit  dwell  on  mine. 
And  teach  it  what  lo  brave  or  brook--!- 

There 's  more  in  one  soft  word  of  thine. 
Than  in  the  woild's  defied  rebuke. 

Thou  stood'st,  as  stands  a  lovely  tree. 
That  still  un broke,  though  gently  bent. 

Still  waves  with  fond  fidelity 
Its  boughs  above  a  monument. 

The  winds  might  rend— the  skies  might  pour, 
But  there  thou  wert — and  s.till  wouldst  be 

Devoted  in  the  stormiest  hour 

To  shed  thy  weeping  leaves  o'er  me. 

But  thou  and  thiue  shall  know  no  blight, 

Whatever  faie  on  me  mny  fall; 
For  heaven  in  sunshine  will  requite 

The  kind— and  thee  the  most  of  all. 

Then  let  the  tics  of  baffled  love 

Ite  broken — thine  will  never  break; 

Thy  heart  can  feel— but  will  not  move; 
Thy  soul,  though  soft,  will  never  ahake. 

And  these,  when  all  was  lost  beside, 

Were  found,  and  still  are  fixed,  io  thee— 

And  bearing  still  a  breast  so  tried. 
Earth  is  no  desert — even  to  me. 


[rioM  THE  raft^ci.] 

We  do  not  curse  thee,  Waterloo ! 
Though  Freedom's  blood  thy  plain  bedew; 
There  't  was  shed,  but  is  not  sunk — 
Rising  from  each  gory  trunk, 
Like  the  watrr-spout  from  ocean, 
With  a  <»trong  and  grovtiog  motion  : 
It  soars  and  roingU'k  in  the  air, 
With  ihal  of  lost  Lapeooycre — 
With  that  of  him  whose  honour'd  grave 
Contains  the  «  bravest  of  the  brave.n 
A  crimson  cloud  it  sprends  and  glows^ 
Rut  shall  return  fo  whence  it  rose; 
When  't  is  full 't  will  burst  asunder — 
Never  yet  was  heard  such  thunder 
As  then  shall  shake  the  world  with  wonder- 
Never  yet  was  seen  such  lighlniag, 
At  o'er  heaven  shall  then  be  brigtit'ning ! 
Like  the  Wormwood  star  foretold 
By  the  sainted  seer  of  old. 


Showeriog  down  a  fiery  flood. 
Turning  rivera  ioto  blood.  * 

The  chief  has  fallen,  but  not  by  you. 
Vanquishers  of  Waterloo ! 
When  the  soldier  citizen 
Sway'd  not  o'er  hit  fellow  men — 
Save  in  deeds  that  led  them  on 
Where  glory  smiled  on  freedom's  son — 

Who,  of  all  the  despots  banded, 
With  that  youthful  chief  competed  ? 
Who  could  boast  o'er  France  defeated, 

Till  lone  tyranny  commanded  ? 
Till,  goaded  by  ambition's  sting. 
The  hero  sunk  into  the  kingT 
Then  he  fell ; — so  perish  all, 
Who  would  men  by  man  enthral ! 

And  thou  too  of  the  snow-white  plume! 
Whose  realm  refused  thee  even  a  tomb;  ' 
Better  hadst  thou  still  been  leading 
France  o'er  hosts  of  hirelings  bleeding. 
Than  sold  thyself  to  death  and  shame 
For  a  meanly  royal  name; 
Such  as  he  of  Naples  wears. 
Who  thy  blood-bought  title  bears. 
Little  didst  thou  deem,  when  dasliing 

On  thy  war-horse  through  the  ranks, 

Like  a  stream  which  burtt  its  banks. 
While  helmets  cleft,  and  sabres  clashing, 
Shone  and  shiver'd  fast  around  thee — 
Of  the  fate  at  last  which  fouud  thee. 
Was  that  haughty  plume  laid  low 
By  a  slave's  dishonest  blow  ? 
Once — as  the  moon  sways  o'er  the  tide. 
It  roll'd  in  air,  the  warrior's  guide; 
Through  the  smoke-created  night 
Of  the  black  and  sulphurous  fight, 
The  soldier  raised  his  seeking  eye 
To  catch  that  crest's  ascendancy,—- 
And  as  it  onward  rolling  rose. 
So  moved  his  heart  upon  our  fees. 
There,  where  death's  brief  pang  was  quickest, 
And  the  battle's  wreck  lay  thickest, 
Strew'd  beneath  the  advancing  banner 

Of  the  eagle's  burning  crest— 
(There,  with  thunder-clouds  to  hn  her, 

ff^ho  could  then  her  winjy  arrest — 

Victory  beaming  from  her  breast?) 
While  the  broken  line  enlarging 

Fell,  or  (led  along  the  plain: 
There  be  sure  was  Musat  charging! 

There  he  ne'er  shall  charge  again! 


'  See  Ref.  i  hup.  Tiii,  Tprio  7,  plc,  •  Tbe  firti  •■gel  •oaatled.  and 
there  fallowed  hail  aod  Hru  roinjlnl  with  blood."  etc. 

VerM  8.    <  And  ibe  •coond  aD<;el  toondad,  and  a«  it  wera  a  r,rt»i 
nouDUin  boroinj  «lib  tirv  waa  catt  iaio  ihe  aea  ;  sad  the  third  part 
of  tbo  ica  iMcainc  blood,  ■  etc. 
I      ViTM  in.     <  Aad  tb«  tliird  aaftcl  Mmnded,  and  there  foil  ■  groat 
'  ttar  from  h«>ai<>D,  Itunno;;  at  il  w<.-n>  a  lamp  ;  and  It  Ml  upoa  •  third 
I  pan  uf  the  ri\ors,  and  upon  thi)  fountaint  of  «ati-r».« 
'      Vi-rfti:  II.    >  And  iho  naoic  of  tbo  »Ur  !•  cnllod  Wormwood:  and 
ibe  ibird  part  of  tbo  watcra  berano  wormwood ;  and  many  maa  diod 
of  lb«  nairrt,  I<e.du»i9  tbcy  neri«  made  hilU>r.> 

*  Marat't  rvmaini  ar«  Mid  to  have  I>wb  lora  fimn  the  (rave  aad 
hnrnt. 
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O'er  glories  pone  the  invaders  march, 

Weeps  triumpli  o'er  each  levcll'd  arch — 

Bui  lei  Freedom  rejoice. 

With  her  heart  ia  her  voice; 

But,  her  hand  ou  her  sword, 

Doubly  shall  she  he  adored  ; 

France  haih  twice  loo  well  been  taught 

Tlie  t«  moral  lesson»  dcnrly  bought  ; 

Mer  safely  si  is  nol  on  a  throne. 

With  GAPf.T  or  NAPOl,^;o^  ! 

But  in  equal  rights  and  hi\»s. 

Hearts  and  hands  in  one  great  cause — 

Freedom,  such  as  God  h.uh  gi\en 

L'nto  ail  beneath  his  iicaven, 

With  their  breath,  and  from  their  birth, 

Though  Guilt  \(oultl  sweep  it  from  the  earth; 

With  a  fierce  and  la\ish  hand 

Scatlering  naiioiK'  wiaitb  like  sand; 

Poming  nations'  blood  like  water, 

In  imperial  iicas  of  slaughter! 

But  Ihe  heart  and  the  mind, 

And  the  voice  of  mankind, 

Shall  aiise  in  communion — 

And  who  cb  ill  r<>.ist  that  proud  union  ': 

The  lime  is  pa.st  when  swortk  subdued  — 

Man  may  die — thf  soul's  renew  d: 

Kven  in  ijiis  low  world  of  care 

Freedom  ncer  shall  waul  an  heir;  i  oy 

Aliliions  breathe  but  to  inherit  I 

Her  for  ever  bounding  spirit;  < 

When  once  more  her  liosts  assemble.  I 

Tyrants  shall  believe  and  tremble. 

Smile  ibey  at  this  idle  threat? 

Grimson  lears  will  follow  vet. 


[from   the   FHKNCIi.  ] 

•  Mlnopt.  hut  [lartinilarlj  Savary.  un'tn  P<ili.»li  nfticrr  wlio  linJ  l'«Tn 
fvoll>-'l  fnnii  ill'-  r.inkn  li>  r>iiiiii|>;irl<'.  II''  <lui(|;  lo  hi>  nia-vi.  r  n 
kiit'i-.,  Mioii:  II  li-iliT  (••  LokI  Ki'iiIi.  i-rilri-.itifi;;  |i<TuiiS!>i(in  in  n< - 
riiii)|',iii\  liiiu,  vycu  in  lh>- iiiotl  tuiiiul  CiiiHti  it},  wliiili  oiuld  n<il 
t>i-  iiiJiiiiilt il. t 

Mrsr  iliou  go,  my  glorious  chiff, 

Scver'd  from  ihy  faiiliful  few? 
Who  r;m  tell  thy  •warrior's  gii<f, 

Maddoniug  o'er  that  long  adieu? 
Woman's  love,  and  fiieiulsbip's  /cal — 

Dear  a^  both  ha\e  been  to  inc — 
What  are  ibey  to  all  I  feci, 

With  a  soldier's  faith,  for  ihec? 

Idol  of  the  soldier's  soid  I 

First  in  tight,  but  mi;;liiiest  now- 
Many  conlil  a  world  ronlrol: 

1  bee  ,iliine  no  doom  can  bow. 
By  thy  sidt^  f<»r  year«>  I  dated 

Dealli,  and  envied  those  v\ho  fell, 
When  tbiir  living  vbont  was  heard 

Blessing  liiin  they  served  so  well.  ' 

'  .  Vi  W.ilcrloo.  ODi-  ninii  *^as  »i'iii.  v  Juki-  lilt  .inn  v^:^.  ^liam-r'-tl  l-y 
a  ranr"ii-l  .ill,  lo  «r<i)«  li  it  <•'!  «iili  il'  "tli'T.  :mil.  ilir-'wlii;;  il  up  iii 
th  nir, 't  l.i.iiirtl  In  lii%  nui.rii'li  >  •  Vive  ri.f:,i  I  K  iir  ill  <|n  a  1.1  iixnt.' 
Jli  n  M.  r.  iiii«nv  "iJn  r  iii>inn  e*  nt  llir  liU  •;  ih'i  xnil  iiiiiy,  liu\\<».i. 
il»-(><-!(il  im  .M*  irM"  • 

t  i.f.f.ttf  I^ttrr  frrtn   /Iri?f''i. 


Would  that  I  trere  cold  vrith  those, 

Since  this  hour  I  live  to  see; 
When  the  doubts  of  coward  foes 

Scarce  dare  trust  a  man  with  thee, 
Dreading  each  should  set  thee  free. 

Oh!  although  in  duugeon.q  pent, 
All  their  chains  were  light  lo  me, 

Gazing  on  iliy  soul  unbent. 

Would  the  sycophants  of  him 

Now  so  deaf  to  duiy'.s  prayer, 
Were  his  borrow'd  glories  dim, 

In  his  native  ilarkness  share? 
Were  that  world  this  hour  his  own, 

.Ml  thou  calmly  dost  resign, 
Gould  he  purchase  with  that  ihroDe 

Hearts  like  those  which  still  are  thine 

My  chief,  my  king,  my  friend,  adieu! 

Never  did  I  droop  before; 
Never  lo  my  sovereigti  sue, 

As  his  foes  I  now  implore. 
All  I  ask  is  (o  divide 

Every  peril  he  must  brave, 
Sharing  by  the  hero  s  side 

His  fall,  his  exile,  and  his  grave. 


Tin:  STAR  OF  -THE  LEGION  OF  HONOT'R 

[fhoM   the  FRENCH.] 

SriR  of  the  brave! — whose  beam  hath  sheti 

Such  glory  o'er  the  quick  and  dead — 

Thou  radiant  and  ailored  deceit! 

Which  millions  ru^h'd  in  arms  to  gre«t,— 

Wild  nuleor  of  immortal  birth  ! 

Why  rise  in  heaven  lo  sei  on  earth? 

Souls  of  slain  heroes  form'd  thy  rays; 
Flernitv  llasb'd  through  thy  bh?c! 
The  miisic  of  lliv  martial  sphere 
Was  f.inieon  high  and  honour  here; 
Anil  I  by  ii|;lit  broke  c.ix  human  eyes 
lake  a  volcano  of  the  skies. 

Like  lava  roll  <i  tbv  stream  of  blood. 
And  swepi  down  empires  with  its  Hood; 
F..Mtb  roek'd  beneath  thee  to  her  base. 
As  thou  ditlsl  lighten  through  all  space. 
And  the  shorn  sun  grevr  dim  in  air. 
And  set  while  thou  wert  dwelhng  there. 

I'eforc  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  grew, 

A  rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue 

(If  tbrre  bii;;lii  co!f>nrs,  •  each  divine. 

And  fit  for  lb  it  cilestial  sign; 

Tor  freedom  s  Irmd  bad  blended  them 

lake  lints  \\\  an  immortal  gem. 

One  lint  was  of  the  sunbeam's  dyes; 
tine,  the  blue  deplh  of  seraphs'  eyes; 
One.  the  pure  spirit  s  veil  of  white 
Had  robed  m  radiance  of  its  light; 
The  three  so  mingled  did  beseem 
The  texture  of  a  heavenly  dream. 

'  Tin'  ui-  'iliMir. 
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Star  of  the  brav« !  thy  ray  i*  pale. 
And  darkness  miasl  again  prevail ! 
But,  oh  thou  niinbov  of  the  freel 
Our  tears  and  blood  must  flow  for  thee. 
When  thy  bright  promise  fades  away. 
Our  Ufe  is  but  a  load  of  clay. 

And  freedom  hallows  with  her  tread 
The  silent  cities  of  the  dead; 
For  beautiful  in  death  are  they 
Who  proudly  fall  in  her  array ; 
And  soon,  oh  goddess  !  may  we  be 
For  evermore  with  them  or  thee ! 


NAPOLEON'S  FAREWELL. 

[raOM  THE  FaSNCB.] 

pAatWELL  to  the  land  where  the  gloom  of  my  glory 

Arose  and  o'ershadow'd  the  earth  with  lier  name  r 

She  abandons  me  now, — bat  (he  page  of  her  story, 

The  brightest  or  blackest,  is  fiU'd  with  my  fame. 

I  have  warr'd  with  a  world,  which  vanquish'd  me  only 

When  the  meteor  of  conquest  allured  me  too  far; 

I  have  coped  with  the  nations  which  dread  me  thus 

lonely. 
The  last  single  captive  to  millions  in  war ! 

Farewell  to  thee,  France !— when  (by  diadem  crown'd  me, 

I  made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of  earth, — 

But  thy  weakness  decrees  I  should  leave  as  T  found  thee, 

Deciy'd  in  thy  glory  and  sunk  in  thy  worth. 

Oh !  for  the  veteran  hearts  that  were  wasted 

In  strife  with  the  storm,  when  their  battles  were  won  ! 

Then  the  eagle,  whose  gaxe  in  that  moment  was  blasted, 

Had  still  soar'd  with  eyes  fiz'd  on  Victory's  sun! 

Farewell  to  thee,  France ! — but  when  liberty  rallies 
Once  more  in  thy  regions,  remember  me  then  : 
The  violet  still  grows  in  the  drpih  of  thy  valleys ; 
Though  wither'd,  thy  tears  will  unfold  it  again. 
Yet,  yet  I  may  baffle  the  hosts  that  surround  us. 
And  yet  may  thy  heart  leap  awake  to  my  voice: 
There  are  links  which  must  break  in  the  chain  that  has 

bound  us — 
Then  turn  thee,  and  call  on  the  chief  of  (by  choice ! 


SONNET. 


Rousseau— Voltaire— our  Gibbon — and  de  Stael — 
I^man!'  these  names  are  worthy  of  thy  shore, 
Thy  shore  of  names  like  these ;  wert  thou  no  more, 

Their  memory  thy  remembrance  would  recnl: 

To  them  thy  banks  were  lovely  as  to  all ; 

But  they  have  made  them  lovelier,  for  the  lore 
Of  mighty  minds  doth  hallow  in  the  core 

Of  human  hearts  the  ruin  of  a  wall 

Where  dwelt  the  wise  and  wond'rous;  but  by  th<>«> 

How  much  more.  Lake  of  Beauty !  do  we  feel. 
In  sweetly  gliding  o'er  thy  crystal  sea. 

The  wild  glow  of  that  not  ungentle  seal, 
Which  of  the  heirs  of  immortality 

Is  proud,  and  makes  the  breath  of  glory  real  ? 

'  (icnern,  Ferncf.  Coppei,  liHaMBBO. 


WRITTEN  ON  A  BLANK  LEAF  OF 
PLEASURES  OF  MEMORY.. 


THE 


AasBNT  or  present,  Mill  to  thee. 

My  friend,  what  magic  spells  belong ! 
As  all  can  tell,  who  share,  like  me. 

In  turn,  thy  converse  and  thy  song. 
But  when  the  dreaded  hour  shall  come, 

By  friAndship  ever  deem'd  too  nigh. 
And  «  Mbmoitm  o'er  her  Druid's  tomb 

Shall  weep  that  aught  of  thee  can  die. 
How  fondly  will  she  then  repay 

Thy  homage  offer  d  at  her  shrine, 
And  blend,  while  ages  roll  away, 

Ber  name  immortally  with  tUne.' 

April  19,  i8ia. 


STANZAS  TO 


•  *• 


Tbouoi  the  day  of  my  destiny  's  over. 

And  the  star  of  my  fote  hath  declined. 
Thy  soft  heart  refused  to  discover 

The  faidts  which  so  many  could  find : 
Though  thy  soul  with  my  grief  was  acquainted, 

It  shrunk  not  to  share  it  with  me. 
And  the  love  which  my  spirit  lialli  painted 

It  never  hath  found  but  in  thee. 

Then  when  nature  aroond  me  is  smiling 

The  last  smile  which  answers  to  mine, 
I  do  not  believe  it  b^uiling. 

Because  it  reminds  me  of  thine; 
And  when  winds  are  at  war  with  the  ocean. 

As  the  breasts  I  believed  in  with  me. 
If  their  billows  excite  an  emotion, 

It  is  that  they  bear  me  from  thee. 

Though  the  rock  of  my  last  hope  is  shiver'd. 

And  its  fragments  are  sunk  in  the  wave, 
Though  1  feel  that  my  soul  is  deliver  d 

To  pain— it  shall  not  be  iu  slave. 
There  is  many  a  pang  to  pursue  me : 

They  may  crush,  but  they  shall  not  contemn— 
They  may  torture,  but  sliall  not  subdue  me  : 

'T  is  of  tiiee  that  I  think — not  of  them. 

Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deoeive  me. 

Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  forsake. 
Though  loved,  thou  forborest  to  grieve  me. 

Though  slander'd  thou  never  couldst  shake, — 
Though  trusted,  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me. 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly. 
Though  watchful,  't  was  not  to  defome  me. 

Nor  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

Yet  I  blame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  it, 

Nor  the  vrar  of  the  many  with  one  ; 
If  my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  priie  it, 

T  was  folly  not  sooner  to  shun. 
And  if  dearly  that  error  hath  cost  me. 

And  more  than  I  once  could  forettee, 
I  have  found  that,  whatever  it  lost  me, 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  Aee. 

From  the  wreck  of  the  past,  which  hath  perish'd. 

Thus  much  I  at  least  mayrecal, 
It  hath  taught  me  that  what  I  most  cherish'd 

Deserved  to  be  dearest  of  all. 
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BYRON'S  WOUKS. 


Ill  llie  desert  a  fouotain  is  springing, 
In  the  wide  waste  there  still  is  a  tree. 

And  .1  bird  in  the  solitude  singing, 
Which  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  tliee. 


DARKNESS. 

I  HAt>  a  dream,  which  was  not  all  a  dream. 

The  bright  sun  was  extinguish'd,  and  the  stars 

Did  wander  darkling  in  the  eternal  space, 

Raylcss,  and  pathless,  and  liie  icy  earth 

Swung  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moonles<;  air. 

Morn  came,  and  went — and  came,  and  brought  no  day; 

And  men  Forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 

Of  this  their  desolation;  and  all  hearts 

Were  chill'd  into  a  selfish  prayer  for  light  : 

And  they  did  live  by  watch-fires — and  the  thrones, 

The  palaces  of  crowned  kings — the  huts, 

The  habitutioiiN  of  all  things  which  dwell. 

Were  burnt  for  beacons;  cities  were  consumed, 

And  men  were  galher'd  round  their  blazing  homes 

To  look  once  more  into  each  others  face  ; 

Happy  were  those  w^ho  dwelt  within  the  eye 

Of  ihc  Yolcanos  and  their  mountain-torch. 

A  fearful  hope  was  all  the  world  contain'd. 

Forests  were  set  on  fire — but  hour  by  hour 

They  fell  and  faded — and  the  crackling  trunks 

Kxtinguish'd  with  a  crash — and  all  was  black. 

The  brows  of  men  by  the  despairing  light 

Wore  an  unearthly  aspect,  as  by  fits 

The  (lashes  fell  upon  them  :  some  lay  down 

And  hid  their  eyes  and  wept;  and  some  did  rest 

Their  chins  upon  their  clenched  hands,  and  smiled  ; 

And  others  hurried  to  and  fro,  and  fed 

Their  funeral  piles  with  fuel,  and  look'd  up 

With  mad  disquietude  on  the  dull  sky. 

The  pall  of  a  past  world  ;  and  then  again 

With  curses  cast  them  down  upon  the  dust, 

And  gnash'd   their  teeth  and  howl'd.  The  wild   birds 

shriek'd, 
And,  terrified,  did  flutter  on  the  ground, 
And  llap  their  useless  wings;  the  wildest  brutes 
Came  tame  and  tremulousi  and  vipers  crawld 
And  twined  themselves  among  the  multitude. 
Hissing,  but  stingless — they  were  slain  for  food  : 
And  war,  which  for  a  moment  was  no  more, 
Did  glut  himself  again.  A  meal  was  bought 
Wiih  blood,  and  each  sale  sullenly  apart, 
Tiorgini;  himself  in  gloom  :  no  love  was  left ; 
All  earth  was  but  one  thought — and  that  was  death, 
Immediate  and  inglorious;  and  the  pang 
Of  famine  fed  upon  all  entrails.    Men 
Died,  and  their  bones  wcrctomblc-s  as  their  flesh ; 
The  meagre  by  the  meagre  were  devour'd. 
Kven  dogs  assail'd  their  masters,  all  save  one. 
And  be  was  faithful  to  a  corse,  an<l  kept 
The  birds  and  beasts  and  fariiisliM  men  at  b;iy. 
Till  hunger  clung  them,  or  ilu;  (Irojtping  <leail 
f.ured  their  lank  javs;  himself  sought  out  no  food> 
f(ut  with  a  piteous  .tiui  pt.'rpeliial  moan 
And  a  <|uirk  desolate  rry,  lickin;;  tin*  huiid 
Wliiili  auswerd  not  with  a  c.ufss-  \u'  dietl. 
The  crowd  was  famishd  by  dci;ries  ;  imi  l^\^» 
Of  an  enormous  city  did  '.urviu-. 
And  they  were  enemies;  they  mei  licside 
The  dying  embers  «»f  an  altar-place 


Where  had  been  heap'd  a  mass  of  holy  things 

For  an  unholy  usage;  they  raked  up. 

And  shivering  scraped  with  their  cold  skeleton  hands 

The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  feeble  breath 

Blew  for  a  little  life,  and  made  a  flame 

Which  was  a  mockery;  then  they  lifted  up 

Their  eyes  as  it  grew  lighter,  and  beheld 

Each  others  aspects — saw,  and  shriek'd  and  died — 

Kven  of  their  mutual  hideoiisness  they  died. 

Unknowing  who  he  was  upon  whose  brow 

Famine  had  written  fiend.     The  world  was  void, 

The  populous  and  the  powerful  was  a  lump, 

Seasonless,  herbless,  treeless,  manless,  lifeless — 

A  lump  of  death — a  chaos  of  hard  clay. 

The  rivers,  lakes,  and  ocean,  all  stood  still. 

And  nothing  stirred  within  their  silent  depths  ; 

Ships  sailorless  lay  rotting  on  the  sea. 

And  their  masts  fell  down  piecemeal;  as  they  dropp'J, 

They  slept  on  the  abyss  without  a  surge. 

The  waves  were  dead;  the  tides  were  in  their  grave. 

The  moon  their  mistress  had  expired  before ; 

The  winds  were  wither'd  in  the  stagnant  air. 

And  the  clouds  perish'd;  darkness  had  oo  neeil 

Of  aid  from  them — she  was  the  universe. 


CHURCHILL'S  GRAVE, 

A  FACT  UTBRALLY  BE.NDEBKD. 

I  STOOD  beside  the  grave  of  him  who  blazed  . 

The  comet  of  a  season,  and  I  saw 

The  humblest  of  all  sepulchres,  and  gazed. 

^Viili  not  the  less  of  sorrow  and  of  awe 

On  that  neglected  turf  and  quiet  stone. 

With  name  no  clearer  than  the  names  unknown. 

Which  lay  unread  around  it ;  and  I  ask'd 

The  gardener  of  that  ground,  why  it  might  be 

That  for  this  plant  strangers  his  memory  ta&kM 

Through  the  thick  deaths  of  half  a  century; 

And  thus  he  answer'd — u  Well,  I  do  not  know 

Why  frequent  travellers  turn  to  pilgrims  so; 

He  tlied  before  my  day  of  sextonship. 

And  I  h<id  not  the  digging  of  this  grave.  >* 

And  is  this  all?  I  thought, — and  do  we  rip 

The  veil  of  immortality?  and  crave 

I  know  not  what  of  honour  and  of  light 

Through  unborn  ages,  to  endure  this  blight ' 

So  soon  and  so  successless?       As  I  said. 

The  architect  of  all  on  which  we  tread, 

For  earth  is  but  a  tombstone,  did  essay 

To  extricate  remembrance  from  the  day. 

Whose  minglingft  might  confuse  a  Newton's  iliought. 

Were  it  not  that  all  life  must  end  in  one, 

Of  which  we  are  but  dreamers  ; — as  he  caught 

As  t  were  the  twilight  of  a  former  sun. 

Thus  spoke  he, — «  I  believe  the  man  of  whom 

Von  wot,  who  lies  in  this  selected  tomb, 

W;is  a  most  famous  writer  in  his  day. 

And  therefore  travellers  step  from  out  their  way 

To  p;iy  him  honour, — and  myself  whate'er 

Your  houotir  pleases .»  Then  most  pleased  I  fcliook 

From  out  my  pocket  s  avaricious  nook 

Some  certain  coins  of  silver,  which  as  "t  were 

Perforce  I  gave  this  man,  though  I  could  sparv 

So  much  but  inconveniently.  Ye  smile, 

I  see  ye,  \o  profane  ones  I  all  the  while. 
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Because  my  homely  phrase  the  irath  would  tell. 
You  are  the  fools,  not  I^fbr  I  did  dwell 
With  a  deep  thought,  and  with  a  soflen'd  eye, 
On  that  old  sextoo  s  natural  homily, 
In  which  thore  was  obscurity  and  fame. 
The  glory  and  the  aothtog  of  a  name. 


PROMETHEUS. 

Titah  !  to  whose  immortal  eyes 

The  sufferings  of  mortality, 

Seen  in  their  sad  reality. 
Were  not  as  things  that  gods  despise  ; 
What  was  thy  pity's  recompense ! 
A  ulent  suffering,  and  intense; 
Tlie  rock,  the  vulture,  and  the  chain, 
All  that  the  proud  can  feci  of  pain. 
The  agony  they  do  not  show, 
The  suffocating  sense  of  woe. 

Which  speaJLs  but  in  iu  loneliness, 
And  then  is  jealous  lesc  the  sky 
Should  hare  a  listener,  nor  will  sigh 

Until  its  voiee  is  echoless. 

Titan !  to  thee  the  strife  was  given 
Between  the  suffering  and  the  will. 
Which  tortura  where  they  cannot  kill ; 

And  the  inexorable  heaven, 

And  ihe  deaf  tyranny  of  fate, 

The  ruling  principle  of  liatr, 

Which  for  its  pleasure  doth  create 

The  things  it  may  annihilate, 

Refused  thee  even  the  boon  to  die : 

The  wretched  gift  eternity 
Was  thine — and  thou  hast  borne  if  weUL 

All  that  the  Thunderer  wrung  from  thee 

Was  but  the  menace  which  flung  back 

On  him  the  torments  of  thy  rack ; 

The  fste  thou  didst  so  well  foiTsee, 
But  would  not  to  appease  him  tell : 

And  in  thy  silence  was  his  sentence, 

And  in  hu  soul  a  vain  repentance, 

And  evil  dread,  so  ill  dissembled 

That  in  his  hand  the  lightnings  trembled. 

Thy  godlike  crime  was  to  be  kind. 

To  render  with  thy  precepts  less 

The  sum  of  human  wretchedness. 
And  strengthen  man  with  his  own  mind. 
But  baffled  as  thou  wert  from  high. 
Still  in  thy  patient  energy, 

In  the  endurance,  and  repulse 
Of  thine  impenetrable  spirit. 

Which  earth  and  heaven  could  not  oonmlae, 
A  mighty  lesson  we  inherit. 

Thou  art  a  symbol  and  a  sign 
To  mortals  of  their  fate  and  force ; 

Like  thee,  man  is  in  part  divine, 
A  troubled  stream  from  a  pure  source: 
And  man  in  portions  can  foresee 
His  own  funereal  destiny ; 
His  wretchedness,  and  his  resistance. 
And  his  sad  uoallied  existence  : 
To  which  his  s|»rit  nuy  oppose 
Itself —an  equal  to  all  woes. 


And  a  firm  will,  and  a  deep  sense, 
Which  even  in  tortura  can  descry 

Its  own  eoneentred  recompense. 
Triumphant  where  it  daraa  defy, 
Aad  making  death  a  victory. 


ODE. 

On,  shame  to  thee,  land  of  the  Gaul ! 

Oh  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee ! 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  fell, 

How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  be ! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  foriorn, 

A  mockery  that  never  shall  die  .* 
The  curses  of  hate,'  and  the  hisses  of  seoni, 

Shall  burden  the  winds  of  thy  sky; 
And  proud  o'er  thy  ruin  for  ever  be  huri'd 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the  world ! 

Oh,  where  is  thy  spirit  of  yore. 
The  spirit  that  breathed  in  thy  dead. 
When  gallantry's  ster  was  the  beacon  before, 
And  honour  the  passion  that  led? 
Thy  storms  have  awaken*d  their  sleep. 
They  groan  fram  the  place  of  their  rest. 
And  wrathfully  murmur,  and  sullenly  weep. 

To  see  the  foul  suin  on  thy  breast ; 
For  where  is  the  glory  they  left  thee  in  trust  ? 
T  is  scattered  in  darkness,  't  b  trampled  in  dnst ! 

60  look  through  the  kingdoms  of  earth. 

From  Indus  all  round  to  the  pole. 
And  sometliing  of  goodness,  of  honour,  and  worth, 

Shall  brighten  the  sins  of  the  soul. 
But  thou  art  aiont  in  thy  sliame, 

The  world  cannot  liken  thee  then ; 
Abhorrence  and  vice  have  disfigured  thy  name 

Beyond  the  low  reach  of  compare: 
Stupendous  in  guilt,  thou  shalt  lend  us  through  lime 
A  proverb,  a  by-word,  for  treachery  aad  crime ! 

While  conquest  illumined  his  sword, 

While  yet  in  his  prowess  he  stood. 
Thy  praises  still  follow'd  the  steps  of  thy  lord. 

And  welcomed  the  torrent  of  blood: 
Though  tyranny  sat  on  h'ls  crown, 

And  wither'd  the  nations  afsr, 
Tet  bright  in  thy  view  was  that  despot's  renown, 

Till  fortune  deserted  his  car; 
7%€n  back  from  the  chieftain  thou  slunkest  away, 
The  foremost  to  insult,  the  first  to  betray ! 

Forgot  were  the  feau  he  had  done. 

The  toils  he  had  borne  in  thy  cause; 
Thou  tumed'st  to  worship  a  new  rising  sim. 

And  waft  otlier  songs  of  applause. 
But  the  storm  was  beginning  to  lower. 

Adversity  clouded  his  beam ; 
And  honour  and  faith  were  the  brag  of  an  hour, 

And  loyalty's  self  but  a  dream  :— 
To  him  thou  hadst  banish'd  thy  vows  were  restored. 
And  the  first  tiut  had  scof  f  d  were  the  first  that  adored. 

What  tumult  thus  bnrtheus  the  air  7 
What  throng  thus  eocirclcs  his  throne  T 
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'T  is  the  shout  of  delight,  't  is  the  millions  that  swear 

Hi$  sceptre  shall  rule  them  alone. 
Reverses  shall  brighten  their  zeal. 

Misfortune  shall  hallow  his  name, 
And  the  world  (hat  pursues  him  shall  mournfully  feel 

How  quenchless;  the  spirit  and  flame 
That  Frenchmen  will  breathe,  when  their  hearts  arc 

on  fire, 
For  the  hero  they  love,  and  the  chief  they  admire! 

Their  hero  has  rush'd  to  the  field  ; 

Ills  laurels  are  coverd  with  shade — 
But  where  is  the  spirit  that  never  should  yield, 

The  loyalty  never  to  fade? 
lu  a  moment  desertion  and  guile 

Abandon'd  him  up  to  the  foe ; 
The  dastards  that  llourish'd  and  grew  in  his  smile 

Forsook  and  renounced  him  in  woe ; 
And  the  millions  that  swore  they  would  perish  to  save, 
Beheld  him  a  fujjitive,  captive,  and  slave  I 

The  savage  all  wild  in  his  glen 

Is  nobler  and  belter  than  thou; 
Thou  standest  a  wonder,  a  marvel  to  men. 

Such  perfidy  blackens  thy  brow ! 
If  thou  wen  the  place  of  my  birth, 

At  once  from  thy  arms  would  I  sever; 
I  'd  fly  to  the  uttermost  ends  of  llie  earth, 

And  quit  thee  for  ever  and  ever ; 
And  thinking  of  thee  in  my  long  after  years, 
Should  but  kindle  my  blushes  and  waken  my  tears. 

Oh,  shame  to  thee,  land  of  the  Haul ! 

Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee  ! 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  fall. 

How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  be  ! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 

A  mockery  that  never  shall  die; 
The  curses  of  hate,  and  the  hisses  of  scorn, 

Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  thy  sky; 
And  proud  o'er  thy  ruin  for  ever  be  hurl'd 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the  world! 

WINDSOR  POETICS. 

Liue«  composed  on  the  o(r«»ron  of  H.  H.  II.  ihe  P c  H-f—t  iK-iiif; 

»et.n  itaDtiiDiT  bcinitt  ihc  <X)flins  of  Ilciirr  VIII  an<l  Chorlcs  I.  in 
Ihe  royal  vault  at  Windsor. 

Famed  for  contemptuous  breach  of  sacred  ties, 
By  headless  Charle<i,  see  heartless  Henry  lies  ; 
Between  them  stands  another  sceptred  thing. 
It  moves,  it  reigns— in  all  but  name,  a  king : 
Charles  to  his  people,  Henry  to  his  wife, 
In  Iiim  the  double  tyrant  starts  to  life. 
Justice  and  death  have  mixd  their  dust  in  vain. 
Each  royal  vampyre  wakes  to  life  again. 
Ah  !  what  can  tombs  avail — since  these  disgorge 
The  blood  and  dust  of  both— to  mould  a  G...ge. 

i8i:>. 


A  .SKETCH  FROM  PRIVATE  LIFE. 

Hon<'»f — honest  lafjo  ! 

If  thai  thou  bo'ii  a  •Ic\il,  I  lonnoi  kill  ihi-f' 

MIVKSPEAUE. 

Boa.N  in  the  garret,  in  the  kitchen  bred. 
Promoted  thence  to  deck  her  mistrc5>"  head  : 


Next — for  some  gracious  service  unexprest, 

And  from  its  wages  only  to  be  gucss'd — 

Raised  from  the  toilet  to  the  table,  where 

Her  wondering  belters  wait  behind  her  chair  : 

With  eye  unmoved,  and  forehead  unabash'd. 

She  dines  from  off  the  plate  she  lately  wash'd. 

Ouick  with  the  tale,  and  ready  with  the  lie, 

The  genial  confidante,  and  general  spy  ; 

Who  could,  ye  gods !  her  next  employment  guess  ? 

An  only  infant's  earliest  governess! 

She  taught  the  child  to  read,  and  taught  so  well. 

That  she  herself,  by  teaching,  learn  d  to  spell. 

An  adept  next  in  penmanship  she  grows. 

As  many  a  nameless  slander  deftly  shows: 

What  she  had  made  the  pupil  of  her  art, 

None  know — but  that  high  soul  secured  the  heart, 

And  panted  for  the  truth  it  could  not  hear. 

With  longing  breast  and  uudeluded  ear. 

Foil'd  was  perversion  by  that  youthful  mind. 
Which  flattery  fool'd  not,  baseness  could  not  blind. 
Deceit  infect  not,  near  contagion  soil. 
Indulgence  weaken,  nor  example  spoil. 
Nor  master  d  science  tempt  her  to  look  down 
On  humbler  talents  with  a  pitying  frown, 
Nor  genius  swell,  nor  beauty  render  vain. 
Nor  envy  ruffle  to  retaliate  pain, 
Nor  fortune  change,  pride  raise,  nor  passion  bow, 
Nor  virtue  teach  austerity — till  now. 
Serenely  purest  of  her  sex  that  live. 
Rut  wanting  one  sweet  weakness — to  forgive  ; 
Too  shockd  at  faults  her  soul  can  never  know, 
She  deems  that  all  could  be  like  her  below: 
Foe  to  all  vice,  vet  hardly  virtue's  friend — 
For  virtue  pardons  those  she  would  amend. 

But  to  the  theme — now  laid  aside  too  long. 
The  baleful  Imrlhen  of  this  honest  song — 
Though  all  her  former  functions  are  no  more. 
She  rules  the  circle  which  she  served  before. 
If  mothers — none  know  why — before  her  quake. 
If  daughter;  dread  her  for  the  mothers  sake ; 
If  early  habits — those  false  links  which  bind. 
At  times,  the  loftiest  to  the  meanest  mind — 
Have  given  her  power  too  deeply  to  instil 
The  angry  essence  of  her  deadly  will ; 
If  like  a  snake  she  steal  within  your  walls. 
Till  the  black  slime  betray  her  as  she  crawls  ; 
If  like  a  viper  to  the  heart  she  wind, 
And  leave  the  venom  there  she  did  not  find ; 
What  marvel  that  this  hag  of  hatred  works 
Eternal  evil  latent  as  she  lurks. 

To  make  a  Pandemonium  where  she  dwells,  ' 

And  reign  the  Hecate  of  domestic  hells  I 

Ski  I  I'd  by  a  touch  to  deepen  scandal's  tints. 
With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints. 
While  mingling  truth  with  falsehood,  sneers  with  smiles, 
A  thread  of  candour  with  a  web  of  wiles  j 
A  plain  blunt  show  of  brief]y-«poken  seemin(r,  , 

To  hide  her  bloodless  heart's  sonl-hardcn'd  scheming, . 
A  lip  of  lies,  a  face  form'd  to  conceal. 
And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  feel; 
With  a  vile  mask  the  Gorgon  would  disown, 
A  cheek  of  pan  hment,  and  an  eye  of  stone. 
Mark  how  the  cliannels  of  her  yellow  blood 
()o/c  to  her  skin,  and  stagnate  there  to  mud. 
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Cased  like  the  centipede  io  nFfroo  mail, 
Or  darker  greenness  of  the  scorpion's  scale 
(For  drawn  from  reptiles  only  may  ve  trace 
Conjrenial  colours  in  that  soul  or  f^ce). 
Look  on  her  features !  and  behold  her  mind. 
As  in  the  mirror  of  itself  defined: 
Look  00  the  picture !  deem  it  not  o  ercharged — 
This  is  no  trail  which  might  not  be  enlarged; 
Yet  true  to  «  Nature's  journeymen,*  who  made 
This  monster  when  their  mistress  left  off  trade, — 
This  female  dog-sur  of  her  little  sky, 
Where  all  beneath  her  influence  droop  or  die. 

Oh !  wretch  without  a  tear — without  a  thought. 
Save  joy  above  the  ruin  thou  hast  wrought — 
The  time  t>hall  come,  nor  long  remote  when  thou 
Shall  frel  far  more  than  thou  inflictest  now; 
Feel  for  thy  vile  self-loving  self  in  vain, 
And  turn  thee  howling  in  unpilied  pain. 
Hay  the  strong  curse  of  crusli'd  affections  light 
Back  on  thy  bosom  with  reflected  blight! 
And  make  thee,  in  thy  leprosy  of  mind. 
As  loathsome  to  thyself  as  to  mankind ! 
Till  all  thy  self-thoughu  curdle  into  hate, 
Black  as  thy  will  for  others  would  create : 
Till  thy  hard  heart  be  calcined  into  dust. 
And  thy  soul  welter  in  its  hideous  cnisL 
Oh,  may  thy  grave  be  sleepless  as  the  bed. 
The  widow'd  couch  of  fire,  that  thou  hast  spread! 
Then,  when  thou  fain  wouldst  weary  Heaven  with  prayer, 
Look  on  thine  earthly  victims — and  despair! 
Down  to  the  dust!~aod,  as  thou  rott'st  away. 
Even  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  poisonous  clay. 
But  for  the  love  I  bore,  and  still  must  bear. 
To  her  thy  malice  from  all  ties  would  tear. 
Thy  name — thy  human  name — to  every  eye 
The  climax  of  all  scorn,  should  hang  on  high, 
Exalted  o'er  thy  less  abhorr'd  compeers, 
And  festering  in  the  infamy  of  years. 

March  3o,  1816. 

CARM1NA  BTRONIS  IN  G.  ELGIN. 

AsPicx,  quos  Scoto  Pallas  concedit  honores, 
Subter  slat  nomen,  Hct»  superque  vide. 

Scote  miser!  quamvls  nocuisti  Palladis  aedi, 
Infiindum  facinus  vtndicat  ipsa  Venus. 

Pygmalion  statuam  pro  sponsa  arsisse  refertur ; 
In  sutuam  rapias,  Scote,  sed  uxor  abesL 


LINES  TO  MR  MOORE. 

(Th«  fellowias  IIbm  were  addreutMl  egitmptn  by  Lord  Bnon  U>  bU 
MoKl  Xr.  Voen,  oa  the  latwr't  bat  vUU  10  Italy.] 

Ht  boat  is  on  the  shore. 

And  my  bark  is  on  the  sea ; 
But,  before  I  go,  Tom  Mooax, 

Here  's  a  double  health  to  thee. 

Here  's  a  sigh  to  those  who  love  me. 
And  a  smile  to  those  who  hate; 

And,  whatever  sky 's  above  me, 
Here  *s  a  heart  for  every  fiite. 

Though  the  ocean  roar  aronnd  me. 

Yet  it  still  shall  bear  me  on ; 
Though  a  desert  should  surround  me. 

It  hath  springs  that  may  be  won. 


Wer't  the  last  drop  in  the  well. 
And  I  gas|»ng  on  the  brink, 

Ere  my  fainting  spirit  fell, 
T  is  to  thee  that  I  would  drink. 

In  that  water,  as  this  wine. 
The  libation  I  would  poor 

Should  be— Peace  to  thine  and  mine, 
And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  HooibI 


.  ON  THIS  DAY  1  COMPLETE  MY  THIRTY-SIXTl 

YEAR.- 

January  aa,  1834,  Missohmghi. 
T  If  time  this  heart  should  be  unmoved. 

Since  others  it  hath  ceased  to  move; 
Yet  though  I  cannot  be  beloved. 

Still  let  me  love. 

My  days  are  in  the  yellow  leaf; 

The  flowers  and  fruiu  of  love  are  gone ; 
The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  grief. 

Are  mine  alone ! 

The  fire  that  on  my  bosom  preys 

Is  lone  as  some  volcanic  isle; 
No  torch  M  kindled  at  its  blase— 

A  fuaeral  pile! 

Tlie  hope,  the  fear,  the  jealous  care, 

The  exalted  portion  of  the  pain 
And  power  of  love,  1  cannot  sliare, 

But  wear  the  chain. 

But 't  is  not  Ahx,  and  't  is  not  here» 

Such  thoughts  should  shake  my  soul;  nor  wow 
Where  glory  decks  the  hero's  bier. 

Or  binds  his  brow. 

The  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  field. 
Glory  and  Greece  around  me  see ! 
The  Spartan,  borne  upon  his  shield. 

Was  not  more  free. 

Awake!  (not  Greece,— she  if  awake!) 

Awake  my,  spirit!— think  through  whom 
Thy  life-blood  tracks  its  parent  lake. 

And  then  strike  homef 

Tread  all  reriving  passions  down. 

Unworthy  manhood !  Unto  thee, 

1n<j(tfferent  should  the  smile  or  frown 

«  Of  beauty  be. 

If  thou  regrett'st  thy  youth,  why  livtl 

The  land  of  honourable  death 
Is  liere— up  to  the  field,  and  give 

Away  thy  breath! 

Seek  out— less  often  sought  than  found— 

A  soldier's  grave— for  thee  the  best; 
Then  look  around,  and  chuse  thy  ground. 

And  take  thy  rest. 
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THE  REV.  W.   L.   BOWLES'S  STRICTURES 

ON  THE  UFE  AND  WRITINGS  OF  POPE. 


I  'II  play  al  Bouts  with  tbe  tun  and  moon. 

Ol»  Sowtt. 
My  mlther  '«  auld,  sir.  and  ibe  hat  rath«r  forfrotteD    hcrt«ll   in 
s|t(>akiDg  to  my  Leddr,  that  rauna  weel  bido  to  Ixs  cuntradickil  (at  I 
ken  uaebody  IJkct  ii  if  they  could  help  tbeuitollt). 

Talk*  of  hi  Lamplobp,  Old  Muttalily,  vol.  ii. 


LETTER. 


Ravenna^  February  yth,  1821. 

DEAR  SIR, 

In  the  different  pamphlets  which  yoa  hnvc  had  the  good- 
ness to  send  me,  on  the  Pope  and  Bowles  controversy,  I 
prrcrive  that  my  name  is  occasionally  introduced  by 
boili  parlies.  Mr  Bowles  refers  more  than  once  to  what 
lie  is  pleased  to  consider  wa  remarkable  circumstance, » 
not  only  in  his  letter  to  Mr  Campbell,  but  in  his  reply 
to  the  Quarterly.  The  Ouarterly  also,  and  Mr  Gilchrist, 
have  conferred  on  me  tlie  dangerous  honour  of  a  quo- 
tation ;  and  Mr  Bowles  indirectly  makes  a  kind  of  appeal 
to  me  personally,  by  saying,  «  Lord  Byron,  if  he  re- 
members the  circumstance,  will  witnessn  —  {witness  in 
ITALIC,  an  ominous  character  for  a  testimony  at  pre- 
sent). 

I  shall  not  avail  myself  of  a  wnonmi  ricordo,»eveii 
after  so  long  a  residence  in  Italy; — I  do  «  remember 
the  circumstances — and  have  no  reluctance  to  relate  it 
(since  called  upon  so  to  do)  as  correctly  as  the  distance 
of  time  and  the  impression  of  inter>ening  events  will 
permit  me.  In  the  year  1812,  more  than  three  years 
<ifter  the  publication  of  « Kiiglish  Bards  and  Scotch 
Reviowers,i»  I  had  the  honour  of  meeting  Mr  Bowles  in 
the  house  of  our  venerable  host  of  «<  Human  Life,  etc. » 
ihe  last  Argonaut  of  cinssic  Knglish  poetry,  and  the 
Nestor  of  our  inferior  race  of  living  poets.  Mr  Bowles 
calls  this  «  soon  after«  the  publication ;  but  to  me  three 
years  appear  a  considerable  segment  of  the  immortality 
of  :i  modern  poem.  I  recollect  nothing  of  «  the  rest  of 
the  company  going  into  another  room  »> — nor,  though  I 
w<'ll  remember  the  topography  of  our  host's  elegant  anil 
riassirally-furnished  mansion,  could  I  swear  to  the  very 
room  where  the  conversation  occurred,  though  the 
«« taking  down  the  poem»  seems  to  fix  it  in  the  library. 
11.4(1  it  been  « taken  u/7,>»  it  would  probably  have  been 
ill  the  drawing-room.  1  presume  also  that  the  «  re- 
uiarkabie  circumstancew  took  place  after  dinner,  as  I 
corict'ive  that  neither  Mr  Bowles's  politeness  nor  appetite 
would  have  allowed  him  to  detain  «« the  rest  of  the  com- 
j>:»riyn  standing  round  iheir  chairs  in  the  «  other  rooinn 
while  we  were  discussing  «the  woods  of  Madein»,>»  in- 
stead of  circulating  its  vintage.  Of  Mr  Bowles's  w  good- 
hninour»  I  have  a  full  and  not  ungrateful  recollection; 
.IS  .ilso  of  his  gentlemanly  manners  and  agreeable  con- 
vcrsMiion.  !  speak  of  the  u'/»o/e,  and  not  of  parlindars; 
for  whether  he  did  or  did  not  use  the  precise  wonis 
juiiued  in  the   ]>amphlet,  1  canuol   say,  nor  could  h« 


with  accuracy.  Of  «  the  tone  of  &erioiisness»  1  certainly 
recollect  nothing  :  on  the  contrary,  1  thought  Mr  Bowle> 
rather  disposed  to  treat  the  subject  lightly;  for  he  said 
(I  have  no  objection  to  be  contradicted  if  incorrcctj 
that  some  of  his  good-natured  friends  had  come  to  him 
and  exclaimed,  «<Eh!  Bowles!  how  came  you  to  make 
the  Woods  of  Madeira, »  etc.,  etc.,  and  that  be  had  been 
at  some  pains  and  pulling  down  of  the  poem  to  convince 
them  that  he  had  never  made  Mthe  Woods*  do  any 
thing  of  the  kind.  He  was  right,  and  /  was  wrong, 
and  have  been  wrong  still  up  to  this  acknowledgment ; 
for  I  ought  to  have  looked  twice  before  I  wrote  tiiat 
which  involved  an  inaccuracy  capable  of  gtvtnff  pain. 
Tbe  fact  w.xs,  that  although  I  had  certainly  before  read 
"  the  Spirit  of  Discovery,**  I  took  the  quotation  from 
the  review.  But  the  mistake  was  mine,  and  not  the 
revieiv'5,  which  quoted  the  passage  correctly  enough,  I 
beUeve.  I  blundered— God  knows  how— into  attribut- 
ing the  tremors  of  the  lovers  to  tbe  «Woods  of  Madeira,* 
by  which  they  were  surrounded.  And  I  hereby  do  fully 
and  freely  declare  and  asseverate,  that  the  Woods  did 
not  tremble  to  a  kiss,  and  that  the  lovers  did.  I  quote 
from  memory — 

A  kiu 
Siolf  on  tbo  liiit'ninBtilfnc*,  etc..  etc. 
Tbcy  (ibi-  lovt  r*)  trembled,  fven  at  If  tlie  power,  cCc 

And  if  I  had  been  aware  that  tliis  declaration  would 
have  been  in  Ihe  smallest  degree  satisfactory  to  Mr 
Bowles,  I  should  not  have  waited  nine  years  to  make  it, 
uotwitlistanding  that  ((English  Bards  and  Scotch  Be- 
viewersn  had  been  suppressed  some  time  previously  to 
my  meeting  him  al  Mr  Bogerss.  Our  wortliy  host 
might  indeed  have  told  him  as  much,  as  it  was  at  his 
representation  that  I  suppressed  it.  A  new  edition  of 
that  lampoon  was  preparing  for  the  press,  when  Mr 
Bogers  represented  to  me,  that  «I  was  now  acquainted 
with  many  of  the  persons  mentioned  in  it,  and  wiiJi 
some  on  terms  of  intimacy ;»  .ind  that  he  knew  «oac 
family  in  particular  to  whom  its  suppression  would 
give  pleasure."  I  did  not  hesitate  one  moment;  it  i»as 
caucelled  instantly;  and  it  is  no  fault  of  mine  tliat  it 
has  ever  been  republished.  When  I  left  England,  iu 
April,  i8i(>,  with  no  very  violent  intentions  of  troubling 
that  country  again,  and  amidst  scenes  of  various  kindi 
to  distract  my  attention— almost  my  last  act,  I  belic»e, 
was  to  sign  a  power  of  at|prney,  to  yourself,  to  prevent 
or  suppress  any  attempts  (of  which  several  had  bc«o 
made  in  Ireland)  at  a  re-publication.  It  is  proper  th.it  I 
should  slate,  that  the  persons  with  whom  I  was  sub-^- 
i|Uenlly  ar(iuainted,  whose  names  had  occiirretl  in  llut 
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publication,  were  made  my  acquaiaunces  at  their  own 
desire,  or  throii|{h  the  unsought  ioiert ention  of  other* : 
I  never,  to  the  beat  of  my  knowledge,  sought  a  personal 
introduction  to  any.  Some  of  them  to  this  day  I  know 
only  by  correspondence ;  and  witli  one  of  thoae  it  was 
begun  by  myself,  in  consequence,  however,  of  a  polite 
verbal  communication  from  a  tliird  person. 

I  have  dwelt  for  an  instant  on  these  circnmicancea, 
because  it  has  sometimes  been  made  a  subject  of  bitter 
reproach  to  me,  to  have  endeavoured  to  mpprtu  that 
^tire.  I  never  shrunk,  as  those  who  know  me  know, 
from  any  personal  consequences  which  could  be  attached 
to  iu  publication.  Of  its  subsequent  suppression,  as  I 
possessed  the  copyright,  I  was  the  best  judge  and  the 
sole  master.  The  circumstances  which  occasioned  the 
suppression  I  have  now  stated;  of  the  motives,  each 
mu«t  judge  according  to  his  candour  or  malignity. 
Mr  Bowles  does  me  the  honour  to  talk  of  «  noble  mind,* 
and  «  generous  magnanimity  ;•  and  all  this  because 
«  the  circumstance  would  have  been  explained  bad  not 
the  book  been  suppressed.*  I  see  no  « nobility  of 
mind*  in  an  act  of  simple  justice;  and  I  hate  the  word 
«  mti^nanimity^»  because  1  have  sometimes  seen  it  ap- 
plied to  the  grossest  of  impostors  by  the  greatest  of 
fook;  but  I  would  have  «  explained  the  circumstance,* 
notwithstanding  «  the  suppression  of  the  book,*  if  Mr 
Bowles  had  expressed  any  desire  that  I  should.  As  the 
«  gallant  Galbraith*  says  to  «  Baihe  Jarvie,*  «  Well,  the 
devil  take  the  mistake  and  all  that  occasioned  it.*  I 
have  had  as  great  and  greater  mistakes  made  about  me 
personally  and  poetically,  once  a  month  for  these  but 
ten  years,  and  never  cared  very  much  about  correciinjj 
one  or  the  other,  at  least  after  the  first  etghlraiid-forty 
hours  liad  gone  over  them. 

I  must  now,  however,  say  a  word  or  two  about  Pope, 
of  whom  you  have  my  opinion  more  at  large  in  the  un- 
published letter  on  or  to  (for  1  forget  which)  the  editor  of 
«  Blackwood's  Kdioburgh  Magatine  ;*  and  here  I  doubt 
that  Mr  Bowles  will  not  approve  of  my  sentiments. 

Although  I  regret  having  publislied  «  English  Bards 
and  Scotch  Reviewers,*  the  port  which  I  regret  the  least 
14  that  which  regards  Mr  Bowles  with  reference  to  Pope. 
Whilst  I  was  writing  that  publication,  in  1807  aud  1808, 
Mr  Uobhouse  was  desirous  that  I  should  express  our 
mutual  opinion  of  Pope,  and  of  Mr  Bowles's  edition  of 
his  works.  As  I  had  completed  my  outline,  and  felt 
lazy,  I  requested  that  ^e  would  do  so.  lie  did  it.  His 
fourteen  lines  on  Bowles's  Pope  are  in  the  first  edition 
of «  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers  ;*  and  are  quite 
84  »evere  and  much  more  poetical  than  my  own  in  the 
sccood.  On  reprinting  the  work,  as  I  pat  my  name  to 
it,  I  omitted  Mr  liobhouse's  lines,  and  rephced  them 
with  my  own,  by  which  the  work  gained  less  than  Mr 
Bowles.  I  have  stated  this  in  the  pre^ce  to  the  second 
edition.  It  is  many  years  since  I  have  read  that  poem ; 
but  the  ^narieriy  Review,  Mr  Octtvius  Gilchrist,  and 
Mr  Bowles  himself,  have  been  so  obliging  as  to  refresh 
my  memory,  and  that  of  the  pubKc.  I  am  grieved  10 
«ay,  that  in  reading  over  those  lines,  I  repent  of  their 
having  so  far  fallen  short  of  what  I  meant  to  express 
upon  the  subject  of  Bowles's  edition  of  Pope's  Works. 
Mr  Bowles  says  that  a  Lord  Byron  knowi  he  does  not 
deserve  this  character.*  1  know  no  4uch  thing.  I  have 
met  Mr  Bowles  occasionally,  in  the  best  society  in  Lon- 
don ;  he  ap|ieared  to  me  an  amiable,  well-informed, 
uod  extremely  able  roan.  I  desire  nothing  better  liian 
to  dioe  in  company  wilh  such  a  mannered  man  every 


day  in  the  week  :  but  of  «  his  character*  I  know  no- 
thing personally;  I  can  only  speak  to  his  manners,  and 
these  have  my  warmest  approbation.  But  I  never  judge 
from  mannera,  for  I  once  had  my  pocket  picked  by  tlie 
civilea  gentleman  I  ever  met  with;  and  one  of  the 
mildest  persona  I  ever  aaw  was  Ali  Pacha.  Of  Mr  Bowles's 
«  cliaracler,*  I  will  not  do  him  the  inj%utke  to  judge 
from  the  edition  of  Pope,  if  he  prepared  it  heedlessly ; 
nor  the^' uscicc,  should  it  hi  otherwise,  because  I  would 
neither  become  a  literary  executioner,  nor  a  personal 
one.  Mr  Bowles  the  individual,  and  Mr  Bowles  the 
editor,  appear  the  two  most  opposite  things  imaginable ; 

I  won't  say  «  vile,*  because  it  is  harsh;  nor  «  mutaken,* 
because  it  has  two  syllables  too  many;  but  every  one 
must  fill  up  the  blank  as  he  pleases. 

What  !  saw  of  Mr  Bowles  increased  my  surprise  »nd 
re|;ret  that  lie  should  ever  have  lent  his  talents  to  such 
a  task.  If  he  had  been  a  fool,  there  would  have  beeu 
some  excuse  for  him  ;  if  he  had  been  a  needy  or  a  bad 
man,  his  conduct  would  have  been  intelligible;  but  he 
is  the  opposite  of  all  these ;  and  thinking  and  feeling  as 
I  do  of  Pope,  to  me  the  whole  thing  is  unaccountable. 
However,  I  must  call  things  by  their  right  names.  I 
cannot  call  his  edition  of  Pope  a  m  candid*  work  ;  and 
I  still  think  that  there  is  an  affectation  of  tlial  quality, 
not  only  in  those  volumes,  but  in  the  pamphlets  lately 
published. 

Wbj  fH  be  doth  d^jp  hU  priM»«n'. 

Mr  Bowles  says,  that  he  «  has  seen  passages  in  his  letters 
to  Martha  Blount,  which  were  never  publislied  by  me, 
and  I  hope  never  will  be  by  others ;  which  are  so  fross 
as  to  imply  the  grossest  iiceniioiuness.*  Is  this  fair 
play  ?  It  may,  or  it  may  not  be  that  such  passages  exist ; 
and  that  Pope,  who  was  not  a  monk,  although  a  catho- 
lic, may  have  occasionally  tinned  in  word  and  in  deed 
with  woman  in  his  youth;  hut  is  this  a  sufScicnt  ground 
for  such  a  sweeping  denunciation?  Where  is  the  un- 
married Englishman  of  a  certain  rank  of  hfe,  who 
(provided  he  has  not  taken  orders)  has  not  to  reproach 
himself  between  the  ages  of  sixteen  and  thirty  with  far 
more  licentiousness  than  ha*  ever  yet  been  traced  lo 
Pope  I  Pope  hved  in  the  public  eye  from  his  youth  up- 
wards; he  had  all  tlie  dunces  of  his  own  time  for  his 
enemies,  and,  1  am  sorry  to  say,  some,  who  have  not 
the  apology  of  dnlness  lor  detraction,  since  his  death  : 
and  yet  to  what  do  all  their  accumulated  hinu  and 
charges  amount? — to  an  equivocal  liaison  with  Martha 
Blount,  which  might  arise  as  much  from  his  infirmities 
as  from  his  passions;  to  a  hopeless  flirtation  with  Lady 
Mary  W.  Monugn ;  to  a  story  of  Gibber's ;  and  to  two 
or  three  coarse  passages  in  his  works.  If  ho  could  come 
forth  clearer  from  an  invadioua  inquest,  on  a  life  of  fifly- 
six  years  7  Why  are  we  to  be  ofiiciocMly  reminded  of 
such  passages  in  his  letters,  provided  that  they  eaisc  b 
Mr  Bowles  aware  to  what  such  rummaging  among 
«  letters*  and  « stories*  might  lead?  I  have  myself  seen 
a  collection  of  letters  of  another  eminent,  nay,  pre- 
eminent, deceased  poet,  so  abominably  gross,  and  ela- 
borately coarse,  that  I  do  not  believe  tliat  they  could  be 
paralleled  in  our  language.  What  is  more  strange,  ia, 
tlut  some  of  these  are  couched  as  postscripts  to  his 
serious  and  senlimeDtal  letters,  to  which  are  lacked 
either  a  piece  of  prow,  or  some  verses,  of  the  most 
hyperbolical  indecency,  lie  himself  says,  that  if  *  ob- 
scenity (using  a  much  coarser  word)  be  the  sin  against 
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the  Holy  Ghost,  he  most  rerlainly  cannot  be  saved. « 
These  leilers  are  in  existence,  aud  have  been  seen  by 
many  besides  myself;  but  wouhi  his  editor  have  been 
w  candid^  in  even  alluding  to  them  t  Nothing  would 
have  even  provoked  me,  an  indifferent  spcclatur,  to 
allude  to  them,  but  this  further  attempt  at  the  depre- 
ciation of  Pope. 

What  should  we  say  to  an  editor  of  Addison,  who 
cited  the  following  passage  from  Walpole's  letters  to 
George  Montagu  ? «  Dr  Young  has  published  a  nevr  book, 
etc.  Mr  Addison  sent  for  the  young  Earl  of  Warwick, 
ns  he  was  dying,  to  show  him  in  what  peace  a  Christi:in 
could  die ;  unluckily  he  died  of  brandy ;  nothing  makes 
a  Christian  die  in  peace  hke  being  maudlin!  butdun't 
say  this  in  Gath,  where  you  are.>»  Suppose  the  editor 
introduced  it  with  this  preface  :  «  One  circumstance  is 
mentioned  by  Horace  Walpole,  which,  if  true,  was  indeed 
fiagitious.  Walpole  informs  Montagu  that  Addison  sent 
for  the  young  Eiirl  of  Warwick,  when  dying,  to  show 
him  in  what  peace  a  Christian  could  die  ;  but  unluckily 
he  died  drunk,  etc,  etc.»  Now,  although  there  might 
occur  on  the  subsequent,  or  on  the  same  page,  a  faint 
show  of  disbelief,  seasoned  with  the  expression  of  «  the 
some  can€lour>i  (the  stwie  exactly  as  throughout  the 
book),  1  should  say  that  this  editor  was  cither  foolish 
or  false  to  his  trust ;  such  a  story  ought  not  to  have  been 
admitted,  except  for  one  brief  mark  of  crushing  in- 
dignation, unless  it  were  completely  proved.  Why  the 
words  «  if  true? y^  that  «  (/>>  is  not  a  peace-maker.  Why 
talk  of  «<  Gibber s  tcstimouyn  to  his  licentiousness;  to 
what  does  this  amount  ?  that  Pope,  when  very  young, 
was  once  decoyed  by  some  nobleman  and  the  player  to 
a  house  of  carnal  recreation.  Mr  Bowles  was  not  always 
a  clergyman;  and  when  he  was  a  very  young  man,  was 
he  never  seduced  into  as  much?  If  I  were  in  the  humour 
for  story-telling,  and  relating  little  anecdotes,  1  could 
tell  a  much  better  story  of  Mr  Rowles  than  Gibber's,  up- 
on much  better  authority,  viz.  that  of  Mr  Dowles  him- 
self. It  was  not  related  by  him  in  my  presence,  but  in 
that  of  a  third  person,  whom  Mr  Howies  names  ofteuer 
than  once  in  the  course  of  his  replies.  This  gentleman 
related  it  to  me  as  a  humorous  and  witty  anecdote; 
and  so  it  was,  whatever  its  other  characteristics  might 
be.  but  should  I,  from  a  youthful  frolic,  brand  Mr  Bowles 
with  a  aliberliriesort  of  love,»  or  with  «  licentiousness ?» 
is  he  the  less  now  a  pioasor  a  good  man  for  not  having 
always  been  a  priest]  No  such  thing;  I  am  willing  to 
believe  him  a  good  man,  almost  as  good  a  man  as  Pope, 
but  no  better. 

The  truth  is,  that  in  these  days  the  grand  vprimnm 
mobiles  of  England  '\scant;  cant  political,  cant  poetical, 
cant  religious,  cant  moral;  but  always  cant,  multiplied 
through  all  the  varieties  of  life.  It  is  the  fashion,  and 
while  it  lasts  will  be  too  powerful  for  those  who  can 
only  exist  by  taking  the  tone  of  the  time.  1  say  cont, 
because  it  is  a  thing  of  words,  without  the  smallest  in- 
lluence  upon  human  actions  ;  the  English  being  no 
wiser,  no  better,  and  much  poorer,  and  more  divided 
among<it  themselves,  as  well  as  far  less  moral,  than  they 
were  before  the  prevalrnce  of  this  verbid  tlecorum. 
This  hysterical  horror  of  poor  Pop<'"s  not  very  well 
ascertained,  and  never  fully  proved  amours  (for  even 
Gibber  owns  llrU  he  prevented  the  somewhat  perilous 
adventure  in  which  Pope  was  embarking)  sounds  very 
virtuous  in  a  eontrnvt^rsial  pampldet;  but  all  men  of 
(he  world  who  know  what  iifi*  is,  or  at  least  what  it  was 


to  them  in  th«*ir  youth,  must  laugh  at  such  a  ludicrous 
foundation  of  the  charge  of  a  m  libertine  sort  of  lo\e  ;» 
while  the  more  serious  will  look  upon  those  who  bring 
forward  such  charges  upon  an  insulated  fact,  as  fanatics 
or  hypocrites,  perhaps  both.  The  two  are  sometimes 
compounded  in  a  happy  mixture. 

Mr  Octavius  Gilchrist  speaks  rather  irreverently  of  a 
«<  second  tumbler  of  hot  white-wine  negus*  What 
does  he  mean  ?  Is  there  any  harm  in  negus?  or  is  it 
the  worse  for  being  hot?  or  docs  Mr  Bowles  drink  ne- 
gus? I  had  a  better  opinion  of  him.  I  hoped  that 
whatever  wine  he  drank  was  neat ;  or  at  least  that,  like 
the  ordinary  in  Jonatlian  Wild,  «  he  preferred  punch, 
the  rather  as  there  was  nothing  against  it  in  scripture.u 
I  should  be  sorry  to  believe  that  Mr  Bowles  was  fond 
of  negas  ;  it  is  such  a  u  candidn  liquor,  60  like  a  wi»bv- 
washy  compromise  between  the  passion  for  wine  and 
the  propriety  of  water.  Rut  different  writers  Lave 
divers  tastes.  Judge  Blackstone  composed  his  «  Com- 
mentariesn  (he  was  a  poet  too  in  his  youth),  with  a 
bottle  of  port  before  him.  Addison's  conversation  wat 
not  good  for  much  till  he  had  taken  a  similar  do«e. 
Perhaps  the  prescription  of  thesc^wo  great  men  wa<. 
not  inferior  to  the  very  different  one  of  a  soi-^isjnt 
poet  of  this  day,  who,  after  wandering  amongst  the  hill«. 
returns,  goes  to  bed,  and  dictates  his  verses,  being  fctl 
by  a  by-stander  with  bread  and  butter  during  the  opera- 
tion. 

1  now  come  to  Mr  Bowles's  «  invariable  principles  of 
poetry.tt  These  Mr  Rowles  and  some  of  his  correspond- 
ents pronounce  «  unanswerable;  «  aud  they  are  «i  unan- 
swered,»  at  least  by  Campbell,  who  seems  to  hare  been 
astounded  by  the  title.  The  sultan  of  the  time  being, 
offered  to  ally  himself  to  a  king  of  France,  became 
K  ho  hated  the  word  l<^ue ;»  which  proves  that  the 
Padishan  understood  JPrench.  Mr  Campbell  has  no 
need  of  my  alliance,  nor  shall  I  presume 'to  offer  it; 
but  I  do  h:ite  that  word  •<  invariable. »  What  is  thrre 
of /tumart,be  it  poetry,  philosophy,  wit,  wisdom, science, 
power,  glory,  mind,  matter,  life  or  death,  whirh  n 
aintmriable  ?w  Of  course  I  put  things  divine  out  of 
the  question.  Of  all  arrogant  baptisms  of  a  book,  ihi> 
title  to  a  pamphlet  appears  the  most  complacently  con- 
ceited. It  is  Mr  Campbell's  part  to  answer  the  contents 
of  this  performance,  and  especially  to  vindicate  his  own 
<«  Ship,»  which  Mr  Rowles  most  triumphantly  proclaims 
to  have  struck  to  his  very  hrst  fire. 

Quoth  htf,  then*  was  a  Ship; 

.\ow  l«'i  me  (JO.  ihcM  prey-hair'd  looa. 

Or  luy  staff  shall  mako  ibuo  »kip. 

It  is  no  affair  of  mine,  but  having  once  begun  f certainly 
not  by  my  own  wish,  but  called  upon  by  the  frequent 
recurrence  to  my  name  in  the  pamphlets),  I  am  lik<*  an 
Irislim.in  in  a  «  row,»  «  any  body's  customer. »  1  slutl 
therefore  s.iy  a  word  or  two  on  the  «  Ship.i» 

Mr  Bowles  asserts  that  Camp  bell's  «  Ship  of  the  Liar,* 
deprives  all  its  poetry,  not  from  nrtr(,»  but  from  •nntHJt.» 
M  Take  away  the  waves,  the  winds,  the  sun,  etc.,  etc  one 
will  become  a  stripe  of  blue  bunting;  and  the  other  a 
piece  of  coarse  canvas  on  three  tall  poles.w  Very  true; 
tiike  a\v:iy  the  «  waves, »  «  the  winds,»  and  tliere  wid 
be  no  ship  at  all,  not  only  for  poetical,  but  for  .inv 
other  purpose  ;  and  take  away  i(  the  suu,»  and  ^e  mu-»i 
read  .Mr  Kowlcs's  pamphlet  by  candle-light.  But  the 
^•poetry*)  of  the  xSbipn  does  notdepend  on  ttthe  w.i^ec 
etc. ;  on  the  contrary,  the  «  Ship  of  the  Linen  confers 
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its  own  poeuj  upou  the  waiere,  and  beigbleiu  thtin.  I    aodTurkUb  craft,  wliicli  were  obliged  to  «  cat  and  runn 


do  not  deny,  tliat  ibe  «  waves  and  winds, »  and  above 
all  «  tlie  sun,  n  are  bigbly  poetical ;  we  know  it  to  our 
cost,  by  the  many  descriptions  of  them  in  verse  :   but 
if  the  waves  bore  only  the  foam  upon  their  bosoms,  if 
the  winds  wafted  only  the  sea-weed  to  the  shore,  if  the 
sun  shone  neither  upon  pyramids,  nor  fleets,  nor  for- 
tresses,  would  its  beams  be  equally  poetical  ?    I  think 
not :  the  poetry  is  at  least  reciprocal     Take  away  «  the 
.ship  of  the  linen  «  swinging  round*  the  «  calm  waler,» 
and  the  calm  water  becomes  a  somewhat  monotonous 
thing  to  look  at,  particularly  if  not  transparently  clear; 
witness  the  thousands  who  pass  by  without  looking  on 
it  at  all.    What  was  it  attracted  the  tliousands  to  the 
launch?  they  might  have  seen  the  poetical  «calm  water,* 
at  Wappiug,  or  in  tlie  «  London  Dock,»  or  in  the  Pad* 
dington  Canal,  or  in  a  horse-pond,  or  in  a  slop«basin,  or 
in  any  other  vase.     They  might  have  heard  the  poetical 
winds  howling  through  the  chinks  of  a  pig-stye,  or  the 
garret-window  ;  they  might  have  seen  the  sun  shining 
on  a  footman's  livery,  or  on  a  brass  wdrming-pan;  but 
could  the  «  calm  water,*  or  the  «  wind,*  or  llie  «  sun,* 
make  all,   or  any«of  these   «  poetical  7*    I  think   not. 
Mr  Bowles  admits  «<  the  ship*  to  be  poetical,  but  only 
from  those  accessaries :  now  if  they  conjtr  poetry  so  as 
to  make  one  thing  poetical,  they  would   make  otlicr 
things  poetical ;  the  more  so,  as  Mr  Bowles  calls  a  «ship 
of  the  Une*  without  them,  that  is  to  say,  its  «  masts  and 
sails  and  streamers,*  «  blue  bunting,*  and  «  coorse  can- 
vas,* and  «  tall  poles.*    So  they  are ;  and  porcelain  is 
clay,  and  man  is  dust,  and  flesh  is  grass,  and  yet  the 
two  latter  at  least  are  the  subjects  of  much  poesy. 

Did  Mr  Bowles  ever  gase  upon  the  sea  7  I  presume 
that  he  has,  at  least  upon  a  sea-piece.  Did  any  painter 
ever  paint  the  sea  only^  without  the  addition  of  a  ship, 
boat,  wreck,  or  some  such  adjunct?  Is  the  sea  itself  a 
more  attractive,  a  more  moral,  a  more  poetical  object 
with  or  without  a  vessel,  breaking  its  vast  but  fatiguing 
monotony !  Is  a  storm  move  poetical  without  a  ship? 
or,  in  the  poem  of  the  Shipwreck,  is  it  the  storm  or  the 
•hip  which  mostinteresu?  both  muck  undoubtedly;  but 
without  the  vessel,  what  should  we  care  for  Che  tempest? 
It  would  sink  into  mere  descriptive  poetry,  which  in 
itself  was  never  esteemed  a  high  order  of  that  art. 

I  look  upon  myself  as  entitled  to  talk  of  naval  mat- 
ters, at  least  to  poets :— with  the  exception  of  Walter 
Scott,  Moore,  and  Southey,  perhaps  (who  have  been 
voyagers),  I  have  swam  more  miles  than  all  the  rest  of 
them  together  now  living  ever  tailed,  and  have  lived 
for  months  and  months  on  ship-board  ;  and  during  the 
whole  period  of  my  life  abroad,  liave  scarcely  ever  passed 
a  month  out  of  sight  of  the  ocean :  besides  being  brought 
up  from  two  years  till  ten  on  the  brink  of  it.  I  recol- 
lect, when  anchored  off  Gape  Sigsum,  in  1810,  in  an 
English  frigate,  a  violent  squall  coming  00  at  sunset,  so 
violent  as  to  make  us  imagine  that  the  sliip  would  part 
cable,  or  drive  from  her  anchorage.  Mr  Uobhouse  and 
myself,  and  some  officers,  had  been  up  the  Dardanelles 
to  Abydos,  and  were  just  returned  in  time.  The  aspect 
of  a  storm  in  the  Archipelago  is  as  poetical  as  need  be, 
the  sea  being  particularly  short,  dashing,  and  dangerous, 
andihe  navigation  intricate  and  broken  by  the  isles  and 
currents.  CapeSi^jeum,  the  tumuli  of  tlieTroad,  Lem- 
nos,  Tcnedos,  all  added  to  the  associations  of  the  time, 
but  what  seemed  the  most  «  poetical»  of  all  at  the  mo- 
ment, were  the  numbers  (about  two  hundred)  of  Greek 


before  the  wind,  from  their  unsafe  anchorage,  some  for 
Tenedoa,  some  for  other  isles,  some  for  the  main,  and 
some  it  might  be  for  eternity.  The  sight  of  these  little 
scudding  vessels,  darting  over  the  foam  in  the  twilight, 
now  appearing  and  now  disappearing  between  the  waves 
in  the  cloud  of  night,  with  their  peculiarly  white  sails 
(the  Levant  sails  not  being  of  «  coarse  eauvasn^  but  of 
white  cotton),  skimming  along  as  quickly,  but  less  safely 
than  the  seA^mews  which  hovered  over  them ;  their 
evident  distress,  their  reduction  to  fluttering  specks  in 
the  distance,  their  crowded  succession,  their  littleness, 
as  contending  witli  the  gwut  element,  which  made  our 
stout  forty-four's  teak  timbers  (she  was  built  in  India) 
creak  again ;  their  aspect  and  tlieir  motion,  all  struek 
me  as  something  far  more  «  poetical*  than  tlie  mere 
broad,  brawling,  shipless  sea,  and  the  sullen  winds, 
could  possibly  have  been  vithouc  them. 

The  Euxme  is  a  noble  sea  to  look  upon,  and  the  port 
of  Constantinople  the  most  beautiful  of  harbours,  and 
yet  I  caunot  but  think  that  the  twenty  sail  of  the  line, 
some  of  one  hundred  and  forty  gnns,  rendered  it  more 
«  poetical*  by  day  in  the  sun,  and  by  night  periiaps  still 
more,  for  the  Turks  illuminate  their  vessels  of  war  in  a 
manner  the  most  picturesque,  and  yet  all  this  is  artt- 
jieiaL    As  for  the  Euxine,  I  stood  upon  the  Syrople- 
gades — I  stood  by  the  broken  atur  still  exposed  to  the 
winds  upon  one  of  them— 1  felt  all  the  «t  fottrym  of  the 
situation,  as  I  repeated  the  first  lines  of  Medea;   but 
would  not  that  «  poetry*  have  been  heightened  by  the 
Ar^o  7    It  was  so  even  by  the  appearance  of  any  mer- 
chant vessel  arriving  from  Odessa.    But  Mr  Bowles  says, 
«  why  bring  your  ship  off  the  stocks  ?*  for  no  reason 
that  I  know,  except  tliat  ships  are  built  to  be  launchctL 
The  waler,etc.,  undoubtedly  ■iioKTBHS  the  poetical  asso- 
ciations, but  it  does  not  taake  them ;   and  the  ship  am- 
ply repays  the  obligation  :  they  aid  each  other ;  the 
water  is  more  poetical  vviih  tlie  ship— the  ship  1ms  so 
without  the  water.   But  even  a  ship,  laid  np  in  dock,  \% 
a  grand  and  poetical  sight.    Even  an  old  boat,  keel  up 
wards,  wrecked  upon  the  barren  sand,  is  a  «  poetical* 
object  (and  Wordsworth,   who  made  a  poem  about  a 
washing-tub  and  a  blind  boy,  may  tell  yon  so  as  well 
as  I;  whilst  a  long  extent  of  sand  and  unbroken  water, 
without  tlie  boat,  would  be  as  like  dull  prose  as  any 
pamphlet  lately  published. 

What  makes  the  poetry  in  the  image  of  the  u  marUe 
wasU  of  Tadmor^m  or  Grainger's  «  Ode  to  Solitude,* 
so  much  admired  by  Johnson  ?  Is  it  the  «  MarUe,*  or 
the  «  waste,*  the  artificial  or  the  natural  object.  The 
«  waste*  is  like  all  other  vtattet;  but  the  «  marble*  of 
Palmyra  makes  the  poetry  of  the  passage  as  of  the 
place. 

The  beautiful  but  barren  Hymetlus,  the  whole  coast 
of  Attica,  her  hills  and  moonuins,  Pentelicus,  Anches- 
mus,  Philopappus,  etc.,  etc.,  are  in  themselves  poetical, 
and  would  be  so  if  the  name  of  Athens,  of  Athenians, 
and  her  very  ruins,  were  swept  from  the  earth.  But 
am  I  to  be  told -tliat  the  «  nature*  of  Attica  would  be 
more  poetical  without  the  «  art*  of  the  Acropolis  ?  of 
the  Temple  of  Theseus?  and  of  the  still  all  Creek  and 
glorious  monuments  of  her  exquisitely  ariiHcial  genius  ? 
Ask  the  traveller  what  strikes  him  as  moft  poetical, 
the  Parthenon,  or  the  rock  on  which  it  stands?  The 
COLUMNS  of  Cape  Colonna,  or  the  Cape  itself  7  The 
rocks,  at  the  foot  of  it,  or  the  recollection  that  Falconers 
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%hip  was  bul>;pcl  u]>on  lliem.  There  arc  a  thousand 
roclw  ami  irnpes,  far  more  picCurosquc  than  those  of 
the  Acropolis  and  Cape  Siiniiim  in  themselves;  -what 
:ire  ihey  to  a  thoiisan<t  scenes  in  the  wijiler  parts  of 
(ii-eece,  of  Asia  Minor,  Switzerland,  or  even  of  Cintra 
in  Portugal,  or  to  many  scenes  of  Italy,  and  the  Sierras 
of  Spain?  But  it  is  the  •«  nrt,n  the  columns,  the  tem- 
ples, the  wrecked  vessel,  which  give  them  their  antique 
and  their  modern  poetry,  and  not  the  spots  themselves. 
Without  them,  the  j/»ofs  of  earth  wouhl  be  luinoliced 
and  unknown  ;  buried,  like  Babylon  and  Nineveh,  in 
in<listinct  confusion,  without  poetry,  as  without  exist- 
ence ;  but  to  whatever  spot  of  earth  those  ruins  were 
iran.sporled,  if  they  were  capahle  of  transportation, 
like  the  obelisk,  an<l  the  sphinx,  and  the  Memiion  s 
head,  tltere  they  would  still  exist  in  the  perfection  of 
their  beauty  and  in  the  pride  of  their  poetry.  1  oppose«l, 
and  will  ever  oppose,  the  robbery  of  ruins  from  Athens, 
to  instruct  the  Eu(^lish  in  wulpture;  but  why  did  1  so? 
The  ruins  arc  as  poetical  iu  Piccadilly  as  they  were  in 
the  Parthenon  ;  but  the  Parthenon  and  its  rock  are  less 
so  without  them.     Such  is  the  poetry  of  art. 

Mr  Bowles  contends,  a(;ain,  that  the  pyramids  of 
IC{;ypt  are  poetical,  because  of  •«  the  association  with 
boundless  deserts, »>  and  that  a  •«  pyramid  of  the  same 
dimensions*)  would  not  be  sublime  in  «<  Lincoln's  Inn 
Fields ;»  not  so  poetical  certainly :  but  takeaway  the 
»«  pyramids,i«  and  what  is  the  u  lU'sertjn  Take  away 
Slone-hentje  from  Salisbury  plain,  and  it  is  notliini; 
more  thau  llounslow  Heath,  or  any  other  uninclosed 
down.  It  appears  to  me  that  St  Peters,  the  (loliscum, 
the  Pantheon,  the  Palatine,  the  Apollo,  the  Laocoon, 
the  Venus  di  Medicis,  the  Hercules,  the  dyin^;  Gladiator, 
the  Moses  of  Michel  Anjjelo,  and  all  the  hiijher  works 
of  Canova  (I  have  already  spoken  of  those  ofancicni 
(Ircece,  still  extant  in  that  country,  or  tr.insported  to 
Knglaod),  are  as  ^oettcni as  Mont  Blanc  or  Mount  ;€tna, 
perhaps  still  more  so,  as  they  are  direct  manifestations 
of  mind,  and  presuppose  poetry  m  their  very  concep- 
tion; and  have,  moreover,  as  bcinp  such,  a  sometbinj; 
of  actual  life,  which  cannot  beloni;  to  any  p.irf  of  inani- 
mate nature,  unless  we  adopt  the  system  of  Spinos;i, 
thai  till- world  is  the  deity.  There  can  be  nothing;  more 
poetical  in  its  aspect  than  tlic  city  of  Venice:  ilocs  this 
depend  upon  the  sea,  or  tiie  canals? — 

Th«  dirt  and  •i>a-\\iH>d  whcnci'  jnouJ  V'onioo  ro»<;'. 

Is  it  the  canal  which  runs  belvkeen  the  palace  and  the 
prison,  or  the  •«  Bridye  of  S'{^hs>»  which  connects  thnn. 
that  render  it  poetical?  Is  it  the  «<  Canal  Grande, i> 
or  the  Riallo  which  arches  it,  the  churches  which  lower 
over  it,  the  palaces  which  line,  autl  the  tjondohs  which 
i;lide  over  the  waters,  that  render  litis  city  more  po<'tic;il 
than  Borne  itself?  Mr  Bowles  will  say,  perhaps,  that  the 
Rialto  is  but  marble,  the  palaces  and  churches  only 
stouc,  and  the  gondolas  a  wcoarso  blick  cloth,  thrown 
over  some  planks  of  carved  wood,  with  a  shinin[;  bit  of 
fantastically-formed  irorj  at  the  prow,  «  u\tfwut»  the 
water.  And  I  tell  him  that  wifhoiu  these  the  water 
would  be  nolirnm  but  a  clay-coloured  ditch  ;  and  who- 
ever says  the  contrary,  dcscrv.  s  to  be  at  the  bottom  of 
that  where  I'opes  heroes  are  embraced  by  the  mud- 
nymphs.  There  would  be  nothiin;  lo  make  the  <anal 
«.f  Venice  more  poetical  than  thai  of  Pa<ldini;lou,  vrre 
it  notfortheartifici.il  adjuncts  .ibove  meniioned,  al- 
thoui;h  it  is  a   perfei  ily  n.itiiral   canni,    formed  bv  li.- 
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sea,  and  the  innumerable  islands  which  constitute  the 
site  of  this  extraordinary  city. 

The  very  Cloaca^  of  Tarqnin  at  Rome  are  as  poelical 
as  Richmond  Hill ;  many  will  think  more  so.  Take 
away  Rome,  and  leave  the  Tiber  and  the  seven  hills,  in 
the  nature  of  Evander's  time;  let  Mr  Bowles,  or  Mr 
Wordsworth,  or  Mr  Sonthey,  or  any  of  the  other  »  natu- 
rals.w  make  a  poem  upon  them,  and  then  sec  which  is 
most  poetical,  their  production,  or  ihe  commonest 
i;nide-book  which  tells  you  the  road  from  St  Peters' 
ro  the  Coliseum,  and  informs  you  what  you  will  see 
by  the  way.  The  ground  interesis  in  Viriril,  because  it 
nill  be  Rome,  and  not  because  it  is  Evander's  rural 
domain. 

Mr  Bowles  then  proceeds  to  press  Homer  into  his  ser- 
vice, in  afiswer  to  a  remark  of  Mi"  Campbell's,  ih.tt 
«  Homer  was  a  preat  describer  of  works  of  art.w  Mr 
Bowles  contends  that  all  his  (jreat  power,  even  iu  this. 
depen«ls  upon  Ibeir  connexion  with  natiire.  The  «  shield 
of  .Achilles  derives  its  poetical  interest  from  the  subjects 
described  on  it.w  And  from  what  does  the  spear  of 
Achilles  derive  its  interest  ?  and  the  helmet  and  the  mail 
worn  by  Patroclu'^,  and  the  celestial  armour,  and  tin- 
very  brazen  jjre.ives  of  the  well-booted  Greeks?  Is  it  sob  ly 
from  the  le^s,  and  the  back,  and  the  breast,  and  the  hu- 
man body,  which  they  inclose?  In  that  case,  it  would 
have  been  more  poetical  to  have  made  llicm  lipht  naked  ; 
and  Ciulley  and  Grcjjson,  as  being  nearer  to  a  state  of 
nature,  are  more  poeiical,  boxing;  in  a  pair  of  drawers, 
ilian  Hector  and  Achilles  in  radiant  armour,  and  wnth 
heroic  weapons. 

Instead  of  the  clash  of  helmets,  and  the  rushing  of 
chariots,  and  ihe  whizziu;;  of  spears,  and  the  (jlaociog  of 
swords,  and  the  cleavm^;  of  shields,  and  the  piercin«j  of 
lire  tst-plates,  why  not  represent  the  Greeks  and  Trojan< 
like  two  savafje  tribes,  tnt^j;in{',  and  teariu};,  an«l  kickit)|T. 
and  biiin{;,  and  j;nashin|;,  foamin{j,  {;rinninp,  and  itoujt- 
in,o[,  in  all  the  poetry  of  martial  nature,  nnincunibercil 
wilh  {^ross.  prosaic,  artilicial  arms,  an  equal  superthnty 
to  tlie  natural  warrior,  and  his  natural  poet?  Is  there 
any  thiojj  nnpoeticai  in  Ulysses  striking;  the  horses  of 
Uliesus  with  his  how  (hiving;  forjjotlen  Ins  lhou(;'/,  or 
would  Mr  Bowles  have  had  him  kick  them  with  bis 
fool,  or  smack  them  with  his  hand,  as  being  more  un- 
sophisticated? 

In  Grav's  Eleijv,  is  there  an  image  more  striking 
than  his  «  shapeless  sculj)ture?»  Of  sculpture  in  gene- 
ral, it  may  be  observed,  that  it  is  more  poetical  ihan 
nature  itself,  inasmuch  as  it  represents  and  botlies  forth 
iliai  ideal  beauty  and  sublimity  which  is  never  to  i*c 
found  in  actual  nature.  Tins  at  least  is  the  general 
opinion;  but.  always  excepting  the  Venus  di  Medici^,  I 
diff(  r  from  that  opinion,  at  least  as  far  as  reganis  fo- 
m.ile  beaiiiv,  for  the  head  of  Lady  Charleraont  (when  I 
lirst  saw  her,  nine  vears  ago)  seemed  to  possess  all  that 
sculpture  eould  require  for  its  ideal.  I  recollect  seeing 
"ioincibiui;  of  the  same  kind  in  the  Viead  of  an  Albanian 
girl,  who  was  actually  employcil  in  mending  a  road  in 
the  monniains,  and  in  some  Greek,  and  one  or  tv\o 
Italian  faces.  But  of  snhlimity,  I  have  never  seen  any 
thing  in  human  nature  at  all  lo  approach  the  exprcs- 
-ion  of  «-culj.lure,  <itlier  in  the  Apollo,  the  Moses,  or 
otijcr  of  the  sterner  vorks  of  ancient  or  modern  art. 

Let  us  examine  a  lilile  further  this  «<  babble  of  grr.*ii 
lields,>»  and  of  bare  nature  in  general,  as  superior  to 
.irtilicial   irnagerv,  for  the  poetical  purpose^  of  the  fine 
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arts.  In  landscape  painting,  the  great  artist  does  not 
give  you  a  literal  copy  of  a  country,  but  he  invents  and 
compoars  one.  Nature,  in  her  actual  aspect,  does  not 
furnish  him  witli  such  existing  scenes  as  he  requires. 
£veu  where  he  presents  you  with  soom  famous  city,  or 
celebrated  scene  from  mountain  or  other  nature,  it 
must  be  taken  from  some  particular  point  of  view,  and 
with  such  light,  and  sJiade,  and  distance,  etc.  as  serve 
not  only  to  bcightrn  its  beauties,  but  to  shadow  its  de> 
formities.  The  poetry  of  nature  alone.  exaeUy  as  the 
appears,  is  not  sufficient  to  bear  him  out.  The  very  sky 
of  his  painting  is  not  the  portrait  of  the  sky  of  nature ; 
it  is  a  cdlnfosition  of  different  skies^  observed  at  diffe- 
rent times,  and  not  the  whole  copied  from  any  partieu- 
lar  day.  And  why!  Because  Nature  is  not  lavish  of 
her  beauties;  they  are  vridely  scattered,  and  occasionally 
displayed,  to  be  selected  with  care,  and  gathered  with 
difficulty. 

Of  sculpture  I  have  just  spoken.  It  i«  the  great 
•cope  of  tlie  sculptor  to  heighten  nature  into  heroic 
beauty,  1.  e.  in  plain  English,  to  surpass  his  model. 
When  Canova  forms  a  statue,  he  takes  a  limb  from  one, 
a  hand  from  another,  a  feature  from  a  third,  and  a 
shape,  it  may  be,  from  a  fourth,  probably  at  the  same 
time  improving  upon  all,  as  the  Greek  of  old  did  in 
embodying  his  Venus. 

Ask  a  portrait  painter  to  describe  his  agonies  in  ac- 
commodating the  faces  with  which  Nature  and  his  sit- 
ters have  crowded  his  painting>room  to  the  principles  of 
bis  art;  with  the  exception  of  perhaps  ten  face*  in  as 
many  millions,  there  is  not  one  which  he  can  venture  to 
give  without  shading  ranch  and  adding  more.  Mature, 
exactly,  simply,  barely  nature,  will  make  no  great  artist 
of  any  kind,  and  least  of  all  a  poet— the  most  artificial, 
perhaps,  of  all  artists  in  his  very^essence.  With  regard 
to  natural  imagery,  the  poets  are  obliged  to  take  some  of 
their  best  illustrations  from  art  Ton  say  that «  a  foun- 
tain is  as  clear  or  clearer  than  glau,»  to  express  iM 
beauty — 

0  fou  BaodMic.  ipl«BdidIor  vitro ! 

In  the  speech  of  Mark  Antony,  the  body  of  Caesar  i% 
displayed,  but  so  al^o  is  his  mmntU : 

Ton  all  do  know  ihii  mamtU,  Hr. 


l<0«k!  in  thU  pJaoe  i«n  CmsIm'  'Jafftr  ikro«sh. 

If  the  poet  had  said  that  CaMius  bad  run  Ui^ fist  (hroiigli 
,  the  rent  of  the  mantle,  it  would  liavc  had  more  of  Mr 
Bowles's  M  nature*  to  help  it;  but  the  artiGcial  dagger  is 
more  poetical  thaa  .iny  u.itural  hand  witliout  it.  In  the 
sublime  of  sacrrd  poetry,  «\>'ho  is  this  that  coincth 
from  Edom?  with  dyed  garments  from  Boirah  ?»  >Vould 
Hthe  comcri*  be  pooiic««l  without  his  mdjredgarmentst** 
vkbich  strike  and  sUrlie  the  spectator,  and  identify  the 
approaching  object. 

The  mother  of  Sisera  is  represeoiod  iii^teniug  for  llic 
•  wheels  o/'hts  chariot.n  Solomon,  in  his  Soqg,  com- 
pares the  nose  of  his  beloved  to  a  «  tower,»  which  to  us 
appears  an  eastern  exaggeration.  If  he  had  said,  that 
her  statue  wax  like  that  of  «<a  lo>irr,w  it  would  have 
been  as  poetical  as  if  hn  had  compared  her  to  a  tree. 

The  Tirlaoiit  Xarcia  lotvert  sbovnlier  MX, 

is  an  instance  of  an  artificial  image  to  expres<i  a  tnoral 
superiority.     But  Solomon,  it  is  probable,  did  not  com- 


pare his  beloved's  nose  to  a  « tower*  on  account  of  iu 
length,  bat  of  its  symmetry;  and,  making  allowance  for 
eastern  hyperbole  and  the  difficulty  of  finding  a  Jitcreet 
image  for  a  female  nose  in  nature,  it  is  perhaps  as' good 
a  figure  as  any  other. 

Art  is  nol  inferior  to  nature  for  poetical  purpOM>A. 
What  makes  a  regiment  of  soldiers  a  more  noble  object 
of  view  than  the  same  mass  of  mob  I  Tlieir  arms,  their 
dresses^  their  banners,  and  the  art  and  artificial  sym- 
metry of  their  position  and  movements.  A  Highland- 
er's plaid,  a  Musaulman's  larhan,  and  a  Roman  toga, 
are  more  poetical  than  the  uttoed  or  untattoed  but- 
tocks of  a  New  Sandwich  savage,  akhougb  they  were 
described  by  WilUam  Wordsworth  himself  like  the 
« idiot  in  his  glory.* 

I  have  seeu  as  many  mountains  as  most  men,  and  more 
Heels  than  the  generality  of  landsmen :  and  to  my  mind, 
a  large  convoy,  with  a  fewsail  of  the  line  10  conduct  them, 
u  as  noble  and  as  poetical  a  prospect  as  all  that  inani- 
mate nature  can  produce.  1  prefer  the  «  mast  of  some 
great  ammiral,*  with  all  its  tackle,  to  tlie  Scotch  fir  or 
the  Alpine  tannen:  and  think  that  aicre  poetry  has  been 
made  out  of  it.  In  what  does  the  infinite  superiority  of 
«  Falconer's  Sliipwreck,*  over  all  other  shipwrecks,  con- 
sistT  In  his  admirable  application  of  the  terms  of  his 
art;  in  a  poet-saiiofs  description  of  the  sailor^s  fiite. 
These  very  terwu.,  by  his  application,  make  the  strength 
and  reality  of  his  poem.  Why?  because  he  was  a  poel, 
and  in  the  hands  of  a  poet  art  will  not  be  fbnnd  less 
ornamental  than  nature,  ^l  is  precisely  in  general  na- 
ture, and  in  stepping  out  of  his  element,  that  Falconer 
fiiils;  where  he  digresses  to  speak  of  ancient  Greece,  and 
«  such  branches  of  learning.* 

In  Dyer's  Grongar  Hill,  upon  which  his  fitme  re«t% 

the  very  appearance  of  Nature  herself  is  moralised  into 

an  artificial  image : 

Tboa  ii  .^ttnra'a  MCtorf  wreogllt. 
To  laitruet  oar  waadartaff  tkoagbt ; 
Thaa  th»  dmn*  f  ram  amd  fmg. 
To  «lj«p«na  oar  carat  away. 

And  here  also  we  have  the  telescope,  the  mis-use  of 
which,  from  Milton,  has  rendered  Mr  Bowies  so  triumph- 
ant over  Mr  Campbell : 

fio  wo  Biitiake  the  faiaro't  fhee. 
Kyad  tbroagh  Hopa'*  daladiag  ylaw. 

And  here  a  word,  en  passant^  to  Mr  Campbell : 

At  yoa  tamaiitt.  tott  sad  fair, 
Llail  In  colour*  of  ihn  air, 
Which,  to  lho«<*  who  jonrn^y  near 
Barren,  hrow o.  and  mn^h  appear, 
Slili  we  tr^ad  ih*  tame  roarM  wn\  — 
The  prOKDi'  t  ttiJI  a  cloudy  day. 

Is  not  tliis  the  original  of  the  for-famed 

TU  (ii*iaDi-f>  lend*  endiaalmunt  to  thn  vioti. 
And  rolwt  the  ■MHiaiain  is  Iu  azaro  bae  ! 

To  return  once  more  to  the  sra.  Let  any  one  look  ou 
the  long  wall  of  Malamocco,  which  curbs  the  Adriatic, 
and  pronounce  between  the  sea  and  iu  master.  Surely 
that  Roman  work  (I  mean  Roman  in  conception  simI 
performance),  which  wys  to  the  orean,  « tints  far  sh-dt 
thou  come,  and  no  further,*  and  is  obeyed,  \s  not  Icsk 
subUflM  and  poetical  than  the  angry  waves  wliich  vainly 
l)rpak  heoenth  it. 

Mr  Bowles  make&  the  chief  part  of  a  .J»ips  poesy  de- 
pend on  the  «  wind  :*  then  why  is  a  ship  under  sail  more 
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pociual  than  a  liog  in  a  high  wind?  The  hog  is  all  |  plnce  him? -with  Dante  and  the  others?  No:  bat,  as  I  have 
nature,  the  ship  >s  all  art,  «  coarse  canvas,n  a  blue  |  before  said,  the  poet  who  executes  best  is  the  highest, 
biintia|;,i>  and  «  tall  polcs;»  both  are  violently  acted  |  whatever  bis  department, 'and  will  ever  be  so  rated  in 
npon  by  the  wind,  tossed  here  and  there,  to  and  fro ;    the  world's  esteem. 


and  yet  nothing  but  excess  of  hunger  could  make  me 
look  upon  the  pig  as  the  more  poetical  of  the  two,  and 
then  only  in  the  shape  of  a  griskin. 

Will  Mr  Howies  tell  us  that  the  poetry  of  an  aqueduct 
consists  in  the  u'nter  which  it  conveys?  Let  him  look 
on  that  of  Justinian,  on  those  of  Rome,  Constantinople, 
Lisbon,  and  Elvas,  or  even  at  the  remains  of  that  in 
Attica. 

Wc  are  asked,  «what  makes  the  venerable  towers  of 
Westminster  Abbey  more  poetical,  as  ohjccLs,  than  the 
tower  for  the  manufactory' of  patent  shot,  surrounded  by 
the  same  scenery ?»»  I  will  answer — the  architecture. 
Turn  Westminster  Abbey,  or  Saint  Paul's,  into  a  powder 
magazine,  their  poetry,  as  objects,  remains  the  same; 
the  Parthenon  vas  actually  converted  into  one  by  the 
Turks,  during  Morosini's  Vcncli;in  siege,  and  part  of  it 
destroyed  in  ron>e(]uence.  Cromwell  s  dn|;oons  stalled 
their  stee«ls  in  Worcester  cathedral;  was  it  less  poetical, 
as  an  object,  ihan  before?  Ask  a  foreigner  on  his  ap- 
proach to  London,  wliai  strikes  him  ns  ihe  most  poetical 
of  the  towers  before  him ;  he  will  point  out  St  Paur.s  and 
Westminster  Abbey,  without,  perhaps,  knowing  the 
names  or  associations  of  either,  and  pass  over  the  «  tower 
for  patent  shot,"  not  that,  for  any  thing  he  knows  to 
the  contrary,  it  might  not  be  the  mausoleum  of  a  mo- 
narch, or  a  Waterloo  column,  or  a  Trafalgar  monu- 
ment, but  because  its  architecture  is  obviously  inferior. 

To  the  question, ««  whether  the  description  of  a  game 
of  cards  be  as  poetical,  supposing  the  execution  of  the 
artists  equal,  as  a  description  of  a  walk  in  a  forest ?» 
it  may  be  answered,  that  the  mnterials  are  certainly 
not  equal;  but  that  «  the  artist,»  who  has  rendered 
the  M  game  of  cards  poetical, »  is  by  far  the  greater  of 
the  two.  Hut  all  this  «ordcring»  of  poets  is  purely  ar- 
bitrary on  the  part  of  Mr  iJowles.  There  may  or  may 
not  be,  in  fact,  different  «  orders»  of  poetry-,  but  the 
poet  is  always  ranked  arronling  to  his  execution,  and 
not  according  to  his  braneh  of  the  art. 

Tragedy  is  one  of  the  highest  presumed  orders.  Hughes 
has  written  a  tragedy,  and  a  very  successful  one; 
Fcnton  another;  and  Pope  none.  Did  any  man,  how- 
ever,— will  even  Mr  Bowles,  himself  rank  Hughe-;  aiul 
Fcnton  as  poets  abo\e  Poftef  Was  even  Ad<lison  fibc 
author  of  Ciito),  or  r»owe  (one  of  the  higher  order  of 
dramatists,  as  far  as  success  goes\  or  Young,  or  c\cn 
Otway  and  Southerne.  ever  raised  for  a  moment  to  the 
same  rank  with  Pope  in  the  estimation  of  the  reader 
or  the  critic,  before  his  death  or  since?  If  Mr  Bowles  will 
contend  for  classifieations  of  this  kin<l,  let  him  reeollecl 
that  descriptive  poetry  has  been  ranked  as  among  the 
lowest  branches  of  the  art.  and  deseriplion  as  a  mere  or- 
nament, but  wliieli  should  never  form  <«  the  subjects  of 
a  poem.  The  Italians,  with  the  most  poetical  language, 
and  the  most  fastidious  tasic  in  Europe,  possess  now  live 
great  poets,  they  say,  Dante,  Peirareh.  Ariosto,  Tasw, 
and  lastly  .Mfieri;  and  whom  do  they  esteem  one  of  the 
highest  of  these,  and  some  of  them  the  very  highest? 
Petrarch,  the  sonneteer  :  it  is  true  that  some  of  his 
Canzoni  are  not  less  esteemed,  but  not  more;  who  ever 
dreams  of  bis  l^ntin  Afrira! 


Had  Cray  written  nothing  but  his  Elegy,  high  as  he 
stands,  1  am  not  sure  that  he  would  not  stand  higher; 
it  is  the  corner-stone  of  his  glory;  without  it,  his  odes 
would  be  insufficient  for  his  fame.  The  depreciation 
of  Pope  is  partly  founded  npon  a  faUe  idea  of  the 
dignity  of  his  order  of  poetry,  to  which  he  has  partly 
contributed  by  the  ingenuous  boast, 

Thm  not  in  funrv'f  maze  be  wander 'd  long,      , 
Bur  'tooj'd  to  truth,  aod  morali»«d  lii*  tong. 

He  should  have  written  «  rose  to  truth.n     In  my  mind 

0 

the  highest  of  all  poetry  is  ethical  poetry,  as  the  high- 
est of  all  earthly  objects  must  be  moral  truth.  Religion 
does  not  make  a  part  of  my  subject;  it  is  something 
beyond  human  powers,  and  has  failed  in  all  human 
hands  except  Milton's  and  Dante's,  and  even  Dante's 
powers  are  involved  m  his  delineation  of  human  pas- 
sions, though  in  supernatural  circumstances.  What 
made  Socrates  the  greatest  of  men?  His  moral  truth — 
bis  ethics.  What  proved  Jesus  Chri.st  the  Son  of  God 
hardly  less  than  his  miracles'  Uis  moral  precepts. 
And  if  ethics  have  made  a  philosopher  the  first  of  men 
and  have  not  been  disdained  as  an  adjunct  to  his  gosp*'! 
by  the  Dcitv  himself,  are  we  to  be  told  that  ethical 
poetry,  or  didactic  poetry,  or  by  whatever  name  you 
term  it,  whose  object  is  to  make  men  better  and  wiser, 
is  not  the  very  first  order  of  poetry;  and  arc  we  lo  be 
told  this  too  by  one  of  the  priesthood?  It  requires 
more  mind,  more  wisdom,  more  power,  than  all  the 
M  forests*^  that  ever  were  «»  w.ilkedw  for  their  wdesicrip- 
lion,>t  and  all  the  epics  that  ever  were  founded  upon 
(ielils  of  battle.  The  Georgics  are  indisputably,  and, 
I  believe,  unilisptttcdly,  even  a  finer  poem  than  the 
.Kneid.  Virgil  knew  this;  he  did  not  order  them  to  be 
burnt. 

Tlio  iir<.>f>CT  (tudy  ofin-inkind  ii  mtn. 

It  is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  lay  great  stress  upon 
what  they  call  «(iina{;ination»  and  «« invention, »  the  ttin 
commonest  of  (]ualities:  an  Irish  peasant,  with  a  liitir 
whiskey  in  bis  bead,  will  ima<;inc  and  invent  more 
than  would  furnish  forth  a  modern  poem.  If  Lucretius 
had  not  be<-n  spoiled  by  the  Epicurean  system,  we 
siiould  base  had  a  f.ir  superior  poem  to  any  now  in 
existence.  As  niere  poetry,  it  is  the  first  of  Latin 
poems.  What  then  has  ruined  it?  His  ethics.  Pope 
has  not  Ibis  defect;  his  moral  is  as  pure  as  his  poetry 
is  glorious.  In  speaking  of  artificial  objects,  I  have 
omitte«l  to  touch  upon  one  which  I  will  now  mention. 
Cannon  may  be  presumed  to  be  as  highly  poetic.il  as 
art  can  m.?ke  her  objc«Ms.  Mr  Bowles  •ytiW,  pcrlMps 
tell  me  that  this  is  because  they  lesemble  that  grjiod 
n.^tural  article  of  sound  in  heaven,  and  simile  upon 
earth  —  iliuiider.  I  shall  be  told  triumphantly,  that 
Milton  made  s.id  work  with  his  artillery,  wheu  he  armed 
bis  dr\il;  tbcrewiilial.  He  did  so;  and  this  ariihcial 
object  must  have  had  much  of  the  sublime  to  attract 
liis  att<-Mii(in  for  such  a  conllict.  He  has  made  an 
ali«nr«l  use  of  it;  but  the  absurdity  consists  not  id 
M>«ing  (tin nan  ajjainsi  the  angels  of  Cod,  but  any 
Were  Petrarch  to  be  ranked  according  to  the  ««  order>»  1  mnttrial  v^r.ipon.  The  thunder  of  the  clouds  would 
of  bis  comp"siiions,  vvliere  would  tiie  best  of  sonneis  j  'lave  been  as  rxijculons  .in<i  vain  in  the  hands  ot  ih* 
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devils,  u  the  HvilUaoiis  Altpetre :»  the  angels  were  as 
impervious  to  the  ooe  as  to  the  other.  The  thunder- 
bolts became  sublime  in  the  bands  of  the  Almighty, 
not  as  such,  bat  because  he  deigns  to  use  them  as  a  means 
of  repeHing  the  rebel  spirits ;  but  no  one  can  attribute 
their  defeat  to  this  grand  piece  of  natural  electricity : 
tlie  Almighty  willed,  and  they  fell ;  his  word  would  have 
b«>en  enough ;  and  Hilton  is  as  absurd  (and  in  fact, 
Unxpkemous)  in  putting  material  lightnings  into  the 
hands  of  the  Godhead,  as  in  giving  him  hands  at  all. 

The  artillery  of  the  demons  was  but  the  first  step  of 
his  mistake,  the  thunder  the  next,  and  it  is  a  step  lover. 
It  would  have  been  fit  for  Jove,  but  not  for  Jehovah. 
The  subject  altogether  was  essentially  unpoetical;  he 
has  made  more  of  it  than  another  could,  but  it  is  be- 
yond him  and  all  men. 

In  a  portion  of  his  rrply,  Mr  Bowles  asserts  that  Pope 
•envied  PhiUips»  becaase  he  quined  his  pastorals  in 
the  Guardian,  in  that  most  admirable  model  of  irony, 
his  paper  on  the  subject.  If  there  was  any  thing 
enviable  about  Phillips,  it  could  liardly  be  his  pasto- 
rals. They  were  despicable,  and  Pope  expressed  his 
contempt.  If  Mr  Fitzgerald  published  a  volume  of  son- 
nets, or  a  «  Spirit  of  Discovery,*  or  a  «  Missionary,* 
and  Mr  Bowles  wrote  in  any  periodical  journal  an 
ironical  paper  upon  them,  would  this  be  «envy?ii  The 
authors  of  the  « Rejected  Addresses*  have  ridiculed  the 
sixteen  or  twenty  vfirst  living  poeu»  of  the  day;  but 
do  they  «envyii  them?  «Envy»  writhes,  it  don't  laugh. 
The  authors  of  the  «Rejccted  Addressesw  may  despise 
some,  but  they  can  hardly  Mcnvyn  any  of  the  persons 
whom  they  have  parodied;  and  Pope  could  have  no 
more  envied  Phillips  than  he  did  Welsted,  or  Theobalds, 
or  Smcdley,  or  any  other  given  hero  of  the  Dunciad. 
He  could  not  have  envied  him,  even  had  he  himself  nor 
been  the  greatest  poet  of  bis  age.  Did  Mr  Ings  «efiv/» 
Mr  Phillips,  when  he  asked  him,  «  how  came  your 
Pyrrfaus  to  drive  oxen,  and  say,  I  am  goatUH  on  by 
love !»  This  question  silenced  poor  Phillips;  bnt  it  no 
more  proceeded  from  aenvy*  than  did  Pope'si  ridicule. 
Did  he  envy  Swift?  Did  he  envy  Bolingbroke?  Did  he 
envy  Gay  the  unparalleled  success  of  his  «Brggars 
Opera?*  We  may  be  answered  that  these  were  his 
friends — true;  but  docs  friendship  prevent  envy! 
Study  the  first  woman  yoi^  meet  with,  or  the  first  scrib- 
bler, let  Mr  Bowles  himself  (whom  I  acquit  fully-  of 
such  an  odious  quality)  study  some  of  his  own  poetical 
intimates :  the  most  envious  man  I  ever  heard  of  is  a 
poet,  and  a  high  one ;  besides  it  is  an  univeri<t<  pa<uion. 
Goldsmith  envied  not  only  the  puppets  for  their  danc- 
ing, and  broke  his  shins  in  the  attempt  at  rivalry,  but 
was  seriously  angry  because  two  pretty  women  re- 
ceived more  attention  than  he  did.  This  it  envy;  but 
where  does  Pope  show  a  sign  of  the  passion?  In  that 
case,  Dryden  envied  the  hero  of  his  Mac  Flecknoe.  Mr 
Bowles  compares,  when  and  where  he  can,  Pope  with 
Gowper  (the  same  Gowper  whom,  in  his  edition  of  Pope, 
he  laughs  at  for  his  attachment  to  an  old  woman,  Mn 
Unwin :  search  and  you  will  find  it ;  1  remember  the 
passage,  though  not  the  paf^e);  in  particular  he  re- 
quotes  Gowper  s  Dutch  delineation  of  a  wood,  drawn 
np  like  a  seedsman's  catalogue, '  with  an  affected  imi- 


'  I  wiiUnbaiillo  MrlWmlMc'towo  juiicoM^BlapsMagc  fromanoilier 
pa«m  of  Gowper'*,  lo  Im  romparod  with  (lie  uoso  writvr't  Sylvao 
>aiii|>ler.    la  the  line*  to  Mary. 


tation  of  Milton's  style,  as  burletqoe  as  the  «  Splendid 
Shilling.*  These  two  writers  (for  Gowper  is  no  poet) 
come  into  comparison  in  one  great  work— the  tnn*- 
lation  of  Homer.  Now,  with  all  the  great,  and  mani- 
fest, and  manifold,  and  reproved,  and  acknowledged, 
and  nncontroverted  fisnlls  of  Pope's  translation,  and 
all  the  scholanhip,  and  pains,  and  time,  and  trouble, 
and  blank  verse  of  the  other,  who  can  ever  read  Gowper? 
and  who  will  ever  lay  down  Pope,  unlets  for  the 
original  ?  Pope's  was  «not  Homer,  it  was  Spondanns ;» 
bnt  Gowper's  is  not  Homer,  either,  it  is  not  even  Gow- 
per. As  a  child  I  first  read  Pope's  Homer  with  a  rap- 
ture which  no  subsequent  work  conld  ever  afford ;  and 
children  are  not  the  worst  judges  of  their  own  lan- 
guage, As  a  boy  I  read  Homer  in  the  original,  as  we 
have  all  done,  some  of  us  by  force,  and  a  few  by 
favour;  under  which  description  I  come  is  nothing  to 
the  purpose,  it  is  enough  that  1  read  him.  As  a  man 
I  have  tried  to  read  Gowper's  version,  and  I  found  it 
imposMble.     Has  any  human  reader  ever  succeeded? 

And  now  that  we  have  heard  tlie  Gatholic  reproached 
with  envy,  duplicity,  licentiousness,  avarice — what  was 
the  Gahrinist!  He  attempted  the  most  atrodoos  of 
crimes  in  the  Ghristian  code,  vis.  suicide — and  why? 
Because  he  was  to  be  examined  whether  he  was  lit  for 
an  office  which  he  seems  to  wish  to  have  made  a  sine- 
cure. His  connexion  with  Mn  Unwin  was  pure  enough, 
for  the  old  lady  was  devout,  and  he  was  deranged  ;  bat 
why  then  is  the  infirm  and  then  elderly  Pope  to  be  re- 
proved for  his  connexion  with  Martha  Blount?  Gow- 
per was  the  almoner  of  Mrs  Throgmorton  ;  bnt  Pope's 
charities  were  his  own,  and  they  were  noble  and  ex- 
tensive, far  beyond  his  fortune's  warrant.    Pope  was 

Th7  ■wdKtf.  once  ■  ahlaln^f  store. 
For  my  uke  re>tl(>H  beretoforo, 
!<o«  mat  dlanaed,  and  ahine  no  aorn. 

My  Mnry, 

eonttln  a  tlaple.  booiehold,  •  tndnor.*  snllrial,  and  erdlaary  laafn. 
I  refer  Mr  Bowloa  to  the  itanta,  and  ask  If  thoae  lkr««  lines  aboni 
«  mtmUsit  ar«  not  worth  ail  the  boatind  twaddliaff  aboai  treet,  so 
trlnapbantly  re-qaoied  T  and  yei  In  fael  wbat  do  tbey  coavey  t  A 
hoMdly  roliecdon  of  images  and  ideas  asaodatwl  wiib  ibedaraiag  of 
aok-kiii|;s.  and  the  beaninft  ofsblru,  and  tbe  nieadlnff  of  breeobas; 
bvt  will  any  one  deny  tbat  they  are  easinrntly  povtical  and  paibotlc 
as  addressed  by  Cowper  to  bis  narae  T  Tbe  irasb  of  trees  r«ailads  an 
of  a  sayiae  of  Sheridan's.  Soon  after  tbe  •  Reiivled  Address*  seaan, 
in  iSia,  i  met  Sb««ridan.  In  ibe  oonrae  of  dinner,  be  said,  ■  L4ied 
Byron,  did  you  know  that  anson0st  ibu  wriiars  ofaddrassas  waaWblt- 
bmd  himself  ?•  1  answered  by  ao  enquiry  of  wbat  sort  of  an  addreaa 
be  bad  made.  ■  Of  that,*  replied  Sheridan,  •  I  rem^her  little,  ei- 
oept  tbat  tber«  wasa  pktemi*  in  it.*  ■  A  pbomix  1 !  Well,  bow  did  be 
describe  liT»  •  Likt  *  pomllmr,*  answered  Sheridan  :  •  It  was  freaa, 
and  yellow,  and  red,  and  blue  :  be  did  not  let  ns  off  for  a  sineie  fea- 
ther.* And  Jest  sarh  as  this  ponliervr's  ancovnt  of  ■  phirais.  Is 
lumper's  stlrk^irkpr's  deuil  of  a  wood,  with  all  itt  p«uy  mtanli* 
of  this,  that,  and  the  other. 

One  more  pootiral  instaooe  of  the  power  of  an,  and  even  lu  ti^e- 
rten'fyovur  nature,  in  i»oetry,  and  t  bare  done:— tbe  bast  of  AnH- 
m»ui!  Is  there  any  iliioff  in  natare  like  this  marble.  eKoepting  the 
Venns  T  Usa  there  I  e  more  f««(rjr  gathered  into  existence  than  In 
that  wonderful  creation  of  perfect  beanty  T  Bat  tbe  poetry  of  this  bMl 
is  in  no  reapert  deriTtd  from  natare,  nor  from  any  association  of  moral 
esalledness ;  fur  wbat  is  there  la  common  with  moral  nature  and  tbe 
male  minion  of  Adrian  f  Tbe  very  etecotion  Is  mM  aafers/,  bat  <iywr- 
aaiaral.  or  rather  tttper^rri/CcM/,  for  natare  has  neter  doae  so  macb. 

Away,  then,  with  thU  cant  about  natare  and  ■  invariable  priaciploa 
of  poetry  !■  A  ifreat  artist  will  make  a  block  of  stone  as  sabllma  aa 
a  moaatain,  and  a  (pod  poet  caa  Imboe  a  pack  of  «rda  with  asore 
poetry  than  inhabits  the  fbreau  of  America.  It  is  the  bnslneu  and 
the  proof  of  a  pool  to  flire  the  lie  to  the  proverb,  and  soowtimes  to 
•  mdtke  a  iiUen  pmnt  umt  of  a  $ow'$  •i«r,  •  and  to  conclode  with  an- 
other hnmt-ly  pro«vrh,  ■«  QOfA  workman  will  not  Ind  tnall  with  bis 
tools.* 


_    , 
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the  tolerant  yet  steady  adherent  of  the  most  bi^joted  of 
sects ;  and  Cowper  the  most  bigoted  and  despondent 
sectary  iliat  ever  anticipated  damnation  to  hiin&olf  or 
others.  Is  this  harsh?  I  know  it  is,  and  I  do  not  a.ssert 
it  as  my  opinion  of  Cowper  personally,  but  to  sfiow 
what  mightbe  said,  witli  just  as  i;rf>at  an  appearance  of 
truth  and  candour,  as  all  the  odium  which  has  been 
accumulated  upon  Pope  in  similar  speculations.  Cow- 
per was  a  {jood  man,  and  lived  al  a  fortunate  time  for 
his  Mkorks. 

Mr  Bowles,  apparently  not  relyinp  entirely  upon  his 
own  ar({uments,  has,  in  person  or  by  proxy,  hronglit 
forward  the  names  of  Southcy  and  Muore.  -Mr  Soutliey 
M  agrees  entirely  with  Mr  Bowles  in  his  invariable 
principles  of  poetry. >»  The  least  that  Mr  Bowles  can  ilo 
in  return  is  to  approve  the  «  invariable  principles  of  Mr 
Souihey.M  I  should  have  thout;hl  that  the  word  « in- 
variablen  mi^^ht  have  stuck  in  Southcy  s  throat,  like 
Macbeth's  «Amen!»  I  am  sure  it  did  in  mine,  and  I 
am  not  the  least  consistent  of  the  two,  at  least  as  a 
voter.  Moore  (ef  tu  Brute!)  also  approves,  and  a  Mr 
J.  Scott.  There  is  a  letter  also  of  two  lines  from  a 
(gentleman  in  asterisks,  who  it  seems,  is  a  poet  of  «lhe 
liigbest  rankw — vvlio  can  lliis  be?  not  my  friend,  Sir 
Waller,  surely.  Campbell  it  can't  be;  Uopcrs  it  won't 
be. 

•  You  have  hit  the  nail  tn  tlic  h«?nil,  and  *  •  "  [Pope.  I  prciurn.-^ 
on  tliu  bead  aUo.« 

I  remain,  your*,  nffp.tionauly. 

(I'our  Asuriiks.) 

And  in  asterisks  let  bim  remain.  \Nliocver  this  person 
may  be,  he  deserves,  for  such  a jud^jnunt  of  Midas, 
that  «ahe  nail»  which  Mr  Bowles  li.is  hit  im  tlie  lund« 
should  be  driven  through  his  own  ears  ;  I  am  sure  that 
tbey  are  long  enough. 

The  attention  of  the  poetical  popuhre  of  the  present 
day  to  obtain  an  ostracism  against  Pope  is  as  oa>.ily  ac- 
counted for  as  the  Athenian's  «.liell  nijainst  Aristitljs; 
they  are  tired  of  bearing  bim  always  called  «ttlie  Ju.st.>» 
They  are  also  lighting  for  life;  for  if  be  maintains  bis 
station,  they  will  reaib  tlnir  own  failing.  Tbey  have 
raised  a  mosqne  by  tlie  <.ide  of  a  Grecian  tempU;  of  the 
purest  arcliitectun';  and,  more  barbarous  than  the  bar- 
barians from  wIk.so  practin.-  1  have  born.\vc<l  the 
figure,  tbey  nre  not  «ontenI«d  with  their  ovn  grotesque 
editiee,  nulc^s  they  <l<stroy  the  prior  and  purely  beauti- 
ful fabric  which  prcrcdcd,  and  which  shames  them  and 
theirs  for  ever  and  ever.  I  shall  be  toUi  that  among'^t 
those  I  /lat'cbecn  (or  it  may  be  still  (im,  con>|.icnon> — 
true,  and  I  am  ashamed  of  it.  I  Ihivk  been  amongst 
the  builders  of  thi-i  Uahel,  aiieiuled  by  a  «uiifu>ion  of 
tongues,  but  never  amongst  I  lie  envious  dc>tr<)y<  rs  of 
the  classic  temple  of  our  preih'eessor.  1  lia\e  loved 
and  honoured  the  fame  and  name  of  that  iiliisiiious 
and  unrivalled  man,  far  more  than  my  own  paltry 
renown,  and  the  trashy  jingle  of  the  croud  of 
«scliools)>  and  upstarts,  who  pretend  to  ri\al,  or  even 
surpass  him.  Soon<;r  than  a  sinj;le  leaf  should  he 
torn  from  his  laurel,  it  were  hetter  that  all  vvhieb  the  >e 
men,  and  that  I,  as  one  of  their  set.  have  » \rr  written  , 
should 

Lim- lruiil»'i.  <  Irvilii- *|>i./.,  nr,    IImII'Tiii;;  in    i   mw 
li>friii,,f  tlir  r:iil>i  of  ll.-.||nni  111    N.)i.i: 


j     lliereatc    tho^i-    \vli(»   will    helu've   ihis,     iikI    ihos,'    who 


will  not.  You,  Sir,  know  how  far  1  am  sincere,  and 
whether,  my  opinion,  not  only  in  the  short  work  in- 
tended for  publication,  and  in  private  letters  which 
can  never  be  pubUshed,  has  or  has  not  been  the  sami*. 
1  look  upon  this  as  the  declining  age  of  English  poc'try ; 
no  regard  for  others,  no  seltish  feeling,  cau  prevent  inc 
fiom  seeing  this,  and  expres.sing  the  truth.  There  can 
be*  no  worse  sign  for  the  tasie  of  the  times  than  the 
depreciation  of  Poj>c.  IfVould  b«  belter  to  receive  for 
proof  Mr  Cobbelts  rough  but  strong  attack  upon 
Shakspeare  and  Milton,  than  to  allow  this  smooth  and 
•<candid»  undermining  of  the  reputation  of  the  mo%t 
perfect  of  our  poets  and  the  purest  of  our  moralists. 
Of  his  power  in  the  passionSj  in  description,  in  the 
mock-heroic,  I  leave  others  to  drscunt.  I  take  him  on 
his  strong  ground,  as  an  cViual  poet:  in  the  former 
none  excel,  in  the  mock-heroic  and  the  etlncal  none 
equal  him;  and,  in  my  mind,  the  latter  is  the  highest 
of  all  poetry,  because  it  does  that  in  ver^e,  which  die 
greatest  of  men  h.ive  wished  to  accomplisli  in  prose. 
If  the  essence  of  poetry  must  be  a  lie,  throw  it  to  thr 
dogs,  or  banish  it  from  your  republic,  as  Plato  would 
have  done.  He  who  can  reconcile  poetry  with  truth 
and  wis<{om,  is  the  only  true  xpoetn  ju  its  real  sense - 
*<  the  »MflAcr,>»  «  the  creaior>» — why  mast  thi.s  mean  tbr 
Mliar,»  the  «  fcigner,»  w  the  talc-icller?n  A  man  may 
make  and  create  better  tilings  than  the«,e, 

1  shall  not  presume  to  say  that  Pojie  is  as  high  9i 
poet  as  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  though  his  enemy. 
Warton,  places  him  immediately  under  them.  I  vould 
no  more  say  this  than  I  would  assert  in  the  mo>i]ue 
(once  Saint  Sophia  si,  that  Socrates  was  a  greater  man 
than  Mahomet.  But  if  I  say  that  be  is  very  near  them, 
it  is  no  more  than  has  been  asserted  of  Burns  "v^ho  is 
suppos«'d 

To  rivnl  nil  but  ShnWsiR'ari''s  name  below. 

I  s,ay  nothing  against  ibis  opinion.  But  of  what  norder.^ 
aciording  tu  the  poetical  aristocracy,  are  Durns's  poeois'' 
These  are  his  opns  mntjnum,  wTam  OSbauler,**  a  tn/r; 
tin-  M(^>tl<r's  Saturday  Night,"  a  descriptive  <»ketcli ; 
some  others  in  the  siimc  stslc;  the  rost  arc  S'OUgs.  S» 
iiineh  for  iIm-  tank  <»f  his  productions;  the  rank  of 
Burns  is  the  very  hrst  of  his  art.  Of  Pope  I  havf  <\- 
pressed  my  opiiiiou  elsewhere,  as  also  of  tlie  effect 
vhieh  lh<r  present  atteiiijtts  al  poetry  have  had  U{>ou 
our  liieratuii\  If  any  great  national  or  natural  v*>u- 
\uKion  could  or  should  overwhelm  your  country,  in 
siuh  sort  as  to  sweep  Great  Britain  from  the  kingdoms 
of  the  earth,  mid  leave  ouly  that,  after  all  the  nvi^l 
living;  of  hnni.ni  things,  a  Ucad  languatje^  to  he  studed 
and  lead,  and  imitated  by  the  wise  of  future  and  far 
g.eneraiiuns  upon  foreign  shons;  if  your  literature 
should  he(ome  the  learning  of  mankind,  divesu^d  of 
parly  cabals.  t<  iiiporary  fashions,  and  national  pride 
and  prejufhre;  an  Kii(;lishniau.  anxious  that  the  |i4*>- 
leiity  of  straii|;ers  sluniid  know  that  there  h.ul  bt>*n 
such  a  thing  as  a  l.'riti^li  I'pic  and  Traginly.  might  wisli 
for  the  ]ir«'s«'r\alion  of  Sliak«pe?re  and  Miiton  ;  but 
the  sur.i.iiig  wori<l  would  snaiih  Pope  from  the  wre*k. 
and  let  llii-  r.st  sink  Milh  th"  peoplr.  He  is  the  Ulor,»l 
jxtel  ol  all  ri'.ih/atioii.  aiui.  as  siieh,  let  u<  h(>)>e  tliat 
he  Will  one  dav  he  the  iialioual  poet  of  inankui«b  Il- 
ls (lie  oiilv  j  I'.'i  ihat  never  slioeks,  the  only  p(»et  wlio>.' 
ji.itUl  sMii.^-.  jj.'s  lui  u  made  hi-^  repro.ieb.  ("a>t  \out 
eye  ii\er    lii^   pi  odueliou>  .-   eou.sider    tiieir   cxtcul.    aj  1 
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contemplate  ibeir  Tarwty: — pastoral,  pa«sion,  mock- 
heroic,  translation,  satire,  ethics, — all  eicellcflt,  and 
often  perfect.  If  his  great  charm  be  his  mulody,  how 
comes  it  that  foreij^ners  adore  him  even  in  their  dilnled 
translation?  Bui  I  have  made  this  letter  too  long. 
Give  my  compliments  to  Mr  Boirles. 

Tours  ever,  very  truly, 

BYRON.  • 
7b  J.  Uurruy^  Etq.  * 

Post  acriptum. — Long  as  this  letter  has  grown,  I 
find  it  necessary  to  appciKl  a  po&tscripC, — if  poMible,  a 
short  one.  Mr  Bowles  denies  that  be  has  accused  Pope 
of  «a  sordid  money-getting  paH6ion;M  but  be  adds  «if 
I  had  ever  done  so,  I  should  be  glad  to  find  any  testi- 
nuMny  lliat  might  show  me  he  was  not  so.*  This  tes- 
timony be  may  find,  to  his  heart's  content,  in  Spence 
and  elsewhere.  First,  there  is  Martha  Blount,  who, 
Mr  Bowles  cliariiably  says,  «  probably  thought  be  did 
not  save  enough  for  her  as  legatee. »  Whatever  she 
tfumgkt  upon  ibis  point,  her  words  are  in  Pope's 
^♦our.  Tlien  there  is  Alderman  Barber;  see  Spencc's 
Anecdotes.  Tliere  is  Pope's  cold  answer  to  Halifax, 
when  he  proposed  a  pension ;  bis  behaviour  to  Craggs 
and  lo  Addison  upon  like  occasions;  and  his  own  two 
liuca^ 

And,  (hnnht  lo  Bom#r,  ilnrvi  I  liv«  and  ibrlre. 
Iwletitnd  to  no  priD<c  or  pwr  iliTO— 

written  when  princes  would  h.ive  be<*n  proud  to  pen- 
sion, and  peers  to  promote  htm,  and  when  the  whole 
army  of  dunces  were  in  array  against  him,  and  would 
have  been  but  too  happy  to  deprive  him  of  this  bonst 
of  independence.  Bnt  there  \%  something  a  little  more 
serious  in  Mr  BowleVs  derlarntion,  that  he<«  wouidhave 
spokeni*  of  his  «  noble  generosity  to  the  outcast,  Richard 
^vage,i>  and  other  inst.inces  of  a  compassionate  and 
generous  heart,  «  had  ihey  occurred  to  his  recollection 
when  he  wrote.*  What!  is  it  come  to  thisT  Does 
Mr  Bowles  sit  down  to  write  a  minute  and  laboured  life 
and  edition  of  a  great  poet?  Does  he  anatomise  his 
character,  moral  and  poetical?  Docs  he  present  ns 
with  his  faults  and  with  his  foibles  ?  Does  he  sneer  at 
bts  feelings,  and  doubt  of  his  sincerity?  Does  he  unfold 
his  vanity  and  duplicity?  and  then  omit  the  good  qna- 
Kties  which  might,  in  part,  have  «  covered  this  multH 
fttde  of  sins?*  and  then  plead  that  «  Vtey  did  not  occnr 
to  Am  recoliecCjon  ?»  Is  this  the  frame  of  mind  and  of 
memory  with  which  the  iliiistrioiis  dt^ad  are  to  be  ap- 
proached ?  if  Mr  Bowies,  who  must  have  had  access  to 
all  the  means  of  refreshing  his  memory,  did  not  reeoU 
loci  these  facts,  he  is  unfit  for  h^s  task;  but  if  he  did 
recolleet,  and  omit  them,  I  know  not  what  he  is  lit 
for,  bnt  I  know  what  would  he  tit  for  him.  Is  the  plea 
of  «not  recollectingn  sucii  prominent  facts  to  be  ad- 
mitted ?  Mr  Bowles  has  been  at  a  public  school,  and,  a< 
I  have  been  publicly  educated  also,  I  can  sympathise 
writb  his  predilection.  When  we  were  in  the  third  form 
even,  had  we  pleaded  on  the  Monday  morning,  that  w  e 
had  not  brought  up  the  Saturday's  exercise  brmuse 
«we  had  forgotten  it,w  what  would  have  been  the  n*- 
plyT  And  is  an  excuse,  whtrh  would  not  be  pardoned 
lo  a  schoolboy,  to  pass  current  in  a  matter  which  so 
nearly  concerns  the  fame  of  the  first  poet  of  his  n^c,  if 
not  of  his  country?  If  Mr  Bowle«i  so  rea<lily  forgets  the 
virtnea  of  others,  wliy  complain  so  grievously  that  others 


have  a  better  memory  for  his  own  faults  T  They  are 
but  the  faults  of  an  author;  while  the  virtues  be  omit- 
ted from  bis  catalogue  are  essential  to  the  justice  due 
to  a  man. 

Mr  Bowles  appears,  indeed,  to  be  susceptible  beyond 
the  privilege  of  authorship.  There  is  a  phiintivc  dedica- 
tion to  Mr  Gifferd,  in  which  A«  is  made  responsible  for 
all  the  articles  of  the  Quarterly.  Mr  Southey,  it  seems, 
■  the  most  able  and  eloquent  writer  in  that  Review,** 
approves  of  Mr  Bowles's  publication.  Now,  it  seems  to 
me  the  more  impartial,  that,  notwithstanding  tliat  the 
great  writer  of  the  Quarterly  entertains  opinions  op- 
posite to  the  able  article  on  Spenee,  nevertheless  that 
essay  was  permitted  to  appear.  Is  a  review  to  be  de- 
voted to  the  opinions  of  any  one  man  ?  Must  it  not 
vary  according  to  eircumstanees,  and  according  to  tlic 
subjects  to  be  criticised?  I  fear  that  writers  must  take 
the  sweets  and  bitters  of  the  public  journals  as  tliey 
occur,  and  an  author  of  so  long  a  standing  as  Mr  Bowles 
might  have  become  accustomed  to  such  incidents ;  he 
might  be  angry,  but  not  astoni«>h^.  !  have  been  re- 
viewed in  the  Quarterly  almost  as  often  as  Mr  Bowles, 
and  have  had  as  pleasant  things  said,  and  some  as  un- 
pleasant, as  could  well  be  pronounced.  In  the  review 
of  uThe  Fall  of  Jerusalem, »  it  is  stated  that  I  have  de- 
voted «my  powers,  etc.  to  the  worst  parts  of  mani- 
cheism,w  which,  being  interpreted,  means  that  I  wor- 
ship the  devil.  Now,  I  have  neither  written  a  reply,  nor 
complained  to  GifFord.  I  believe  that  1  obsencd  in  a 
letter  to  you,  that  I  thought  « that  the  critic  migtit  lia%e 
praised  Mifman  without  finding  it  necessary  to  abuse 
me;n  but  did  1  not  add  at  the  same  time,  or  soon  after 
(apropos,  of  the  note  in  tlie  book  of  Travels),  that  I 
would  not,  if  it  were  even  in  my  power,  have  a  single 
line  cancelled  on  my  account  in  that  nor  in  any  other 
publication  ?— Of  course,  I  reserve  to  myself  the  pri- 
vilege of  response  when  necessary.  Mr  Bowles  seems  in 
a  whimsical  slate  bIkiuI  the  article  on  Spence.  Yuu 
know  very  well  that  I  am  not  in  your  confidence,  nor 
in  that  of  the  conductor  of  the  journal.  The  moment 
I  saw  that  article,  I  was  morally  certain  that  I  knew  the 
author  «  by  bis  style. »  You  will  tell  me  that  I  do  not 
know  him:  that  is  all  as  it  should  be;  keep  the  secn>t, 
so  shall  I,  though  no  one  has  ever  intmsted  it  to  me. 
fie  is  not  the  person  whom  Mr  Bowles  'denounces.  Mr 
Bowles's  extreme  sensibility  reminds  me  of  a  circum- 
stance which  occnrred  on  board  of  a  frigate,  in  which 
I  was  a  passenger  and  gnest  of  the  captain's,  for  a  con- 
siderable time.  The  surgeon  on  board,  a  very  gentle- 
manly young  man,  and  remarkably  able  in  his  profes- 
sion, wore  a  wig.  Upon  this  ornament  he  was  extremely 
tenacious.  As  naval  jests  are  sometimes  a  little  rough, 
his  brother-officers  made  occasional  allusions  to  this 
delicate  appendage  to  the  doctor's  person.  One  day  a 
young  lieutenant,  in  the  coun>e  of  a  facetious  discus- 
sion, said,  «  Suppose,  now,  doctor,  I  should  take  off 
yonr  hat.n  «  Sir,»  replied  the  doctor,  m  I  shall  talk  no 
long(T  with  you;  you  grow  $eurrilous.»  He  would  not 
even  admit  so  near  an  approach  as  to  the  hat  which 
protected  it.  In  hkc  manner,  if  any  body  approaches 
Mr  Rowles's  laurels,  even  in  his  outside  capacity  of  an 
etliior,  «  they  grow  seurriloui.n  You  say  that  you  are 
about  to  prepare  an  edition  of  Pope;  yon  cannot  do 
better  for  your  own  credit  as  a  publisher,  nor  for  the 
redemption  of  Pope  from  Mr  Bowles,  and  of  the  public 
taste  from  rapid  dejjener.icy. 
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^  iFvasm^t, 


June  17,  1816. 
In  the  year  17 — ,  having  for  some  lime  determined 
on  a  journey  through  countries  not  hilhrrto  much  fre- 
queutcd  by  travellers,  I  spt  out,  accompanied  by  a  friend 
whom  1  •ih.'ill  designate  by  the  name  of  Augustus  Dar- 
vell.  He  was  a  few  years  my  eliler,  and  a  man  of  con- 
siderable fortune nnd  ancient  family — advantage^  which 
an  extensive  capacity  prevented  him  alike  from  under- 
valuing or  overrating.  Some  peculiar  circumstances  in 
his  private  history  liad  rendered  him  to  me  an  object 
of  attention,  of  interest,  and  even  of  regard,  which 
neither  the  reserve  of  his  manners,  nor  occaiiional  indi- 
cations of  an  mquietude  at  times  nearly  approaching  to 
alienation  of  mind,  could  extinguish. 

I  was  yet  young  in  hfe,  which  I  had  begun  early; 
but  my  iutimacy  wi^h  him  was  of  a  recent  dale :  we  had 
l^een  educatetl  at  the  same  schools  and  university,  but 
his  progress  through  these  had  preceded  mine,  and  he 
had  been  deeply  initiated  into  what  is  called  the  world, 
while  I  was  yet  in  my  noviciate.  While  thus  engaged,  I 
had  heard  much  both  of  his  past  and  present  life;  and, 
although  in  these  accounts  there  were  many  and  irre- 
concilable contradictious,  I  could  still  gather  from  the 
whole  that  he  was  a  being  of  no  common  order,  aud 
one  who,  whatever  pains  he  might  take  to  avoid  re- 
mark, would  still  be  remark'iblc.  I  h;ul  cultivated  his 
acquaintance  subsequently,  and  endeavoured  to  obtain 
his  friendship,  but  this  last  appeared  to  be  unattainable ; 
whatever  affections  he  might  have  possessed  seemed 
now,  some  to  have  been  extinguished,  and  others  to  be 
concentred :  that  his  feelings  were  acute,  I  had  sufti- 
cieut  opportunities  of  observing;  for,  although  he  could 
control,  he  could  not  altogether  disguise  them:  still  he 
had  a  power  of  giving  to  one  passion  the  appearance  of 
another,  in  such  a  manner  that  it  was  difficult  to  define 
the  nature  of  what  was  working  within  him;  and  the 
expressions  of  his  features  would  vary  so  rapidly,  though 
slightly,  that  it  was  useless  to  trace  them  to  their  sources. 
It  was  evident  that  he  was  a  prey  to  some  cureless  dis- 
quiet; butwhetlier  it  arose  from  ambition,  love,  re- 
morse, grief,  from  one  or  all  of  these,  or  merely  from 
a  morbid  temperament  akin  to  disease,  I  could  not  dis- 
cover: there  were  circumstances  alleged  which  might 
have  justified  the  application  to  each  of  these  causes  ; 
but,  as  I  have  before  said,  these  were  so  contradictory 
and  contradicted,  that  none  could  be  fixed  upon  with 
accuracy.  Where  there  is  mystery,  it  i>  generally  sup- 
posed that  there  must  also  be  evil :  I  know  not  how  this 
may  be,  but  in  him  there  certainly  was  the  one,  though 
I  could  not  ascertain  the  extent  of  the  other — and  felt 
loth,  as  far  as  regarded  himsrll^,  to  believe  in  its  exist- 
ence. My  advances  were  recrl\ed  wiih  suflirient  cold- 
ness ;  but  I  was  young,  and  not  easily  <liscouraged,  and 
at  length  succeeded  in  obtaining,  to  a  certain  degree, 
that  commonplace  intercourse  and  moderate  confidence 
of  common  and  e«'('ry-<l.iy  concerns,  created  and  ce- 
mented by  similarity  of  pursuit  and  fr<<|uency  of  mcei- 
iiig,  which  is  called  intimacy,  or  finMidnliij*,  according 
to  the  ideas  of  liim  who  uses  those  words  to  express  tlieiii. 

Darvell  had  already  travelled  extensively,  and  to  him 
I  had  applied  for  information  with  regard  to  the  con- 


duct of  my  intended  journey.  It  was  my  secret  wish 
that  he  might  be  prevailed  on  to  accompany  me  ■*  it  was 
also  a  probable  hope,  founded  upon  the  shadowy  rest- 
lessness which  I  had  observed  in  him,  and  to  which  the 
animation  which  he  appeared  to  feel  on  such  subject*, 
and  his  apparent  indifference  to  all  by  which  be  was 
more  immediately  surrounded,  gave  fresh  strength. 
This  wish  I  first  hinted,  and  then  expressed  :  his  answer, 
though  I  had  partly  expected  it,  gave  mc  all  the  plea- 
sure of  surprise — he  consented;  and, after  the  requisite 
arrangements,  we  commenced  our  voyages.  Aft^r  jour- 
neying through  various  countries  of  the  south  of  Europe, 
our  attention  was  turned  towards  the  East,  according 
to  our  original  destination;  and  it  was  in  my  progress 
through  those  regions  that  the  incident  occurred  upon 
which  will  turn  what  I  may  have  to  relate. 

The  constitution  of  Darvell,  which  must,  from  his 
appearance,  have  been  in  early  life  more  than  n^nally 
robust,  had  been  for  some  time  {Tradually  giving  wiy, 
without  the  intervention  of  any  apparent  disease  :  be 
had  neither  cough  nor  hectic,  yet  he  becanae  dady 
more  enfeebled :  his  habits  were  temperate,  and  be 
neither  declined  nor  complained  of  fatigue,  yet  he  was 
evidently  wasting  away  :  he  became  more  and  more 
silent  and  sleepless,  aud  at  length  so  seriously  altered, 
that  my  alarm  grew  proportionate  to  what  I  coocti««ti 
to  be  his  danger. 

We  had  determined,  on  our  arrival  at  Smyrna,  oa 
an  excursion  to  the  ruins  of  Ephcsus  and  Sardis,  from 
which  I  endeavoured  to  dissuade  him,  in  his  present 
slate  of  indisposition — but  in  vain:  there  appeared  to  be 
an  oppression  on  his  mind,  and  a  solemnity  in  hi»  m.ia- 
ncr,  which  ill  corresponded  with  his  eageruc&s  to  proreinl 
on  what  1  regarded  as  a  mere  party  of  pleasure,  little 
suited  to  a  valetudinarian ;  but  I  opposed  him  no  longer 
— and  iu  a  few  days  we  set  off  together,  accompauieti 
only  by  a  serrngee  and  a  single  janizary. 

We  had  passed  half-way  towards  the  remains  of  Epbe> 
sns,  leaving  behind  us  the  more  fertile  environs  of 
Smyrna,  and  were  entering  upon  that  wild  and  ir- 
nandess  track  through  the  marshes  and  defiles  whuh 
lead  to  the  few  huts  yet  lingering  over  the  broken  civ 
lumns  of  Diana — the  roofless  walls  of  expelled  Christia- 
nity, and  the  still  more  recent  but  complete  desolation  of 
abandoned  mosques — when  the  sudden  and  rapid  ill- 
ness of  my  comp.uiion  obliged  us  to  halt  at  a  Turkish 
cemetery,  the  turbaned  tombstones  of  which  were  tlie 
sole  indication  that  human  life  had  cverl>eeu  a  sojournci 
in  this  wilderness.  The  only  caravausera  we  liad  vem 
was  left  some  hours  behind  us;  not  a  >cstige  of  a  to*u 
or  even  cottage,  w.is  viiliiu  sight  or  hope,  aud  this  «  rii> 
of  the  dead"  ajipcared  to  be  the  sole  refuge  for  mv  un- 
fortunate frii-mi,  vslio  seemed  on  the  verge  of  becomiu^: 
t\ir  lasi  of  lis  inhabitants. 

In  this  >,ituatioti,  I  iooktd  round  for  a  place  where  hr 
n)ii;lit  nio  I  ( (Muenicntly  repose : — contrary  to  the  usujI 
asptit  of  M  ihoMicl.m  burial  grounds,  the  lypre^-**'. 
>\<re  ill  tills  few  in  number,  and  these  thinly  scaitt-Cfd 
over  its  extent :  the  tombstones  were  mostly  falleu,  and 
worn  \^ith  age  :  n|ion  one  of  the  most  coosiderjbh'  <•{ 
tliesc,   and   beneath  one  of  the  most  spreading    tribes 
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Darvell  supported  himaelf,  io  a  balf-reclioing  poftiare, 
with  great  difficulty.  He  aiked  for  water.  I  bad  aone 
do0btsof  oar  being  able  to  find  any,  and  prepared  to  go 
in  teareb  of  it  with  betitaiiog  deapondency— but  be 
desirrd  me  lo  remain;  and  taming  to  SuJeiman,  our 
janiiafy,  wbo  atood  by  us  tmoUng  witb  great  tranquil- 
lity, he  said,  «  Suleiman,  verbena  su,i»  (<*.  e.  bring  some 
water,)  and  went  on  describing  the  spot  where  it  was  to 
be  found  witb  great  minuteness,  at  a  small  well  for 
camels,  a  few  hundred  yards  to  the  right :  the  janicary 
obeyed.  I  mid  to  Danrell,  «  How  dad  you  know  this?» 
— He  replied,  «  From  our  situation ;  you  must  perceive 
that  ibis  place  was  once  inhabited,  and  could  not  have 
been  so  without  springs :  I  have  also  been  here  before. » 

«  Ton  have  been  here  before! — How  came  you  never 
to  mentioa  this  to  me?  and  what  coold  you  be  doing  in 
a  place  where  no  one  would  remain  a  moment  longer 
than  they  could  help  it  ?» 

To  this  question  I  receif  ed  no  answer.  In  the  mean- 
time ,  Solciman  returned  with  the  water,  leaving  the  ser- 
rugee  and  the  horses  at  the  fountain.  The  quenching  oF 
his  thirst  had  the  appearance  of  reviving  him  for  a  mo- 
ment; and  I  conceived  hopes  of  his  being  able  to  pro- 
ceed, or  at  least  lo  return,  and  I  urged  the  attempt.  Ur 
was  fulent^aod  appeared  lo  be  collecting  his  spirits  for 
an  effort  to  speak.  He  begin. 

«  This  u  the  end  of  my  journey,  and  of  my  life — I 
came  here  to  die :  but  I  have  a  request  lo  make,  u 
command— for  such  my  last  words  must  be.—  You  will 
observe  ittn 

«  Most  certainly;  but  have  better  hopes.* 
>    ■  1  have  no  hopes,  nor  wishes,  but  this— conceal  my 
death  from  every  human  being.* 

«  I  hope  there  will  be  no  occasion;  that  yon  will  re- 
cover, and » 

m  Peacel  it  must  be  so :  promise  this.* 

«  1  do.* 

«  Swear  it  by  all  that* He  here  dictated  an  oath 

of  grmi  solemnity. 

«  There  is  no  occasion  for  thia—I  will  observe  your 
request; — and  lo  doubt  me  is — — » 

«  It  cannot  be  helped,— you  must  swear.  » 

I  took  the  oath :  it  appeared  to  relieve  him.  He  re- 
moved a  seal-ring  from  his  finger,  on  which  were  some 
Arabic  characters,  and  presented  it  to  me.    He 


«  On  the  ninth  day  of  the  month,  at  noon  precisely 
(what  aaonth  you  please,  but  this  must  be  the  day),  you 
most  fling  this  ring  into  the  salt  springs  which  ran  into 
the  Bay  of  Elemis :  the  day  after,  at  the  same  hour,  you 
mual  repair  lo  the  ruins  of  the  temple  of  Gerea,  and 
wait  one  hour.* 


«  Why?» 

«You  will  see.* 

«  The  ninth  day  of  the  month,  you  sayi* 

«  The  ninth. » 
.  As  I  observed  that  the  present  was  the  ninth  day  of  ihe 
month,  his  counteuance  changed,  and  he  paused.  As  he 
sale,  evidently  becoming  more  feeble,  a  stork,  with  a 
snake  in  her  beak,  perched  upon  a  tombstone  near  us ; 
and,  without  devouring  her  prey,  appeared  to  be  sled- 
fastly  regarding  us.  I  know  not  what  impelled  me  to 
drive  it  away,  but  the  aiiempt  was  useless;  she  made  a 
few  circles  io  the  air,  and  returned  exactly  to  the  same 
spot.  Darveil  pointed  lo  it,  and  smiled :  he  spoke — I 
know  not  whether  to  himself  or  to  me^but  the  words 
were  only,  «  T  is  well!* 

«  What  is  well!  wliat  do  you  mean  7* 

«  No  matter :  you  must  bury  me  here  this  evening, 
and  exactly  where  that  bird  is  now  perched.  You  know 
the  rest  of  my  injunctions.* 

He  then  proceeded  to  give  me  several  directions  as  to 
the  manner  in  which  his  death  might  be  best  concealed. 
After  these  were  finished,  he  exclaimed,  «  Yon  perceive 
that  bird?* 

«  Certainly.* 

«  And  the  serpent  writhing  in  her  beak?* 

«  Doubtless  :  there  is  nothing  uncommon  iu  it;  it  is 
her  natural  prey.  Bat  it  is  odd  that  she  does  not  devour 
it.* 

He  smiled  in  a  ghastly  manner,  and  said,  faintly,  «  It 
is  not  yet  time  !»  As  he  spoke,  the  stork  flew  away. 
My  eyes  followed  it  for  a  moment ;  it  could  hardly  be 
longer  than  icn  might  be  counted.  I  felt  Darvell's 
weight,  as  it  were,  increase  upon  my  shoulder,  and, 
turning  to  look  upon  his  Cmc,  perceived  that  he  was 
dead! 

1  was  shocked  with  the  sudden  certainty  which  could 
not  be  mistaken — his  countenance  in  a  few  minutes 
became  ncariy  black.  1  should  have  attributed  so  rapid 
a  change  to  p<Mson,  had  I  not  been  aware  that  he  had 
no  opportunity  of  receiving  it  uhperceived.  The  day 
was  declining,  the  body  was  rapidly  altering,  and 
nothing  remained  but  to  fulfil  his  request.  With  the 
aid  of  Suleiman's  alaghanand  my  own  sabre,  we  scooped 
a  shallow  grave  upon  the  spot  which  Darveil  bad  indi- 
cated :  the  earth  easily  gave  way,  having  already  received 
some  Mahometan  tenant.  We  dug  as  deeply  as  the 
time  permitted  us,  and  throwing  the  dry  earth  upon  al| 
that  remained  of  the  singular  being  so  lately  departed, 
we  cut  a  few  sods  of  greener  turf  from  the  less  withered 
soil  around  ua,  and  laid  them  upon  his  sepulchre. 

Betwem  asionidiment  and  grief,  I  was  teariess. 


^xliamtntavvi  S^tett^en* 


DEOATEON  THE  FRAMEWORK  RILL,  IN  THE  HOUSE 
OF  LORDS,  FEBRUARY  27,  i8ia. 

Tbb  order  of  the  day  for  the  second  reading  of  this 
bill  being  read.  « 

LORD  BYRON  rose,  and  (for  the  first  time)  addressed 
thrir  lordships,  as  follows : 


Mt  Loans — The  subject  now  submitted  to  your  lord- 
ships for  the  first  time,  though  new  to  the  House,  is  by 
00  means  new  to  the  country.  I  believe  it  had  occu- 
pied the  serious  thoughts  of  all  descriptions  of  peri»ons, 
long  before  its  introduction  to  the  notice  of  that  legis- 
lature, whose  interference  alone  could  be  of  real  ser- 
vice. As  a  person  in  some  degree  connected  with  ilio 
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Miffcriiig  county,  ilioii(>h  a  stranger  not  only  to  this 
House  in  (;encrnl,  but  to  almost  every  individual  whose 
attention  I  presume  to  solicit,  !  must  claim  some  por- 
tion of  your  lordships'  iodulgeure  'whilst  I  offer  a  few 
ol>servations  on  a  question  io  which  I  confess  myself 
deeply  interested. 

To  enter  into  any  detail  of  the  riots  would  he  super- 
fluous :  the  House  is  already  aware  that  every  outrage 
short  of  actual  bloodshed  has  been  perpetrated,  and 
that  the  proprietors  of  the  frames  obnoxious  to  the 
rioters,  and  all  persons  supposed  to  be  connected 
with  them,  have  heen  liable  to  insult  and  violence. 
During  ific  short  time  1  reoenily  passed  in  Notlinjjham- 
shire,  not  twelve  hours  elapsed  without  some  fresh  act 
of  violence ;  and  on  the  day  1  left  tiie  county,  I  was  in- 
formed that  forty  frames  had  been  broken  the  preceding 
evening, — as  usual,  without  resistance  and  without  de- 
tection. 

Sucli  was  then  the  state  of  that  county,  and  such  I 
have  reason  to  believe  it  to  be  at  this  moment.  Itut 
whilst  these  outrages  must  be  admitted  to  exist  to  an 
alarming  extent,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  they  have 
arisen  from  circumstanci>s  of  tlic  most  unparalleled 
distress.  The  perscvcrant  o  of  llieso  miserable  men  in 
their  proceedings,  tends  lo  prove  (hat  noiliiug  but  abso- 
lute want  could  have  driven  a  l;irge,  and  once  honest 
and  industrious,  body  of  the  people,  into  the  commission 
of  cxresses  so  hazardous  to  tliemsclvcs,  tlieir  families, 
and  the  community.  At  the  time  to  which  I  allude, 
the  town  andcountey  were  burthcned  with  large  detach- 
ments of  the  military;  the  police  was  in  motion  ;  the 
magistrates  assembled ;  yet  all  the  movements,  civil  and 
military,  had  led  to — nothing.  Not  a  single  instance 
had  occurred  of  the  apprehension  of  any  real  delinquent 
actually  taken  in  the  fact,  against  whom  there  existed 
legal  evidence  sufticient  for  conviction.  Rut  the  police, 
however  useless,  were  by  no  means  idle:  several  noto- 
rious delinquents  had  been  detected ;  men,  liable  to 
conviction,  on  the  clearest  evidence,  of  the  capital  crime 
of  poverty;  men  who  had  been  nefariously  guilty  of 
lawfully  begetting  several  children,  whom,  thanks  to 
the  times!  they  were  unable  to  maintain.  Considerable 
injury  has  been  done  to  the  proprietors  of  the  improved 
frames.  These  machines  were  to  them  an  advantage, 
inasmuch  as  they  superseded  the  necessity  of  employing 
a  number  of  workmen,  who  were  left  in  consequence 
to  starve.  By  the  adoption  of  one  species  of  frame  in 
particular,  one  man  performed  the  work  of  many,  and 
the  superfluous  Libouivrs  were  thrown  out  of  emplov- 
mcnt.  Yet  it  is  to  be  obMrrved,  that  the  work  thus 
executed  was  inferior  in  quality ;  not  marketable  ai 
home,  and  merely  hurried  over  with  a  view  to  exporta- 
tion. ]t  was  called,  in  the  cant  of  the  trade,  by  the 
name  of  «  spider- work. >»  The  rejected  workmen,  in 
the  blimhiess  of  their  ignormcc,  instead  of  rejoicing  ni 
these  improvements  in  arts  so  beneficial  to  niankiml, 
conceive  I  themselves  to  be  sacrificed  to  improvements 
in  mechanism.  In  i!ie  foolishness  of  their  hearts  they 
imagined,  that  the  maintenance  and  well-doing  of  the 
industrious  poor  were  objects  of  grcUer  consequence 
than  the  enrichment  of  a  few  individuals  by  any  im- 
provement, in  the  implement^  of  trade,  which  threw 
the  workmen  out  of  employment,  ami  rendered  the 
labourer  unworthy  of  Ins  hire.  And  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, iluit  although  the  adoption  of  the  enlarged  ma- 


chinery, in  that  stateof  our  commerce  which  the  coun- 
try once  boasted,  might  have  been  beneKciai  to  the 
master  without  being  detrimental  to  the  servant;  y^< 
in  the  present  situation  of  our  manufxctures,  rotiiu|;  \n 
warehouses,  without  a  prospect  of  exportation,  with 
the  demand  for  work  and  workmen  equally  diminidicd, 
frames  of  this  de$cri|)iion  tend  materially  to  ag(^a«at(> 
the  distress  and  discontent  of  the  disappointed  sufferers. 
Uut  the  real  cHuse  of  these  di)>tres.ses  aud  consequent 
disturbances  lies  deeper.  When  we  arc  told  lliat  thcs^. 
men  are  leagued  together,  not  only  for  the  destruciioa 
of  their  own  comfort,  but  of  their  very  means  of  sub- 
sistence, can  we  forget  that  it  is  the  bitter  policy,  the 
destructive  warfare  of  the  last  eighteen  years,  wrhirli 
has  destroyed  their  comfort,  your  comfort,  all  men's 
comfort?  that  policy  which,  originating  with  «  grcjti 
statesmen  now  no  more,»>  has  survived  the  dead  to  be- 
come a  curse  on  the  living,  unto  the  third  and  fourth 
generation  .'  These  men  never  destroyed  their  looms 
till  they  were  become  useless,  worse  than  useles.*;  till 
they  were  become  actual  impediments  to  their  exertions 
in  obtaining  their  daily  bread.  Can  you,  then,  wonder 
that,  in  times  like  these,  when  bankruptcy,  conricttHl 
fraud,  and  imputed  felony,  are  found  iu  a  station  not 
far  beneath  that  of  your  lordships,  the  lowest,  thou;;h 
once  most  useful  portion  of  the  people,  should  forpci 
their  duty  in  their  distresses,  and  becomo  only  \t*.s 
guilty  ill  m  one  of  their  representatives?  But  while  ilit* 
exalted  offender  can  find  means  to  baffle  the  law,  ncw^ 
capital  punishments  must  be  devised,  new  snares  of 
death  must  be  spread  for  the  wretched  meclianic,  who 
is  famished  into  guilt.  These  men  were  willinf;  to  di^;. 
but  the  spade  was  in  other  hands  :  tliey  ^ere  not 
ashamed  to  beg,  but  there  was  none  lo  relieve  lliem  : 
tlieir  own  means  of  subsistence  were  cut  off,  all  other 
emplovments  prc-occupied,  and  their  excesses,  however 
lo  be  dtplored  and  condemned,  can  hardly  bembjecf  of 
surprise. 

It  has  been  stated,  that  the  persons  in  the  temporary 
possession  of  frames  connive  at  their  destructiou;  if 
ibis  be  proved  upon  inquiry,  it  were  necessary  that  saiHi 
maieriai  accessories  to  the  crime  sliould  beprincipaU 
in  the  puni>hment.  Hut  1  did  hope,  tltat  any  mea»ur<- 
proposed  by  his  majesty  s  government,  for  your  lonl- 
ships' decision,  would  have  hadcouciliatioo  for  its  basts; 
or,  if  that  were  hopeless,  that  some  previous  inqutrv, 
some  deliberation  would  liave  been  deemed  requisite . 
not  llMt  we  should  have  been  called  af  once  wiib- 
out  examination,  and  without  cause,  to  pass  senteorrs 
by  wholesale,  and  sign  death-vkarranu  bliiulfoid.  But 
admitting  that  these  men  had  no  cause  of  complaint; 
that  llie  grievances  of  them  and  their  employers  wen* 
.dike  groundless;  that  they  deserved  the  worst ;  what 
inefliiitMicy,  what  imbecility  h.is  been  evinced  in  tite 
method  chosen  to  reduce  them  I  Why  were  the  military 
called  out  to  be  made  a  mockery  of,  if  they  were  to  lie 
called  out  at  all?  As  far  as  the  difference  of  seasons 
would  permit,  they  have  merely  parodied  the  summer 
campaign  of  M;ijor  Sturgeon;  and,  indeed,  the  whole 
proceetlings.  civil  and  military,  M>emed  on  the  moiiel  of 
those  of  the  Mayor  and  Corporation  of  Garratt. — Surh 
mart  hings  and  counter-marchings  I  from  Nottingliaut 
to  Ihillwell,  from  Uullwell  to  banford,  from  Banford  to 
ManslicKl !  and  wken  at  length  the  detachments  arrived 
at  their  destinations,  iu  all  m  the  pride,  i>omp,  and  eir- 
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ruiBttanoe  of  ^lonomt  wmr,»  they  cttme  JMst  io  time  lo 
wicocw  tha  miMhief  which  had  bcca  done,  and  atcertain 
the  escape  of  the  perpHralon;  to  collect  the  «  MptAia 
opimm»  m  the  fragmeois  of  brokett  fnoiet,  aod  relttni 
to  their  quarters  amidst  the  derision  of  old  vomen,  and 
tlie  hoociags  of  childreo.  Mow,  thoogb  io  a  free  coantry, 
ii  vere  to  be  wislied,  that  our  miiiury  should  uever  be  too 
formidable,  at  least  to  ourselves,  1  caoaot  sec  the  policy  of 
piaciof  them  in  situations  where  they  can  only  be  OMde 
ridiculous.  As  the  sword  is  the  worst  argument  that  can  be 
used,  so  should  it  be  the  last  lo  this  instance  it  has 
been  the  first ;  but  providentially  as  yeC  only  in  the 
scabbard.  Tlie  present  measure  will,  indeed,  pluck  it 
from  the  sheath;  yet  had  proper  meetings  been  held  in 
the  earlier  staeea  of  these  riots, — had  the  grievances  of 
these  men  and  their  masters  (for  they  also  had  their 
grievances)  been  Mrly  weighed  and  justly  eiamincd,  I 
do  think  that  means  might  have  been  devised  to  restore 
these  workmen  lo  their  avocations,  and  tranquillity  to 
the  ooimty.  At  present  the  county  suffers  from  Che 
doable  inlliotioo  of  an  idle  military  and  a  starring 
population.  In  what  slate  of  apathy  have  we  been 
plnnged  so  long,  that  now  for  the  first  time  the  Hoose 
ims  been  officially  apprised  of  these  dislnrbances !  All 
this  has  been  transacting  within  i3o  miles  of  London, 
and  yet  we,  «  good  easy  men,  have  deemed  full  sure 
our  gminess  was  a-ripeniog,»  and  have  sat  dovra  to 
enjoy  our  foreign  triumphs  in  the  midst  of  domestic 
calamity.  But  all  the  cities  you  liave  taken,  all  the 
.vmies  which  have  retreated  before  your  leaders,  are 
but  paltry  sobfeets  of  self-<ongraiulalioo,  if  your  land 
divides  against  ilulf,  and  your  dragoons  and  your 
executioners  moat  be  let  loose  a(;ainet  your  fellow-citi- 
lens. — You  call  tliese  men  a  mob,  desperate,  dangerous, 
and  ignorant;  and  seem  to  tbiqk  ibat  the  only  way  to 
quiet  the  «  34Uum  muUorum  capitumm  is  to  lop  off  a 
few  of  its  snperfluous  heads.  But  even  a  mob  may 
lie  better  redoccd  to  reason  by  a  niiiture  of  concilia- 
tion and  firmness,  than  by  additicmal  irritation  and  re- 
doubled penalties.  Are  we  aware  of  our  obligations 
to  a  mob!  It  is  the  mob  tliat  labour  io  your  fields,  and 
serve  in  yonr  heuses,~-that  man  your  navy,  and  recruit 
your  army,— -that  have  enabled  you  to  defy  all  the 
world,  and  can  also  defy  you  when  neglect  and  ca- 
lamity  have  driven  them  to  despair.  You  may  call  the 
people  a  mob;  but  do  not  forget,  that  a  mob  too  often 
«pcaks  tlie  sentiments  of  the  people.  And  here  1 
most  remark,  with  what  alacrity  you  are  accustomed 
to  fly  to  the  succour  of  your  distressed  allies,  leaving 
the  distressed  of  your  own  country  to  the  care  of  Pro- 
vidence or-^the  parish.  When  tiie  Portuguese  suffered 
under  the  retreat  of  the  French,  every  arm  wa»  stretch- 
ed out,  every  hand  was  opened,  from  the  rich  man's 
largess  to  the  widow  s  mile,  sU  was  brstowt'd  to  enable 
them  to  rebuild  tlieir  villager  aod  replenish  their  gra. 
uarics.  And  at  tliis  moment,  wlieo  thousands  of  mis- 
guided bat  most  unfortunate  fellow-countrymen  are 
Uruggliog  with  tlie  extremes  of  hurdsliips  and  hanger, 
as  yonr  charity  began  abroad  it  should  end  at  home. 
A  much  less  sum,  a  titlie  of  the  bounty  bestowed  on 
Portugal,  even  if  those  mm  (which  t  cannot  admit 
without  inquiry)  could  not  luve  been  restored  to  tlicir 
cmplojraeuls,  would  lia%e  reudcred  unnecessary  the 
tender  mercies  of  the  bayonet  and  the  gibbt't.  But 
doubtless  our  frieuils  have  too  many  foreign  claimfe  to 
admit  a  prospect  of  domestic  relief  ;  though  never  did 


such  objects  demand  it.  I  have  traversed  the  wot  of 
war  io  the  Peoinsaia,  I  have  been  in  aome  of  the  moit 
oppressed  provioecs  of  Turkey,  but  oever  nnder  the 
most  despotic  of  infidel  governmeau  did  I  behald 
such  squalid  wretchedness  as  I  have  seen  since  my  re- 
tun,  in  the  very  heart  of  a  Christian  coaniry.  And 
what  are  your  remedieaT  After  months  of  inaciioo, 
and  months  of  action  worse  Aan  inactivity,  at  Icoglh 
comes  forth  the  grand  specific,  the  nevcr^Uliag  no»* 
trum  of  all  stale-physicians,  from  the  days  of  Draco  to 
the  present  time.  After  feehng  the  pulse  and  shaking 
the  head  over  the  patient,  prcacribing  tke  usoal  course 
of  warm  water  and  faieeding,  the  warm  water  of  your 
maukish  police,  and  tlie  laoccu  of  yoar  military,  these 
convulsions  must  terminate  in  death,  the  sure  co»> 
summation  of  the  prescriptions  of  all  political  Sangra- 
dos.  Setting  aside  the  palpable  injustice,  and  the 
certain  inefficiency  of  the  bill,  are  there  not  capital 
punishments  sufficient  In  your  statutes?  Is  there  not 
blood  enough  upon  yonr  penal  code,  that  more  must  be 
poured  fbrtti  to  ascend  to  Heaven  and  testify  against 
you  ?  Row  will  you  carry  the  bill  imo  effect  T  Can 
you  commit  a  whole  county  lo  their  own  primn  t 
Will  you  erect  a  gibbet  in  every  field,  and  hang  up  men 
like  scarecrows  ?  or  will  you  proceed  (as  yon  must  lo 
bring  this  measure  into  effect)  by  decimation  T  place 
the  country  under  martial  law?  depopulate  and  lay 
waste  all  around  youT  and  restore  Sherwood  Forest 
as  an  acceptable  gift  to  the  crown,  in  its  former  condi- 
tion of  a  royal  chase  and  an  asylum  for  outlaws  1  Are 
ibcfce  the  remedies  for  a  starving  and  desperate  popu- 
lace? W*ill  the  famished  wretch  who  has  braved  your 
bayonets  be  appalled  by  your  gibbets!  When  death 
is  a  relief,  and  ilie  only  relief  it  appears  that  you  will 
afford  him,  will  he  be  dragooned  into  tranquillity  T 
Will  that  which  could  not  be  effected  by  yoor  grena- 
diers be  accomplished  by  your  executioners  1  UF  you 
(H'ocecd  by  Uie  forms  of  law,  where  is  your  evidence  T 
Those  who  have  refuted  to  impeach  their  accomplices, 
wUeu  tran»porlation  only  was  the  puoishasent,  will 
liardly  be  tempted  to  witnevs  against  them  when  death 
is  the  penalty.  WMtli  all  due  deference  to  the  noble 
lords  opposite,  I  think  a  Kttle  investigatioa,  some  pre- 
vious inquiry,  would  induce  even  tliem  to  change  their 
purpose.  That  most  favourite  stale  measure,  so  mar- 
vellously eflicacious  in  many  aod  recent  instances, 
temporising,  would  not  be  witltout  its  advantages  in 
this.  When  a  proposal  is  made  to  emancipate  or  re- 
lieve, you  hesitate,  you  deliberate  for  years,  you  tempo- 
rise and  tamper  with  the  mindtt  of  men ;  but  a  death- 
bill  must  be  passed  off  liand,  without  a  thought  of  the 
cottseqnenccs.  Sure  1  am,  from  what  I  have  heard, 
aod  from  wliat  1  have  seen,  that  to  pass  the  Hill 
under  all  tlie  existing  circumstances  without  inquiry, 
without  deliberation,  would  only  be  to  add  injustice 
to  irriution,  and  barbarity  to  neglect.  The  framers 
of  such  a  Bill  must  be  content  to  inherit  the  lionoun 
of  that  Athenian  lawgiver,  vihose  edicts  were  said 
to  be  written  not  io  ink  but  in  blood.  But  suppose 
it  passed ;  suppose  one  of  these  men,  as  1  have  seeu 
them, — meagre  with  famine,  sullen  with  despair,  care- 
less of  a  life  which  your  Ix)rd9hips  are  perlia[is  about 
lo  value  at  something  less  than  the  price  of  a  stocking- 
frame — suppose  ihit*  man  surrounded  by  the  chil- 
dreo for  whom  he  is  unable  to  procure  bread  at 
the  tuzard  of  his  eaistence,  about  to  be  torn  for  ever 
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from  a  family  wliich  he  lately  supported  in  peaceful  ia- 
(histry,  and  which  it  is  not  his  fault  that  he  can  no 
lon(;er  so  support — suppose  this  man,  and  there  are 
ten  thousand  such  from  vrhom  you  may  select  your 
\ictlras,  drapjjed  into  court,  to  he  tried  for  this  new 
offence  hy  this  new  law  ;  still,  there  are  two  things 
wanting  to  convict  and  condemn  him  ;  and  these  are, 
in  my  opinion, — twelve  Butchers  for  a  Jury,  and  a  Jef- 
feries  for  a  Judge! 


DEBATE  ON  THE  EARL  OF  DONOUGH MORES 
MOTION  FOR  A  COMMITTEE  ON  THE  ROMAN 
CATHOLIC  CLAIMS,  APRIL  21,   181a. 

My  Lords — The  question  hefore  the  House  has  been 
so  frequently,  fully,  and  ably  discus.se<l,  and  never 
perhaps  more  ably  than  on  this  night,  thai  it  would 
be  difficult  to  adduce  new  arguments  for  or  against  it. 
Hut  with  each  discussion  diflicullics  have  becu  remov- 
ed, objections  have  been  canvassed  and  refuted,  and  some 
of  the  former  opponents  of  Catholic  Emancipation  have 
.It  length  conceded  to  the  expediency  of  relieving  the 
petitioners.  In  conceding  thus  much,  however,  a  new 
objection  is  started;  it  is  not  tlie  time,  say  they,  or  it  is 
an  improper  time,  or  there  is  time  enough  yet.  In  some 
degree  I  concur  with  those  who  say  it  is  not  the  time 
exactly ;  that  time  U  passed  ;  better  had  it  been  for 
the  country,  that  the  C<itliolics  possessed  at  this  moment 
their  proportion  of  our  pri\ilegcs,  that  their  nobles 
held  their  due  weight  in  our  councils,  than  that  we 
should  be  assembled  to  discuss  their  claims.  It  iiad  in- 
deed been  better 

Nun  tempore  tali 
CjogtTQ  condlium  cam  muro*  utwidet  liostit. 

The  enemy  is  without,  and  distress  within.  It  is  too  late 
to  cavil  on  doclriiiiil  points,  when  we  must  unite  in  de- 
fence of  things  more  important  than  the  mere  ceremo- 
nies of  religion.  It  is  indeetl  singular,  that  wc  are  called 
together  to  deliberate,  not  on  the  God  we  adore,  for  in 
that  we  are  agreed;  not  about  the  king  we  obey,  for  to 
him  we  arc  loyal;  but  how  far  a  difference  in  the  ce- 
remonials of  worship,  how  f.ir  believing,  not  too  little, 
but  too  much  (the  worst  that  cnn  be  imputed  to  the 
Catholics\  how  fiir  too  much  devotion  to  tlieirGod,  may 
incapacitate  our  fellow-subjects  from  effectually  .«:erving 
their  king. 

Much  has  been  said,  within  and  widioni  door>,  of 
<<hurch  and  State,  and  although  iIiom*  venfrable  words 
have  been  too  often  prostituted  to  the  most  despica- 
ble of  parly  purposes,  we  cnnnot  hear  them  too  often  : 
all,  I  presume,  are  the  advocates  of  Church  and  Stale, 
the  Church  of  Christ,  and  the  Slate  of  Great  Rritain  ; 
but  not  a  stale  of  exclusion  and  despotism,  not  an  in- 
tolerant church,  not  a  church  militant,  vhich  renders 
ilself  li.ible  to  the  very  objection  urgt'd  against  the 
Romish  communion,  and  in  a  gnater  «l»'gree,  for  liie 
Catholic  merely  withholds  ils  sptriluiil  benediction 
(and  even  ih^il  is  doubtful i;  but  onr  chiinh,  or  rather 
onr  churchmen,  not  ouly  reftisc  to  thr  Cntholic  their 
spiritual  gr.ice,  l>ut  all  tempord  blessings  whatsoever. 
It  was  an  observation  of  the  great  Lord  Peterborough, 
inatir  witliin  lliese  walls,  or  vilhin  the  walls  where  lln- 
Lords  then  asseniMetl,  thai  liei»as  for  a  "parliamentary 
king  and  a  ]>.irliamentary  eoristiinlion,  but  not  a 
pirliauK.-nl.iry    Cod     and     a    pirliameulary     religion." 


The  interval  of  a  century  has  not  weakeed  the  force 
of  the  remark.  It  is  indeed  time  that  we  should  leave 
off  these  petty  cavils  on  frivolous  points,  these  LiUi- 
putian  sophistries,  whetlier  our  «  cj^gs  are  best  broken 
at  the  broad  or  narrow  end.» 

The  opponents  of  the  Catholics  may  be  divided  into 
two  clas^ses  ;   those  who  assert  that  the  Catholics  have 
too  much  already,  and  those  who  allege  that  the  lower 
orders,  at  least,  have  nothing  more  to  require.    We  are 
told   by  the  former,  that  the  Catholics  never  will  be 
contented:  by  the  latter,  that  they  are  already  too  happy. 
The  last  paradox  is  sufficiently  refuted  by  the  present, 
as  by  all  past  petitions;  it  might  as  well  be  said,  that 
the  negroes  did  not  desire  to  be  emaacipated,  but  this 
is  an  unfortunate  comparison,  for  you  have  already  de- 
livered them  out  of  the  house  of  bondage  withoat  any 
petition  on  their  part,  but  many  from  their  tatk-ma&ters 
to  a  contrary  effect;  and  for  myself,  when  I  consider 
ihi^,  I  pity  the  Catholic  peasantry  for  not  having  the 
gt>od  fortune  to  be  born  black.     But  the  Catholics  are 
contented,  or  at  least  ought  to  lie,  as  we  are  told :  I  shall 
therefore  proceed  to  touch  on  a  few  of  those  cireniD- 
stauces  which  so  marvellously  contribute  to  their  ex- 
ceeding contentment.     They  are   not  allowed  the  free 
exercise  of  their  religion  in  the  regular  army;  the  Ca- 
tholic soldier  cannot  absent  himself  from  the  serrice  of 
the  Protestant  clergyman,  and,  unless  he  is  quartered  in 
Ireland,  or  in  Spain,  where  can  he  find  eligible  oppor> 
tunnies  of  attending  his  own?     The  permission  of  Ca- 
tholic chaplains  to  the  Irish  raihtia  re{jiments  was  coo- 
ceded  as  a  special  favour,  and  not  till  after  years   of 
remonstrance,  although  an  act,  passed  in  1793,  esta- 
blished it  as  a  right.     Rut  are  the  Catholics  properly 
protected  in  Ireland?    Can  the  Church  purchase  a  rood 
of  land  whereon  to  erect  a  chap<'l  T     No ;  all  the  places 
of  worship  are  built  on  leases  of  trust  or  sufferance  from 
the  laity,  easily  broken  and  often  betrayed.  The  nionaeai 
any  irregular  wish,  any  casual  caprice  of  the  benevolent 
landlord  meets  with  opposition,  the  doors  are  barred 
against  the  congregation.  This  has  happened  continually; 
but  in  no  instance  more  glaringly,  than  at  the  town  of 
Newtown-Barry,  in  ihecounty  of  Wexford.  TheCatbolirs, 
enjoying  no  regular  chapel,  as  a  temporary  expedient. 
Iiire<l  two  barns,  wliich,  being  thrown  into  one,  srrTctl 
for  public  worship.     At  this  time,  there  was  quartered 
opposite  to  the  spot  an  oflieer,  whose  mind  appears    to 
h.ive  been  deeply  imbued  with  those  prejudices  which 
tlie  Protestant  petitions,   now  on  the  table,   prove  to 
lia\e  been  fortunately  eradicated  from  the  more  ratioo.il 
portion  of  the  people;  and  when  the  Catholics   werr 
assembled  on  the  Sabbath  as  usual,  in  |)eace  ami  good- 
will  lo^varlls  men,   for  the  worship  of  their  God  nod 
yours,   iluy  found   ihe  chajH'l    door  closed,   and  -wrrr 
told  that    if   tliey  did  not  immediately  retire  (and  they 
were  told   this  by  a  yeoman  officer  and  a  ntagistrate';, 
the  riot  act  should  be  read,  and  the  assembly  dispersed 
at  the  point  of  the  bayonet!  This  was  complained  of  to 
the  middle-man  of  government,   the   Secretary  at  tht^ 
Castle  in  ibo6,  and  the  answer  i>as  (in  lieu  of  redre^v', 
tliat  he  woidtl  cause  a  letter  to  be  written  tolheeolonri, 
to  prevent,  if  possible,  the  recurrence  of  similar  dij^ 
tnrbanees.   I'pon  this  fact,  no  very  great  stress  nrcil  Ik* 
l;-.id;  but  it  lends  to  prove  that  while ihe  Catholic  rhurrh 
lias  not  power  to  purrliHsc  land  for  its  chapels  to  ^and 
np<ni.  tin-  laws  for  it«.  protection  are  of  no  avail.  Iti  the 
nieaniinie,    ibe    Caibolics  arc   at  the  mercy   of   e«crs 
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«•  peldog  petty  officer,*  who  noay  chose  to  play  liis  «  Cm- 
tastic  trickx  before  high  heeveo,*  lo  infolt  his  God,  end 
iojure  bis  fellow-cfeetom. 

Erery  school-boy,  eny  foot-boy  (such  hare  held  com- 
naissions  in  our  service),  any  foot-boy  who  can  exchange 
hb  shoulder-knot  for  an  epaulet,  may  perform  all  this 
and  more  against  the  Catholic ,  by  virtue  of  that  very 
authority  delegated  to  bim  by  bis  sovereign,  for  tlie 
es press  purpose  of  defending  bis  fellow-subjects  to  the 
last  drop  of  his  blood,  without  discrimination  or  dis- 
tinction between  Catholic  and  Protestant. 

Have  the  Irish  Catholics  tlie  full  benefit  of  trial  by 
juryt  They  have  not;  they  never  can  have,  until  they 
are  permitted  to  share  the  privilege  of  serving  as  she- 
riffs and  under-sberif  b.  Of  this  a  striking  example  oc- 
curred at  the  last  Cnniskiiien  assises.  A  yeoman  was 
arraigned  for  the  murder  of  a  Catholic  named  Mac- 
voumagb  :  three  respectable  uncontradicted  witnesses 
deposed  thai  they  saw  the  prisoner  load,  take  aim,  fire 
at,  and  kill  the  said  Macvoumagh.  This  was  properiy 
commented  on  by  the  judge  ;  but,  to  the  astonishment 
of  the  bar,  and  indignation  of  the  court,  the  Protestant 
jury  acquitted  the  accuMd.  So  glaring  was  the  partia- 
lity, that  Mr  Justice  Osborne  felt  it  his  duty  to  bind 
over  the  acquitted,  but  not  absolved  assassin,  in  large 
recognisances :  thus  for  a  tine  taking  away  his  license 
tokUICadiolics. 

Are  the  very  law*  pasaed  in  dieir  favour  obaerved? 
They  are  rendered  nugatory,  in  trivial  as  in  serious  cases. 
By  a  late  act.  Catholic  chaplains  are  permitted  in  jails, 
bntin  Fermanagh  coonty  the  grand  jury  lately  persisted 
in  presenting  a  suspended  clergyman  for  the  office: 
thereby  evading  the  statue,  notvrithalanding  the  most 
pressing  remonstrances  of  a  most  respectable  magistrate, 
named  Fletcher,  to  the  contrary.  Such  is  law,  such  is 
justice,  for  the  happy,  free,  contented  Cathobel 

It  has  been  asked  in  auotlicr  place,  why  do  not  the 
rich  Catholics  endow  foundations  for  the  education  of 
the  priesthood  7  Why  do  you  not  permit  them  to  do  so  ? 
Why  are  all  such  bequests  subject  to  the  interference, 
the  vexatious,  arbitrary,  peculating  interference  of  the 
Orange  commissionen  for  charitable  donations? 

As  to  Maynooth  College,  in  no  instance,  except  at  the 
time  of  its  foundation,  when  a  noble  Lord  (Camden),  at 
the  head  of  the  Irish  administration,  did  appear  to  in- 
terest himself  in  its  advancement  j  and  during  the  go- 
vernment of  a  noble  Duke  (Bedford),  who,  like  his 
ancestors,  has  ever  been  the  friend  of  freedom  and 
oaankind,  and  who  has  not  so  far  adopted  the  aelfi«li 
policy  of  the  day  as  to  exclude  the  Catholics  from  the 
number  of  bis  fellow-creatures;  with  these  exceptions, 
in  no  instance  has  that  institution  been  properly  encou- 
raged. There  was  indeed  a  time  when  the  Catholic 
clergy  were  conciliated,  while  the  Union  was  pendiug, 
that  tmion  which  could  not  be  carried  without  them, 
while  their  assistance  was  requisite  in  procuring  ad- 
dresses from  tlie  Catholic  counties;  then  they  were 
cajoled  and  caressed,  feared  and  flattered,  and  given  to 
understand  that  «  the  Union  would  do  every  thing ;  n 
but,  the  moment  it  was  passed,  they  were  driven  back 
with  contempt  into  their  former  obM:urity. 

In  the  conduct  pursued  towards  Maynooth  College, 
every  thing  is  done  to  irritate  and  perplex — every  thing 
is  done  to  efface  the  slightest  impression  of  gratitude 
from  the  Catholic  mind ;  the  very  hay  made  upon  the 
lawn,  tlia  fatatid  tallow  of  the  beef  and  mutton  allowed, 


must  be  paid  for  and  aecountrd  upon  oath,  it  is  true, 
this  economy  in  miniature  cannot  be  sufficiently  com- 
mended, particularly  at  a  time  when  only  the  insect 
defaulters  of  the  Treasury,  your  Hunts  and  your 
Chinnerys,  when  only  these  «  gilded  bn^»  can  escape 
tlie  microscopic  eye  of  ministers.  Bui  when  you  come 
forward,  session  after  session,  as  your  paltry  pitunoe  is 
wrung  from  you  with  wrangling  and  reluctance,  to 
boast  of  your  liberality,  wdl  might  the  Catbohc  1 
in  the  words  of  Prior, — 


T«  Joka  I  ev«  mmw  oUlcMjoa, 
Bat  Jobs  ■■lackily  lUalu  It 

To  pablltk  it  to  ■!!  tbe  aatloa, 
5o  loha  aad  I  ara  man  ibaa  qall. 


Some  persons  have  compared  the  CatboHcs  to  the 
beggar  in  Gil  Bias.  Who  made  them  beggars?  Who  are 
enriched  with  the  spoils  of  their  ancestors?  And  cannot 
you  relieve  the  beggar,  when  your  fsthers  have  made 
him  such  ?  If  you  are  disposed  to  relieve  him  at  all, 
cannot  you  do  it  without  flinging  your  farthings  in  lias 
face?  A»  a  contrast,  however,  to  this  beggariy  bene- 
volence, let  us  look  at  the  Protesunt  Charter  Schools; 
to  them  yon  have  lately  granted  4i,oool. :  thua  are  they 
supported,  and  how  are  they  recruited?  Montesqiuea 
observes,  on  the  English  constitution,  tliat  the  model 
may  be  found  in  Tacitus,  where  the  historian  describes 
the  policy  of  tbe  Germans,  and  adds,  «  this  beautiful 
system  was  uken  from  the  woods;  »  so  in  speaking  of 
the  charter  schools,  it  may  be  observed^  that  this  beau- 
tiful system  was  taken  from  the  gypsies.  These  schools 
are  recruited  in  the  same  manner  as  the  Janiiaries  at 
the  time  of  their  enrolment  under  Amurath,  and  tlic 
gypsies  of  the  present  day,  with  stolen  children ,  with 
children  decoyed  and  kidnapped  from  their  Catholic 
connexions  by  their  rich  and  powerful  Prolcaiant  neigh- 
bours :  this  is  notorioiu,  and  one  instance  may  suffice 
to  sliow  in  what  manner.  The  sister  of  a  Mr  Garthy  (  a 
Catholic  gentleman  of  very  considerable  property)  died, 
leaving  two  girls,  who  were  immedntdy  marked  out  as 
proselytes,  and  conveyed  to  the  charter-school  of  Gool- 
greny.  Their  uncle,  on  being  apprised  of  the  fact,  which 
took  place  during  his  absence,  applied  for  the  restitution 
of  his  nieces,  offering  to  settle  an  independence  on 
these  relations ;  his  request  was  refused,  and  not  tiU 
after  five  years*  struggle,  nod  the  interference  of  very 
high  authority,  could  this  Catholic  gentleman  obtain 
back  his  nearest  of  kindred  from  a  charity  charter> 
school.  In  this  manner  are  proselytes  obuined,  and 
miugled  with  the  offspring  of  such  ProtcsUnia  as  may 
avail  themselves  of  the  institution.  And  how  are  tliey 
taught  ?  A  catechism  is  put  into  their  hands  consisting 
of,  I  believe,  forty-five  pages,  in  which  are  three  ques- 
tions relative  to  the  Protestant  religion;  one  of  these 
queries  is,  «  Where  was  tlie  Protestant  religion  before 
Luther ?»  Answer,  aln  the  Gospel.*  The  remaining 
forty-four  pages  aix]  a  half  regard  the  damiuible  ido- 
latry of  Papists ! 

Allow  me  to  ask  our  spiritual  pastors  and  masters,  is 
this  training  up  a  child  in  the  way  which  he  should  go  ? 
Is  this  the  religion  of  the  gospel  before  the  time  of 
Luther  ?  that  religion  which  preaches  «  Peace  on  earth, 
and  glory  to  God  ?»  Is  it  bringing  op  infants  to  be  men 
or  devils?  Better  would  it  be  to  send  them  any  where 
than  teach  them  such  doctrines;  better  send  them  to 
those  islands  in  the  South  Seas,  where  they  might  more 
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Iiumaacly  learn  to  become  cannibals;  it  would  be  less 
tiistjustiu^  tliat  they  were  brought  up  to  devour  the 
(load,  than  peri«H;ute  tlie  living.  Schools  do  you  call 
tliem?  call  them  rather  dun*;hills,  where  the  viper  of 
intolerance  deposits  her  young,  that,  when  their  teeth 
arc  cur  and  their  poUon  is  mature,  they  may  issue  forth, 
filthy  and  venomous,  to  siin(;  the  Catholic.  But  are 
these  the  tloctrines  of  the  Church  of  England,  or  of 
churchmen?  No;  the  most  enlightened  churchmen  arc 
of  a  diffcrrnt  opinion.  What  says  Paley?  «I  perceive 
no  reason  why  men  of  diffpivnt  rcligiou>  persuasions, 
should  not  sit  upon  the  same  bench,  deliberate  in  the 
siiine  council,  or  tight  in  the  same  ranks,  as  well  as  men 
of  various  religious  opinions,  upon  any  controverted 
topic  of  natural  history,  philosophy,  or  clhics.»  It  may 
he  answered  that  Paley  was  not  strictly  orthodox  ;  I 
know  nothing  of  his  orthodoxy,  but  who  will  deny  that 
he  was  an  ornament  to  the  church,  to  humau  nature, 
to  Christianity? 

I  shall  not  dwell  upon  the  grievance  of  tithes,  so 
severely  felt  by  the  peasantry,  but  it  may  be  proper  to 
observe  that  there  is  an  addition  to  the  burthen,  a  per 
centage  to  the  gatherer,  whose  interest  it  thus  becomes 
to  rate  them  as  highly  as  possible;  and  we  know  that  in 
m.iny  large  livings  in  Ireland,  the  only  resident  Pro- 
testants arc  the  tithe  proctor  and  his  family. 

Among  many  cause's  of  irritation,  too  numerous  for 
recapitulation,  there  is  one  in  the  militia  not  to  1m3 
passed  over,  I  mean  the  existence  of  Orange  lodges 
amongst  the  privates:  can  the  officers  deny  this?  And 
if  such  lodges  do  exist,  do  they,  can  they  tend  to  pro- 
mote harmony  amongst  the  men,  who  are  thus  indi- 
vidually separated  in  society,  although  mingled  in  the 
ranks?  And  is  this  general  system  of  persecution  to  be 
permitted,  or  is  it  to  be  believed  that  with  such  a  system 
the  Cuihotics  can  or  ought  to  be  contented  ?  If  they  arc, 
they  belie  human  nature;  they  arc  then,  indeed,  un- 
worthy to  be  auy  thing  but  the  slave;*  you  have  made 
them.  The  fads  statc<i  are  from  most  respectable  au- 
thority, or  I  should  nut  have  dared  in  liiis  place,  or  auy 
jdace,  to  hazard  this  avowal.  If  exaggerated,  there  are 
plenty,  as  willing  as  I  briieve  them  to  be  unable,  to 
disprove  them.  Should  it  be  objected  that  I  never  was 
in  Ireland,  1  beg  Irave  to  observe,  that  it  is  as  easy  to 
know  sonidhing  of  Ireland  without  having  been  there, 
as  it  ap|>cars  with  some  to  have  been  burn,  bred  and 
cherished  there,  and  yet  renuiiu  ignorant  of  its  best 
iutere«ts. 

Ihit  there  are,  who  assert  that  the  Ciitholics  have 
already  been  too  much  indulged!  S«"e  (cry  they)  what 
has  brcn  done  :  we  have  giv«.-u  ilieni  one  entire  college, 
we  allow  them  foo4l  and  raimcui,  the  fidl  eujoymont  of 
the  elements,  and  leave  to  light  fur  us  as  long  as  they 
h.ue  limbs  and  lives  to  offer  ;  and  yet  lliey  are  uever  to 
be  salisHid  !  Generous  and  jusl  declaimcr>!  To  this, 
and  to  this  only,  amounts  the  vsluile  of  your  arguments, 
when  stripi  of  their  sopliistry.  These  personages  re- 
mind me  of  the  story  of  a  <•.;!  tain  drimiiuer,  who  being 
called  upon  in  the  course  of  duty  to  aduiinisler  punish- 
ment to  a  friend  tied  to  the  halhcrts,  was  rci|uesled  to 
Hog  high  ;  he  did — to  llog  low,  he  tlid — to  Hog  iu  tlie 
middle,  hr  did — high,  \o>n ,  ()<•>» n  the  middle,  and  up 
again,  but  all  iu  vain,  the  patient  rontiimed  his  com- 
plaints with  (he  most  provoking  pcrtiuacitv,  until  the 
drummrr,  exhausted  and  angry,  Hung  tlown  his  seourge, 
exclaiming,   « the  devil  burn  you,  there's  no  pleasing 


you,  flog  where  one  will !»  Thus  it  is ;  you  have  Qoggetl 
the  Catholic,  high,  low,  here,  there  and  every  where, 
and  then  you  wonder  he  is  not  pleased.  It  is  true,  that 
time,  experience,  and  that  weariness  which  attends 
even  the  exercise  of  barbarity,  have  taught  you  to  flojj 
a  httle  more  gently,  but  still  you  continue  to  lay  od  tlic 
lash,  and  will  so  continue,  till  perhaps  the  rod  may  Ih> 
wrested  from  your  hands,  and  applied  to  the  back*  of 
yourselves  and  your  posterity. 

It  was  said  by  somebody  in  a  former  debate  (I  forget 
by  whom,  and  am  not  very  anxious  to  rememitcrj,  if 
the  Catlu)lics  are  emancipated,  why  not  the  Jews?  If 
this  sentiment  was  dictated  by  compassion  for  the  Jews, 
it  might  deserve  attention,  but  as  a  sneer  agata«t  tbe 
Cliitliolic,  what  is  it  but  the  language  of  Shylock  irans- 
ferred  from  his  daughter's  marriage  to  Catholic  cmaik- 
cipation  ? — 

Would  noT  of  tbr  tribe  of  Bnrratba* 
Should  havo  il  rotber  than  a  (HirUliaB. 

1  presume  a  Catholic  is  a  Christian,  even  in  the  opi- 
nion of  him  whose  taste  only  can  be  called  in  question 
for  his  preference  of  the  Jews. 

It  is  a  remark  often  quoted  of  Dr  Johnson  (whom  1 
take  to  be  almost  as  good  autliority  as  the  gentle  apostle 
of  intolerance,  Dr  Duigi;uan),  that  he  who  could  euier- 
laiu  serious  apprehensions  of  danger  to  the  Church  in 
these  times,  would  have  « cried  tire  in  tlic  deluge.  » 
This  is  more  than  a  metaphor,  for  a  remnant  of  these 
antediluvians  appeir  actually  to  have  come  down  to  us, 
with  tire  in  their  months  and  water  in  their  brains,  to 
disturb  and  perplex  mankind  with  their  whimsical  out- 
cries. And  as  il  is  an  infallible  symptom  of  that  dis- 
tressing malady  with  which  I  conceive  them  to  h*- 
afflicted  (so  any  doctor  will  inform  your  Lordships)  for 
the  unhappy  invalids  to  perceive  a  llame  perpetually 
Mashing  before  their  eyes,  particularly  when  their  ey^-s 
are  shut  (as  those  of  the  persons  to  whom  1  allude  l»a%e 
long  bt-en;,  it  is  iinpossil>le  to  convince  these  poor  crea- 
tures, that  the  (ire  against  which  tiny  arc  perpetually 
warning  us  and  themselves,  is  nothing  but  an  iynis 
fattius  of  ihcir  own  drivelling  imaginations.  What 
rhubarb,  senna,  or  «what  purj^jativc  drug  can  scour 
that  fancy  th.'ncc?» — It  is  im|K)bsible  :  they  arc  giveu 
over,  theirs  is  the  true 

C<-i|iul  tu»uiiul>il«  iribut  Aniicyrlk. 

These  are  your  true  Protestants.  Like  P.iiyle,  who  pro- 
tested against  all  sects  whatsoever,  so  do  they  protest 
against  Catholic  petitions,  Protestant  petitions,  all  re- 
dress, all  that  reason,  humanity,  policy,  justice,  and 
common  sense,  can  urge  agninst  the  delusions  of  their 
absurd  delirium.  These  are  the  persons  who  reverv 
the  fable  of  the  mountain  that  brought  forth  a  mouse. 
(hey  arc  the  mice  who  conceive  themselves  in  labour 
with  mountains. 

To  retmii  to  the  Calholies,  suppose  the  Irish  were 
actually  conleuled  under  their  disabilities,  suppose  them 
capable  of  such  a  hull  as  not  to  de-ire  deliverance, ouf!ht 
we  not  to  wish  il  for  ourselves  I  Have  we  nothing  lo 
gain  by  ilieir  em  lucipiilion  ?  What  restuirces  liave  b»rn 
\v.i.-,letl,  what  talents  have  becu  l«»st,  by  the  Sidhsh 
svsteni  of  exelusiou  1  Von  already  know  the  value  of 
Irish  aid;  at  this  moment  liie  defenee  of  England  is 
nitrusted  to  the  Irisli  militia  ;  at  llii^  moment,  wlair 
the  starvmg  pcu|>lc  arc  rising  in  the  licrccncss  of  dc- 
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•pair,  the  Iruh  are  failbfiil  10  tlieir  truaC  Bot  till  equal 
energy  it  imparted  througlaont  by  the  extension  of  free- 
dom, you  cannot  eojoy  the  full  bcne6c  of  tbe  itreni*!!! 
which  yon  arc  fjlad  to  interpose  between  you  and  de- 
struction. Ireland  has  done  much,  but  will  do  more. 
At  this  moment  the  only  triumph  obtained  throuf^h 
kMo§  years  of  coutiuental  disaster  has  been  achieved 
by  an  iriali  general;  it  is  true  he  is  not  a  Catholic;  had 
he  been  so,  we  should  have  been  deprived  of  his  exer- 
tions; bnc  I  presume  no  one  will  asMTt  that  his  religion 
wnuld  have  impaired  his  ulcnts,  or  diininiahed  his  psi- 
iriolism,  though  iu  that  case  he  must  have  conquered 

hi  the  laaks,  for  he  never  could  have  commanded  an 
army. 

Bui  while  he  is  fighting  the  battles  of  the  Catholics 
abroad,  his  noble  brotlier  lias  this  night  advocated 
their  cause,  with  an  eloquence  which  I  shall  not  depre- 
ciate by  the  humble  tribute  of  my  panegyric,  whilst  a 
third  of  his  kindred,  as  unlike  as  unequal,  has  been 
combating  against  his  catholic  brethren  in  Dublin,  with 
circular  letters,  edicts,  proclamations,  arrests,  and  dis- 
persions—  all  the  vexations  implements  of  petty  war- 
fare that  could  be  wielded  by  the  mercenary  guerillas 
of  government,  clad  in  the  rusty  armonr  of  their  obso- 
lete statutes.  Tour  lorriships  will  doubtless,  divide  new 
honours  between  the  saviour  of  Portugal,  and  the  dis- 
penser of  delegates.  It  is  siugular,  indeed,  to  observe 
the  difference  between  our  foreign  and  domestic  poli- 
cy; if  Catholic  Spain,  fsithhil  Portugal,  or  the  no  less 
(^tholtc  and  faithful  king  of  the  one  Sicily  (of  which, 
by  the  by,  you  have  lately  defNived  him),  stand  in 
need  of  succour,  away  goes  a  fleet  and  an  army,  an 
ambassador  and  a  subddy,  sometimes  to  fight  pretty 
hardly,  generally  to  negotiate  very  badly,  and  alirays 
to  pay  very  dearly  for  our  Pbpish  allies.  '  But  let  four 
roilKons  of  fellow-subjects  pray  for  relief,  who  fight 
and  pay  and  labour  in  your  belialf,  they  must  be  treated 
as  aliens,  and  althotigh  their  «  father's  house  has  many 
nmnsioos,!!  there  is  no  resting-place  for  them.  Allow 
me  to, ask,  are  you  not  fighting  for  the  emancipation 
of  Ferdinand  the  Seventh,  who  certainly  is  a  fool,  and 
consequently,  in  all  probability,  a  bigot;  and  have  you 
more  regard  for  a  foreign  sovereign  than  yoor  own 
fellow-subjects,  who  are  not  fools,  for  they  know  your 
interest  belter  than  yon  know  your  own ;  who  are  not 
bigots  for  they  return  you  good  for  evil;  but  who  are 
in  worse  durance  than  the  prison  of  an  usurper,  inas- 
much as  the  fetters  of  the  mind  are  more  galling  than 
those  of  the  body. 

Upon  the  consequences  of  your  not  acceding  to  the 
claims  of  the  petitioners,  I  »hall  not  expatiate;  you 
know  them,  you  will  feel  tliem,  and  your  children's 
children  when  you  are  passed  away.  Adieu  to  that 
Union  so  called,  as  «  Lucus  a  non  lucendo,i*  a  Union 
from  never  uniting,  which,  in  its  first  operation,  gave 
a  death-blow  to  the  independence  of  Ireland,  and  in 
its  last  may  be  the  cau«e  of  her  eternal  separation  from 
this  country.  If  it  must  be  called  a  Union,  it  is  the 
nnion  of  the  shark  with  his  prey;  the  spoiler  swallows 
up  his  victim,  and  thus  thi>y  become  one  and  indivi- 
sible. Thus  has  Great  Britain  swallowed  up  the  par- 
liament, the  coastitution,  the  independence  of  Ireland, 
and  refuses  to  disgorge  even  a  single  privilege,  although 
for  the  relief  of  her  swollen  and  distempered  body 
politic. 
And  now,  my  lords,  before  I  sit  down,  will  his  ma- 


jesty's ministers  permit  me  to  say  a  few  wocds,  not  ou 
their  merits,  for  that  woukl  be  superfluooa,  but  <hi  Hit 
degree  of  estimatioB  in  which  tliey  are  held  by  the 
people  of  these  realna.  The  esteem  in  which  ihc^  arc 
lield  has  been  boasted  of  in  a  triumpluail  lone  oa  n 
late  occasion  within  these  walla,  and  •  comparison  in- 
stituted between  their  conduct,  and  ihal  of  nohk  lords 
on  this  side  of  tbe  house. 

What  portion  of  popularity  may  have  falleii  to  tlic 
share  of  my  noble  friends  (if  such  I  nsay  presume  lo 
CJiU  them),  i  shall  not  pretend  to  ascertain ;  biu  that 
of  his  majesty's  ministers  it  were  vain  to  deny.  It  is,  to 
be  sure,  a  little  like  the  wind,  «  no  one  knows  whence 
it  Cometh  or  whither  it  goeth,*  but  they  feel  it,  they 
enjoy  it,  they  boast  of  it.  Indeed,  modest  and  unos- 
tentatious as  they  are,  to  what  part  of  the  kingdom, 
even  the  most  remote,  can  they  flee  to  avoid  the  tri- 
umph which  pursues  them?  If  they  plunge  into  the 
midland  counties,  there  they  will  be  greeted  by  ihc 
manufocturers  with  spumed  petitioaa  in  their  hands, 
and  those  ha  Iters  round  their  necks  reeenliy  voted  in 
their  brhaif,  imploring  blessings  00  the  heads  of  those 
who  so  simply,  yet  ingeniously  contrived  to  remove 
them  from  their  miseries  in  this  to  a  better  world.  I  f 
they  journey  on  to  Scotland,  from  Glasgow  to  Johnny 
Groat's,  every  where  will  they  receive  similar  marks  of 
approbation.  If  they  take  a  trip  from  Portpairick  to 
Oooagliadee,  there  will  tliey  rush  at  once  into  the  em- 
braces of  four  Catholic  millioiM,  to  whom  their  vote 
of  this  night  is  about  to  endear  them  for  ever.  When 
they  return  to  the  metropolis,  if  they  can  pau  under 
Temple  Bar  without  irapleasant  sensations  at  the  sight 
of  the  greedy  niches  over  that  ominous  gateway,  they 
cannot  escape  ilie  acdamatiods  of  the  livery,  and  the 
more  tremulous,  but  not  less  sincere  applause,  the  bless- 
ings, «  not  loud  but  deeps  of  bankrupt  merchants  and 
doubting  stock-holders.  If  they  look  to  the  army, 
what  wreaths,  not  of  laurel,  but  of  night-shade,  arc 
preparing  for  the  heroes  of  Walcheren  !  It  is  true,  there 
are  few  Hving  deponents  left  to  testify  to  their  merits 
on  that  occasion ;  but  a  «  cloud  of  witnesses*  are  gone 
above  from  that  gallant  array  which  they  so  generously 
and  piously  dispatched,  to  recruit  the  «  noble  army  of 
martyrs. » 

What  if,  in  the  course  of  this  triumphal  career(in  whidi 
they  will  gather  as  many  pebbles  as  Caligula's  army  did  on 
a  similar  triumph,  the  prototype  of  their  own),  they  do 
not  perceive  any  of  those  memorials  which  a  grateful 
people  erect  in  honour  of  their  benefoctors ;  what  al- 
though not  even  a  sign-post  will  condescend  to  depose 
the  Saracen's  head  in  favour  of  the  likeness  of  the 
conquerors  of  Walcheren,  they  will  not  want  a  picture 
who  can  always  have  a  caricature  ;  or  trgret  the  omis- 
sion of  a  statue  who  will  so  often  see  themselves  exalted 
in  effigy.  Bnt  their  popularity  is  not  limited  to  the 
narrow  bounds  of  an  island ;  there  are  other  countries 
where  their  measures,  and,  above  all,  their  conduct  to 
the  Catholics,  must  render  them  pre-eminently  popular. 
If  they  are  beloved  here,  in  France  they  must  be  adored. 
There  is  no  measure  more  repugnant  to  the  designs  and 
feelings  of  Bonaparte  than  Catholic  emancipation ;  no 
Kne  of  conduct  more  propitious  to  his  projects,  than 
that  which  has  been  pursued,  is  pursuing,  and,  I  fear, 
will  be  pursued,  towards  Ireland.  What  is  England 
without  Ireland,  and  what  is  Ireland  without  the  Ca- 
tholics 7     It  is  on  the  basis  of  your  tyranny  Napoleon 
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hopes  lo  build  \m  own.  So  grateful  roust  oppression 
of  the  Catholics  be  to  his  mind,  that  doubtles<i  (as  he 
has  lately  permitted  some  renewal  of  inten'our!w>)  the 
next  cartel  will  convey  to  this  country  cargoes  of  Sevres 
china  and  blue  ribands  (things  in  groat  request,  and  of 
equal  value  at  this  moment),  blue  riband<i  of  the  legion 
of  honour  for  DrDuigenan  and  his  ministerial  disciples. 
Such  is  that  well-earned  popularity,  the  result  of  those 
extraordinary  expeditions,  so  expensive  to  ourselves, 
and  so  useless  lo  our  allies;  of  those  singular  enquiries, 
so  exculpatory  to  the  accused,  and  so  dissatisfactory  to 
the  people ;  of  those  paradoxical  victories,  so  honour- 
able, as  we  are  told,  to  the  Uritish  name,  and  so  destruct- 
ive to  the  best  interests  of  the  British  nation:  above 
all,  such  is  the  reward  of  a  conduct  pursued  by  miuis- 
tcrs  towards  the  Catholics. 

I  have  to  apologize  to  the  House,  who  will,  I  trust, 
pardon  one,  not  often  in  the  habit  of  intruding  upon 
their  indulgence,  for  so  long  attempting  to  engage  their 
attention.  My  most  decided  opinion  is,  as  my  vote  will 
be,  in  favour  of  the  motion. 


DEBATE  ON  MAJOR  CARTWRIGHTS  PETITION, 
JUNE  I,   i8i3. 

LORD  BYRON  rose  and  said : 

Mr  Lords,  tlie  petition  whicli  I  now  hold  for  the 
purpose  of  presenting  to  the  House,  is  one  which  I 
humbly  conceive  requires  the  particular  attention  of 
your  lordships,  inasmuch  as,  though  signed  but  by  a 
single  individual,  it  contains  statements  which  (if  not 
disproved)  demand  most  serious  investigation.  The 
grievance  of  which  the  petitioner  complains  is  neither 
sellish  nor  imaginary.  It  is  not  his  own  only,  for  it 
has  been,  and  is  still  felt  by  numbers.  No  one  with- 
out these  walls,  nor  indeed  within,  but  may  to-morrow 
be  made  liable  to  the  same  insult  and  obstruction,  in  the 
discharge  of  an  imperious  duty  for  the  restoration  of  the 
true  constitution  of  these  realms  by  petitioning  for  re- 
form in  parliament.  The  petitioner,  ray  lords,  is  a  man 
whose  long  life  has  been  spent  in  one  unceasing  struggle 
for  the  liberty  of  the  subject,  against  that  undue  influ- 
ence which  has  increased,  is  increasing, and  ought  to  be 
diminished;  and,  whatever  difference  of  opinion  may 
exist  as  to  his  political  tenets,  few  will  be  found  to 
question  the  integrity  of  his  intentions.  Even  now 
oppressed  with  years,  and  not  exempt  from  the  infir- 
mities attendant  on  his  age,  but  still  unimpaired  in  ta- 
lent, and  unshaken  in  spirit — «frangas  non  Jlectesn — 
he  has  received  many  a  wound  in  the  combat  against 
corruption  ;  and  the  new  grievance,  the  fresh  insult  of 
which  he  complaius,  may  inflict  another  scar,  but  no 
dishonour.  The  petition  is  signed  by  John  Cartwright  ,- 
and  it  was  in  behalf  of  the  ]>cople  and  parliament,  in 
the  lawful  pursuit  of  that  reform  iu  the  representation 
which  is  the  best  service  to  be  rendered  both  to  parlia- 
ment and  people,  that  he  encountered  the  wanton  out- 
rage which  forms  the  subject  matter  of  his  petitiou  to 
your  lordships.  It  is  couched  in  firm,  yet  respectful 
language — in  the  language  of  a  man,  not  regardless  of 
what  is  due  to  himself,  but,  at  the  same  time,  I  trust, 


equally  mindful  of  the  deference  to  be  paid  to  tht<» 
House.  The  petitioner  slates,  amongst  other  matii-r 
of  equal,  if  not  greater  importance,  to  all  who  .ire 
British  in  their  feelings,  as  well  as  blood  and  birth, 
that  on  the  9.1st  January,  i8i3,  at  Huddersfield,  him- 
self and  six  other  persons,  who,  on  hearing  of  his  ar- 
rival, had  waited  on  him  merely  as  a  testimony  of  re- 
spect, were  seized  by  a  military  and  civil  force,  and 
kept  in  close  custody  for  several  hours,  subjected  to 
gross  and  abusive  insinuations  from  the  commanding- 
officer  relative  to  the  character  of  the  petitioner;  that 
he  the  petitioner  was  finally  carried  before  a  magistrate; 
and  not  released  till  an  examination  of  his  papers  proved 
that  there  was  not  only  no  just,  but  not  even  statuta- 
ble charge  against  him  ;  and  that  notwithstanding  the 
promise  and  order  from  the  presiding  magistrates  of  a 
copy  of  the  wnrrant  against  your  petitioner,  it  was  af- 
terwards withheld  on  divers  pretexts,  and  lias  ne\er 
until  this  hour  been  granted.  The  names  and  condi- 
tion of  the  parlies  will  be  found  in  the  petition.  To 
the  other  topics  touched  upon  in  the  petition,  I  shall 
not  now  advert,  from  a  wish  not  to  encroach  upon  lUe 
time  of  the  House;  but  1  do  most  sincerely  call  ilie  at- 
tention of  your  lordships  to  its  general  contents — it  U 
in  the  cau<^e  of  the  parliament  and  people  that  tlic 
rights  of  this  venerable  freeman  have  been  violated, 
and  it  is,  in  my  opinion,  the  highest  mark  of  roperi 
that  could  be  paid  to  the  House,  that  to  your  justice, 
rather  than  by  appeal  to  any  inferior  court,  he  nov 
cominits  himself.  Whatever  may  be  the  fate  of  his  rt- 
moustrance,  it  is  some  satisfaction  to  me,  though  mixed 
with  regret  for  the  occasion,  that  I  have  this  opportu- 
nity of  publicly  stating  the  ob.struction  to  which  the 
subject  is  liable,  iu  the  prosecution  of  the  most  lawful 
and  imperious  of  his  duties,  the  obtaining  by  petition 
reform  in  parliament.  I  have  shortly  stated  his  com- 
plaint; the  petitioner  has  more  fully  expres^ted  it 
Your  Lordships  will,  1  hope,  adopt  some  measure  fully 
to  protect  and  redress  him  ;  and  not  him  alone,  but  titr 
whole  body  of  the  people  insulted  and  aggrieved  in  Iil« 
person  by  the  interposition  of  an  abused  civil,  antt  un- 
lawful military  force,  between  them  and  their  right  o^ 
petition  to  their  own  representatives. 

His  Lordship  then  presented  the  petition  from  Major 
Cartwright,  which  was  read,  complaining  of  the  cir- 
cumstances at  Iluddei'sfield,  and  of  interruptions  givfo 
to  the  right  of  petitioning,  iu  several  places  in  the  iiorih- 
cni  parts  of  the  kingdom, and  which  his  lord&hip  moveil 
should  be  laid  on  the  table. 

Several  Lords  having  spoken  on  the  question, 
LORD  BYRON  replied,  that  he  had,  from  motive*; 
of  duty,  presented  this  petition  to  their  lordships'  con- 
sideration. The  noble  Earl  had  contended  that  it  V4^ 
not  a  petition,  but  a  speech  ;  and  that,  as  it  contaijit^i 
no  prayer,  it  should  not  be  received.  What  wa>  the 
necessity  of  a  prayer  ?  If  that  word  were  to  be  used  lu 
its  proper  sense,  their  lordships  could  not  expect  tint 
any  man  should  pray  to  others.  He  had  only  to  «ay, 
that  the  petition  though  in  some  parts  expressed  strtmj- 
ly  perhaps,  did  not  contain  any  improper  mode  of  a<l- 
dress,  but  was  couched  in  respectful  language  toward^ 
their  lordships;  he  should  therefore  trust  their  lorUships 
would  allow  the  petition  to  be  received. 
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SnAKSPEAlUE 


CANTO  I. 


I. 

I  waot  a  hero: — an  uocommon  waot, 

When  every  year  and  month  urnds  forth  a  nev  one, 
Till,  after  cloying  the  gazette*  with  cant. 

The  age  discovers  he  is  not  the  true  one; 
Of  such  as  these  I  should  not  care  to  vaunt, 

I  '11  therefore  take  our  ancient  friend  Don  Juan; 
We  alt  iMve  seen  him  in  the  pantomime 
Sent  to  the  deriJ  somewhat  ere  his  time. 

ir. 

Vernon,  the  butcher  Cumberland,  Wolfe,  Hawke, 
Prince  Ferdinand,  Granby,  Burgoyne,  Keppcl,  Ilov  r, 

Evil  and  good,  have  had  their  tithe  of  talk, 

And  fill'd  their  sign-potu  then,  like  Welle«i|fy  now ; 

Lich  in  their  turn  like  Banquo's  raonarchs  stalk. 
Followers  of  fame,  «  nine  farroww  of  that  sow: 

France,  too,  had  Rnonaparte  and  Dumouricr, 

Recorded  in  the  Moniieur  and  Courier. 

III. 
Darnave,  BnMOt,  Condorcet,  Mirabean, 

Petion,  Clootz,  Danton,  Marat,  La  Fayette, 
Were  French,  and  fiimons  people,  as  we  know ; 

And  there  were  others,  i»rarce  forgotten  yet, 
Joubcrt,  Hoche,  Marieau,  Lannes,  Dest^ii,  Morcau, 

With  many  of  the  military  set. 
Exceedingly  remarkable  at  times. 
Hut  not  at  ail  adapted  to  my  rhymes. 

IV. 
Nelson  was  once  Britannia's  god  of  war, 

And  still  should  be  so.  but  the  tide  is  tum'd ; 
There  s  no  more  to  be  said  of  Trafalgar, 

T  is  with  our  hero  quietly  inurn'd, 
Because  the  army's  grown  more  popular. 

At  which  the  naval  people  are  concern'd  : 
Besides,  the  prince  is  all  for  the  land-service. 
Forgetting  Duncan,  Nelson,  Ilowe,  and  Jervis. 

V. 

Brave  men  were  living  before  Agamemnon,  i 
And  since  exceeding  valorous  and  sage, 

A  good  deal  like  htm  too,  though  quite  the  same  none. 
But  then  they  shone  not  on  the  poet's  page. 

And  so  have  been  for(;otten: — I  condemn  none, 
Rut  can*  t  find  any  in  the  present  age 

!  u  for  my  poem  (that  i«^,  for  my  new  one) ; 
I   So,  as  I  said,  I  '11  take  my  friend  Don  Juan. 


VI. 
Most  epic  poets  plunge  in  «  medias  res» 

(Horace  makes  tliis  the  heroic  turnpike  roadj, 
And  then  your  heio  tells,  whene'er  you  please. 

What  went  before — by  way  of  episode. 
While  seated  after  dinner  at  his  ease, 

Beside  his  mistress  in  some  soft  abode. 
Palace  or  garden,  paradise  or  cavern, 
Which  serves  the  happy  couple  for  a  tavern 

VII. 
That  is  the  usual  method,  but  not  mine — 

My  way  is  to  begin  with  the  beginning ; 
Tlie  regularity  of  my  design 

Forbids  all  wandering  as  the  worst  of  sinning, 
And  therefore  I  shall  open  with  a  line 

(Although  it  cost  me  half  an  hour  In  spinning'^. 
Narrating  somewhat  of  Don  Juan' s  father, 
And  also  of  his  mother,  if  you  *d  rather. 

VIII. 
In  Seville  was  he  bom,  a  plenvint  city. 

Famous  for  orant^r.-.  and  women — he 
Who  has  not  seen  it  will  be  much  to  pity, 

So  says  the  proverb — and  I  quite  agree ; 
Of  all  the  Spanish  towns  is  none  more  pretty, 

Cadii  perhaps,  but  that  you  soon  may  sec : 
Don  Juan's  parents  lived  beside  the  river, 
A  noble  stream,  and  call'd  the  Guadalquiver. 

IX. 
His  father's  name  was  Jo^e — Don,  of  course, 

A  true  hidal|;o,  free  from  every  stain 
Of  Moor  or  Hebrew  blood,  he  traced  his  source 

Through  the  most  Gothic  gentlemen  of  Spain. 
A  belter  cavalier  ne'er  monoted  horse. 

Or,  being  mounted,  e'er  got  down  again. 
Than  Jose,  who  begot  our  hero,  who 
(U>got— hut  that's  to  come — Well,  to  renew : 

X. 

His  mother  was  a  learned  lady,  fimed 

For  every  branch  of  every  science  known — 

In  every  christian  langnaf^e  ever  named, 
With  virtues  equall'd  by  her  wit  alone; 

She  made  the  cleverest  people  quite  ashamed. 
And  even  the  good  with  inward  envy  groan. 

Finding  themselves  so  very  much  exceeded 

In  their  own  way  by  all  the  things  that  she  did. 

XI, 
Her  memory  was  a  mine:  she  knew  by  heart 

All  Calderon  and  greater  part  of  Lop^, 
So  that  if  any  actor  miss'd  his  part, 

She  could  have  served  him  for  the  prompter's  copy ; 
For  her  Fcinagle's  were  an  useless  art, 

And  be  himself  obliged  to  shut  up  shop — he 
(jould  never  make  a  memory  so  fine  as 
That  which  adom'd  the  brain  of  Ponna  Inez. 
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XII. 
Ilrr  favourite  scioiicc  was  the  maihcmntical, 

Her  uohlcsl  viriuc  was  licr  mapnanimiry, 
llrr  >\il  (she  somelimrs  tried  at  wit)  was  Atlir  ;ill, 

Her  «icrioiis  sayin{;s  darkcn'il  to  &ul)limity; 
III  sliort,  in  all  things  she  was  fairly  what  I  e.jjl 

A  prodi^ry— l>cr  mornioc;  dress  was  dimity, 
Her  eveniiu;  silk,  or,  in  the  siiinmer,  muslio. 
And  other  stuffs,  with  which  I  wont  stay  puzzling. 

XIII. 
She  knew  the  Latin— that  is,  «  the  Lord's  prayer,.. 

And  Greek— the  alphabet,  I  'm  nearly  sure; 
She  read  some  French  romances  here  and  there. 

Although  her  mode  of  speaking  was  not  pure  : 
For  native  Spanish  she  had  no  great  care, 

At  least  her  conversation  wa«  obscure; 
Her  thoughts  were  theorems,  her  words  a  problem, 
As  if  she  docm'd  that  mystery  would  ennoble  Vm. 

XIV. 

She  liked  the  English  and  the  Hebrew  tongue. 

And  said  there  was  analogy  between  'em  ; 
She  proved  it  somehow  out  of  sacred  song, 

Ihil  I  must  leave  the  proofs  to  those  who  \e  seen  em  ; 
Kul  this  1  heard  her  say,  and  can't  be  wrong. 

And  all  may  think  which  way  theirjudginents  K  an  en> 
,,  Tis  ■ilrangc— the  Hebrew  noun  which  mean*.  •  I  am.' 
The  Knglish  always  use  to  govern  d— n. 

\V. 


XVL 

hi  short,  she  was  a  walking  calculation, 

Mis^  Kdgeworths  novels  stepping  from  iheir  covers, 
Or  .Mrs  Trimmers  books  on  education. 

Or  i«  Ctt-lebs"  >Vif(;)>  set  out  in  quest  of  lovers, 
.Mor diiys  prim  persooifii  iiion, 

In  which  not  Knvys  self  a  Haw  discovers; 
To  others"  share  let  «  female  errors  fall,>' 
For  she  had  not  even  one — the  worst  of  all. 

XML 
Oh  !  she  was  perfect  past  all  parallel  — 

Of  any  modern  female  saint's  comparison  ; 
So  far  above  the  cunning  powers  of  hell. 

Her  guardian  angel  had  given  up  his  garrison  ; 
Kven  her  minutest  motions  went  as  well 

As  those  of  the  best  time-piece  made  by  Harrison 
III  virtue*  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her, 
.S.ive  thine  •«  incomparable  oil,"  .Macassar!  ' 

XVHI. 

Perfect  she  was,  but  as  perfection  is 

Insipid  in  this  naughty  world  of  our>, 
V  here  our  first  parents  never  learn'd  to  kis> 

Till  Ihcy  were  exiled  from  llieir  eat  lier  bowers. 
Where  all  ^as  pc  icc,  and  innouent  e,  and  bliss 

fl  wonder  how  tluy  got  through  the  twelve  houra'. 
hoii  Jose.  Ilk'-  a  liiual  son  of  F\e, 
Went  pluckuig  >  II  ions  fruit  wiihoul  her  ie.ive. 


XIX. 

He  was  a  mortal  of  the  carele.ss  kind. 

With  no  great  love  for  learning,  or  the  learn'd. 

Who  chose  to  go  where'er  he  had  u  mind. 
And  never  dream'd  his  lady  was  roncern'd  : 

The  world,  as  usual,  wickedly  inclined 
To  see  a  kingdom  or  a  house  o'ertum'd, 

Whisper'd  he  had  a  mistress,  some  said  twoy 

Hut  for  domestic  quarrels  one  will  do. 

XX. 

N'ow  Donna  Inez  had,  with  all  her  merit, 
A  great  opinion  of  her  own  good  qualities; 

Neglect,  indeed,  requires  a  saint  to  bear  it. 
And  such  indeed  siie  was  in  her  moralities; 

Ihit  then  she  had  a  devil  of  a  spirit, 
And  sometimes  mix'd  up  fancies  with  realities, 

.\nd  let  few  opportunities  escape 

Of  getting  her  liege  lord  into  a  scrape.  . 

XXL 

This  was  an  ea-^y  matter  with  a  man 

Oft  ill  the  wrong,  and  never  on  his  guard; 

And  even  the  wisest,  do  the  best  they  can. 

Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  so  unprepared^ 

That  yon  might  u  brain  them  with  their  lady's  fao;» 
And  sometimes  ladies  hit  exceeding  hard. 

And  Fans  turn  into  falchions  in  fair  hands, 

And  why  and  wherefore  no  one  understands. 

XXIL 

T  ih  pity  learned  virgins  ever  wed 
With  persons  of  no  sort  of  education. 

Or  gentlemen  who,  though  well-born  and  bred. 
Grow  tired  of  scientiHc  conversation: 

I  don't  chuse  to  say  much  upon  this  head, 
I'm  a  plain  man,  and  in  a  single  station, 

Rut — oh !  ye  lords  of  ladies  intellectual. 

Inform  us  truly,  have  they  not  hen-peck'd  you  all' 

xxm. 

Don  Jose  and  his  lady  quarrell'd — why. 

Not  any  of  the  many  could  divine ; 
Though  several  thousand  people  chose  to  try. 

'T  was  surely  no  concern  of  theirs  nor  mine : 
I  loathe  that  low  vice  curiosity; 

Cut  if  there's  any  thing  in  which  I  shine, 
T  is  in  arranging  all  my  friends'  affairs. 
Not  having,  of  my  own,  domestic  cares. 

XXIV. 

.Vnd  so  I  iiilerfiTcd,  and  with  the  best 

InteniloiK,  but  their  treatment  was  not  kind  ; 

I  think  the  foolish  people  were  possess  d, 
For  neither  of  them  could  I  ever  find, 

Alihuiigh  iheir  porter  afterw.irds  coufesVd — 
Hut  that  s  no  matter,  and  the  worst's  behind — 

For  liiile  Juan  o'er  nie  threw,  down  stairs, 

\  pail  of  houscniaids  water  unawares. 

XXV. 

A  little  curly-headed,  good-for-nothing, 

And  niis<  hicf-niaking  monkey  from  his  birtli : 

His  parents  iieer  agreed  except  in  doling 
Upon  the  most  unquiet  imp  on  earth  . 

Instead  of  (Quarrelling,  had  they  been  but  both  in 
Tlirir  senses.  (In  yd  have  sent  young  master  forth 

To  school,  or  hid  him  whipp'd  at  home, 

To  leadi  liiiii  niamurs  for  the  lime  to  come. 
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XXVI. 
Don  Jow  ftod  the  Dooaa  Inei  led 

For  Mmetime  an  unhappy  core  of  liFe, 
Wishing  each  other,  not  divorced,  hot  dead ; 

They  lived  regpectably  as  roan  and  wife, 
Tlieir  conduct  was  exceedingly  well-bred. 

And  gave  no  outward  signi  of  inward  strife, 
Until  at  length  the  tmother'd  tire  broke  out. 
And  put  the  bnsiiMM  past  all  kind  of  doubt. 

xxvir. 

For  Inex  call'd  some  druggists  and  physicians. 
And  tried  to  prove  her  loving  lord  was  mad^ 

But  as  he  had  some  lucid  intermissions. 
She  next  decided  he  was  only  bad; 

Yet  when  they  ask'd  her  for  her  depositions, 
No  sort  of  explanation  could  be  had. 

Save  that  her  duty  both  to  man  and  God 

Required  this  condoct — ^which  seem'd  very  odd. 

XXVIII. 
She  kept  a  journal,  where  his  faults  were  noted. 

And  open'd  certain  trunks  of  books  and  letters, 
Ail  which  might,  if  occasion  served,  be  quoted ; 

And  then  she  had  ail  Seville  for  abettors, 
Besides  her  good  old  grandmother  (who  doted) ; 

The  hearers  of  her  cnse  became  repeaters, 
Tlien  advocates,  inquisitors,  and  judges, 
Some  for  amusement,  others  for  old  grudges. 

XXIX. 

And  then  this  best  and  meekest  woman  bore 
With  such  serenity  her  husband's  woes, 

Just  as  the  Spartan  ladies  did  of  yore. 

Who  saw  their  spouses  kill'd,  and  nobly  cho<^r 

Never  to  say  a  word  about  them  more — 
Calmly  she  heard  each  calumny  that  rose, 

And  saw  his  agonien  with  such  sublimity, 

Thai  all  the  world  exclaim'd,  «  What  magnanimity !» 

XXX. 

No  doubt,  this  patience,  when  the  world  is  damning  us, 

Is  philosophic  in  our  former  friends; 
T  is  also  plcisant  to  be  deem'd  magnanimous, 

The  more  so  in  obtaining  our  own  ends; 
Aod  what  the  lawyers  call  a  «matus  animui,v 

Conduct  like  this  by  no  means  comprehends  . 
Uevenge  in  person  's  certiinly  no  virtue, 
But  then  't  is  not  my  fault  if  othert  hurt  you. 

XXXI. 
And  if  our  quarrels  should  rip  up  old  stories. 

And  help  them  with  a  lie  or  two  additional, 
/  'm  not  to  blame,  as  you  well  know,  no  more  is 

Any  one  else — they  were  become  traditional; 
Besides,  their  resurrection  aids  our  glories 

Ry  contrast,  which  is  what  we  just  were  wishing  .ill : 
And  science  profits  by  this  resurrection — 
Dead  scandals  form  good  subjects  for  dissection. 

XXXII. 

Their  friends  liad  tried  at  reconciliation. 

Then  their  relations,*who  made  matters  worse 

(T  were  hard  to  tell  upon  a  like  occasion 
To  whom  it  may  be  best  to  have  recourse — 

I  can't  say  much  for  friend  or  yet  relation) : 
The  lawyers  did  their  utmost  for  divorce. 

But  scarce  a  fee  was  paid  on  either  side 

Before,  unluckily,  Don  Jose  died. 


XXXIII. 
He  died :  and  most  unluckily,  becmuse, 

Accordinf^  to  all  hints  I  could  collect 
From  counsel  learned  in  those  kinds  of  laws 

(Although  their  ulk's  obscure  and  circumsport), 
IJis  death  contrived  to  spoil  a  charming  cause; 

A  thousand  pities  also  with  respect 
To  public  feeling,  which  on  this  occasion 
Was  manifested  in  a  great  sensation. 

XXXIV. 

But  ah !  he  died !  and  buried  with  hhn  lay 
The  public  felio|^  and  the  lawyers'  fees  : 

His  house  was  sold,  his  servants  sent  away, 
A  Jew  took  one  of  his  two  mistresses, 

A  priest  the  other~at  least  so  they  say : 
1  ask'd  the  doctors  after  his  disease. 

He  died  of  the  slow  fever  called  the  tertian, 

And  left  his  widow  to  her  own  aversion. 

XXXV. 

Yet  Jose  was  an  honourable  man, 
That  I  must  say,  who  knew  him  very  well ; 

Therefore  his  frailties  I  '11  no  further  scan. 
Indeed  there  were  not  nukoy  more  to  tdl; 

And  if  his  passions  now  and  then  outran 
Discretion,  and  were  not  so  peaceable 

As  Numa's  (who  was  also  named  Pompilius), 

lie  had  been  ill  brought  up,  and  was  born  bilious. 

XXXVI. 

VVhate'er  might  be  his  worthlessness  or  worth, 
Poor  fellow !  he  had  many  things  to  wound  liini, 

I^t  's  own,  since  it  can  do  no  good  on  earth ; 
It  was  a  trying  moment  that  which  found  him. 

Standing  alone  beside  his  desolate  hearth. 

Where  all  his  household  goods  lay  shiver'd  round  liiiu; 

No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  his  pride 

Save  death  or  Doctors'  Commons — so  he  died. 

XXXVII. 

Dying  inlesUte,  Juan  was  sole  heir 

To  a  chancery-suiL,  and  messuages,  and  lands, 
Which,  with  a  long  minority  and  care, 

Promised  to  turn  out  well  in  proper  hands : 
Inei  became  sole  guardian,  which  was  fair, 

And  answer  d  bat  to  nature's  just  demands; 
An  only  son  left  with  on  only  mother 
Is  brought  up  much  more  wisely  than  another. 

XXXVIII. 

Sagest  of  women,  even  of  widows,  she 

Resolved  that  Juan  should  be  quite  a  paragon, 

And  worthy  of  the  noblest  pedigree 

(His  sire  was  of  Castile,  his  dam  from  Arragon) : 

Then  for  accomplishroenu  of  chivalry. 

In  case  our  lord  the  king  should  go  to  war  again, 

He  learnd  the  arts  of  riding,  fencing,  gunnery, 

And  how  to  scale  a  fortress— or  a  nunnery. 

XXXIX. 

But  that  which  Donna  laes  moat  deaired. 
And  saw  into  herself  each  day  before  all 

The  learned  tutors  whom  for  him  she  hired. 
Was  tliat  his  breeding  should  be  strictly  moral ; 

Much  into  all  his  studies  she  inquired. 
And  so  they  were  submitted  first  to  her,  all 

Arts,  sciences,  no  branch  was  made  a  mystery 

To  Juan's  eyes,  excepting  natural  history. 
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XL. 

Tlu;  lauguages,  especially  the  dead. 

The  sciences,  nud  most  of  ail  tlie  abstruse, 

The  arts,  at  least  all  such  as  could  be  said 
To  be  the  most  remote  from  oommou  use. 

In  all  tlii-ve  he  was  much  and  deeply  read; 
Out  not  a  pntjc  of  any  thing  that  's  loose, 

Or  hints  continuation  of  the  species, 

Was  ever  sufferd,  Icsl  he  should  (jrow  vicious. 

XIA. 

His  classic  studios  made  a  little  puzzle. 

Because  of  filthy  loves  of  (jods  and  goddesses. 

Who  in  the  earlier  ages  raised  a  hustle. 
But  never  put  on  pantaloons  or  boddices ; 

His  reverend  tutors  had  at  times  a  tussle, 
And  for  their  /flueids,  Iliads,  and  Odysseys, 

Were  forced  to  make  an  odd  sort  of  apology. 

For  Douna  Inez  dre.idcd  the  mythology. 

XLll. 
Ovid  's  a  rake,  as  half  hi-*  ver-ios  show  him; 

Anacrc'on's  morals  are  a  still  worse  sample; 
Catullus  scarcely  has  a  decent  poem; 

I  don't  think  Sappho's  Ode  a  good  example, 
Although  ^  Longinus  tells  us  tliere  is  no  hymn 

Where  the  sublime  soars  forth  on  wings  more  ample ; 
Bnl  Virgil  s  sotigs  are  pure,  except  that  horrid  one 
Beginning  with  **  Formosum  pastor  Coryiton.» 

XUII. 
Lucretius'  irrrligion  is  too  strong 

For  early  stomachs,  to  prove  wholesome  food, 
I  can't  help  thinking  Juvenal  was  wrong, 

Although  no  doubt  his  real  intent  was  good, 
For  speaking  out  so  plainly  in  his  song, 

So  much  indeed  as  to  be  downright  rude; 
And  then  what  proper  person  can  be  partial 
To  all  those  nauseous  epigram.s  of  31artial ! 

XLIV. 
Juan  was  taught  from  out  tlie  best  edition, 

Expurgated  by  learned  men,  ynUo  placi-, 
Judiciously,  from  out  the  scl»(mlboy"s  \ision. 

The  grosser  parts;  but,  fearful  lo  dcfare 
Too  niuoli  their  modest  bard  by  this  omission, 

And  pitying  sore  his  mutilated  case, 
They  only  add  litem  all  in  an  appeii<iix,  i 
Which  saves,  in  fact,  the  trouble  of  an  in«lex , 

XLV. 
For  there  we  ha\e  them  all  «<at  one  fell  swoop, « 

Instead  of  being  scatler'd  through  the  pages; 
They  si;md  forth  marshall'd  in  a  handsome  troop. 

To  meet  the  ingenuous  youth  of  future  ages, 
Till  >orne  less  rigid  editor  shall  stoop 

To  call  them  bark  into  their  separate  cages, 
Insti-ad  of  stainling  staring  ;iltog»tlier. 
Like  garden  gods — and  not  so  decent,  either. 

XLVi. 

The  Missal  loo  (it  was  the  family  Mi>san 

Was  ornamiiile<l  in  a  st»rl  of  way 
Which  anrienl  mass  books  often  are,  and  thLs  all 

Kinds  of  grotesques  illumined;  and  how  they 
Who  saw  ilio-»c  ligures  on  the  margiu  kiss  all, 

Could  turn  their  optica  to  the  text  an«l  pray 
Is  more  th.m  I  know  —  but  Don  Juan's  nuHher 
Kept  this  herself,  and  gave  her  son  another. 


XLVIL 
Sermons  he  read,  and  lectures  he  endured. 

And  horoihes,  and  lives  of  all  the  saints; 
To  Jerome  and  to  Qirysostom  inureil, 

lie  did  not  take  such  .studies  for  restraints  : 
Rut  how  faith  is  acquired,  and  then  insured. 

So  well  not  one  of  the  aforesaid  paints 
As  Saint  Augustine,  in  his  fine  Confessions, 
Which  make  the  reader  envy  his  transgressions. 

XLVIII. 

This,  too,  was  a  seal'd  book  to  little  Juan — 
I  can't  but  say  that  his  mamma  was  right, 

If  such  an  education  was  the  true  one. 

She  scarcely  trusted  him  from  out  her  sight; 

Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  one 
You  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  fright; 

She  ciid  this  during  even  her  husband's  life — 

I  recommend  as  much  lo  every  wife. 

XLIX. 

Young  Juan  wax'd  in  goodline^s  and  grace  : 
At  six  a  charming  child,  and  at  eleven 

With  all  the  promise  of  as  line  a  face 

As  e'er  to  man's  maturer  growth  was  given  : 

He  studied  steadily  and  grew  apace, 

And  seem'd,  at  least,  in  the  right  road  to  heaven; 

For  half  his  days  were  pdss'd  at  church,  the  other 

Between  his  tutors,  confessor,  and  mother. 

L. 

At  {.ix,  I  said  he  was  a  charming  child. 
At  tweUe  he  was  a  Hue,  but  quiet  boy; 

.Vltliough  in  infancy  a  little  wild. 

They  tamed  him  down  amongst  them:  to  destroy 

His  natural  spirit  not  in  vain  they  toil'd, 
At  least  it  seem'd  so;  and  his  mothers  joy 

Was  to  di'cl.ire  how  sage  and  still,  and  steady, 

llcr  young  philosopher  was  grown  already. 

LI. 

I  had  my  dojihts,  perhap-,  I  have  them  still, 
But  vkliat  1  say  is  neither  here  nor  there; 

I  knew  his  father  well,  and  have  .some  skill 
In  charaLler — but  it  would  not  be  fair 

From  sire  lo  son  to  augur  good  or  ill : 
lie  and  hi>  y»\fv  were  an  ill-sorted  pair — 

Hut  seaudal  s  my  a>er>inu — I  protest 

Agauisl  all  evil  speaking,  e\en  in  jest. 

LII. 

For  my  part  1  say  nothing— nothing— but 

Thii  I  will  say— my  reasons  arc  my  own- 
That  if  I  had  an  only  sou  lo  put 

To  school  (^as  God  be  praised  that  I  have  noue) 
"T  is  not  with  Donna  Inez  i  would  shut 
Him  up  to  learn  his  calcehism  alouc; 
>,'o,  no — I  "d  send  him  out  betimes  lo  college. 
For  there  it  was  I  pickd  up  my  own  kuowled^ic. 

LIII. 

For  there  one  learns— 't  is  not  for  nie  lo  boast, 
Thon;',h  I  a.  quired — but  I  pass  ONcr  Viat, 

As  well  .IS  all  the  Greek  I  since  hixc  lost: 

I  s.iy  iliat  there  's  tlie  place — but  «  yerbttm  uxt.^ 

1  think  1  pi<  k<l  up.  too,  as  well  as  most, 

Kuowleil-^;!-  of  matters— but,  no  matter  what — 

I  ne\ir  rn.irrie-l — but  I  iliink,  I  know, 

That  sons  shouKI  uoi  be  educated  so. 
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uv. 

Yoang  Jaao  now  was  Kizteeo  years  of  agt, 
Tall,  handsome,  slender,  but  well  knit ;  be  leem'd 

Active,  though  not  so  sprightly,  as  a  page; 
And  every  body  but  his  mother  deem'd 

Him  almost  man ;  but  she  flew  in  a  rage, 
And  bit  her  lips  (for  else  she  might  have  scream'd) 

IF  any  said  so,  for  to  be  precocious 

Was  in  her  eyes  a  thing  the  most  atrocious. 

LV. 
Amongst  her  numerous  acquaintance,  all 

Selected  for  discretion  and  devotion, 
There  was  the  Donna  Julia,  whom  to  call 

Pretty  were  but  to  give  a  feeble  notion 
Of  many  charms  in  her  as  natural 

As  sweetness  to  the  flower,  or  salt  to  ocean, 
ller  tone  to  Venus,  or  his  bow  to  Cupid 
(Cut  this  last  simile  is  tnte  and  stupid). 

LVI. 
The  darkness  of  her  oriental  eye 

Accorded  vrith  her  Moorish  origin 
(Her  blood  was  not  all  Spanish,  by  the  by; 

In  Spain,  you  know,  this  is  a  sort  of  sin). 
When  proud  Granada  fell,  and,  forced  to  fly, 

Boabdil  wept,  of  Doona  Julia's  kin 
Some  went  to  Africa,  some  stay'd  in  Spain, 
Her  great  great  grandmamma  chose  to  remain. 

LVII. 

Slie  married  (I  forget  the  pedigree) 

With  an  hidalgo,  who  traasmitied  down 

His  blood  less  noble  than  such  blood  should  be : 
At  such  alliances  his  sires  would  frown, 

lu  that  point  so  precipe  in  each  degree 

Th  It  they  bred  in  and  in,  as  might  be  shown. 

Marrying  their  cousins — nay,  their  aunts  and  nieces, 

Which  always  spoils  the  breed,  if  it  increases. 

LVIII. 
This  heathenish  cross  restored  the  breed  again. 

Ruin  d  its  blood,  but  much  improved  its  flesh. 
For,  from  a  root,  tlie  ugliest  in  Old  Spain, 

Sprung  up  a  branch  as  beautiful  as  fresh; 
The  sons  no  more  were  short,  the  daughters  plain; 

Hut  (here  's  a  rumour  which  I  fain  would  hush  — 
T  is  <<iid  that  Donna  Julia'.s  grandmamma 
Produced  her  Don  more  heirs  at  love  than  law. 

MX. 

However  this  might  be,  the  race  went  on 
Improving  still  through  every  generation. 

Until  it  centred  in  an  only  son 

Who  left  an  only  daughter;  my  narration 

May  have  suggested  that  this  single  one 

Could  be  but  Juli:i  (whom  on  this  occasion 

I  shall  have  much  to  speak  about),  and  she 

Was  married,  charming,  chaste,  and  twenty-three. 

LX. 

Her  rye  (1  "m  very  fond  of  liandsome  eyes) 
Wa-,  large  and  dark,  suppressing  half  its  fire 

Until  she  spoke,  then  through  its  soft  di<iguisc 
FLish'd  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire. 

And  love  than  either;  and  there  would  arise 
A  something  in  thcra  which  was  not  desire, 

lUit  would  have  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the  soul 

Which  struggled  through  and  chasten'd  down  (he  whole. 


LXI. 
Her  glossy  hair  was  cluiler'd  o'er  a  brow 

Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth; 
Her  eyebrow's  shape  was  like  the  aerial  bow, 

Her  cheek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth, 
Mounting,  at  times  to  a  transparent  glow, 

As  if  her  veins  ran  Ughtning;  she,  in  sooth, 
Possess'd  an  air  and  grace  by  no  means  common : 
Her  stature  tall— I  hate  a  dumpy  woman. 

LXII. 
Wedded  she  was  some  years,  and  to  a  man 

Of  fifty,  and  such  husbands  are  in  plenty; 
And  yet,  I  think,  instead  of  such  a  ons, 

T  were  better  to  have  two  of  five-and-lwenty, 
Especially  in  countries  near  the  sun : 

And  now  I  think  on  't,  «  mi  vien  in  meate,» 
Ladies,  even  of  the  most  uneasy  virtue. 
Prefer  a  spouse  whose  age  is  short  of  thirty. 

LXHI. 
'T  is  a  sad  thing,  1  cannot  chuse  but  say, 

And  ail  the  ^ult  of  that  indecent  sun 
Who  cannot  leave  alone  our  helpless  clay, 

Bnt  will  keep  baking,  broiling,  burning  on. 
That,  howsoever  people  fast  and  pray, 

The  flesh  is  frail,  and  so  the  soul  undone : 
What  men  call  gallantry,  and  gods  adultery. 
Is  much  more  common  where  the  climate  's  sultry. 

LXIV. 
Happy  the  nations  of  tlie  moral  north ! 

Where  all  is  virtue,  and  the  -winter  season 
Sends  sin  without  a  rag  on,  shivering  forth 

(T  was  snow  that  brought  Saint  Anthony  to  reason) ; 
Where  juries  cast  up  what  a  wife  is  worth. 

By  laying  whate'er  sum,  in  mul^t,  they  please  on 
The  lover,  who  must  pay  a  handsome  price, 
Because  it  is  a  marketable  vice. 

LXV. 
Alfonso  was  the  name  of  Julia's  lord, 

A  man  well  looking  for  his  years,  and  who 
Was  neither  much  beloved  nor  yet  abhorrd  : 

They  lived  together  as  most  people  do» 
Suffering  each  others'  foiblei  by  accord. 

And  not  exactly  either  one  or  two; 
Yet  he  was  jealous,  thougii  he  did  not  show  it. 
For  jealousy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it. 

LXVI. 

Julia  was— yet  I  never  could  see  why— 
With  Donna  Inez  quite  a  favourite  friend; 

Between  their  tastes  there  was  small  sympathy, 
For  not  a  hoc  had  Julia  ever  penu'd  : 

Some  people  whisper  (but  no  doubt  they  lie. 
For  malice  still  imputes  some  private  end) 

That  Inez  had,  ere  Don  Alfonso's  marriage, 

Forgot  with  him  her  very  prudent  carriage ; 

LXVH. 
And  that,  still  keeping  up  the  old  connexion, 

Which  time  had  lately  renderd  much  more  chaste. 
She  took  his  lady  also  in  affection. 

And  certainly  this  course  was  much  the  best : 
Slie  flatter'd  Julia  with  her  sage  protection. 

And  complimented  Don  Alfonso's  taste; 
And  if  she  could  not  (who  can  ?)  silence  scandal. 
At  least  she  left  it  a  more  slender  handle. 
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LXVIII. 
I  cau't  tell  whether  JuHa  saw  (he  nfFair 

With  other  people's  eyes,  or  if  her  own 
Discovrries  made,  hiit  none  could  be  avare 

Of  this,  at  least  no  sympton  per  was  shown ^ 
I'erhaps  siie  did  not  know,  or  did  not  care. 

Indifferent  from  tiic  first  or  callous  (^rown  : 
1  'm  really  puzried  what  to  think  or  say, 
She  kept  her  counsel  in  so  close  a  way. 

LXIX. 

Juau  she  s.iw,  and,  as  a  pretty  child, 

Cnress'd  him  often,  such  a  thiuj  mi{}ht  be 

Ouite  innocently  done,  and  harmless  styled 
When  she  had  twenty  yenrs,  and  thirteen  he; 

Hut  I  am  not  so  sure  I  >houId  have  smiled 
When  he  was  sixteen,  Julia  twenty-three: 

These  fpw  short  years  make  wondrous  alterations. 

Particularly  amon(;st  sun-burnt  nations. 

LXX. 

Whaieer  the  ciuse  mi(;ht  he,  they  had  become 
Changed  ;  for  the  <larnp  grev  dist.int,  the  youth  shv. 

Their  looks  cast  down,  their  [;rfr'tiri{js  .ilmost  dumh. 
And  much  embarrassment  in  cither  eve: 

There  surely  vill  lic  little  douht  \%itli  some 
That  Donn;!  Julia  knew  the  re.ison  vhy, 

I'ltii  as  for  Juan,  he  hid  no  more  notion 

Than  he  who  never  saw  the  sea  of  ocean. 

Lxxr. 

Yet  Julia's  very  coldness  still  wMskind, 
And  tremulously  j^entle  her  small  hand 

Withdrew  itself  from  his,  hut  left  belnnd 
A  little  pressure,  ihrillin(],  and  so  bland 

And  sli{jht,  so  very  slight,  that  to  the  mind 
T  was  but  a  douht;  hut  ne'er  ma^jiiian's  wand 

Wrought  change  with  all  Armida's  hery  art 

Like  what  this  light  touch  left  on  Juan's  heart. 

LXXTl. 

And  if  she  nut  him.  ilioii;',h  she  smilerl  no  more. 
She  look'it  a  s.uliiess  sweeter  than  her  smile, 

As  if  her  heart  had  deeper  tlii)ii;',hts  in  store 

She  must  not  ovii,  l)iil  rlu-rishd  more  tlie  vlitle, 

lor  that  romprr^vioii  in  Us  jjuriiing  core; 
K\en  innocence  itself  Ins  i\\  my  .i  wile. 

.Vnd  will  not  dare  to  trust  itself  with  truth. 

And  love  is  taught  hy[>ocri>y  from  youth. 

Lxxni. 

But  passion  most  dissemhies,  yet  betrays 
Kveu  by  its  darkness;  as  the  Markest  sky 

Foretels  the  heaviest  tempest,  it  displays 

lis  workings  through  the  vainly-guarded  eye, 

And  in  whatever  asp<;ct  it  arravs 
Itself,  "t  is  still  the  same  hypocrisy; 

Coldness  or  anger,  even  disdain  or  hale, 

Are  masks  it  often  wears,  and  siill  too  late. 

LXXIV. 

Then  there  were  sighs,  the  deeper  for  suppression, 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft, 

.\nd  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  tr.uisgression, 
Tremblings  wheu  met,  and  ri'stlessuess  when  left. 

All  these  are  little  preludes  to  po->.«-s,ion. 
Of  which  young  passiotj  »  annol  be  bereft. 

And  men  ly  lend  to  shovs  hov»  gnally  love  is 

r,inb.irras>d  at  lirsl  starting  v>iih  a  iio>ice. 


LXXV. 

Poor  Julia's  heart  was  in  an  awkward  state  - 

She  felt  it  going,  and  resolved  to  make 
The  noblest  efforts  for  herself  and  mate. 

For  honour's,  pride's,  religion's,  virtue's  sake 
llcr  reslutions  were  most  truly  {jreat, 

And  almost  might  have  made  a  Tarquio  qnake  ; 
She  pray'd  the  Virgin  Mary  for  lier  grace, 
As  being  the  best  judge  of  a  lady's  case. 

LXXVI. 
She  vow'd  she  never  would  see  Juan  more. 

And  uexl  day  paid  a  visit  to  his  mother, 
And  look'd  extremely  nt  the  opening  door, 

Which,  by  the  Virgin's  grace  let  in  aaoUier, 
Craleful  she  was,  and  yet  a  little  sore — 

Again  it  opens,  it  can  be  no  other, 
T  is  surely  Juan  now — No!     I  'm  afraid 
That  night  the  Virgin  was  no  further  pray'd. 

LXXVII. 

She  now  determined  that  a  virtuous  woman 
Shotdd  rather  face  and  overcome  temptation  , 

That  Might  was  base  and  dastardly,  and  no  man 
Should  ever  give  her  heart  the  least  stmsation. 

That  is  to  say  a  thought,  beyond  the  common 
Prefereuce  that  we  must  feel  upon  occasion 

Tor  ]>eof)lc  who  are  pleasanter  than  others, 

liiit  then  they  <»nly  seem  so  many  brothers. 

Lxxvni. 

,\nd  even  if  by  chance — and  who  can  tclP 
Tiie  devil  's  so  very  sly — she  should  discover 

Thai  all  within  was  not  so  very  well. 

And  if.  still  free,  that  such  or  such  a  lover 

.Might  please  perhaps,  a  virtuous  wife  can  quell 

Such  thoughts,  and  be  the  belter  when  they  >».■  over 

And,  if  the  man  should  ask,  't  is  but  denial: 

I  recommend  young  ladies  to  make  trial. 

LXXIX. 

Anil  then  ihcn^  are  such  things  as  love  divine. 

Bright  and  immaculate,  uninixd  and  pure. 
Such  as  the  angels  think  so  very  fine. 

And  m.iirons,  who  would  be  no  less  secure. 
Platonic,  jierfeet,  "just  such  \o\c  as  miue;» 

Tb.ns  Julia  said — and  thought  so,  to  be  sure, 
.\iid  «.o  1   d  have  her  think,  were  I  the  mau 
On  v^hom  her  reveries  celestial  ran. 

LXXX. 

Such  love  is  innocent,  and  may  exist 

r.eiween  young  persons  without  any  danger; 

A  hand  m.iy  first,  ami  then  a  lip  be  kis^s'd ; 
For  my  part,  to  such  doings  I  "m  a  stranger, 

l!ul  hear  ihcse  freedoms  for  the  utmost  list 
Of  all  o'er  which  such  love  may  be  a  ranger  : 

If  peo{)le  go  beyond,  't  is  quite  a  crime, 

r>ut  not  my  fault — I  tell  them  all  in  time. 

I.XXXI. 

Love,  then,  but  love  within  its  proper  limits. 

Was  Julias  innocent  determination 
In  young  Don  Juan's  favour,  and  to  him  itn 

L\«'riioii  might  be  useful  on  occasion; 
.Ami,  li[;!iicd  at  too  pure  a  shrine  to  dim  its 

Kllu  rial  lustre,  with  what  sweet  persuasion 
lie  nuj'Jit  be  tanjjhl,  by  love  and  her  together — 
I  really  don  t  know  what,  nor  Julia  cither. 
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LXXXII. 

Frnuglit  with  this  fine  intralioD«  and  veil  feoced 

lu  mail  of  proof — her  purity  of  »ouJ, 
She,  for  the  future  of  her  strength  convinced. 

And  that  her  honour  was  a  rock,  or  mole, 
Exceeding  sagely  from  that  hour  dispensed 

>Yith  any  kind  of  troublesome  control : 
But  whether  Julia  to  the  task  was  equal 
Is  that  which  must  be  menlion'd  in  the  seqad. 

LXXXIII. 

Her  plan  she  deem'd  both  innocent  and  feasible. 

And,  surely,  with  a  stripling  of  sixteen 
Not  scandal's  fangs  could  fix  on  much  that  '•  teiiable; 

Or,  if  they  did  so,  satisfied  to  mean 
Nothing  but  what  was  good,  her  breast  was  peaceable — 

A  quiet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene! 
Christians  have  bum'd  each  other,  quite  persuaded 
That  all  the  apostles  would  have  done  at  they  did. 

LXXXIV. 

And  if,  in  the  mean  time,  her  husbaod  died, 

Out  Heaven  forbid  that  such  a  thought  should  cross 

Uer  brain,  though  in  a  dream  (and  then  she  sigh'd) ! 
Never  could  she  survive  that  common  loss ; 

Rut  junt  suppose  that  moment  should  betide, 
I  only  say  suppose  it — inter  not 

(This  should  be  entre  nous^  for  Julia  thought 

In  French,  but  then  the  rhyme  would  go  for  nought). 

LXXXV. 

I  only  say  suppose  this  supposition  : 

Juan,  being  then  grown  up  to  man's  estate, 

Would  fully  suit  a  widow  of  condition; 

Even  seven  years  hence  it  would  not  be  loo  late ; 

And  in  the  interim  (to  pursue  this  vision) 
The  mischief,  after  all,  could  not  be  great, 

For  he  would  Icam  the  rudiments  of  love, 

I  mean  the  seraph  way  of  those  above. 

LXXXVI. 
So  much  for  Julia.  Now  we  11  turn  to  Juan. 

Poor  little  fellow !  he  had  no  idea 
Of  hilt  own  ca.se,  and  never  hit  the  true  one; 

In  feelings  quick  aa  Ovid's  Hiss  Medea, 
lie  puzzled  over  what  he  found  a  new  one. 

Rut  not  as  yet  imagined  it  could  be  a 
Thing  quite  in  course,  and  not  at  all  alarming. 
Which,  with  a  little  patience,  might  grow  charming. 

LXXXVII. 
Silent  and  pensive,  idle,  restlesA,  slow, 

IJis  home  deserted  for  the  lonely  wood. 
Tormented  with  a  wound  he  could  not  know. 

His,  like  all  deep  grief,  plunged  in  solitude. 
I  'm  fond  myself  of  solitude  or  so. 

But  then  I  beg  it  may  be  understood 
Ry  <^olitude  1  mean  a  sultan's,  not 
A  hermit's,  with  a  haram  for  a  grot. 

LXXXYIII. 

V  Oh  love!  in  such  a  wilderness  as  this, 

Where  transport  and  security  entwine, 
Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss, 

And  here  thou  art  a  god  indeed  divine.* 
The  hard  I  quote  from  does  uot  sing  amiss,^ 

With  the  exception  of  the  second  line. 
For  that  same  twining  «  irmsport  and  sacurityx 
Are  t«i«ted  to  a  phrase  of  some  obscurity. 


LXXXIX. 

The  poet  meant,  no  doubt,  and  thus  appeals 
To  the  good  sense  and  teniec  of  mankind, 

The  very  thing  which  every  body  feeia 
As  all  have  foiud  on  trial,  or  may  find, 

That  no  one  likes  to  be  dblorb'd  at  meals 
Or  love : — 1  won't  say  more  aboot «  entwined » 

Or  « transport, »  as  we  know  all  that  before. 

But  beg  II  security*  will  bolt  the  door. 

XG. 

Young  Juan  wander  d  by  the  ghissy  brooks. 
Thinking  onutterable  things ;  he  threw 

Himself  at  length  witliin  the  leafy  nooks 
Where  the  wild  branch  of  the  cork  forest  grew ; 

There  poets  find  materials  for  their  hooks. 
And  every  now  and  then  we  read  them  through, 

So  that  their  plan  and  prosody  are  ehgible. 

Unless,  like  Wordsworth,  they  prove  unintelligible. 

GIX. 
He,  Juan  (and  not  Wordsworth),  so  pursued 

His  self-communion  with  his  own  high  soul, 
Until  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  mood. 

Had  mitigated  part,  though  not  tlie  whole 
Of  its  disease;  he  did  the  best  he  could 

With  things  not  very  subject  to  control. 
And  turn'd,  without  perceiving  his  condition, 
Like  Coleridge,  into  a  metaphysician. 

XCU. 
He  thought  about  himself,  and  the  whole  earth. 

Of  man  the  wonderful,  and  of  the  stars. 
And  bow  the  deuce  they  ever  could  have  birth; 

And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes  and  of  wars, 
How  many  miles  the  moon  might  have  in  girth. 

Of  air-balloons,  and  of  tlie  many  bars 
To  perfect  knowledge  of  the  boundless  skies ; 
And  then  he  thought  of  Donna  JuUa's  eyes. 

XCIII. 
In  thoughts  like  these  true  vrisdom  may  discern 

Longings  sublime,  and  a.spirations  high. 
Which  some  are  bom  with,  but  the  most  part  learn 

To  plague  themselves  withal,  they  know  not  why: 
T  was  strange  that  one  so  young  should  thus  concern 

His  brain  about  the  action  of  lite  sky ; 
\f  jrou  think  'l  was  philosophy  tliat  this  did, 
1  can't  help  thinking  puberty  assisted. 

XCIV. 
He  pored  upon  the  leaves,  and  on  the  flowerk. 

And  heard  a  voice  in  all  the  winds ;  and  then 
He  thought  of  wood-nymphs  and  immortal  bowers. 

And  how  the  goddesses  came  down  to  men : 
He  miss'd  the  pathway,  be  forgot  the  hours. 

And,  when  he  look'd  upon  bis  watch  again. 
He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a  winner, 
lie  also  found  that  he  had  lost  his  dinner. 

XCV. 
Sometimes  he  turn'd  to  gase  upon  his  book, 

Boscan,  or  Garcilasso ;  by  the  wind 
Even  as  the  page  is  rustled  while  we  look. 

So  by  the  poesy  of  his  own  mind 
Over  the  mystic  leaf  his  soul  was  shook. 

As  if 't  were  one  whereon  magicians  bind 
Their  spells,  and  give  them  to  the  passing  gale. 
According  to  some  good  old  woman's  tale. 
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XCVl. 
Thus  would  he  while  his  lonrly  hours  away 

Dissatisliod,  nor  knowing  what  he  wanted; 
Nor  (;lowin{;  reverie,  nor  poet's  lay. 

Could  yield  lii&  spirit  that  for  which  it  panted— 
A  hosom  whereon  he  his  head  might  lay. 

And  hear  the  heart  heal  with  the  love  it  granted, 
With— several  other  ihinijs,  whirh  I  forget, 
Or  which,  at  least,  I  need  not  mention  yet. 

XCVIl. 

Those  lonely  walks  and  lengthening  reveries 
Could  not  escape  the  gentle  Julia's  eyes; 

She  ^aw  that  Juan  was  not  at  his  ease; 

But  that  which  chieHy  may  and  must  surprise, 

Is,  that  the  Donna  Inez  did  not  tease 
Her  only  son  with  question  or  surmise; 

Whether  it  was  she  did  not  see,  or  would  not. 

Or,  like  all  very  clever  people,  could  not. 

XCVIIl. 

This  may  seem  stran;;c,  hut  yet  'l  is  very  common; 

For  instance — gcnilenien,  \\hosc  l;«dir>  take 
I.cave  to  oVrsiep  the  written  rights  of  ^^onlan, 

And  hniktlu — Which  commandment  ih'l  tlieybreal. 
(I  liave  forgot  liie  numher,  and  lliink  no  n«an 

Siioul'l  rashly  (juiili',  for  fear  of  a  iniNlaUc.) 
1  <;!y  wlicu  tiio>c  s.nne  gentlemen  are  je.ilon-J, 
lliey  make  some  hlunder,  which  their  l.ulies  fell  us. 

XCIX. 
A  real  husband  always  is  su».pieious, 

thit  still  no  Irss  suspects  iu  the  wrong  place, 
Jealous  of  some  one  who  had  no  such  wij^hes, 

Or  pandering  blindly  to  his  own  disgrace, 
Hy  harbouring  some  dear  friend  extremely  vicious; 

The  last  indr'ed  's  infallibly  the  case  : 
And  when  the  spouse  and  friend  are  gone  off  wholly, 
lie  wonders  at  their  vice,  and  not  his  folly. 

C. 

Thus  ]»arents  also  are  at  limes  short-sighted; 

Though  watchful  as  the  lynx,  they  ne"er  discove;. 
The  while  the  wicke<l  world  bdudik,  diiiglited. 

Young  Hopeful's  mistress,  or  Miss  Fanny's  lover, 
Till  some  confound«'d  escap:idc  has  blighted 

The  plan  of  twenty  ve.us,  and  all  is  over; 
And  then  the  mother  erics,  the  father  swears, 
And  wonders  why  the  devil  he  got  heirs. 

CI. 

l!ut  Inez  was  so  anxious  and  so  clear 

Of  >ight,  that  I  must  think,  ou  this  occasion. 

She  had  some  other  motive  much  more  near 
For  leaving  Juan  to  this  new  temptation,- 

Ihit  what  ihu  motive  was,  1  sliant  s,iy  here; 
IN  rliaps  to  tinish  Juan's  education, 

Perhaps  to  open  Don  Alfonsos  eves. 

In  CISC  he  thought  his  wife  too  great  a  prize. 

CII. 
It  wMs  upon  a  day,  a  summer's  day;  — 

Snnniier  s  indeed  a  very  d;>ngerons  season. 
And  so  is  sprifig  about  the  end  of  May  ; 

The  suij,  no  doubt,  is  the  prev.iihng  reason; 
but  v\li.its<ie"er  the  cause  1*^,  one  may  sav. 

And  sniid  cjinvicted  of  more  truth  than  treason, 
rii.n  there  are  months  winch  nature  giows  more  mcrrv 

ni — 
Maieh  \i.\^  '\{'>  h.iir's.  ,inl  .M.i\   mmiA  h.ive  its  h«-ioUJe. 


cm. 

T  was  on  a  summer's  day — the  sixth  of  June  : 

1  like  to  be  particular  in  dates, 
Not  only  of  the  age,  and  year,  but  moon; 

They  are  a  sort  of  post-house,  where  the  Fates 
(ihange  horses,  making  history  change  its  tunc. 

Then  spur  away  o'er  empires  and  o'er  states. 
Leaving  at  last  not  much  besides  chronology, 
ICxcepiing  the  post-obits  of  theology. 

CIV. 

T  was  on  the  sixth  of  Jnue,  about  the  hour 
Of  half-past  six — perhaps  still  nearer  seven, 

When  Julia  .s^ite  within  as  pretty  a  bower 
As  e'er  helil  houri  in  that  heathenish  heaven 

Described  by  Mahomet,  and  Anacreon  Moore, 
To  w  bom  the  lyre  and  laurels  have  been  given. 

With  all  the  trophies  of  triumphant  song — 

lie  won  them  well,  and  may  he  wear  them  long. 

CV. 

Slie  sate,  but  not  alone;  I  know  not  well 
Ilow  this  same  interview  had  taken  place, 

.\n«l  even  if  1  knew,  I  should  not  lell — 

People  should  hold  their  tongues  in  any  ca^r: 

No  matter  how  or  why  tlte  thing  befel, 

Itiit  there  wen*  she  and  Juan  faci-  to  face — 

VVh'ii  two  >;uch  f.icc^  are  so,  't  would  be  wise, 

!".iif  very  liifhcnit,  to  shut  their  eyes. 

CVI. 

How  beautiful  she  loiik'd!  her  conscious  lieart 
(ilow'd  in  her  cheek,  and  yet  she  felt  no  wrouj;. 

Oh  love!  how  perfect  is  thy  mystic  arr. 

Strengthening  the  weak  and  trampling  on  die  stron;: 

Ilow  self-det  «Mtful  is  the  sagesl  part 

Of  mortals  whom  thy  lure  hath  led  along  ! 

riie  precipice  she  stoo<l  on  was  immense — 

So  was  her  creed  iu  her  own  innocence. 

CVII. 

She  thought  of  her  own  strength,  and  Juan's  youth. 

And  of  the  folly  of  all  prudish  fears, 
'»  ictorioiis  virtue,  anti  dom«-slic  truth, 

And  theti  of  Don  Alfonso's  fifty  years: 
I  wish  these  last  had  not  occurr'd,  iu  sooth, 

lU'causc  ih.it  number  r.iiely  much  endear*, 
And  through  all  climes,  the  snowy  and  the  sunny. 
sounds  ill  in  love,  whate'er  it  may  in  money. 

CMII. 

When  people  say,  «  I  \e  told  you  fifty  time>^» 
They  mean  to  scold,  and  very  often  do; 

Wheti  poets  say,  «« I  ve  written //ty  rhymes,** 

They  make  vou  dread  that  thcv  'II  recite  them  loo 

In  gangs  ofyi/if>,  thieves  commit  their  crinaes  ; 
.\t  fifty  love  for  love  is  rare,  t  is  true; 

lUit  then,  no  doubt,  it  equally  as  true  is, 

V  good  deal  may  be  bought  for  fifty  louis. 

CIX. 

Julia  h  id  honour,  virtue,  truth,  and  love, 

For  Don  Alfonso;  and  she  inly  swore, 
Uv  all  the  vows  below  to  ])Owcrs  above. 

She  never  would  disi;race  the  ring  she  wore. 
^'or  lea\e  a  wish  which  wistlom  might  repmvr  • 
And  v\hile  she  pon«ler"d  this,  besitlcs  much  more. 
!  ')ne  hand  on  Ju.in's  carelessly  was  thrown, 
)uile  bv  mistake — she  thouKht  it  was  her  own 
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ex. 

Unconsciously  she  lean'd  upon  the  other, 
Which  piay'd  trithio  the  tangles  of  her  hair; 

And  to  contend  with  thoughts  the  could  not  smother 
She  seem'd,  by  the  distraction  of  her  air. 

T  was  surely  very  wrong  in  Juan's  mother 
To  leave  together  this  impru<)ent  pair, 

She  who  for  mauy  years  had  watch'd  her  son  so — 

I  'm  very  certain  mine  would  not  have  done  so. 

CXI. 
The  hand  which  still  held  Juan's,  by  dcQrec& 

Gently,  but  palpably,  conlirm'd  its  gnisp. 
As  if  it  said  «  Detain  me.  if  you  please;* 

Yet  there  's  no  doubt  she  only  meant  to  clasp 
His  fingers  with  a  pure  Platonic  squeexe  : 

She  would  have  shrimk  as  from  a  toad  or  asp, 
Had  she  imagined  such  a  thing  could  rouse 
A  feeling  dangerous  to  a  prudent  spouse. 

CXI!. 
I  cannot  know  what  Juan  thouQht  of  this. 

But  what  he  did  is  much  what  you  would  do; 
His  young  lip  thank'd  it  with  a  grateful  kiss. 

And  then,  abash'd  at  its  own  joy,  witlidrew 
In  deep  despair,  lest  he  liad  done  amiss. 

Love  is  so  very  timid  when 't  is  new  : 
She  blush'd  and  frowu'd  not,  but  she  strove  to  speak. 
And  held  her  tongue,  her  voice  was  grown  so  weak. 

CXII!, 
The  sun  set,  and  up  rose  the  yellow  moon  : 

The  devil 's  in  the  moon  for  mischief ;  they 
Who  call'd  her  cbastb,  metliinks,  began  too  soon 

Their  nomenclature :  there  is  uot  a  day. 
The  longest,  not  the  twenty-first  of  June, 

Sees  half  the  business  in  a  wicked  way 
On  which  three  single  hours  of  moonshine  smile— 
And  then  she  looks  so  modrst  all  the  while! 

CXIV. 
There  is  a  dangerous  silence  in  that  hour, 

A  stillness  which  leaves  room  for  the  full  soul 
To  open  all  itself,  without  the  power 

Of  calling  wholly  back  its  self-control; 
The  silver  Ught  which,  hallowing  tree  and  tower. 

Sheds  beauty  and  deep  softness  o'er  the  whole. 
Breathes  also  to  the  heart,  and  o'er  it  throws 
A  loving  languor,  'which  is  not  repose. 

CXV. 
And  Julia  sate  with  Juan,  half  embraced. 

And  half  retiring  from  the  glowing  arm, 
Which  trembled  like  the  bosom  where  't  was  placed  : 

Yet  slill  she  must  have  thought  there  was  no  harm. 
Or  else  't  were  easy  to  withdraw  her  waist; 

But  then  the  situation  had  iu  charm, 

And  then God  knows  what  next — I  can't  go  on; 

I  'm  almost  sorry  that  1  e'er  begun. 

CXVI. 
Oh  Plato !  Plato  t  you  have  paved  tlie  way, 

With  your  confounded  fantasies,  to  more 
Immoral  conduct  by  the  fancied  sway 

Your  system  feigns  o'er  the  rootrolless.core 
Of  human  hearu,  than  all  the  long  array 

Of  poets  and  romancers : — You  're  a  bore, 
A  charlatan,  a  coxcomb — and  have  been, 
At  best,  no  better  than  a  go-between. 


CXVIK 
And  Julia's  voice  was  lost,  except  in  sighs. 

Until  too  late  for  useful  conversatioD ; 
The  tears  were  gushing  from  her  gentle  eyes, 

I  wi^li,  indeed,  they  had  not  had  occasion; 
Biit  who,  alas!  can  love,  and  then  be  wise? 

Not  that  remorse  did  not  oppose  temptation, 
A  little  still  she  strove,  and  raach  repented. 
And  whi<pcrin((  «  I  will  ne'er  consent* — consented. 

!  cxvm. 

j  T  is  said  that  Xerxes  offcr'd  a  reward 
■      To  those  who  could  invent  him  a  new  pleasure; 
Methinks  the  requisition  's  rather  hard, 

And  must  have  cost  his  majesty  a  treasure  : 
For  my  part,  I  'm  a  moderate-minded  hard. 

Fond  of  a  little  love  (which  I  call  leisure); 
I  rare  not  for  new  pleasures,  as  the  old 
Are  quite  enouf^h  for  me,  so  they  bat  hold. 

CXIX. 
Oh  Plca<«Hre!  you  're  indeed  a  pleasant  thing, 

Altlioitch  one  must  be  damn'd  for  you,  no  doul^t; 
I  make  a  resolution  every  spring 

Of  reformation  ere  the  year  run  out. 
But,  somehow,  this  my  vestal  vow  takes  wing, 

Yet  still,  I  trust,  it  may  be  kept  throughout : 
I  'm  very  sorry,  very  much  ashamed. 
And  mean,  next  winter,  to  be  quite  reclaim'd. 

CXX. 

Here  my  chaste  muse  a  liberty  must  take- 
Start  not!  still  chaster  reader,— she  '11  be  nice  hence 

Forward,  and  there  is  no  great  cause  to  quake  : 
This  liberty  is  a  poetic  license. 

Which  some  irregularity  may  make 

In  the  design ;  and  as  I  have  a  high  sense 

Of  Aristotle  and  the  Rules,  't  is  tit 

To  beg  his  pardon  when  I  rrr  a  bit. 

CXXI. 
This  license  is  to  hope  the  reader  will 

Suppose  from  June  the  sixth  (the  fatal  day. 
Without  whose  epoch  my  poetic  skill. 

For  want  of  facts,  would  all  be  throw.n  aw.^y), 
But  keeping  Julia  and  Don  Juan  still 

In  sight,  that  several  montfaes  have  pass'd :  we.'ll  say 
T  was  in  November,  but  I  'm  not  so  sure 
About  the  day— the  era  's  more  obscure. 

CXXU. 
We  11  talk  of  that  anou.— T  is  sweet  to  hear, 

At  midnight,  on  ihc  blue  and  moonlit  deep. 
The  song  and  oar  of  Adria's  gondolier. 

By  distance  mellow  d,  o'er  the  waters  sweep; 
T  is  sweet  to  see  the  evening  star  appear; 
*  T  is  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night-winds  creep 
From  leaf  to  leaf;  t  is  sweet  to  view  on  high 
The  rainbow,  based  on  ocean,  span  the  sky; 

CXXIII. 
T  is  sweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest  back 

Hay  deep  mouth'd  welcome  as  we  draw  near  home; 
T  is  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 

Our  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  come; 
'T  is  sweet  to  be  awakend  by  the  lark. 

Or  luU'd  by  faUing  waters ;  sweet  the  iiiim 
Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  the  song  of  birds. 
The  lisp  of  children,  and  their  earliest  words. 


CXXIV. 
Sweet  is  the  viulmge,  when  the  showeriog  grapes 

In  Uacclianal  profuaton  reel  lo  earth 
Purple  and  gushing;  sweet  are  our  escapea 

From  civic  revelry  to  rural  mirth  ; 
Sweet  lo  the  miaer  are  his  glittering  heaps; 

Sweet  to  the  father  ii  his  iirst-bom's  birth; 
Sweet  is  revenge — especially  to  women, 
Pillage  to  soldiers,  prize-money  to  seamen. 

CXXV. 

Sweet  is  a  legacy;  and  passing  sweet 
The  unexpected  death  of  some  old  lady 

Or  genileman  of  seventy  years  complete, 

Who  've  made  h  us  youth  »  wait  too — too  long  already 

For  nn  c»t;ite,  or  cash,  or  country-se.it, 
Still  hrejking,  but  with  stamina  so  steady. 

That  all  the  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  its 

Next  owner,  for  their  double-<lama  d  post-obits. 

CXXVI. 

'T  is  sweet  to  win,  no  matter  how,  one's  laurels 
By  blood  or  ink;  't  is  sweet  to  put  an  end 

To  strife;  't  is  sometimes  sweet  to  have  our  quarrels, 
Particularly  with  a  tiresome  friend; 

Sweet  is  old  wine  in  bottles, ale  in  barrels; 
Dc;ir  iH  the  helpless  creature  we  defend 

At;ain!it  the  world;  aud  dear  the  !»clioolboy  spot 

We  ne'er  forget,  though  there  we  are  forgot. 

CXXVI  I. 
But  sweeter  still  than  this,  than  these,  than  all 

Is  first  and  passionate  love — it  stands  alone. 
Like  Adam's  recollection  of  his  fall; 

The  tree  of  know  ledge  ha  sheen  pluck'd-all's  known— 
And  life  yields  nothing  further  to  recal 

Worthy  of  this  ambrosial  sin  so  shown. 
No  doubt  in  fable,  as  the  unforgiven 
Fire  which  Prometheus  filch'd  for  as  from  heaven. 

CXXVIII. 
Man  's  a  strange  anim;il,  and  makes  strange  use 

Of  his  own  nature  and  the  various  arts, 
And  likes  particularly  to  produce 

Some  new  experiment  to  show  his  parts: 
This  is  ihe  age  of  oddities  let  loose, 

Where  different  talents  find  their  different  marts  : 
You  d  best  begin  with  truth,  and  when  you've  lost  your 
Labour,  there  's  a  sure  market  for  imposture. 

CXXIX. 

What  opposite  discoveries  wc  have  seen? 

(Signs  of  true  genius,  and  of  empty  pockets  :) 
One  makes  new  noses,  one  a  guillotine, 

One  breaks  your  bones,  one  sets  them  in  theirsockets; 
Rut  vacrinuioii  certainly  has  been 

A  kind  antithesis  to  Congreve's  rockets, 


cxxx. 

Bread  has  been  made  (indifferent)  from  potatoes, 
And  galvanism  lias  set  some  corpses  grinning. 

But  has  not  auswer'd  like  the  apparatus 
Of  the  Humane  Society's  beginning. 

By  wliicli  men  are  unsiiffocated  gratis; — 

Wli.it  wondrous  new  machines  have  late  been  spinning 


CXXXI. 


CXXXII. 
This  is  the  patent  age  of  new  inventions 

For  killing  bodies  and  for  saving  souls, 
All  propagated  with  the  best  intentions: 

Sir  Humphry  Davy's  lantern,  by  which  coals 
Are  safely  iniued  for  in  the  mode  he  mentions; 

Timbuctoo  travels,  voyages  to  the  Poles, 
Are  ways  to  benefit  mankind,  as  true. 
Perhaps,  as  shooting  them  at  Waterloo. 

CXXXIII. 

Man  's  a  phenomenon,  one  knows  not  what. 
And  wonderful  beyond  all  wondrous  measure; 

T  is  pity  though,  in  this  sublime  world,  that 

Pleasure  's  a  sin,  and  sometimes  sin  's  a  pleasare. 

Few  mortals  know  what  end  they  would  be  at. 
But  whether  glory,  power,  or  love,  or  treasure. 

The  path  is  through  perplexing  ways,  and  wliea 

The  goal  is  gain'd,  we  die,  you  know — and  then-— 

CXXX  IV. 

What  then? — I  do  not  know,  no  more  do  you— 
And  so  i,'ood  night. — Return  we  lo  our  story: 

T  wa»'in  November,  when  fine  days  arc  few, 
And  the  far  mountains  wax  a  little  hoary. 

And  clap  a  white  cape  on  their  mantles  blue; 
Aud  the  sea  dashes  round  the  promontory. 

And  the  lond  breaker  boils  against  the  rock, 

And  sober  suns  must  set  at  five  o'clock. 

cxxxv. 

'T  was,  .IS  the  watchmen  say,  a  cloudy  night; 

No  moon,  no  .'tars,  the  wind  was  low  or  loud 
By  gusts,  and  many  a  sparkling  hearth  was  bright 

With  the  piled  woo<i,  round  which  the  fomily  crowd  : 
There  's  something  cheerful  in  that  sort  of  light, 

Even  as  a  summer  sky's  without  a  cloud: 
1  'm  fond  of  fire,  and  crickets,  and  all  that, 
A  lobster  salad,  and  champagne,  and  chat. 

CXXXVI. 

T  was  mi<l night — Donna  4ulia  was  in  bed. 
Sleeping,  most  probably,— when  at  her  door 

Arose  a  clatter  might  awake  the  dead. 
If  they  had  never  been  awoke  before — 

And  that  they  Itave  been  so  we  all  have  read. 
And  are  to  be  so,  at  the  least,  once  more. 

The  door  was  fasien'd,  but,  with  voice  and  fist. 

First  knocks  were  heard,  then  •<  Madam— Bfadam — hist' 

CXXXVII. 

w  For  God's  sake.  Madam — Madam — here's  my  master. 
With  more  than  half  ihe  ciiy  at  bts  back — 

Was  ever  heard  of  such  a  cursed  disasterT 

T  is  not  my  fault — I  kept  good  watch — Alaek! 

Do,  pray,  undo  the  bolt  a  liitle  faster — 
They  re  on  the  stair  just  now,  and  in  a  crack 

Will  all  be  here;  perhaps  he  yet  may  fly — 

Surely  the  window's  not  so  very  high !  » 
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CXXXVIII. 

By  this  tine  Doo  Alfomo  wm  arriv«l, 

With  torchct,  frieodt,  and  Mrruits  ta  fimt  ■OMbcr ; 
The  major  part  of  them  had  loaf  hcaa  vivad, 

And  tberelbfv  patued  not  to  disturb  the  thtmbtr 
Of  any  wicked  voomo,  vho  cootriTed 

By  stealth  her  bosband's  temples  to  eBOUBbar: 
Examples  of  tbis  kind  are  so  contagious. 
Were  oite  not  punish'd<  mU  would  be  oulrafeom* 

CXXXIX. 

I  can't  tall  bov,  or  why,  or  what  suspicion 

Could  enter  into  Don  Alfonso's  head, 
But  for  a  cavalier  of  his  condition 

It  surely  was  exceedingly  ill-bred. 
Without  a  word  of  previous  admonition. 

To  bold  a  levee  round  bis  lady's  bed. 
And  summon  lackeys,  arm'd  with  fire  and  swoid. 
To  prove  himself  the  tbiog  he  nsoa  abhorr'd. 

CXL. 
Poor  Donna  Julia  1  starting  as  from  sleep 

(Miod— tliat  I  do  not  say— she  had  not  ilcpt). 
Began  at  once  to  scream,  and  yawn,  and  weep ; 

Her  maid  Antonia,  who  was  an  adept. 
Contrived  to  fling  the  bed-cJothes  in  a  heap. 

As  if  she  bad  just  now  from  out  them  crept : 
I  can  t  tell  why  she  should  take  all  tbis  trouble 
To  prove  her  mistress  had  been  sleeping  double. 

CXIJ. 
Bnt  Julia  mistress^  and  Antonia  maid. 

Appear  d  like  two  poor  harmlcei  women,  wImc 
Of  goblins,  bnt  still  more  of  men,  afraid. 

Has  thought  one  man  might  be  deterr'd  by  two. 
And  therrfore  side  by  side  were  gently  laid. 

Until  the  hours  of  absence  slionld  run  tbrongb, 
And  truant  husband  should  return,  and  say, 
■  My  dear,  I  was  the  first  who  came  away.w 

CXLII. 
Now  Julia  found  at  length  a  voice,  and  cried, 

•  In  Heaven's  name,  Don  Alfonso,  what  d'  ye  maanT 
Has  madneis  seised  you  I  would  tliat  I  bad  died 

Ere  such  a  monster's  victim  I  bad  been ! 
What  may  tbis  midnight  violence  betide, 

A  sudden  fit  of  drunkenness  or  spleen  ? 
Dare  you  suspect  me,  whom  the  ibongbl  would  kill? 
Search,  then,  the  room !» — Alfonso  mid,  ■  I  will.» 

CXLIIL 
He  aearch'd,  thty  teareb'd,  and  rummaged  every  where,. 

QoseC  and  elothes'-presi,  chest  and  window^eat, 
And  found  much  Hnen,  lace,  and  several  pair 

Of  stockings,  slippers,  bruslies,  comba,  complaic^ 
With  other  articles  of  ladies  fair. 

To  keep  them  beaatiful,  or  leave  them  neat: 
Arras  they  prick'd  and  curtains  with  their  swords,. 
And  wounded  several  shutters,  and  some  boards* 

CXLIV. 
Under  the  bed  they  search'd,  and  there  they  fonnd 

No  matter  what — it  was  not  that  they  nought; 
They  open'd  windows,  gazini;  if  the  ground 

Had  signs  of  foot-marks,  but  the  earth  said  noagbt : 
And  then  they  stared  each  others'  faces  round  : 

T  is  odd,  not  one  of  all  these  seekers  Iboughc, 
And  seems  to  me  almost  a  sort  of  Muodar, 
Of  looking  in.  the  bad  as  well  as  under. 


CXLY. 
During  this  inquisition  Julia's 

Was  not  asleep — •  Yes,  search  and  twreb,*  sk»  cried, 
« Insult  on  insult  heap,  and  wrong  on  wrong ! 

It  was  for  this  that  I  becama  a  brida  I 
For  tbis  in  silence  1  have  suffer'd  long 

A  busbnnd  like  Alfonso  at  my  side  i 
But  now  I  '11  bear  no  aaore,  nor  liere  remaiuv 
If  there  be  law,  or  lawyers,  in  all  8pain. 

CXLVI. 
«  Tes,  Don  Alfbnao,  husband  now  no  ommw, 

If  ever  you  Indeed  deserved  the  name, 
Is  't  worthy  of  your  years  T— you  have  tbreesoora. 

Fifty,  or  sixly-^it  is  all  the  sama^- 
la 't  wise  or  fitting  causeless  to  explore 

For  fscts  against  a  virtuous  woman's  fsme  1 
Ungrateful,  perjured,  barbarous  Don  Alfonso ! 
Bow  dare  you  think  your  lady  would  go  on  so  ? 

CXLVU. 
« Is  it  for  this  I  have  disdain'd  to  hold 

Tlic  common  privileges  of  my  sex  ? 
That  I  have  chosen  a  confeMor  so  old 

And  dosf,  that  any  other  it  would  vex] 
And  never  once  he  has  had  cause  lo  sc«ild. 

But  found  my  very  innocence  perplex 
So  much,  be  always  doubted  I  was  married— 
Uow  sorry  you  will  be  when  I  *ve  miscanriad  I 

CXLVIII. 
■  Was  it  for  this  that  no  Cortejo  ere 

I  yet  have  choNen  from  out  the  youth  of  Seville? 
Is  it  for  this  I  scarce  went  any  where. 

Except  to  bull-fights,  mass,  play,  rout,  and  ravel  ? 
Is  it  for  this  whate'er  my  suitors  were, 

I  favour'd  none — nay,  was  almost  uncivil? 
U it  for  this  that  General  Count  OBeilly, 
Who  took  Algiers  declares  I  used  him  vilely  l' 

CXLIX. 
«  Did  not  the  Italian  Musico  Caiiani 

Sing  at  my  heart  six  months  at  lease  in  vain  2 
Did  not  his  countryman.  Count  Comiani, 

Call  me  the  only  virtuous  wifo  in  Spain! 
Were  there  not  also  Russians,  English,  many  7 

The  Count  Stroogstroganoff  I  put  in  pain. 
And  Lord  Mount  Coffeehouse,  llie  Irish  peer, 
Who  kiU'd  bimeelf  for  love  (with  wine)  bat  year. 

CL. 
«  Have  I  not  had  tvio  bishops  at  my  feet. 

The  Duke  of  Icbar,  and  Don  Feman  Nanea  I 
And  is  it  thus  a  faithful  wifo  you  treat? 

I  wonder  in  what  quarter  now  the  moon  ia : 
I  praise  your  vast  forbearance  not  to  beat 

Me  also,  since  the  time  so  opportune  ii— 
Oh,  valiant  man!  with  sword  drawn  and  cock'd  trigger, 
Now,  tell  me,  don't  you  cut  a  pretty  figure? 

CLI. 
«  Was  it  for  tbis  yon  took  your  iinddeo  journey. 

Under  pretence  of  buainess  indispensable. 
With  that  sublime  of  rascals  your  nitomey, 

Wliom  I  see  standing  tliere,  and  looking  semibla 
Of  laving  play'd  the  fool !  thoueli  both  I  apttm,  he 

Dfscrves  the  worst,  his  conduct 's  less  dcfonsible. 
Because,  00  doubt,  't  was  for  bis  dirty  fee. 
And  not  from  any  lova  to  yon  or  me. 
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GUI. 
«  ]f  lie  comes  here  to  take  a  deposition. 

By  all  means  let  tiie  (gentleman  proceed ; 
You  've  made  the  apartment  in  a  fit  condition  : 

There  *8  pen  and  ink  for  you,  sir,  when  you  need — 
Let  every  thing  he  noted  -^ith  precision, 

I  would  not  you  for  nothin<;  should  he  feed — 
But,  as  my  maid's  undress'd,  pray  turn  your  spies  out.» 
*<  Oh  !»»  sohb'd  Anionia,  «  I  could  tear  their  eyes  oul.» 

CLIII. 
•«  There  is  the  closet,  there  the  toilet,  there 

The  ante-chamber — search  tlicm  under,  over  : 
There  is  the  sofa,  there  the  great  arm-cli.nr, 

The  chimney — which  would  really  liold  a  lover. 
I  wish  to  sleep,  and  Lr;j  you  will  take  care 

And  make  no  furtlier  noise  till  you  discover 
The  secret  cavern  of  this  lurking  treasure — 
And,  when  't  is  found,  let  me,  loo,  Imnc  that  pleasure. 

(XIV. 
X  And  uow,  hidalgo  !  now  that  you  have  thrown 

Doubt  upon  me,  confusion  over  all, 
Pi'ay  have  the  courtesy  to  make  it  known 

fVfio  is  the  man  you  search  for?  how  d'  yr  call 
Him?  what  's  his  lineage  ?  let  him  but  lie  '■hown  — 

I  hope  he  's  young  and  handsome — i>  he  t.ill  ' 
Tell  me — and  be  .tssured,  that  since  you  stain 
My  honour  thus,  it  shrill  not  be  in  vain. 

CLV. 

«  At  least,  pt-rhnps,  he  has  not  sixty  vcars — 
At  that  age  he  would  be  too  old  for  slaughter. 

Or  for  so  young  a  husband's  jealous  fears — 
(Antonia  !  let  me  have  a  glass  of  water). 

I  am  ashamed  of  having  shed  these  tears, 
They  arc  unworthy  of  my  father's  daughter; 

BIy  mother  dreani'd  not  in  my  natal  hour 

That  I  should  fall  int«i  a  monsters  power. 

CAM. 
«  Perhaps  "t  is  of  Antonia  y^n  are  jealous. 

You  saw  that  she  was  sl(  r['ing  bv  my  side 
\Vhen  you  broke  in  upon  us  with  your  fellow^. 

Look  where  you  please — we  *ve  nothing,  sir,  to  hide; 
Only  another  time,  1  trust,  you  'II  tell  us, 

Or  for  the  sake  of  decency  abide 
A  moment  at  the  door,  tiiat  we  uiay  be 
Dress'd  to  recci\e  so  much  good  coiiipaiiy. 

cr.vi!. 

«  And  now,  sir,  I  have  done,  and  say  no  more; 

The  little  I  have  said  may  serve  to  show 
The  guileless  heart  in  silence  may  grieve  o'er 

The  wrongs  to  whose  exposure  it  is  slow: — 
I  leave  you  to  your  conscience  as  before, 

I"  will  one  day  ask  you  why  you  used  mc  so? 
Cod  grant  you  feel  not  tlu'n  the  Idttercst  grief !  — 
Antonia!  where  s  my  porket-liandkerchief ?>• 

CLVIII. 

She  ceased,  and  tnrn'd  upon  her  pillow  ;  pale 

She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  Hashing  ihrongh  their  trars. 

Like  skies  that  rain  and  lighten;  as  a  veil 

Waved  and  o'ershading  her  wan  cheek,  appears 

Her  streaming  hair;  the  black  curls  strive,  but  fail. 
To  hide  the  glossy  shoulder  which  uprenrs 

Its  snow  through  all ;  her  soft  lips  lii;  apart, 

.\rid  loudwr  than  her  breathing  be,\U  her  beau. 


CLIX. 

The  Senhor  Don  Alfonso  stood  confused  ; 

Antonia  bustled  round  the  ransack'd  room, 
.\nd,  turning  up  her  nose,  with  looks  abused 

Her  master,  and  his  myrmidons,  of  whom 
Not  one,  except  the  attorney,  vt.is  amused  ; 

lie,  like  Achates,  faithful  to  the  tomb, 
So  there  were  (piarreU,  care<l  not  for  the  cause. 
Knowing  they  must  be  settled  by  the  laws. 

CLX. 

With  piying  snub-nose,  and  small  eyes,  he  stood, 
Kollowin^;  Antonia's  motions  here  and  there, 

^Vith  much  suspicion  in  his  attitude; 
For  reputations  he  had  little  care: 

So  that  a  suit  or  action  were  ma<le  good, 
Small  pity  had  he  for  the  young  and  fair, 

Aiid  ne'er  believed  in  negati\es,  till  these 

Were  proved  by  competent  false  witnesses. 

t:LXL 

Uut  Don  .Alfonso  stood  with  downcast  looks, 
-4nd,  truth  to  say,  he  made  a  foolish  figure ; 

When,  after  searching  in  live  hundred  nooks, 
And  treating  a  yontig  wife  with  so  much  rigour, 

He  gain'd  no  jioint,  except  some  self  rebukes, 
A<lded  to  those  his  lady  with  such  vigour 

Had  pour'd  upon  him  for  the  last  half  hour, 

Quick,  thick,  and  heavy — as  a  thunder-shower. 

CLXII. 
.\t  lirst  he  tried  to  hammer  an  excuse. 

To  which  the  sole  reply  were  tears  and  sobs. 
And  indications  of  hysterics,  whose 

Prologue  is  always  certain  throes  and  throbs. 
Gasps,  and  wli  itever  else  the  ownei"s  chuse, — 

Alfonso  saw  his  wife,  and  thought  of  Job's; 
He  saw,  too,  in  perspective,  her  relations. 
And  then  he  tried  to  nnisler  all  his  patience. 

CLXin. 
He  stood  in  act  to  speak,  or  rather  stammer. 

Out  sage  Antonia  cut  him  short  before 
The  anvil  of  his  speech  received  the  hammer, 

With,  «  Pray,  sir,  leave  the  room,  and  say  no  more. 
Or  niadarii  dies.» — Alfonso  mutter'd  «D o  her.» 

lint  nothing  else,  the  time  of  words  was  o'er  ; 
He  cast  a  rueful  look  or  tv»o,  and  did. 
He  knew  not  wherefore,  that  which  he  was  bid. 

CLX IV. 

With  him  reiire«l  his  «  />os»e  comitodis,** 

The  attorney  last,  who  lin-^erd  near  the  door. 

Reluctantly,  still  tarrying  there  as  late  as 
Antonia  let  him — not  a  little  sore 

.\t  this  most  strange  and  unexplain'd  «  hialui» 
In  Don  Alfonso's  facts,  which  just  now  wore 

.An  av^kward  look  ;  as  he  revolved  the  case. 

The  door  was  fasten'd  in  his  legal  face. 

CLXV. 
No  sooner  was  it  bolted,  than — Oh  shame  ! 

Oh  sin  !  oh  sorrow!  and  oh  womankind! 
How  can  you  do  such  things  and  keep  your  faiuc. 

Unless  this  world,  and  i  olticr  too,  be  bliad  ? 
Nothing  so  dear  as  an  uniilch'd  good  name! 

Itiit  to  proceed — for  there  is  more  behiad  : 
With  miK-h  heart-felt  reluctance  be  it  said, 
Yoniig  .loan  slipp'd,  half  smother'd,  from  the  bed. 
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CLXVI. 
He  had  been  hid — I  don't  pretend  to  say 

How,  nor  can  I  indeed  describe  tlie  vliere — 
Youn{;,  slender,  and  pack'd  eaaily,  he  lay. 

No  doubt,  in  little  compass,  round  or  sqaare ; 
But  pity  him  1  neither  roust  nor  may 

Nis  suffocatimi  by  that  pretty  pair; 
'T  vere  better,  sure,  to  die  so,  than  be  shut. 
With  maudlin  Clarence,  in  his  Malnuey  butt. 

CLXVII. 
And,  secondly,  I  pity  not,  becau&e 

He  had  no  business  to  commit  a  sin, 
Forbid  by  heavenly,  fined  by  human  laws, — 

At  least 't  waft  rather  early  to  begin; 
But  .It  sixteen  the  conscience  rarely  gnaws 

So  much  as  when  we  call  our  old  debts  in 
At  sixty  years,  and  draw  the  accounts  of  eril, 
And  finil  a  deuced  balance  with  the  devil. 

CLXVI  II. 
OF  his  position  I  can  give  no  notion : 

T  is  written  in  the  Hebrew  Chronicle, 
How  the  physicians,  leaving  pill  and  potion. 

Prescribed,  by  way  of  blister,  a  young  belle. 
When  «ld  King  David's  blood  grew  doll  in  motion^ 

And  that  the  medicine  answer'd  very  well; 
Perhaps  'I  was  in  a  different  way  applied. 
For  David  lived,  but  Juan  nearly  died. 

CLXIX. 
What 's  to  be  done  *.  Alfonso  will  be  back 

The  moment  he  has  sent  his  fools  away. 
Antonia's  skill  was  put  upon  the  rack, 

But  no  device  could  be  brought  into  play — 
And  how  to  parry  the  renew'd  attack? 

Besides,  it  wanted  but  few  hours  of  day: 
Antonia  puzzled;  Julia  did  not  speak. 
But  press'd  her  bloodless  lip  to  Juan's  cheek. 

CLXX. 
He  tum'd  bis  lip  to  hen,  and  with  his  hand 

Cail'd  back  the  tangles  of  her  wandering  hair ; 
Even  then  their  love  they  could  not  ail  command. 

And  half  forgot  their  danger  and  despair: 
Antonia's  patience  now  was  at  a  stand — 

«  Come,  come,  't  is  no  time  now  for  fooling  there,» 
She  whuperd  in  great  wrath — « I  must  deposit 
This  pretty  gentleman  within  the  closet : 

GLXXI. 

M  Pray  keep  your  nonsense  for  some  luckier  night — 
fVko  can  have  put  my  master  in  this  mood  ? 

What  will  become  on  't? — I  'm  in  such  a  fright! 
The  devil 's  in  the  urchin,  and  no  good — 

Is  this  a  time  for  giggling?  this  a  plight? 

Why,  don't  you  know  that  it  may  end  in  blood  ? 

You  '11  lose  your  life,  and  I  shall  lose  my  place, 

My  mistress  all,  for  that  half-girlish  face. 

CLXxir. 

•<  Had  it  bnl  been  for  a  stout  cavalier 

Of  twenty-five  or  thirty — (rome,  make  haste) 

But  for  a  child,  what  piece  of  work  is  here ! 
I  really,  madam,  wonder  at  your  ta<ite— 

'Come,  sir,  get  in) — my  master  must  be  near. 
There,  for  the  present  at  the  least  he  's  fast. 

And,  if  we  can  but  till  the  morning  keep 

Our  counsel — (Juan,  mind  yon  must  not  sleep).* 


CLXXIII. 
Now,  Don  Alfonso  entering,  but  alone, 

Closed  the  oration  of  the  trusty  maid : 
She  loiter'd,  and  he  told  her  to  be  gone. 

An  order  somewhat  sullenly  obey'd ; 
However,  present  remedy  was  none, 

And  no  great  good  seem'd  answer*d  if  she  stay'd: 
Regarding  both  with  slow  and  sidelong  view. 
She  snuff'd  th«  candle,  cnrtsted,  and  withdrew. 

CLXXIV. 
Alfonso  paused  a  minute — then  begim 

Some  strange  excuses  for  his  late  proceeding ; 
He  would  not  justify  what  he  had  done. 

To  say  the  best,  it  was  extreme  ill-breeding: 
But  there  were  ample  reasons  for  it,  none 

Of  which  he  specified  in  this  his  pleading  : 
His  speech  was  a  line  sample,  on  the  whole. 
Of  rhetoric,  which  the  learn'd  call «  n'^marDle  » 

CLXXV. 
Julia  said  nought ;  though  all  the  while  there  rose 

A  ready  answer,  which  at  once  enables 
A  matron,  who  her  husband's  foible  knows. 

By  a  few  timely  words  to  turn  the  tables. 
Which,  if  it  does  not  silence,  still  must  pose. 

Even  if  it  should  comprise  a  pack  of  fables; 
T  is  to  retort  with  firmness,  and  when  be 
Suspecu  with  one^  do  you  reproach  with  C/iree. 

CLXXVI. 
Julia,  in  fact,  had  tolerable  grounds, 

Alfonso's  loves  with  Incx  were  well  known ; 
But  whether 't  was  that  one's  own  guilt  confoundt — 

But  tliat  can't  be,  as  has  been  often  shown; 
A  lady  with  apologies  abounds  : 

It  might  be  that  her  silence  sprang  alone 
From  delicacy  to  Don  Juin's  ear. 
To  whom  slic  knew  hu  mothers  fame  was  dear. 

CLXXVIl. 
There  might  be  one  more  motive,  which  makes  two: 

Alfonso  ne'er  to  Juan  had  alluded, 
Mention'd  his  jealousy,  but  never  who 

Had  been  the  happy  lover,  he  concluded, 
Conceal'd  amongst  his  premises;  't  ia  true. 

His  mind  the  more  o'er  this  its  mystery  brooded ; 
To  speak  of  Inex  now  were,  one  may  say, 
Like  throw  ing  Jnan  in  Alfonso's  way. 

CLXXVni. 
A  hint,  in  tender  cases,  is  enough; 

Silence  is  best,  besides  there  is  a  tact 
(That  modem  phrase  appears  to  me  sad  stuff. 

But  it  will  serve  to  keep  my  verse  compact) 
Which  keeps,  when  push'd  by  questions  rather  rough, 

A  lady  always  distant  from  the  fact— 
Tlie  charming  creatures  lie  with  such  a  grace, 
Tliere  's  nothing  so  becoming  to  the  face. 

CLXXIX. 
They  blush,  and  we  believe  them ;  at  least  I 

Have  always  done  so ;  't  is  of  no  great  use , 
In  any  case,  attempting  a  reply, 

For  ihen  their  eloquence  grows  quite  profuse : 
And  when  at  length  they  are  out  of  breath,  they  sigh. 

And  cast  their  languid  eyes  down,  aud  let  loose  ■ 
A  tear  or  two,  and  tlien  we  make  it  up; 
And  ilicu — and  then— aud  then— sit  down  and  sup. 
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GLXXX. 

AlfoDso  closed  his  cpeech,  and  begg'd  her  pardon. 
Which  Julia  half  withheld,  and  then  half  graated, 

And  laid  conditions,  he  thought,  very  hard  on. 
Denying  several  little  things  he  wanted  : 

He  stood,  like  Adam,  lingering  near  his  garden. 
With  useless  penitence  perplex'd  and  haunted, 

It^^Kecching  she  no  further  wonld  refuse. 

When  lo !  he  stumbled  o'er  a  pair  of  shoes. 

CLXXXI. 

A  pair  of  shoes ! — trhat  then  7  not  much,  if  they 
Are  such  as  fit  with  lady's  feet,  but  tliese 

(No  one  can  tell  how  much  I  grieve  to  say) 
Were  masculine :  to  see  them  and  to  seiic 

V  as  but  a  moment's  act. — Ah!  well-a-day* 
My  teeth  begin  to  chatter,  my  veins  freeze — 

Alfonso  first  examined  well  their  fashion, 

And  then  ilew  out  into  another  passion. 

CLXXXII. 

lie  left  the  room  for  his  relinquisli*d  sword. 

And  Julia  instant  lo  the  closet  flew ; 
»•  Fly,  Juan,  lly  I  for  Heaven's  sake — not  a  word — 

The  door  is  open — you  may  yet  slip  through 
The  p:issa(jc  you  so  often  lia>e  explored — 

Here  is  the  i;ardcn-key — My — lly — adieu! 
Haste — hasle  I — 1  hear  Alfonso's  hurrying  feet — 
Day  has  uot  broke — there  's  no  one  in  the  street.* 

CLXXXIII. 
None  can  say  that  this  wiis  not  good  advice, 

The  only  mischief  was,  it  came  too  late ; 
Of  all  experience  t  is  the  usual  price, 

A  sort  of  income-tax  laid  on  by  fate : 
Juan  had  rcach'd  the  mom-door  in  a  trice. 

And  mi(;l>t  have  done  so  by  the  garden-gate, 
Out  met  Alfonso  in  his  dressing-gown, 
Who  threateu'd  death — so  Juan  knock'd  him  down. 

CLXXXIV. 

Dire  was  the  scuffle,  nnd  out  went  the  light; 

Antoni.i  cried  out  fRapeln  and  Julia  Mpireln 
Out  not  a  servant  stirr'il  to  aid  the  light. 

Alfonso,  pommelld  to  his  heart's  desire, 
Swore  lustily  he  d  be  revenged  this  ni{;hl: 

And  Juan,  too,  blasphemed  an  octave  higher. 
His  blood  was  up  ;  thoujrh  young,  he  was  a  Tartar, 
And  not  at  all  disposed  to  prove  a  martyr. 

CLXXXV. 

Alfonso's  sword  had  dropp'd  ere  he  could  draw  it. 
And  they  continued  battling  hand  to  hand, 

For  Juan  very  luckily  ne'er  saw  it; 

His  temper  uot  being  under  great  command, 

If  at  that  moment  he  had  chanced  to  claw  it, 
Alfonso's  days  li;id  not  been  in  the  laud 

Much  lonj'er. — Think  of  laisbands",  lovers'  lives! 

And  how  you  may  be  doubly  widows — wives! 

CLXXXVl. 
Alfonso  grappled  to  detain  the  foe. 

And  Juan  throttled  him  to  get  away, 
.\nd  blood  ( t  was  from  the  nose)  be(»an  lo  flow; 

At  last,  as  they  more  faintly  wrestling  lay, 
Juan  contrived  to  |;ive  an  awkward  blow. 

And  then  his  only  garmeut  quite  gave  way  ; 
He  (led,  like  Joseph,  leaving  it — but  there, 
I  doubt,  all  likeiK-ss  cuds  between  the  pair. 


GLXXXVH. 
Lights  came  at  length,  and  men  and  maids,  who  fbond. 

An  awkward  spectacle  their  eyes  before; 
Antonia  in  hysterics,  Julia  swoon'd, 

Alfonso  leaning,  breathless,  by  the  door; 
Some  half-torn  drapery  scatter'd  on  the  ground. 

Some  blood,  and  several  footsteps,  but  no  more  : 
Juan  the  gate  gain'd,  turn'd  the  key  about. 
And  liking  not  ihe  inside,  lork'd  the  out. 

CLXXXVni. 
Here  ends  this  Canto. — Need  I  sing  or  say,* 

How  Juan,  naked,  favour'd  by  the  night 
(Who  favours  what  she  should  not),  found  his  vay. 

And  reach'd  his  home  in  an  unseemly  plight  T 
The  pleasant  scandal  which  arose  next  day, 

The  nine  days'  wonder  which  was  brought  to  light. 
And  how  Alfonso  sued  for  a  divorce. 
Were  m  the  English  newspapers,  of  course. 

CLXXXIX. 
If  you  would  like  to  see  the  whole  proceedings. 

The  depositions,  and  the  cause  at  full, 
The  names  of  all  the  witnesses,  the  pleadings 

Of  counsel  to  non-suit  or  to  annul. 
There  's  more  than  one  edition,  and  the  readings 

-\re  various,  but  they  none  of  them  are  dull: 
The  best  is  that  in  short-hand,  la'en  by  Gumey, 
Who  to  Madrid  on  purpose  made  a  journey. 

CXC. 
But  Donna  Inei,  to  divert  the  train 

Of  one  of  the  most  circulating  scandals 
That  had  for  centuries  been  known  in  Spain, 

At  Ic.ist  since  the  retirement  of  the  Vandak, 
First  vow'd  (and  never  had  she  vow'd  in  rain) 

To  Virgin  .Mary  several  pounds  of  candles; 
And  then,  by  the  advice  of  some  old  ladies. 
She  sent  her  son  to  be  shipp'd  off  from  Cadii. 

CXCI. 
She  had  resolved  that  he  should  travel  through 

All  European  climes  by  laud  or  sea, 
To  men<l  his  former  moraU,  and  get  new. 

Especially  in  France  and  Italy 
i\l  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  do). 

Julia  was  sent  into  a  convent;  she 
Grieved,  but,  perhaps,  her  feelings  may  be  better 
Shown  in  the  following  copy  of  her  letter : 

CXCII. 

«  They  tell  me  't  is  decided,  you  depart: 

T  is  wise— t  is  well,  but  not  the  less  a  pain  : 

1  have  no  further  claim  on  your  young  heart. 
Mine  is  the  victim,  and  would  be  again ; 

To  love  loo  much  has  been  the  only  art 
I  used  ; — 1  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  suin 

r»e  on  this  short,  't  is  not  what  it  appears— 

My  eyeballs  burn  and  throb,  but  have  no  tears. 

CXCHI. 
u  I  loved,  T  love  you  ;  for  this  love 'have  lost 

State,  station,  heaven,  mankind's,  my  own  esteem. 
And  yet  cannot  regret  what  ii  hath  cost, 

!)o  dear  is  still  the  memory  of  lliat  dream; 
Vet,  if  I  name  my  guilt, 't  is  not  to  boast, — 

Non(  ran  deem  harshlicr  of  me  than  I  deem  : 
I  tr.ite  tlii>  scrawl  because  1  cannot  rest — 
1  '\e  nothing  to  reproach  or  to  request. 
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cxav. 

«  Mao's  loT«  it  of  iub's  life  a  thing  a|Miil, 
T  i«  troraan's  whole  eiitCeiicc;  mao  may  range 

The  courtf  camp,  churchf  the  veseel,  and  the  mait; 
Sword,  govn,  gain,  glory,  offer  to  eichaogo 

Pride,  fame,  ambition,  to  fill  up  his  heart. 
And  few  there  are  whom  these  cannot  etlraogo: 

Men  liave  all  these  resources,  we  but  one— 

To  love  again,  and  be  again  undone. 

CXCV. 
m  You  will  proceed  in  pleaAore  and  in  pride. 

Beloved  and  loving  many ;  all  i^  o'er 
For  me  on  earth,  except  some  years  to  hide 

My  shame  and  sorrow  deep  in  my  heart's  core : 
These  I  could  bear,  hot  cannot  cast  aside 

The  passion,  which  still  rages  as  before; 
And  so  fiiirewell — forgive  me,  love  me — Ko, 
That  word  is  idle  now — hot  let  it  go. 

CXCVI. 
«  My  breast  has  been  all  weakness,  is  so  yet; 

But  still,  I  think,  I  can  collect  my  mind; 
)ly  blood  still  rushes  where  my  spirit's  set. 

As  roll  the  waves  before  the  settled  wind; 
My  heart  is  fieminine,  nor  can  forget — 

To  all,  except  one  image,  madly  blind : 
So  shakes  the  needle,  and  so  tiands  the  pole. 
As  vibrates  my  fond  heart  10  my  fix'd  leiil. 

CXCYIi. 

«  I  have  no  more  to  say,  but  linger  still, 
And  dare  not  set  my  seal  npon  this  sheet. 

And  yet  I  may  as  well  the  task  fulfil. 
My  misery  can  scarce  be  more  complete : 

I  had  not  Kved  till  now,  conld  sorrow  kill ; 
Death  shuns  the  wretch  who  fain  the  blow  would  meet. 

And  I  must  even  survive  this  last  adieu. 

And  bear  with  life,  to  love  and  pray  for  you! » 

CXCVIII. 
This  note  was  written  upon  gilt-edged  paper. 

With  a  ueai  little  crow-quill,  slight  and  new: 
Her  small  white  hand  could  hardly  reach  the  taper. 

It  trembled  as  magnetic  needles  do. 
And  yet  she  did  not  let  one  tear  escape  her ; 

The  seal  a  snn-llower ;  m  Ette  wnu  smitpmtieuty* 
The  motto  cut  upon  a  white  cornelian, 
The  wax  waa  superfine,  its  hue  vermilion. 

CXCIX. 
This  was  Don  Juau's  eariiest  scrape;  but  whether 

I  shall  proceed  with  his  adventures  b 
Dependent  on  the  public  altogether : 

We  11  see,  however,  what  they  say  to  this 
(Their  favour  in  an  author's  cap's  a  feather, 

And  no  great  mischief 's  done  by  their  caprice); 
And,  if  their  approbation  we  experience. 
Perhaps  they  'II  have  some  more  about  a  year  faeoee. 

CC. 
My  poem  *s  epic,  and  is  meant  to  be 

Di Glided  in  twelve  6ooks ;  each  book  contalomg. 
With  love,  and  war,  >  heavy  gale  at  sea, 

A  list  of  ships,  and  captains,  and  kings  reignfaig, 
New  characten;  the  episodes  are  three: 

A  panorama  view  of  hell  *s  in  training. 
After  the  style  of  Virgil  and  of  Homer, 
So  that  my  name  of  ^ic  's  no  misnomer. 


GCI. 
All  these  tkiofi  will  be  specified  in  time. 

With  strict  regaai  to  Aristotle's  Rulea, 
The  pode  mecum  of  the  Mh  sublime. 

Which  makes  so  many  poets  aadl  tome  foola. 
Prose  poets  like  blaak^verse— I  'm  food  af  chynie— r 

Good  workmen  never  quarrel  with  their  toa^m; 
I  've  got  new  mythological  machinery, 
And  very  handsome  supernatural 


ecu. 

There 's  only  one  slight  difference  betwean 

Me  and  my  epic  brethren  gone  before. 
And  here  the  advantage  is  my  own,  J  ween 

(Not  that  I  have  not  several  merits  more); 
But  this  will  more  peeuliariy  be  seen  ; 

They  so  embellish,  that 't  is  quite  a  bore 
Their  labyrinth  of  fables  to  thread  through, 
Whereas  this  story's  actually  true. 

ccni. 

If  any  person  doubt  it,  I  appeal 

To  history,  tradition,  and  to  focts, 
To  newspapers,  whose  truth  all  know  and  feel, 

To  plays  in  five,  and  operas  in  three  acts; 
Ali  these  confirm  my  statement  a  good  deal. 

But  that  which  more  completely  hith  eiaett 
Is  that  myself,  and  several  now  in  Seville, 
Saw  Juan's  last  elopement  with  the  devil. 

CCIY. 
If  ever  I  should  condescend  to  proee, 

I  '11  write  poetical  commandments,  whieh 
Shall  supersede  beyond  all  doubt  all  tfaoao 

That  went  before ;  in  these  I  shall  enriefa 
My  text  with  many  things  that  no  one  knows. 

And  carry  precept  to  the  highest  pitch : 
I  '11  call  the  work  «  Longtnus  o'er  a  Bottle, 
Or,  Every  poet  his  own  Aristotle.* 

CCV. 
Thou  shatt  believe  in  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope? 

Thou  shalt  not  set  up  Wordsworth,  Coleridge,  Southey : 
Because  the  first  is  crated  beyond  all  hope. 

The  second  drunk,  the  third  so  quaint  and  moalhey : 
With  Crabbe  it  may  be  difficult  to  cope. 

And  Campbells  Bippoerene  is  somewhat  droatby : 
Thou  shall  not  steal  from  Samuel  Rogera,  nor 
Commit — ffirtaiiou  with  the  muse  of  Moore : 

CCVI. 
Thou  shalt  not  cetet  Mr  Sotheby's  Mnae, 

His  Pegasus,  nor  any  thing  that  *s  his : 
Thou  shalt  not  bear  false  witness,  like  c  the 

(There  *s  one,  at  least,  is  very  fond  of  this) : 
Thou  shak  not  write,  in  short,  hut  what  I  ehuse 

This  is  true  criticism,  and  yon  may  kist— 
Exactly  as  you  please,  or  not^tbe  rod. 
But  if  yon  don't.  Ill  lay  it  on,  by  G--d! 

ccvn. 

If  any  person  shoold  presume  eo  tmtn 

The  story  is  not  moral,  first,  I  prey 
That  they  will  not  cry  out  before  they  're  hurt; 

Then  that  they'll  read  it  o'er  again,  and  say 
(But,  doubtless,  nobody  will  be  so  pert) 

That  this  is  not  a  moral  tale,  though  gay; 
Besides,  in  canto  twelfth,  I  mean  to  show 
The  very  pbce  where  wicked  people  go. 


BYRON'S   WORKS. 


CCVIII. 
IF,  aficr  all,  there  should  be  some  so  blind 

To  ihcir  own  good  this  varniiij;  to  despise, 
l<pd  by  some  fortuo<ity  of  mind. 

Not  to  l»clieve  my  verse  and  their  ovru  eyes, 
And  cry  that  they  u  the  moral  cannot  lind.» 

I  tell  him,  jf  a  cler^jyinan,  he  lies — 
Sliould  captains  the  remark,  or  critics,  make, 
They  also  lie  too — under  a  misl.ikr. 

CCIX. 
Tlie  public  approbation  I  expect. 

And  bei;  they  H  take  my  word  about  the  moral. 
Which  I  with  their  amuscruent  will  connect 

:So  children  cuitini;  teeth  receive  a  coral); 
Meantime,  they  *11  doubtless  please  to  recollect 

My  epical  pretensions  to  the  laurel . 
For  fear  s(mie  prudish  readers  should  yrov  skittish, 
I  >e  bribed  uiy  grandmothers  review — the  Hritish. 

(XX. 

I  sent  it  in  a  letter  to  the  etiitor. 

Who  thank'd  me  duly  by  return  of  post — 

I  'm  for  a  handsome  article  Wit,  creditor; 
Yet,  if  my  {jentle  Muse  he  please  lo  roast, 

.\n<l  break  a  promise  after  having  made  it  her. 
nenving  the  receipt  of  what  it  cost. 

And  smear  his  pa|'c  with  jjall  instead  of  honey. 

All  I  can  say  is — that  he  had  the  money. 

CCXI. 
I  think  that  with  this  hoiy  new  alliance 

I  may  in.sure  the  public,  and  defy 
All  other  maf^azines  of  art  or  science. 

Daily,  or  monthly,  or  three-monthly;   I 
Have  not  essay'd  to  multiply  their  clients, 

Because  they  tell  roe  'l  were  in  vain  to  try. 
And  that  the  Edinbur};h  Review  and  Ouartcrly 
Treat  a  dissenting  author  very  martyrly. 

CCXII. 

M  Xon  eijo  hoc  ferrem  cnlida  jtivcuta 

Consult  Plaitco,n  Horace  said,  and  so 
Say  I,  by  w  hich  quotation  there  is  meant  a 

Hint  that  some  six  or  seven  good  years  ago 
(Long  ere  I  dreamt  of  dating  front  the  Brenta), 

I  was  most  ready  to  return  a  blow, 
And  would  not  brook  at  all  this  sort  of  thing 
In  my  hot  youth — when  (ieoige  the  Thinl  was  King. 

CCXI  II. 

Dut  now,  at  thirty  years,  my  hau"  i.>  grey 
(I  wonder  what  it  will  be  like  at  forty? 

1  thought  of  a  peruke  the  other  day). 

My  heart  is  not  much  greener ;   and,  in  short,  I 

Have  stjuanderd  my  whole  summer  while  l  was  May, 
And  feci  no  more  the  s[)iril  to  retort;   I 

Ha\e  spent  my  life,  both  interest  and  principal. 

Anil  deem  not,  what  I  deenid,  my  soul  invincible. 

<:t:xiv 

No  more — no  more — Oh  '■  never  more  on  me 
The  freshness  of  the  heart  cm  fall  like  <lew. 

Which  out  of  all  the  lo\ely  things  wo  see 
Kxtr. Ids  emotions  beautiful  and  new, 

lliv«d  ill  our  bosoms  like  the  b.ig  o  the  lioe  : 

Tliiiik'sl  thou  the  hoiu  y  with  tlio^e  objects  grew  ' 

Alls',  t  wa>  not  in  them,  but  in  thy  power. 

To  double  exeu  the  •>wcelniss  of  ;i  Hower. 


ccxv. 

No  more — n«»  mor<' — f'di !  never  more,  mv  h^art. 
Canst  thou  l>e  my  .sole  world,  my  universe! 

Once  all  in  all,  but  now  a  thing  apart, 

Tliou  canst  not  be  my  ble&siug  or  my  cnnk.*; 

The  illusion's  |;one  for  e\er,  and  thou  art 
Insensible,  I  trust,  but  uooe  the  worse; 

And  in  thy  stead  1  "ve  got  a  de.il  of  judgnjent, 

Thoiigb  iiciiM-n  knows  how  it  ever  fumiil  a  lodgment. 

ccxvi. 

Mv  diys  of  love  are  over — me  no  moreT 

The  chaims  of  maid,  wife,  and  still  less  of  widow. 

Can  make  the  fool  of  whuh  they  made  before — 
In  short  I  must  not  lead  the  life  1  did  do: 

The  credulous  hope  of  mutual  minds  is  oer; 
The  copious  use  of  claret  is  forbid,  too ; 

So,  for  a  good  old  geiitlenrnilv  vice. 

1  think  I  must  take  up  with  avarice. 

CCXMI. 

Ambition  was  mv  idol,  which  was  broken 

Before  the  shrines  of  Sorrow  and  of  Pleasure; 

And  the  two  last  have  left  me  m.iuy  a  token 
Oer  whiih  reflection  may  be  made  at  leisure: 

Now,  like  Friar  iJacons  bra/en  head,  1  've  spoken. 
«  Tune  is,  time  was,  time  s  pasl,»>  a  chyuiic  treasure 

Is  glittering  youth,  which  I  have  spent b«times — 

My  heart  in  passion,  and  my  head  on  rhymes. 

ccxvin. 

What  is  the  end  of  fame  ?  "t  is  but  to  fill 

A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper; 
Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  hill. 

Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in  rapour; 
For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  aod  heroes  kill ; 

And  bards  burn  what  they  call  their  ttmlduight  taper. >- 
To  have,  when  the  original  is  dust, 
A  name,  a  wretclied  picture,  and  worse  bust. 

CCXIX. 
What  are  the  hopes  of  man?  old  Egypt's  king, 

Cheops,  erected  the  (irst  pyramid 
And  largest,  thinking  it  was  just  the  thiiiR 

To  keep  his  memory  whole,  and  mummy  hid  ; 
But  soiiiebudy  or  other,  rummaging. 

Burglariously  broke  bin  coftiu's  lid; 
Let  not  a  monument  give  you  or  me  hopes, 
Since  not  a  pinch  of  diist  remains  of  Cheops. 

CCXX. 
But  I,  being  fond  of  true  philosophy, 

S.iy  very  often  to  myself,  ««  Alas  I 
All  things  that  have  hern  bora  were  born  to  die. 

And  flesh  (which  Death  mows  down  to  hay)  is  gras*^. 
You  've  pass'd  your  yiuith  not  lio  unpleasantly. 

And  if  you  h.ad  it  o'er  again — 't  would  pavi — 
So  thank  your  stars  that  matters  are  no  tiorsc. 
And  read  your  Bible,  sir,  and  mind  your  puiXc.  » 

CCXXI. 

But  for  the  prisent,  gentle  readerl   and 

Still  gentler  purchaser!    the  bard — that  *s  I — 

Must,  with  permission,  shake  you  by  the  hand. 
And  so  your  humble  servant,  and  gocni  bye! 

We  meet  agiin.  if  we  should  understand 
Kacli  other;   aod  if  not,  1  shall  not  trv 

Your  p.itience  further  than  by  this  short  sample — 

T  were  >»cll  if  others  follow'd  my  example 
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CCXXIL 
■  Go,  little  book,  from  this  my  solitude ! 

I  cast  thee  on  the  waters ;  qo  iby  ways! 
And  if,  as  I  believe,  thy  vein  be  good. 

The  world  will  find  thee  after  many  days.» 
When  Soottiey  's  read,  and  Wordsworth  understood, 

I  can  t  help  puttin(;  in  my  claim  to  praise — 
The  four  first  rhymes  are  Southey's,  every  line; 
For  God's  sake,  reader!  take  them  not  for  mine. 


I 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

Ofl  yc !  who  teach  llic  ingenuous  youth  of  nations, 
Holland,  France,  England,  Germany,  or  Spain, 

I  pray  ye  flog  them  upon  all  occasion;, 

It  mends  their  morals ;  never  mind  the  pain  : 

The  best  of  mothers  and  of  educations. 
In  Juan's  case,  were  but  employ'd  in  vain. 

Since  in  a  way,  that 's  rather  of  the  oddest,  he 

Became  divested  of  his  native  modesty. 

II. 
Had  he  but  been  placed  at  a  public  school, 

In  the  third  form,  or  even  in  the  fourth, 
His  daily  task  had  kept  his  fancy  cool, 

At  least  had  he  been  nurtured  in  the  north. 
Spain  may  prove  an  exception  to  the  rule, 

But  then  exceptions  always  prove  its  worth  : 
A  lad  of  sixteen  causing  a  divorce 
Puzzled  his  tutors  very  much,  of  course. 

HI. 
I  can't  say  that  it  puzzles  me  at  all, 

If  all  things  be  consider'd  :  first  there  was 
His  lady  mother,  mathematical, 

A ,  never  mind ;  his  tutor,  an  old  ast ; 

A  pretty  woman — (diat  's  quite  natural, 

Or  else  the  thing  had  hardly  come  to  pass) ; 
A  husband  rather  old,  not  much  in  unity 
With  his  young  wife — a  time,  and  opportunity. 

IV. 

Well — well,  the  world  must  turn  upon  its  axis. 
And  all  mankind  turn  with  it,  heads  or  tails, 

And  live  and  die,  make  love,  and  pay  our  taxes, 
And  as  the  veering  wind  shifts,  shift  our  sails; 

The  king  commands  us,  and  the  doctor  quacks  us, 
The  priest  instructs,  and  so  our  life  exhales, 

A  httle  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  fame. 

Fighting,  devotion,  dust — perhaps  a  name. 

V. 
I  said,  that  Juan  had  been  sent  to  Cadis — 

A  pretty  town,  I  recollect  it  well — 
T  is  there  the  mart  of  the  colonial  trade  is 

(Or  was,  before  Peru  Icani'd  to  rebel); 
And  surh  sweet  girU — I  mean  such  graceful  ladies, 

Their  very  walk  would  make  your  bosom  swell ; 
I  can't  describe  it,  though  so  much  it  strike, 
Nor  liken  it — 1  never  saw  the  like  : 


vr. 

An  Arab  horse,  a  stately  stag,  a  barb 

New  broke,  a  cameleopard,  a  gazelle. 
No — none  of  these  will  do  :  and  then  their  garb! 

Their  veil  and  petticoat — Alas  !  to  dwell 
Upon  such  things  would  very  near  absorb 

A  canto  :  then  their  feet  and  ancles! — well. 
Thank  Heaven  I  've  got  no  metaphor  qnite  ready 
(And  so  my  sober  Muse — come,  let 's  be  steady — 

VII. 
Chaste  Muse! — well,  if  yon  must,  you  must)--the  veil 

Thrown  back  a  moment  with  the  glancing  hand. 
While  the  o'erpowering  eye,  that  turns  you  pale. 

Flashes  into  the  heart. — All  sunny  land 
Of  love !  when  I  forget  you,  may  I  foil 

To        say  my  prayers— but  never  was  there  planned 
A  dress  through  which  the  eyes  give  such  a  volley. 
Excepting  the  Venetian  Fazzioli. 

VIII. 
But  to  our  tale  :  the  Donna  Inez  sent 

Her  son  to  Cadiz  only  to  embark ; 
To  stay  there  had  not  answer'd  her  intent ; 

But  why? — we  leave  the  reader  in  the  dark: 
T  was  for  a  voyage  that  the  young  man  was  meant. 

As  if  a  Spanish  ship  were  Noah's  ark. 
To  wean  him  from  the  wickedness  of  earth, 
And  send  him  like  a  dove  of  promise  forth. 

IX. 
Don  Juan  bid  his  valet  pack  his  things 

According  to  direction,  then  received 
A  lecture  and  some  money  :  for  four  springs 

He  was  to  travel;  and,  iliough  Inez  grieved 
(As  every  kind  of  parting  has  its  stings). 

She  hoped  he  would  improve — perhaps  belioved  : 
A  letter,  too,  she  gave  (he  never  read  it) 
Of  good  advice — and  two  or  three  of  credit. 

X. 

In  the  mean  time,  to  pass  her  hours  away, 
Brave  Inez  now  set  up  a  Sunday-school 

For  naughty  children,  who  would  rather  play 
(Like  truant  rogues)  the  devil  or  the  fool ; 

Infants  of  three  yean  old  were  taught  that  day. 
Dunces  were  whipp'd  or  set  upon  a  stool : 

The  great  success  of  Juan's  education 

Spurr'd  her  to  teach  another  generation. 

XI. 
Juan  embark'd— the  ship  got  under  weigh, 

The  wind  was  fair,  the  water  passing  rough  ; 
A  devil  of  a  sea  rolls  in  that  bay. 

As  I,  who  ve  cross'd  it  oft,  know  well  enough  ;     , 
.And,  standing  upon  deck,  the  dashing  spray 

Flies  in  one's  face,  and  makes  it  weather-tough: 
And  there  he  stood  to  take,  and  take  again, 
His  first— perhaps  his  last— farewell  of  Spam. 

XII. 
I  can't  bnt  say  it  is  an  awkward  sight 

To  sec  one's  native  land  receding  through 
The  growing  waters — it  unmans  one  quite ; 

Especially  when  life  is  rather  new  : 
I  recollect  Great  Britain's  coast  looks  white. 

But  almost  every  other  country's  blue, 
When,  gazing  on  them,  mystified  by  disUnce, 
We  enter  on  our  nautical  existence. 
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XIH. 
So  Juan  stood  bc\viKl<*r'd  on  the  deck  : 

The  wind  suuy,  cordaijc  slrain'd,  and  sailors  sworo, 
And  the  Nhip  creak'd,  ilie  town  bro;imL'  a  spr-ck. 

From  Mhich  away  so  fair  and  fast  they  borr. 
The  hfsl  of  remedies  is  a  beef-slcak 

Against  sea-sickne^s;  try  it,  sir,  before 
You  sneer,  and  I  assure  you  this  is  true, 
For  I  ha\e  found  it  answer— so  may  yon. 

XIV. 
Don  Juan  stood,  and,  G;»zio[;  from  the  stern, 

Kehehl  his  native  Spain  receding  far  : 
First  partin(;s  form  a  Je-vson  hard  to  learn. 

Even  nations  feel  this  when  they  go  to  war. 
There  is  a  sort  of  uoexpress'd  couci-rn, 

A  kind  of  shock  that  sets  ones  heart  ajar  . 
At  leaving  even  the  most  unpleasant  people 
And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple. 

XV. 

But  Juan  had  got  many  things  lo  leave — 
His  mother,  and  a  mistress,  and  no  wife, 

So  that  he  had  much  belter  cause  to  grieve 
Than  many  persons  more  advanced  in  life ; 

And,  if  we  now  and  then  a  sigh  must  heave 
At  quittiug  even  those  we  quit  in  strife, 

No  doubt  we  weep  for  those  the  heart  endears — 

Tliat  is,  till  deeper  griefs  congeal  our  tears. 

XVI. 
So  Juan  wept,  as  wept  the  captive  Jews 

By  Babel's  water,  still  remembering  Sion  : 
I  *d  weep,  but  mine  is  not  a  weeping  muse. 

And  such  light  griefs  are  not  a  thing  to  die  on; 
Youn^;  men  should  travel,  if  but  to  amuse 

Themselves;  and  the  next  time  their  servants  tie  on 
Behind  their  carriages  their  new  portniauleau. 
Perhaps  it  may  be  lined  with  this  my  canto. 

XVII. 
And  Juan  wept,  and  much  he  sigh'd.  and  thought, 

While  his  salt  tears  dropp'd  into  the  salt  sea, 
"Sweets  to  the  sweet ;»»  (I  like  so  much  to  quote  : 

You  must  excuse  this  exiract,  't  is  where  she, 
The  (}ueen  of  Denmark,  for  Ophelia  brought 

Flowers  to  the  grave,)  and  sobbing  often,  he 
Rellected  on  his  present  •iiiualion. 
And  seriously  resolved  on  reformation. 

XVI 11. 

K Farewell,  my  Spain!  a  long  farewell !»  he  cried, 

w  Perhaps  I  may  revisit  thee  no  more. 
But  die,  as  many  an  exiled  heart  hath  died, 

Of  its  own  thirst  to  see  again  thy  shore  : 
Farewell,  where  Guadalqui\ir's  waters  glide! 

Farewell,  my  molherl  and,  since  all  is  o'er, 
Fan'well,  too,  dearest  Julia  :»  — (here  he  drew 
Her  letter  out  again,  and  read  it  through.) 

XIX. 

«  And  oh!  if  e'er  I  should  forgcl,  I  swear— 

?,ut  that  "s  impossibl.',  and  cannot  be- 
Sooner  shall  this  bhie  ocean  melt  lo  air. 
Sooner  shall  earth  rcsoKe  i(>elf  lo  sea, 
Than  I  resign  thine  image,  oiil  ni)  fair! 
Or  think  of  any  thing,  exc  epiing  thee  : 
A  mind  diseased  no  r<*medy  can  ]»hy'.ici>  — 
•   (Here  the  ship  gave  a  lurch,  and  he  grew  sea-sick". 


XX. 

«  Sooner  shall  heaven  kiss  earth — (here  he  fell  sicker 
Oh,  Julia!  what  is  every  other  woe! — 

(For  God  s  sake,  let  me  have  a  gl.iss  of  liquor — 
Pedro!  Batlista!  help  me  down  below.) 

Julia!  my  love  ! — (you  rascal,  Pedro,  quicker) — 
Oh,  Julia  ! — (ihis  cursed  vessel  pitches  so) — 

Beloved  Julia!  hear  me  still  beseeching»> — 

(Mere  he  grew  inarticidale  wilh  retching). 

I  XXT. 

j  lie  felt  that  chilling  heaviness  of  heart, 

Or  rather  stomacii,  which,  alas!  attends, 
I  Beyond  ihc  best  a(»othecary's  art, 
I      The  loss  of  love,  the  treachery  of  friends, 
I  Or  death  of  those  we  doat  on,  when  a  part 
I      Of  us  dies  with  them,  as  each  fond  hope  ends  : 

No  doubt  he  would  have  been  much  more  pathetic. 

But  the  se.i  acted  a.s  a  strong  emetic.     . 

XXII. 

Love's  a  capricious  power;  I  've  known  it  hold 
Out  through  a  fever  caused  by  its  own  heat. 

But  be  much  puzzled  by  a  cough  and  cold. 
And  find  n  quinsy  very  hard  to  treat. 

Against  all  noble  maladies  ho  's  bold, 
But  \ulgar  illnesses  don't  like  to  meet, 

Nor  that  a  sneeze  should  interrupt  his  s-igh; 

Nor  inflammations  redden  his  blind  eye. 

XX  III. 

But  worst  of  all  is  nausea,  or  a  pain 
About  the  lower  region  of  the  bowels; 

I.ove,  who  tieroically  breathes  a  vein, 
Shrinks  from  the  application  of  hot  towels. 

And  purgauves  are  dangerous  to  his  reign. 

Sea-sickness  death  :  his  love  was  perfect,  how  else 

Could  Juan's  p.ission,  while  the  billows  roar, 

Bcsist  his  stomach,  ne'er  al  sea  before? 

XXIV. 

The  ship,  called  the  mosi  holy  «  Trinidada,» 
Was  >teering  duly  for  the  port  Leghoro  ; 

For  there  ihe  Spanish  family  Moncada 

Were  settled  long  ere  Juan's  sire  was  boru; 

They  were  relations,  and  for  ihem  he  had  a 
Letter  of  introduction,  which  the  moru 

Of  his  departure  had  been  sent  him  by 

His  Spanish  friends  for  those  in  Italy. 

XXV. 

His  suite  consisted  of  three  servants  and 

A  tutor,  the  licentiate  Pedrillo, 
Wiio  sever.d  languages  did  understand. 

But  now  lay  sick  and  speechless  on  his  pillow, 
And,  rocking  in  his  hammock,  long'il  for  l.ind» 

His  head-ache  beii>g  increased  by  every  billow  ; 
And  the  wa\es  oozing  through  the  port-hole  mado 
liis  birth  a  little  damp,  and  him  afraid. 

XXVI. 

T  was  not  without  some  reason,  for  the  wind 
Incrcascjl  al  night,  until  it  blew  a  gale; 

And  though  't  was  not  nuich  to  a  na\al  mind. 
Some  l.indsmen  wouM  have  look'd  a  little  pale. 

For  sailors  are,  in  fact,  a  different  kind  : 
Al  suij>ct  they  began  to  take  in  sail. 

For  the  sky  show'il  it  would  come  on  to  blow, 

And  carry  away,  perh.jps,  a  mast  or  so. 
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XXVII. 

At  one  o'clock,  the  vind  with  sudden  hhlii 

Threw  the  ship  right  into  the  tfx>ugh  of  the  sea. 

Which  struck  her  aft,  and  made  an  avkward  rift. 
Started  the  fttern^posl,  also  shatter  d  the 

Whole  of  her  stern-frame,  and,  ere  she  could  lift 
Hri*self  from  out  her  present  jeopardy, 

The  rudder  tore  away  :  't  was  time  to  sound 

The  pumjM,  and  there  were  four  feet  water  fouod. 

XXVIil. 
One  gang  of  people  instantly  was  put 

Upou  the  pumps,  and  the  remainder  set 
Tu  i^ei  up  part  of  the  cargo,  and  what  not. 

Rut  they  could  not  come  at  the  leak  as  yet; 
At  last  they  did  get  at  it  really,  hut 

Still  their  salvation  was  an  even  bet : 
The  water  msh'd  through  in  a  way  quite  puzzling, 
Wiiile  they  thrust  sheets,  shirts,  jackets,  hales  of  rauslio, 

XXIX. 

Into  the  opening;  but  all  such  ingredients 
Would  have  been  vain,  and  they  must  have  gone  down 

Despite  of  all  their  efforts  and  expedients. 

But  for  the  pumps :  I  'm  glad  to  make  them  known 

To  all  the  brother-tars  who  may  have  need  hence, 
For  fifty  tons  of  water  were  uplhrown 

By  them  per  hour;  and  they  had  all  been  undone 

But  for  the  maJLcr,  Mr  Man,  of  London. 

XXX. 

As  day  advanced,  the  weatlier  seem'd  to  abate. 
And  then  the  leak  they  reckon'd  to  reduce. 

And  keep  the  ship  afloat ,  though  three  feet  yeC 
Kept  two  hand  and  one  chain  pump  still  in  use. 

The  wind  blew  fresh  again  :  as  it  grew  late 

A  squall  came  on,  and,  while  some  guns  broke  loose, 

A  gust — which  all  descriptive  power  transcends — 

Laid  with  one  blast  the  ship  on  her  beam-ends. 

XXXL 

There  she  lay,  motionless,  and  seem'd  upset ; 

The  water  left  the  hold,  and  wash'd  the  decks. 
And  made  a  scene  men  do  not  soon  forget ; 

For  they  remember  battles,  fires,  and  wrecks. 
Or  any  other  tiling  that  brings  regret. 

Or  breaks  their  hopes,  or  hearts,  or  heads,  or  necks  : 
Thus  drownings  are  much  talk'd  of  by  the  divers 
And  swimmers  who  may  chance  to  be  survivors. 

xxxn. 

Immediately  the  roasts  were  eut  away, 

Both  main  and  mizen;  first  the  mizen  went. 

The  main-mast  foUow'd  :  but  the  ship  still  lay 
Like  a  mere  log,  and  baftled  our  intent. 

Foremast  and  bowsprit  were  cut  down,  and  they 
Cased  her  at  last  (although  we  never  meant 

To  part  with  all  till  every  hope  was  blighted). 

And  then  with  violence  the  old  ship  righted. 

XXXII  f. 
It  may  be  easily  supposed,  wliile  this 

Was  going  on,  some  people  %%ere  unquiet; 
Tliat  passengers  would  find  it  much  aroisa 

To  lofte  their  lives,  as  well  as  spoil  their  diet; 
Tliat  even  the  able  seaman,  deeming  his 

Days  nearly  o'er,  might  be  disposed  to  riot. 
As  upo^  such  occasions  tars  will  ask 
For  grog,  and  sometimes  drink  rum  from  the  cask. 


XXX^V. 

There  's  nought,  no  doubt,  so  much  the  spirit  calms 

As  rum  and  true  religion;  thus  it  was. 
Some  plunder'd,  some  drank  spirits,  some  sung  psalms, 

Tli«  high  wind  made  the  treble,  and  as  bass 
The  hoarse  harsh  waves  kept  time;  fright  cured  the 
qualms 

Of  all  the  luckless  landsmen's  sea-sick  maws : 
Strange  sounds  of  wailing,  blasphemy,  devotion, 
Clamour'd  in  chorus  to  the  roaring  ocean. 

XXXV. 
Perhaps  moi«  mischief  had  been  done,  but  for 

Our  Juan,  who,  with  sense  beyond  his  years. 
Got  to  the  spirit- room,  and  stood  before 

It  with  a  pair  of  pistols ;  and  their  fears , 
As  if  Death  were  more  dreadful  by  his  door 

Of  fire  than  water,  spite  of  oaths  and  tears, 
Kept  still  aloof  the  crew,  who,  ere  they  sunk. 
Thought  it  would  be  becoming  to  die  drunk. 

XXXVI. 
«  Give  ui  more  grog,*  they  cried,  «  for  it  will  b« 

All  one  an  hour  hence. »  4uan  answer'd,  «Ko ! 
T  is  true  that  death  awaits  both  you  and  m«, 

Dut  let  us  die  like  men,  not  sink  below 
Like  brutes :  •—and  thns  his  dangerous  pott  kept  b«. 

And  none  liked  to  anticipate  the  blow ; 
And  even  Pedrillo,  his  most  reverend  tutor. 
Was  for  some  rum  a  disappointed  suitor. 

XXXVIL 
The  good  old  gentleman  was  quite  aghast. 

And  made  a  locu!  and  pious  lamenlation; 
Repented  all  his  sins,  and  made  a  last 

Irrevocable  vow  of  reformation; 
Nothing  should  tempt  him  more  (this  peril  past) 

To  quit  bis  academic  occupation. 
In  cloisters  of  the  classic  Salamanca, 
I'o  follow  Juan's  wake  like  Sancho  Panes. 

XXXVIIL 
But  now  there  came  a  flash  of  hope  once  more; 

Day  broke,  and  the  wind  luU'd  :  the  masu  were  gone, 
Tlic  leak  increased ;  shoals  round  her,  but  no  shore. 

The  vessel  swam,  yet  still  she  held  her  own. 
They  tried  the  pumpa  again,  and  though  before 

Their  desperate  efforts  seem'd  all  useless  grown, 
X  glimpse  of  sunshine  set  some  hands  to  bale — 

The  stronger  pump'd,  the  weaker  thrumm'd  a  tail. 

XXXIX. 

Under  the  vessel's  keel  the  sail  was  pass'd. 
And  for  the  moment  it  had  some  effect; 

But  with  a  leak,  and  not  a  stick  of  mast 
Nor  rag  of  canvas,  what  could  tliey  expect? 

But  still  't  is  best  to  struggle  to  the  last, 
T  is  never  too  late  to  be  wholly  wreck'd  : 

And  though  't  is  true  that  man  can  only  die  once, 

T  is  not  so  pleasant  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons. 

XL 

There  winds  and  waves  had  liurfd  them,  and  from  thence. 
Without  their  will,  they  carried  tbcin  away; 

For  they  were  forced  with  steering  to  dispense, 
And  never  had  as  yet  a  quiet  day 

On  which  they  might  repose,  or  even  commence 
A  jury-mast  or  rudder,  or  could  say 

Tlic  ship  would  swim  an  hour,  which,  by  good  luck, 

Still  swam— though  not  exactly  like  a  duck. 
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KLI. 

The  Drtnd,  in  fjci,  perhaps  was  rather  loss, 

lUit  the  ship  Jabourd  so,  they  scarce  could  hope 

To  weather  out  much  lomjer;  the  distress 
Was  also  {;rrat  with  vhich  they  had  to  cope, 

For  vranl  of  wnter,  and  ihrir  «.olid  mess 
VN'as  scant  enouyh  :  in  \aiu  the  telescope 

Was  used — nor  sail  uor  sliorc  appoar'd  in  si^jlit. 

Nought  but  the  hcaxy  sea,  and  coming  nijjht. 

XLII. 
Again  the  vealher  threatcn'ii, — aj'ain  hlcvy 

A  [;ale,  and  in  the  fore  and  after  hold 
Water  appear'd,-  yet,  thou(',h  the  people  knew 

AH  this,  the  most  vere  p.iticnt.  and  some  hold, 
Until  the  chains  and  leathers  vrcre  \(orn  throu(}h 

Of  all  our  pumps  : — a  wreck  complete  she  rolld, 
v\l  mercy  of  the  waves,  whose  mercies  arc 
Like  human  beings'  during  eivil  war. 

Xldll. 
Then  came  the  carpenter,  at  last,  with  tears 

In  his  rough  eyes,  and  told  the  captain  he 
Could  do  no  more :  he  was  a  mnn  in  years, 

Anrl  long  had  voyaged  throngh  many  a  siormy  sea; 
And  if  he  wept  at  length,  they  were  not  fears 

That  made  his  eyelids  as  a  woman's  he. 
But  he,  poor  fellow,  had  a  wife  and  children — 

Two  ihuigs  for  dying  people  quite  bewildcriug. 

XLIV. 
The  ship  was  evidently  settling  now 

Fast  by  the  head;  and,  all  distinction  gone. 
Some  went  to  prayers  again,  and  made  a  vow 

Of  candles  to  their  saints — hut  there  were  none 
To  pay  them  with ;  and  some  look'd  o'er  the  bow; 

Some  hoisted  out  the  boats  :  and  there  was  one 
That  begg'd  Pedrillo  for  an  absolution, 
Who  told  him  to  be  damn'd — in  his  confusion. 

XLV. 
Some  lash'd  them  in  their  hammocks,  some  put  on 

Their  best  clothes  as  if  going  to  a  fiiir  ; 
Some  cursed  the  day  on  which  they  saw  the  sun, 

Andgnash'd  their  teeth,  and,  howling,  tore  their  hair; 
And  others  went  on,  as  they  had  begun, 

Getting  the  boats  out,  being  veil  aware 
That  a  tight  boat  will  live  in  a  rough  sea, 
ITide&s  with  breakers  close  beneath  her  Ice. 

XLVI. 

The  worst  of  all  was,  that  in  their  con<lilion. 
Having  been  sevcr.d  days  in  gre.it  distress, 
r  Mas  diflicult  to  get  out  such  provision 
As  now  might  render  their  long  suffering  loss  • 

Men,  even  when  dying,  dislike  iiMuition; 

Their  stock  was  damaged  by  the  weather's  stress; 

Two  casks  of  biscuit  and  a  keg  of  buiter 

Were  all  that  could  be  thrown  into  the  cutter. 

XLVII. 

But  in  the  lonjj-boat  they  e«»niri\ed  to  slow 

Some  ]iouiids  of  bre.iti,  tlioii;'.li  injured  by  the  wii. 

Water,  a  twenty-|;allou  cask  or  so; 

Six  Masks  of  wine;  and  tiiey  ronirived  to  get 

A  portion  of  tlicir  beef  up  from  below. 

And  With  a  pieee  <»f  pork,  iiHireo\er,  iiwt. 

But  scarce  enou|<.li  to  s(r\e  ilnin  for  a  luiu  Ijccmi  , 

Then  there  was  mm,  right  gallons  i:i  a  jMinclw  i.n. 


xr.viii. 

The  otlrer  boats,  the  yawl  and  pinnace,  had 
Been  stove  in  the  beginning  of  the  gale; 

And  the  long-boat's  condition  was  but  bad^ 
As  there  were  but  two  blankets  for  a  sail, 

.\nd  one  oar  for  a  mast,  which  a  young  lad 
Threw  in  by  good  luck  over  the  ship's  rail; 

.Vi'.d  two  boats  could  not  hold,  far  less  be  <loretf. 

To  save  one  half  the  people  then  on  board. 

XLIX. 

T  was  twilight,  for  the  sunless  day  vent  down 

Over  the  w.TSte  of  waters  :  like  a  veil , 
Whi(  h,  if  withdrawn,  wouhl  but  disclose  the  frown 

Of  one  vho  bales  us,  sn  the  ni;;ht  was  shown, 
And  grimly  darkled  o'er  iheir  faces  pale, 

And  hopeless  <'ves,  which  o'er  the  deep  alone 
Ga/ed  dim  and  deso|.\te;  twelve  days  had  Fear 
Been  their  familiar,  and  now  Death  was  here. 

L. 

Some  trial  had  been  making  at  a  raff, 
Willi  little  hope  in  such  a  rolling  sea, 

A  sort  of  thing  at  which  one  would  have  laugh'd. 
If  any  laughter  at  such  times  eould  l>e, 

I'liless  with  jM'ople  v ho  too  much  have  quaff d, 
.\nd  have  a  kiiul  of  wild  aiul  horrid  glee. 

Half  epileptical  and  half  hysterical  : 

Their  prcservaiiori  would  have  been  a  miracle. 

LI. 

At  half-past  eight  o'clock,  booms,  hen-coops,  epars. 
And  all  tliin;;s,  for  a  chance,  had  been  cTst  loose. 

Thai  still  eould  ke(p  afloat  the  strnggliog  tars. 
For  yet  they  sirove,  although  of  no  great  u.sc : 

There  was  no  lif.lit  in  heaven  but  a  few  stars; 

The  Imats  put  off  oVrerowded  with  their  crew^; 

She  gave  a  heel,  and  theu  a  lurch  to  port. 

And.  going  down  head  foremost — sunk,  in  short. 

r.ii. 

Then  rose  from  sea  to  sky  the  wild  farewell! 

Then  shriek'il  the  timid,  and  stood  still  llie  brave ; 
rheii  some  leap'd  o\crboard  with  dreadful  yell. 

As  eager  t«)  anticipate  their  grave; 
And  the  sea  vawn'd  around  her  like  a  hell, 

And  <lown  she  suck'd  with  her  the  whirling  wavr, 
I-ike  one  who  grapple,  with  his  enemy, 
And  strives  to  strangle  him  before  he  die. 

LIU. 

.\nd  lii't  one  universal  shriek  there  rush'd. 
Louder  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a  crash 

Of .  (  hoing  thunder;  and  then  all  was  hush'd, 
Sa\e  th<;  wild  wind  i'.nd  the  remors«'le*!»  dash 

Of  billows;  but  at  intervals  there  giish'd, 
Aeroinpuiied  wilh  a  coUMilsixe  splash, 

\  so!i(;,iy  shriek  —  ihe  bubbling  cry 

of  snnif  Strong  swimmer  in  his  agony. 

LIV. 

I  Ije  boats,  as  slated,  had  get  off  before, 
.\iid  in  iheni  crowded  sev«  ral  of  the  crew; 

And  vet  ili(  ir  present  hope  w.is  h  irdlv  more 
Than  what  it  had  bi-eii,  for  so  strong  it  blew, 

III)  re  wa.,  sli(;lit  chance  of  rc.iching  .my  shore, 
.Viid  ih-n  ihey  W(Mc  too  maiiv.  lliongh  so  few — 

Nine  in  the  « iitier,  thirty  in  the  boat,  « 

V.  (  re  «  oiinted  ill  them  when  iliey  got  afloat. 
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LV. 

All  the  rest  perish'd;  near  two  hundred  souls 
Had  left  their  bodifs;  and^  whnt  's  vorse,  alas! 

>Vli(-n  over  catholics  the  ocean  rolls, 

Tlicy  must  wail  scvrral  weeks  before  a  mass 

Takes  off  one  peck  of  purgatorial  coals, 

because,  till  people  know  what 's  come  to  pass, 

Tlicy  won't  lay  out  ibeir  money  on  the  dead — 

I(  co«>t&  three  francs  for  every  mass  that 's  said. 

LVI. 

Jii.in  ({ot  tnio  the  long-boat,  and  there 
Contrived  to  help  Pcdrillo  to  a  place; 

It  srtm'd  as  if  they  bad  exchaogrd  their  care, 
For  Juan  wore  the  magisterial  fnce 

^^  iiirh  courage  gives,  while  poor  Pedrillo's  pair 
Of  eyes  were  crying  for  their  owners  case ; 

linttista  (though  a  name  called  shortly  Tita) 

Was  lost  by  getting  at  some  aqua-vita. 

LVII. 

F^rdro,  his  valet,  too,  he  tried  to  save ; 

But  the  same  cause,  conducive  to  his  loss, 
I.rft  him  so  drunk,  he  jump'd  into  the  wave, 

As  o'er  the  cutter's  edge  he  tried  to  cross. 
And  so  he  found  a  wine>and-watery  grave  : 

They  could  not  rescue  him,  although  so  close, 
I'ocause  llie  sea  ran  higher  every  minute, 
/.nd  for  the  boat — the  crew  kept  crowding  in  it 

LVIII. 
A  small  old  spaniel,— which  had  been  Don  Jose's, 

His  father's,  whom  he  loved,  as  ye  may  think, 
For  on  liuch  things  tlie  memory  reposes 

>Vith  tenderness, — stood  howling  on  the  brink, 
Knowing,  (dogs  liare  such  intellectual  no^s!) 

No  doubt,  tlie  ressel  was  about  to  siuk; 
And  Juan  caught  him  up,  and,  ere  he  slepp'd 
Off,  threw  liim  in,  tlien  after  him  he  leap'd. 

LIX. 
lie  also  stnff  d  his  money  where  he  eould 

About  his  person,  and  Pedrillo's  too, 
AVho  let  htm  do,  in  fact,  whate'er  he  woold, 

Not  knowing  what  himself  to  say  or  do. 
As  every  rising  wave  his  dread  renew'd; 

But  Juan,  trusting  they  might  still  get  through. 
And  deeming  there  were  remedies  for  any  ill. 
Thus  re-embark'd  his  tutor  and  his  spaniel. 

LX. 
T  W.1S  a  rough  night,  and  blew  so  stiffly  yet. 

That  the  sail  was  becalm'd  between  the  seas, 
Tliniigh  on  the  wave's  high  top  too  much  to  set. 

They  dared  not  lake  it  in  for  all  the  breeze; 
Kach  sea  curl'd  o'er  the  stern,  and  kept  them  wet, 

And  made  them  bale  without  a  moment  s  eise, 
So  that  themselves  as  well  as  hopes  were  damp'd. 
And  the  poor  little  cutter  quickly  swamp'd. 

LXI. 
Nine  souls  more  went  in  her :  the  long-boat  still 

Kept  above  water,  with  an  oar  for  mast. 
Two  blankets  stilcli'd  together,  answering  ill 

Instead  of  sail,  were  to  the  oar  made  fast ; 
Tliougli  every  wave  roH'd  menacing  to  till, 

Ami  present  peril  all  before  surpass'd, 
Tliry  grieved  for  those  who  perish  d  with  the  cutter. 
And  also  for  the  bisruit-casks  and  butter. 


Lxn. 

The  sun  rose  red  and  fiery,  a  sure  sign 

Of  the  continuance  of  the  gale :  to  run 
Dcfure  the  sea,  until  it  should  grow  fine. 

Was  all  that  for  the  present  could  be  done: 
A  few  tea-spoonfuls  of  their  rum  and  wine 

Was  served  out  to  the  people,  who  begun 
To  faint,  and  damaged  bread  wet  through  the  bags, 
And  most  of  tliem  had  Utile  clothes  but  niga. 

LXIIl. 

They  counted  thirty,  crowded  in  a  space 

Wliich  left  scarce  room  for  motion  or  exertion! 

They  did  their  best  to  modify  their  case, 

One  half  sale  up,  though  numb'd  with  the  immersion. 

While  t'  other  half  were  laid  down  in  their  place, 
At  watch  and  watch ;  thus,  shivering  like  the  tertian 

Ague  in  its  cold  fit,  they  till'd  their  boat. 

With  nothing  but  tlie  sky  for  a  great-coat. 

LXIV. 

T  is  very  certain  the  desire  of  life 

Prolongs  it ;  this  is  obvious  to  physicians. 

When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friends  nor  wife, 
Survive  through  very  desperate  conditions, 

Decause  they  still  can  hope,  nor  shines  the  knife 
Nor  shears  of  Atropos  before  their  visions  : 

Despair  of  all  recovery  spoils  longevity, 

And  makes  men  s  miseries  of  alarming  brevity. 

LXV. 
T  is  said  that  persons  living  on  annuities 

Are  longer  lived  than  others, — God  knows  why, 
Unless  to  plague  the  grantors, — yet  so  true  it  i». 

That  some,  1  really  think,  do  never  die. 
Of  any  creditors  the  worst  a  Jew  it  is. 

And  tluit  's  their  mode  of  furnisliing  supply  : 
In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way, 
Which  I  found  very  troublesome  to  pay. 

LXVL 

T  is  thus  with  people  in  an  open  boat: 
They  live  upon  the  love  of  life,  and  bear 

More  than  can  be  believed,  or  even  thought. 

And  stand,  like  rocks,  the  tempest's  wear  and  tear; 

And  liard»hip  still  has  been  the  sailor's  lot, 

Since  Noah's  ark  went  cruising  here  and  there — 

She  had  a  curious  crew  as  well  as  cargo, 

Like  the  first  old  Greek  privateer,  the  Argo. 

LXVH. 

But  man  is  a  carnivorous  production. 

And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  day; 

lie  cannot  live,  like  woodcocks,  upon  suction, 
But,  like  the  shark  and  tiger,  must  have  prey : 

Although  hi^  anatomical  construction 
fU'ars  vegetables  in  a  grumbliug  way, 

Your  labouring  |)eople  think  beyond  all  question, 

llocf,  veal,  and  mutton,  better  for  digestion. 

LXVIII. 

And  thus  it  was  with  this  our  hapless  crew; 

For  on  the  third  day  there  came  on  a  calm. 
And  though  at  first  their  strength  it  might  renew. 

And,  lying  on  their  weariness  like  balm, 
fatll'tl  them  like  turtles  sleeping  on  the  blue 

Of  ocean,  when  they  woke  they  fell  a  qualm. 
And  fell  all  ravenously  on  their  provision, 
Instead  of  hoarding  it  with»duc  precision. 
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LXIX. 

Tlie  con>t«»quoiicc  was  rasily  fnrpsrcn  — 

Tlwy  .Uc  up  nil  iliov  liul,  aiul  dniiik  llieir  wiiii'. 

In  -ipifc  «jf  all  irfnoiistr.inrf  s,  .irul  ilirn 

Oil  what,  in  f.ut,  n<-xt  »lnv  M<Tf  li\rv  to  ditio? 

Tlu'Y  hoped  tlu»  wind  mouM  rise,  tlusc  fc»olifih  inon ! 
And  rarry  ihcm  to  sliore.  thrsr  liopos  were  liuc, 

lUil,  as  tliry  had  hut  one  oar,  and  that  hrittlc, 

II  would  Ud\o  hccii  moil'  wisf  to  savr  tluir  victual. 

LXX. 

T\ic  fourth  day  canir,  hut  not  a  hreath  of  air, 
And  orcan  sluiuiierd  liUo  an  unwrand  child: 

Thr  lifih  «lay,  and  thrir  hojt  lay  f!oatin(;  tlwTf, 
The  sea  aiul  skv  were  l)lu<*,  ami  rlpar,  ami  mild — 

With  their  one  oar    I  wi>h  tiny  had  had  a  pair; 

Wliat  couJd  they  do  I  and  liiuij;rr>»  raj;c  [;rcw  wild  : 

So  Juan's  spaniel,  spite  of  his  cuircaiini;, 

NVas  kill'd,  and  porlion'd  out  for  proscut  catin^j. 

IXXI. 

On  tho  sivtli  day  ihoy  fed  upon  hi->  liide, 
And  Jum,  who  had  still  refused.  Li-oiiusc 

The  creature  was  his  father's  dojj  that  died, 
Now  feeliuj;  all  the  vulture  in  his  jaws, 

With  soiue  remorse  reori\rd  ('|)ioii{;h  lir>.l  di'ni«;d;. 
As  a  [;reat  favour,  one  of  (lit-  fon-paws. 

Which  he  di\i<Ied  with  l*c(lrilIo,  who 

iK.'Vuuid  it,  loinjlu^;  for  the  other  too. 

LXXII. 

Tlie  seventh  day,  and  no  wiml — the  hurfiinjj  suti 
lilister'd  and  s<orcird;  and,  sia(;uant  on  the  sea, 

Tliey  lay  like  eareas>,es;  and  liope  was  none, 
Si>c  in  the  bvccTo  that  e.uue  not,  savayely 

They  jlarcd  upon  each  other — all  was  done. 

Water,  and  wine,  and  foo«l, — atjd  you  ini(jht  see 

The  lou(pn[;s  of  the  cannihil  arise 

I  Although  they  spoke  not;  in  their  wollish  eyes, 

LXXIII. 

At  lenjjth  one  wlii<iper'd  his  companion,  who 
Whisprr'd  another,  and  thus  it  went  round, 

And  tlieu  into  a  hoarser  nuuinur  ;;rew. 

An  ominous,  and  wil.l,  and  liesperale  sound; 

And  when  his  comrade'^  lhom;ht  each  sufhrer  knew, 
T  was  1ml  his  own,  suppre-,s<|  till  now,  hi-  fiiund  : 

Autl  out  they  spoke  of  JoU  for  lle^h  and  hlood, 

And  win)  should  die  to  he  his  f(  ll!)Ws'  food. 

LXXIV. 

[ill  ere  they  came  to  this,  they  that  day  -hared 
Some  leathern  caps,  and  what  remaiu'd  of  shoes; 

And  then  they  look  d  around  tln-m,  and  desjtaird, 
And  none  to  he  the  sicrillce  would  ehuse; 

At  |eu[;th  ihe  lots  were  torn  up  ami  j>repare«l, 
I'ut  of  materials  that  much  shock  the  muse  — 

'.Saving  no  paper,  for  the  want  of  hctlcr, 

'I'hey  look  hy  forci-  frn;i:  .hi  in  JuH  is  lett.-r. 

I.XXV. 

I  \ir  lots  were  made,  and  nr»rk"d,  ami  mix  d.  and  handed 

In  silent  horror,  and  lln-ir  dKlriluiliun 
t.idid  even  the  sa\..'i;o  hun,;r'-  wliieh  dem  indcd. 

Like  the  Priimetin>an  \Mhiir(>.  tlii-i  p   liutiou; 
Noui'  in  p.irticnl  ir  h  id  soii;;ht  (-r  planiiil  il, 

T  \v  is  nalme  |;ua\\  tl  them  to  this  revohilUn), 
I'v  v.hicli  niiiii'  were  peniiilif  1  tr)  |,e  m  ulcr — 
.\iid  llie  lot  (.ii  (III  .hian  s  li:(l\!.">-  tutor. 


LXXVI. 

Mr  hut  requested  to  be  l)led  to  death  : 
The  sur[;eon  had  Uh  instruments  and  bled 

IVdrillo;  and  <;o  ecnily  ebh'd  his  lireath. 

You  hardly  ctuihl  perceivo  when  he  was  dead. 

lie  died  as  born,  a  (^ilholic  in  failh, 

Like  most  in  the  belief  in  which  they  're  bred, 

And  lirst  a  little  crucdix  he  kiss'd, 

.\ud  then  held  out  his  jut;idtr  and  wrist. 

LX.XVII. 

S  he  sur{}f  on,  as  there  was  uo  oihcr  fee, 
IJ ad  ills  first  choice  of  mor.sels  for  hij,  paiot; 

Hut  beinj;  thirstiest  at"the  moment,  he 

I'rcferr'd  a  draui^hi  from  llie  fast-flowing  >ein5» . 

'•'art  was  divitled,  part  thrown  in  the  sea, 

Aiui  such  thiii(;&  as  the  entrails  and  the  briit:ia 

i'ifljaled  two  sharks,  who  follow'd  o'er  the  billow  — 

The  sailors  ate  the  rest  of  poor  Pedrillo. 

LXXV.II. 

!  ho  sailors  ate  him,  all  save  three  or  four, 
Who  wen*  not  quite  so  fond  uf  animal  food; 

To  these  was  added  Juan,  who,  before 
Refusing;  his  own  spaniel,  hardly  could 

i'eel  now  iiis  appriiie  increased  much  more; 
T  was  not  to  be  expected  that  he  should, 

ILven  in  extiemity  of  their  disaster. 

Dine  with  them  on  liis  pasior  and  his  master. 

LXXIX. 

T  was  better  that  be  «lid  not;  for,  in  fact, 
The  conseipience  was  awful  in  the  exlreoir. 

Tor  tliev,  who  Were  most  ravenou.s  in  fbe  act. 

Went  ranini;  mad — Lord!  how  they  did  blnspbrm. 

And  foam  and  roll,  with  strange  convulsions  rackd, 
Dnnkini;  s.dt  water  like  a  niountnin-strram. 

Tearing,  and  grinning,  howling,  screeching,  swrario;', 

\u(\,  with  hyrena  laughter  died  despairing. 

LXXX. 

Tluir  numbers  were  nuich  tijinn'd  by  this  intlinio':, 
And  all  il:e  rest  were  thin  enough,  Ilea\ea  kuows. 

Ami  some  of  them  had  lost  their  recollection. 

Happier  than  they  who  still  perceived  llieir  w<»c>; 

But  others  ponder  (I  on  a  new  dissection, 
.\s  if  not  warn'd  sufhcicntly  by  those 

Who  had  already  perish'd,  suffering  madly, 

lor  havmg  used  iheir  ajipeiiles  so  sadly. 

LXXXL 

And  next  they  thought  upon  the  master's  mate. 
As  faiiest ;  but  he  saved  himself,  because, 

•  Sesides  i)eitjg  nuich  a\cr^e  from  such  a  fate, 
1  here  were  some  other  reasuus  :  the  lirst  was, 

lie  had  been  ratiier  in(lis|iosed  of  late, 

And  ihat  which  chielly  proved  his  saving  clause, 

"vV'as  a  small  pres«iil  made  to  him  at  Ciidiz, 

r>v  geneial  sujisci  i|>tion  of  th<-  ladies. 

LXXXII 

i/f  pt>or  Pedrillo  something  still  remain  il, 

llui  it  was  used  sparin^-ly, — some  were  afraid. 

And  f»iiirrs  slill  I  heir  ap|eliies  constraint!. 
Or  hut  at  times  a  little  sup|)eT  made; 

V  I  except  Juan,  who  thioii|;hout  ahslaiu'd, 
l)lu  v\ii:g  a  pi.-ee  of  bamh<».),  and  some  lead  : 

.\l  leii(;ili  ihev  caught  ivNo  iuioliies  and  »  ni»<UIy, 

.\  'd  tiK  n  thiv  left  olf  e.uiiig  the  dea.l  b«>.ly. 
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LXXXIII. 

And  if  Pcdrillo's  fate  sliould  sUockiog  be, 

Rrmember  Ugoliao  coade«ceods 
1  o  eat  (he  head  of  his  arclheoemy 

Ttie  iDomeDt  after  be  pohiely  ends 
His  tale;  if  foes  be  food  in  hell,  at  sea 

T  is  surely  fair  to  dine  upon  our  friends, 
When  Khipwreck'«  short  ailowatice  grows  loo  scanty, 
Wiihout  being  much  more  horrible  llian  Dante. 

LXXXIV. 

And  the  same  night  there  fell  a  shower  of  rain, 

For  which  their  mouikis  gaped,  like  the  cracks  of  earth 

When  drie<l  to  summer  dui»t;  till  taught  by  pain. 
Men  really  know  not  wliat  good  water  s  worth  : 

If  you  had  been  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 

Or  with  a  famish'd  boats-crew  had  your  birth, 

Or  iu  the  desert  heard  the  eamers  bell, 

You  'd  wish  yourself  where  Truth  is — in  a  well. 

LXXXV. 
It  pour'd  down  torrenu,  but  they  were  no  richer, 

Until  they  found  a  ragged  piece  of  mheet, 
Which  served  them  as  a  sort  of  spongy  pitcher, 

And  when  they  deem'd  its  moisture  was  complete. 
They  ruag  it  out,  and,  though  a  thirsty  ditcher 

Might  not  have  thought  the  scanty  draught  so  sweet 
Asa  full  pot  of  porter,  to  their  thinking 
They  ne'er  till  now  had  known  the  joys  of  drinking. 

LXXXVI. 

And  their  baked  hps  ^ith  many  a  bloody  crack, 
Suck'd  in  the  moisture,  which  like  nectar  stream'd; 

Their  ihroau  were  ovens,  tlieir  swoln  tongues  were  black, 
As  the  rich  man's  in  hell,  who  vainly  scream'd 

To  beg  the  beggar,  who  could  not  rain  back 
A  drop  of  dew,  when  every  drop  had  seem'd 

To  taste  of  heaven  :  if  this  be  true,  indeed, 

Some  Christians  have  a  comfortable  creed. 

LXXXVII. 

There  were  two  fathers  in  this  ghastly  crew, 

And  with  them  their  two  sons,  of  whom  the  one 

Was  more  robust  and  hardy  to  the  view, 
But  he  died  early;  and  when  he  was  gone. 

His  nearest  messmate  told  his  sire,  who  threw 

One  glance  on  him,  aud  said,  «  Heaven  s  will  be  done  \ 

I  can  do  nothing, »  and  he  saw  him  tiirown 

Into  the  deep,  without  a  tear  or  groan. 

LXXXVIII. 

The  other  father  had  a  weaklier  child. 

Of  a  soft  cheek,  and  a-specl  delicate; 
But  the  boy  bore  up  loog,  and  witli  a  mild 

And  patient  spirit,  held  aloof  his  fate ; 
Little  he  said,  aud  now  and  then  he  smiled, 

As  if  to  win  a  part  from  off  the  weight 
lie  saw  increasing  on  his  fathers  heart, 
W  iili  the  deep  deadly  thought,  that  they  must  part. 

LXXXIX. 

And  o'er  him  bent  his  sire,  aud  never  raised 
His  eyes  from  off  his  fare,  but  wiped  the  foam 

From  his  pale  Hps,  aud  ever  on  him  gazed; 

And  when  the  wish  d-for  shower  at  length  was  coino, 

And  the  boy's  eyes,  which  the  dull  film  half  glased, 
Drightcn'd,  and  for  a  moment  seem'd  to  roam. 

He  sqiieczf-d  from  out  a  rag  some  drops  of  rain 

Into  his  dying  child's  mouili— but  in  vain. 


XG. 

The  boy  eipircd>-the  father  held  the  clay. 
Aim!  look'd  upon  it  long,  and  when  at  last 

l^cath  left  no  doubt,  and  the  dead  burthen  lay 
Stiff  on  his  lieart,  and  pulse  and  hope  were  past, 

Ue  watch'd  it  wistfully,  until  away 
T  was  borne  by  the  rude  wave  wherein  't  was  cast ; 

Then  he  him!«elf  sunk  down,  all  dumb  and  shivering 

And  gave  no  signs  of  life,  save  his  limbs  quivering. 

XCI. 

Now  overhead  a  rainbow,  bursting  through 
The  scattering  clouds,  shone,  spanning  the  dark  sea, 

Resting  its  briglit  base  on  the  quivering  blue: 
And  all  within  its  arch  appear'd  to  be 

Clearer  than  that  without,  and  its  wide  hue 
Wax'd  broad  and  wavinj  like  a  banner  free, 

Then  changed  like  to  a  bow  that 's  bent,  and  then 

Forsook  the  dim  eyes  of  these  shipwrcck'd  men. 

XCII. 
It  changed,  of  course;  a  heavenly  cameleon. 

The  airy  child  of  vapour  aud  the  sun. 
Brought  forth  in  purple,  cradled  in  vermilion. 

Baptised  in  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in  dun, 
GUttcriug  like  crescents  o'er  a  Turk  s  pavilion, 

And  blending  every  colour  into  one — 
Ju<.t  like  a  black  eye  in  a  recent  scufUe 
(For  sometimes  we  must  box  without  the  mtifOe). 

xaii. 

Our  shipwreck'd  seamen  thought  it  a  good  omen-^ 
It  li  as  well  to  thiuk  so,  now  and  then; 

T  was  an  old  custom  of  the  Greek  and  Roman, 
And  may  become  of  great  adv,intagc  when 

Folks  are  discouraged;  aud  most  surely  uo  men 
Had  greater  need  to  nerve  themselves  again 

Thau  these;  and  so  this  rainbow  look'd  hke  hope<— 

Ouite  a  celestial  kaleido-tcope. 

XGIV. 
About  this  time  a  beautiful  white  bird, 

Web-footed,  not  unlike  a  dove  iu  size 
And  plumage  (probably  it  might  have  err'd 

Upon  its  course),  p.iks'd  oft  before  their  eyes, 
And  tried  to  perch,  although  it  saw  aud  heard 

The  men  within  the  boat,  and  iu  this  guise 
It  cauie  and  went,  and  Huiterd  round  them  till 
Night  fell : — this  seem'd  a  better  omen  still. 

XCV. 
But  in  this  case  I  also  mu^t  remark, 

T  was  well  this  birtl  of  prunitse  did  not  perch, 
Because  the  tackle  of  our  shaticrd  bark 

Was  not  so  safe  for  roosting  as  a  church; 
And  had  it  been  the  dove  from  Noah's  ark. 

Returning  there  from  her  successful  search, 
Which  in  their  way  that  moment  chanced  to  fall, 
They  would  have  eat  her,  olive-branch  aud  all. 

XCVI. 

With  twilight  it  again  camn  on  to  blow, 

But  not  with  violence;  the  stars  shone  out, 
rhe  boat  made  w-iy;  yel  now  ihey  were  so  low. 

They  knew  not  where  uor  what  they  were  about; 
Some  fancied  they  saw  land,  ami  some  said  «  No  Ii> 

The  frequent  fog-banks  ga>c  them  cause  to  doubt- 
Some  swore  that  they  heaui  breakers,  others  giin!», 
iVud  all  mistook  about  tlic  latter  once. 
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XCVlI. 

As  morning  broke,  the  Ii{;lit  wind  died  away, 

Wlicn  lie  who  had  the  watch  s>unQ  out,  and  svrorc 
If 't  was  not  land  that  rose  with  th»>  sun's  ray 

ITc  wish'd  that  land  he  never  nii{;hl  fee  more  : 
And  the  rest  ruhh'd  their  eyes,  and  saw  a  bay, 

Or  lhoiii;hl  they  saw,  and  shaped  their  course  for 
shore  ; 
For  shore  it  was,  and  gradually  grew 
Disiitirt  and  high,  and  p.dpihlc  to  view. 

XCVIII. 
And  then  of  these  some  part  burst  into  tears. 

And  olherr^,  looking  wiih  a  stupid  stare. 
Could  not  yet  separate  their  hope*  from  frars, 

And  vem'd  as  if  they  had  no  furthfr  care; 
While  a  few  prayd — (the  lirst  time  for  some  years^  — 

And  at  the  lioitom  of  the  boat  ihiee  were 
Asleep;  they  shook  them  by  the  lianti  and  hc;id. 
And  tried  to  awaken  them,  but  found  them  dead. 

XCIX. 
The  day  before,  fast  sleeping  on  the  water, 

They  found  a  turtle  of  the  hawk\-bill  kind. 
And  by  good  fortune,  gliiliug  softly,  eaugiit  her, 

Which  yielded  a  days  life,  and  to  their  mind 
Proved  even  still  a  more  nutritious  matter, 

Ueeause  it  left  eneour.igement  behind: 
They  thought  that  in  such  p(  rils,  more  than  chance 
Had  sent  them  this  for  their  deliverance. 

C. 
The  land  appeard,  a  high  and  rooky  coast, 

And  higher  grew  the  mount  uns  as  they  drew. 
Set  by  a  current,  toward  it:  they  were  lost 

In  various  conjectures,  for  none  knew 
To  what  part  of  the  eanh  they  had  been  tossd, 

So  chuigeable  had  been  the  winds  that  blew; 
Some  thought  it  w.is  .Mount  .Y.ian,  some  the  highland-; 
Of  Candia,  Cyprus,  Uhodes,  or  other  islands. 

CI. 
.Mc.mtinie  the  current,  with  a  rising  g.tlc, 

Stdl  set  them  ouwanls  to  the  w«l(ome  shore, 
l/iUc  Ch.u'on;,  bark  of  siM'eires,  dull  and  pale: 

I  heir  living  frei^'Jit  w.is  now  reduced  to  four, 
And  lluee  dead,  whom  their  strength  could  not  avail 

To  heave  into  the  <leep  with  those  before, 
ThoU';li  (he  two  sh;uks  still  followd  them,  aud  dashil 
The  spr  ly  mto  their  faces  as  ihey  splashd. 

cir. 

Famine,  de>p.iir,  cold,  thirst,  aud  licit  h:id  done 
Th.  ir  work  on  them  by  turns,  autl  thimiM  iIk  m  lo 

Such  things,  a  mother  had  not  known  her  son 
Auiidst  the  skeletons  of  that  gaunt  crew ; 

I'.v  nij;hl  rhiU'il,  by  day  seorchd,  (liu-;  one  I)y  one 
Tiii'V  jiTishd,  nuld  vvilherd  to  tli.sc  few, 

But  thielly  I»y  a  speric,  of  sc|f-sIani;li;<T, 

lu  w.ishiii^  down  l*cdri!lo  wilh  sait  v. iter. 

cm. 

As  lliev  <hcw  nigh  the  land,  wiii.  h  now  was  seen 

L'ne<iu.d  in  its  aspect  here  and  there, 
They  felt  lh<:  frchnevs  of  iu  groviiij;  green. 

That  w.ived  in  forest  lops,  .luil  snuioiln!  the  ;iir, 
.\nd  fell  upon  their  gli/ed  eyes  liki-  a  screen 

From  glislening  waves,  .lud  skii's  so  hot  aud  b.ire — 
Lovely  seeni'd  any  objeet  lli.it  should  sweep 
Aw.iy  the  vast,  salt,  dread,  eternal  «h-cp. 


ClV. 
The  shore  look'd  wild,  without  a  trace  of  man. 

And  girt  by  formidable  waves;  but  they 
Were  m.id  for  l.tutl,  and  thus  their  courst*  they  ran. 

Though  right  a-Iicad  the  roaring  breakers  Jay  : 
.\  reef  between  llieiu  also  now  began 

To  show  its  boiling  surf  and  bounding  spray. 
Hut  linciing  no  j)laee  for  their  landing  belter, 
Tiiev  ran  the  boat  for  shore,  and  overset  licr. 

CV. 

But  in  his  native  stream,  the  Cua  lalquivir, 
.lu:in  to  hoe  his  youthful  limbs  was  wont; 

Aud,  haviug  learn  d  to  swim  in  that  swcel  river, 
IFul  ofleu  turu'd  the  art  to  some  account. 

A  belter  swinuner  you  could  scarce  see  ever. 
He  could,  perhap*,  have  pass'd  the  Hellespont. 

As  once  (a  feit  on  whieh  ourselves  i»c  prided) 

Leandcr,  Mr  Akeidiead,  and  I  did. 

CVI. 

So,  here,  though  faint,  emaciated,  and  stark, 
lie  buoy'd  his  boyish  limbs,  and  strove  to  ply 

With  the  quick  vave,  and  gain,  ere  it  was  dark. 
The  beach  which  l.iy  before  him,  high  aud  dry: 

The  i;re.ttest  danger  here  was  from  a  shark, 
Th.it  carried  off  his  neighbour  by  the  thigh; 

As  for  the  other  two,  they  could  not  swim, 

So  nobody  arrived  on  shore  but  him. 

GYH. 

Nor  yet  hrtd  he  arrived  but  for  the  oar, 

Which,  providentiilly  for  him,  was  wash'd 

Jusi  as  his  feeble  arms  could  strike  no  more. 

And  the  hard  wave  o'erwhelm'd  him  as  't  was  da*h  i 

Within  his  grasp;  he  ilung  lo  it,  anil  sore: 
The  w.Hers  beat  while  he  thereto  was  lash'J  ; 

At  last,  >viih  swimming,  wading,  scrambling,  L«» 

Uollii  on  the  beach,  half  seuseless,  from  the  sea  : 

CVIII. 
There,  bre.whiess,  wilh  his  digging  nails  he  clung 

Fast  lo  the  s;ind,  lest  the  returning  wave, 
From  whose  lehiciant  roar  his  life  he  wrung^. 

Should  suck  him  b;ick  to  her  insatiate  gr.i>e  : 
-Vnd  there  he  lay,  full-length,  where  he  was  tlung, 

before  the  entrance  of  a  cliff-worn  ca\e. 
With  just  enou^jh  of  life  to  feel  its  paiu, 
Aud  deem  that  il  was  saved,  perhaps  in  vain. 

CIX. 

Wilh  slow  and  st;i;!gf  ring  effort  he  arose, 
I5ut  sunk  :i^;iin  uporr  his  bleeding  knee 

And  ijuivering  hand;  and  then  he  look'd  for  llir>>i> 
Who  lo.ig  had  been  his  mates  upon  the  sea, 

lint  none  of  liiem  ;ij)pear'd  lo  share  his  woes, 
S.ive  «ini-,  a  corpse  from  out  the  ftmish'd  tliree. 

Who  (lied  two  d.Tys  before,  and  now  had  found 

.\n  unknown  b.irren  beach  for  burial  ground. 

ex. 

.\ud.  as  \if  gazed,  his  dizzy  brain  spun  fast. 
And  down  he  sirnk:  auil  as  lie  sunk,  the  sand 

.Sw.nii  round  ;nid  roun<l,  and  all  his  srnses  pas, "J  .- 
lie  fed  upon  his  side,  ;ind  his  strelrhd  hand 

Droup'il  (iiipping  on  the  oar  (their  jury-uia>t). 
And.  like  a  wither'<l  lily,  on  the  land 

IliN  sli  nJer  fiame  aud  pallid  aspect  lay. 

As  fan-  a  thing  as  e'er  was  forind  of  clay. 
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CXI. 

Ilow  I009  ia  hU  damp  crance  yonng  Joan  lay 
lie  knew  not,  for  the  earth  vat  i^one  for  him. 

And  lime  had  nothing  more  of  night  nor  day 
For  hit  congealing  blood,  and  lenies  dim : 

And  how  thit  heavy  fiininett  patt'd  away 
He  knew  not,  till  each  painful  pulte  and  Umb, 

And  tingling  vein,  leem'd  throbbing  back  to  life. 

For  Death,  thoagh  vanqnith'd,  atill  retired  with  strife. 

exit. 

Bit  eyet  he  open'd,  that,  again  nncloted, 
For  ail  wat  doubt  and  dixziness :  he  thonght 

He  ttill  wat  in  the  boat,  and  bad  but  doied, 
And  firlt  again  with  hb  detpair  o'erwroufl^t, 

And  with'd  it  death  in  which  he  had  reposed; 
And  then  once  more  hit  feelingt  back  were  brought, 

And  tlowly  by  hit  twimming  eyet  was  teen 

A  lovely  female  face  of  teventeen. 

CXIII. 
T  wat  bending  clote  o'er  hit,  and  the  tmall  month 

Seem'd  almott  prying  into  hit  for  breath ; 
And  chafing  him,  the  toft  warm  hand  of  youth 

Recall'd  hit  antwering  tpiritt  back  from  death ; 
And,  balhiag  hit  chill  templet,  tried  to  toothe 

Each  pulte  to  animation,  till  beneath 
Itt  gentle  touch  and  trembling  care,  a  tigh 
To  thete  kind  effortt  made  a  low  reply. 

CXIV. 
Then  wat  the  cordial  poured  and  mantle  flung 

Around  hit  tcarce-clad  limbt ;  and  the  fair  arm 
Ratted  higher  the  feint  head  which  o'er  it  bung; 

And  her  trantparent  cheek,  all  pure  and  warm, 
Pillow'd  hit  death-like  forehead ;  then  tlie  wrung 

Hit  dewy  curlt,  long  dreoch'd  by  every  ttorm; 
And  watch'd  with  eagemett  each  throb  that  drew 
A  sigh  feom  hit  heaved  boeom — and  hert  too. 

CXV. 

And  lifting  him  with  care  into  the  cave, 
The  gentle  giri,  and  her  attendant,— >one 

Young,  yet  her  elder,  and  of  brow  lest  grave. 
And  more  robust  of  figure, — then  begun 

To  kindle  fire,  and  at  the  new  flamet  gave 

Light  to  the  rockt  which  rooPd  them,  which  the  tun 

Had  never  teen,  the  maid,  or  whatsoe'er 

She  wat,  appear'd  dittinct,  and  uU,  and  feir. 

CXVI. 
Her  brow  wat  overhung  with  coins  of  gold, 

That  tparkled  o'er  the  auburn  of  her  hair, 
Her  cluttering  hair,  whose  longer  lockt  were  rolFd 

In  braidt  behind,  and,  though  her  stature  wera 
Even  of  the  highest  for  a  female  mould. 

They  neariy  reach'd  her  heel ;  and  in  her  air 
There  was  a  something  which  bespoke  command, 
At  one  who  wat  a  lady  in  the  land. 

CXVU. 
Her  hair,  I  taid,  wat  aubom ;  but  her  eyet 

Were  black  at  death,  their  laches  the  tame  hue. 
Of  downcatt  length,  in  wbote  silk  thadow  lies 

Deepett  attraction,  for  when  to  the  view 
Forth  from  itt  raven  fringe  the  full  glance  fliet. 

Ne'er  with  tnch  force  the  twiftett  arrow  flew: 
T  it  at  the  snake,  late  coil'd,  who  pourt  hu  length. 
And  hurls  at  once  hit  venom  and  his  strength. 


CXVIIf. 
Her  brow  wat  white  and  low,  her  chefs'  pure  dye 

Like  twilight  rosy  still  with  the  set  tun ; 
Short  upper  lip — tweet  lipt !  that  make  ut  tigh 

Ever  to  have  teen  tuch;  for  she  was  one 
Fit  for  the  model  of  a  statuary 

(A  race  of  mere  impostors,  when  all  *s  dcme — 
I  *ve  seen  much  finer  women,  ripe  and  real. 
Than  all  the  nonsense  of  their  ttone  ideal. 

CXIX. 
1 11  tell  yon  why  I  tay  to,  for 't  it  jutt 

One  thonld  not  rail  without  a  decent  cause: 
There  wat  an  Irith  lady,  to  whose  butt 

I  ne'er  taw  justice  done,  and  yet  the  was 
A  frequent  model ;  and  if  e'er  the  must 

Yield  to  ttem  Time  and  Nature't  wrinkling  laws^ 
They  will  destroy  a  fece  which  mortal  thought 
Me'er  compass'd,  nor  leu  mortal  chisel  wrought). 

cxx. 

And  such  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  cave: 
Her  dress  wat  very  different  from  the  Spanish, 

Simple,  and  yet  of  colours  not  so  grave; 

For,  as  you  know,  the  Spanish  women  banish 

Bright  hues  when  out  of  doors,  and  yet,  while  wat e 
Around  them  (what  I  hope  will  never  vanith) 

The  batquina  and  the  mantilla,  they 

Seem  at  the  tame  time  myttical  and  gay. 

CXXI. 

But  with  our  damsel  this  was  not  the  case : 
Her  drcM  was  many-colour'd  finely  spun ; 

Her  locks  curl'd  negligently  round  her  fece, 
But  through  them  gold  and  gems  profusely  shone ; 

Her  girdle  sparkled,  and  the  richest  lace 

Flow'd  in  her  veil,  and  many  a  precious  stone 

Flash'd  on  her  little  hand ;  but,  what  was  shocking, 

Her  small  snow  feet  had  slippers,  bat  no  stocking. 

CXXII. 
The  other  female's  dress  was  not  unlike, 

But  of  inferior  materials :  she 
Had  not  to  many  omamentt  to  ttrike : 

Her  hair  had  tilver  only,  bound  to  be 
Her  dowry;  and  her  veil,  in  form  alike, 

Wm  coarser;  and  her  air,  though  firm,  less  free ; 
Her  hair  was  tliicker,  but  less  long ;  her  eyes 
As  black,  but  quicker,  and  of  smaller  site. 

CXXIII. 
And  these  two  tended  him,  and  cheer'd  him  both 

With  food  and  raiment,  and  those  soft  attentions. 
Which  are  (as  1  must  own)  of  female  growth. 

And  have  ten  thousand  delicate  inventions ; 
They  made  a  most  superior  mess  of  broth, 

A  thing  which  poesy  but  seldom  mentions. 
But  the  best  dith  that  e'er  was  cook*d  since  Homer's 
Achilles  order'd  dinner  for  new  comers. 

CSXfV. 

I  til  tell  you  who  they  were,  this  female  pair, 
Lett  they  thould  teem  princctset  in  ditguite ; 

Betidet  I  hate  all  myttery,  and  that  air 
Of  clap-trap,  which  your  recent  poeta  prise ; 

And  to,  in  thort,  the  girlt  they  really  wera 
They  shall  appear  before  your  curious  eyes, 

Mistress  and  maid ;  the  first  was  only  daughter 

Of  an  old  man  who  lived  upon  the  water. 
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CXXV. 

A  fisherman  he  had  been  in  his  youth, 
And  still  a  sort  of  tishcrman  >»as  he  ; 

DiU  other  speculations  were,  in  sooth, 
Added  to  his  coune\iou  with  the  sea, 

Perhaps,  not  so  respectable,  in  truih  : 
A  litile  smucyling,  aud  some  piracy, 

Left  him,  at  last,  the  sole  of  many  masters 

Of  an  ill-gotten  million  of  piastres. 

CXXVI. 

A  fisher,  therefore,  was  he — though  of  men, 
Like  Peter  the  Apostle — and  he  fish'd 

For  wandering  mcrchani-vesseU,  now  and  then. 
And  sometimes  caught  as  many  as  he  wish'd; 

The  cargoes  he  contiscatcd,  and  gaiu 

He  sought  in  the  slave-market  too,  and  dish'd 

Full  many  a  morsel  for  that  Turkish  trade, 

Ity  which,  no  doubt,  a  good  deal  may  be  made. 

CXXVII. 

He  was  a  Greek,  and  on  his  isle  had  built 
(One  of  the  wild  and  smaller  Cyclades) 

A  very  handsome  house  from  out  his  guilt, 
And  there  he  lived  exceedingly  at  ease. 

Heaven  knows  what  cash  he  got,  or  blood  he  spill, 
A  sad  old  fellow  w.is  he,  if  you  please. 

Rut  this  I  know,  it  w.is  a  spacious  building. 

Full  of  barbaric  carving,  paint,  aud  gilding. 

CXXVHI. 
He  had  an  only  daughter  call'd  llaidee. 

The  greatest  heiress  of  the  Eastern  isles  ; 
Itesitles  so  very  be;4utiful  was  she, 

Her  dowry  was  as  nothing  to  her  smiles  : 
Still  in  her  teens,  and  like  a  lovely  tree 

So  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 
Rejected  several  suitors,  just  to  learn 
How  to  accept  a  betU'r  in  his  turn. 

CXXIX. 

And  walking  out  upon  the  beach,  below 

The  cliff,  towards  sunset,  on  thai  day  she  found. 

Insensible,— not  dead,  but  nearly  so,— 

Don  Juan,  almost  famishd,  and  half  drown'd  ; 

But,  being  naked,  she  >*as  shockd,  you  know, 
Yet  deeni'd  herself  in  common  pity  bound, 

As  far  as  in  her  lay,  ««  to  Uike  him  in, 

A  strangor,»  dying,  with  so  white  a  skiu. 

cxxx. 

Ihit  taking  him  into  her  father's  bouse 
Was  not  exactly  the  best  way  to  save. 

But  like  conveying  to  the  cat  the  mouse. 
Or  people  in  a  trance  into  their  grave  ; 

(Icciunc  the  good  old  man  had  so  much  «  itO'Ji,* 
I'nlike  the  honest  Arab  thieves  so  brave. 

He  would  have  hospitably  cured  the  stranger, 

\iul  sold  him  inst^intly  when  out  of  danger. 

CXXXI. 

\nd  therefore,  with  her  maid,  she  thought  it  best 
(A  virgin  always  on  her  maid  relics) 

To  pi. ICC  him  in  the  cave  for  present  rest : 
And  vvheo,  ut  last,  he  opeud  his  black  eyes, 

licir  cli.uity  increased  about  tht  ir  guest: 
And  then  compassion  grew  to  such  a  size, 

t  npcuM  h  ilf  the  turnpike-gates  to  heaven — 

S.tint  Paul  ^ays  I  is  the  toll  Nviiich  nuLst  bo  given'. 


CXXXH. 

They  made  a  fire,  but  such  a  fire  as  they 
Upon  the  moment  could  contrive  with  such 

.Materials  as  were  cast  up  round  the  bay, 

Some  broken  planks  and  oars,  that  to  the  touch 

Were  nearly  tinder,  since  so  long  they  lay, 
A  mast  was  almost  crumbled  to  a  crutch; 

But,  by  God's  grace,  here  wrecks  were  in  such  pleafy, 

Tliat  there  was  fuel  to  have  furnish'd  twenty. 

CXXX  HI. 

He  had  a  bed  of  furs  and  a  pelisse, 

For  Haidec  stripp'd  her  sables  off  to  make 

His  couch  ;  and  that  he  might  be  more  at  ease. 
And  warm,  in  case  by  chance  he  should  awake. 

They  also  gave  a  petticoat  apiece. 

She  aud  her  maid,  and  promised  by  day-hreak 

To  pay  him  a  fresh  visit,  with  a  dish 

For  breakfast,  of  eggs,  coffee,  bread,  and  fish. 

CXXXIV. 

And  thus  they  left  him  to  his  lone  repose : 

Juan  slept  like  a  top,  or  like  the  dead. 
Who  sleep  at  last,  perhaps  (God  only  knows). 

Just  for  the  present,  and  in  his  lull'd  head 
Not  even  a  vision  of  his  former  woes 

Throbb'd  in  accursed  dreams,  which  sometimes  spread 
lUnvelcome  visions  of  our  former  years. 
Till  the  eye,  cheated,  opens  thick  with  tears. 

cxxxv. 

Young  Juan  slept  all  dreamless: — but  the  maid 
Who  smooth'd  his  pillow,  as  she  left  the  dco, 

Look'd  back  upon  him,  and  a  moment  stay'd. 
And  lurn'd,  believing  that  he  call'd  again. 

He  slumber'd;  yet  she  thought,  at  least  she  &aid 
(The  heart  will  slip  even  as  the  tongue  and  pen). 

He  had  pronounced  her  name — but  she  for^^ot 

That  at  this  moment  Juan  knew  it  not. 

CXXXVI. 

And  pensive  to  her  fathers  house  she  went. 

Enjoining  silence  strict  to  Zoe,  who 
Better  than  her  knew  what,  in  fact,  she  meant. 

She  being  wiser  by  a  year  or  two  : 
A  year  or  two  s  an  age  when  rightly  spent, 

Aud  Zoe  spent  hers  as  most  women  do. 
In  gaining  all  that  useful  sort  of  knowledge 
Which  is  acquired  in  nature's  good  old  college. 

CXXXVH. 

The  morn  broke,  and  found  Juan  slumbering  &ttU 
Fast  in  his  cave,  and  nothing  clash'd  upon 

His  rest;  the  rushing  of  the  neighbouring  rill, 
.\nd  the  young  beams  of  the  excluded  sun. 

Troubled  him  not,  and  he  might  sleep  his  hli; 
And  need  he  had  of  slumber  yet,  for  none 

Had  suffcr'd  more — his  hardsliips  were  comparaxiYe 

To  those  related  in  my  graud-dad's  narrative. 

CXXXVUI, 

Not  so  Haidee?  she  sadly  toss'd  and  tumbled. 
And  started  from  her  sleep,  and,  turning  o'er, 

Drcam'd  of  a  thousand  wrecks,  o'er  which  she  stuml>led. 
And  handsome  corpses  strew'd  upon  the  shore ; 

And  woke  her  maid  so  early  that  she  grumbled. 
And  call  d  her  father's  old  slaves  up,  who  swore 

In  several  oiths — .\rmenian,  Turk,  and  Greek, — 

Tlioy  knew  not  what  to  think  of  such  a  freak. 
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CXXXIX. 

But  up  she  got,  Mid  ap  she  niMle  them  |;et, 
Wiih  some  pretence  about  the  sno,  that  makes 

Sweet  skies  just  when  he  rises,  or  is  set; 
A  ad  't  is  oo  doubt,  a  si^ht  to  see  when  breaks 

BHijht  Phcebus,  while  the  mountains  still  are  wet 
With  mist,  and  every  bird  with  him  awakes, 

And  night  is  flung  off  like  a  mourning  suit 

Worn  for  a  husband,  or  some  other  bmlt. 

CXL. 
I  say,  the  sun  is  a  most  glorious  sight, 

I  ve  seen  him  rise  fuU  oft;  indeed  of  lato 
I  have  sat  up  on  purpose  all  the  night: 

Which  hastens,  as  physicians  say,  one's  Cite; 
And  so  all  ye,  who  would  be  in  the  riglit 

In  health  and  purse,  begin  your  day  Co  date 
From  day-break,  and  when  coffin'd  at  fourtcort. 
Engrave  upon  the  plate,  you  rose  at  four. 

CXLI. 
And  Haidee  met  the  morning  foce  to  foce; 

Her  own  was  freshest,  though  a  feverish  flush 
Had  dyed  it  with  the  headlong  blood,  whose  raee 

From  heart  Co  cheek  Is  cnrb'd  into  a  blush. 
Like  to  a  torrent  which  a  mountain's  base^ 

That  overpowers  some  Alpine  river's  rush. 
Checks  to  a  lake,  whose  waves  in  circles  spread. 
Or  the  Red  Sea»-but  the  sea  is  not  red. 

cxur. 

And  down  the  diff  the  island  viffjin  came. 
And  near  the  cave  her  quick  light  footsteps  dl-ew, 

While  the  sun  smiled  on  her  with  his  tint  flame. 
And  young  Aurora  kiss'd  her  lips  with  dew, 

Taking  her  for  a  sister;  just  the  same 
Mistake  you  would  have  maile  on  seeing  the  two. 

Although  the  mortal,  quite  as  fresh  and  fair. 

Had  all  the  advantage  too  of  not  being  air. 

CXLin. 
And  when  into  the  eavem  Haidee  stepp'd, 

All  timidly,  yet  rapidly,  she  saw 
That  like  an  infant  Juan  sweetly  slept: 

And  then  she  stopp'd,  and  stood  as  if  in  awe 
(For  sleep  is  awful),  and  on  tiptoe  crept 

And  wrapp'd  him  closer,  lest  the  air,  too  raw. 
Should  reach  his  blood ;  then  o'er  him,  still  as  death, 
Beot  with  bush'd  lips  that  drank  his  scarce-drawn  breath. 

CXLIV. 
And  thus,  like  to  an  angel  oer  the  dying 

Who  die  in  righteousness,  she  lean'd ;  and  there 
All  tranquilly  the  shipwreck'd  boy  was  lyiogi 

As  o'er  him  lay  the  calm  and  stiries*  air: 
But  Zoe  the  meantime  some  eggs  was  frying. 

Since,  after  all,  no  doubt  the  youthful  pair 
Must  breakfast,  and  betimes— lest  they  should  ask  il, 
She  drew  out  her  provision  from  the  basket 

CXLV. 
She  knew  that  the  best  feelings  must  hate  victual. 

And  that  a  shipwreck'd  youth  would  hungry  be; 
Besides,  being  less  in  love,  she  yawn'd  a  little. 

And  felt  her  veins  chill'd  by  the  neighbouring  sea ; 
And  so,  she  cook'd  their  breakfast  to  a  tittle; 

T  can't  say  that  she  gave  them  any  tea. 
But  there  were  eggs,  fruit,  coffee,  bread,  fisb,  honey. 
With  Scio  wine,— and  all  for  love,  not  money. 


CXLVt. 
And  Zoe,  when  the  eggs  were  ready,  and 

The  coffee  made,  would  foin  hare  waken'd  Jnan ; 
But  Haidee  stopp'd  her  with  her  quick  small  hand, 

And  without  word,  a  sign  her  finger  drew  on 
Her  lip,  which  Zoe  needs  must  understand; 

And,  the  first  breakfast  spoiPd,  prepared  a  new  one, 
Because  ber  mistress  would  not  let  her  break 
That  sleep  which  seem'd  as  it  would  ne'er  awake. 

CXLVII. 
For  still  he  lay,  and  on  his  thhi  worn  cheek, 

A  purple  hectic  play'd,  like  dying  day 
On  the  snow  tops  of  distant  hills;  the  streak 

Of  sufferance  yet  upon  his  forehead  lay, 
Where  the  blue  veins  took'd  shadowy,  shrunk,  and  weak; 

And  his  black  cnr4s  were  dewy  with  the  spray. 
Which  weigh'd  upon  them  yet,  all  damp  and  salt, 
Hix'd  with  the  atony  vapours  of  the  vairit. 

CXLVIII. 
And  she  bent  o'er  him,  and  he  by  beneath, 

Hush'd  as  the  babe  upon  iu  mother's  breast, 
Droop'd  as  the  willow  when  no  winds  can  breathe, 

Lttll'd  like  the  depth  af  ocean  when  at  rest. 
Fair  as  the  crowning  rose  of  the  whole  wreath. 

Soft  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  iu  nest; 
In  short,  he  was  a  very  pretty  fellow. 
Although  his  woes  had  tum'd  him  mther  ytllow. 

CXLIX. 
He  woke  and  gased,  and  would  have  slept  again. 

But  the  foir  face  which  met  his  eyes  foriiade 
Those  eyes  to  close,  though  weariness  and  pain 

Had  further  sleep  a  further  pleasure  made; 
For  woman's  fisce  wat  never  form'd  in  vain 

For  Juan,  so  that  even  when  he  pray'd. 
He  tum'd  from  grisly  saints,  and  martyrs  liairy 
To  the  sweet  portraiu  of  the  Virgia  Mary. 

.  CL. 
And  thus  upon  hb  elbow  he  arose. 

And  look'd  upon  the  lady  in  whose  cheek 
The  pale  contended  with  the  purple  rose. 

As  with  an  effort  she  began  to  speak; 
Her  eyes  were  eloquent,  her  words  would  poae, 

Although  she  told  him,  in  good  modem  Greek, 
With  an  lon'ian  accent,  low  and  sweet. 
That  he  was  faint,  and  must  not  ulk,  but  eat. 

CLI. 
Now  Juan  eould  not  understand  a  word. 

Being  no  Grecian ;  but  be  had  an  ear. 
And  her  voice  was  the  warble  of  a  bird. 

So  soft,  so  sweet,  so  delicately  clear, 
That  finer,  simpler  music  ne'er  was  heard; 

The  sort  of  sound  we  echo  with  a  tear, 
Without  knowing  why— an  overpowering  tone, 
Whence  melody  descends,  as  from  a  throne. 

GLII. 
And  Juan  gaxed  as  one  who  is  awoke 

By  a  distant  organ,  doubting  if  he  be 
Not  yet  a  dreamer,  till  the  spell  is  broke 

By  the  watchman,  or  some  such  reality, 
Or  by  one's  early  valet's  cursed  knock; 

At  least  it  is  a  heavy  sound  to  me, 
Who  like  a  morning  shimber— for  the  night 
Shows  surs  and  women  in  a  belter  light. 
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CLiir. 

And  Juan,  too,  \va«  help'd  out  from  bis  dream, 
Or  sleep,  or  whatsoe'er  it  was,  by  feelin(j 

A  most  prodigious  appetite:  the  steam 
Of  Zoe's  cookery  no  doubt  vas  stealing 

Upon  his  senses;,  and  the  kindling  beam 

Of  the  new  fire  vhich  Zoe  kept  up,  kneeling 

To  stir  her  viands,  made  him  quite  awake 

And  long  for  food,  but  chiefly  a  beef-steak. 

CLIV. 
But  beef  is  rare  within  these  oxiess  isles; 

Go;its'  flesh  there  is,  no  doubt,  and  kid,  and  mutton, 
And  ^hen  a  holiday  upon  them  smiles, 

A  joint  upon  their  barbarous  spits  they  put  on: 
But  this  occurs  but  seldom,  between  whiles, 

For  some  of  these  are  rocks  with  scarce  a  hut  on  ; 
Others  are  fair  and  fertile,  among  which. 
This,  though  not  large,  was  one  of  the  most  rich. 

CLV. 
I  say  that  beef  is  rare,  and  can't  help  thinking 

That  the  old  fable  of  the  Minotaur — 
From  which  our  modern  morals,  rightly  shrinking. 

Condemn  the  royal  lady's  taste  who  wore 
A  cow's  shape  for  a  mask — was  only  (sinking 

The  aljppory)  a  mere  type,  no  more. 
That  Pasiphae  promoted  breeding  cattle. 
To  make  the  Cretans  bloodier  in  battle. 

CLVI. 
For  we  all  know  that  EnRlish  people  are 

Fed  upon  beef — I  won't  say  much  of  beer. 
Because  't  is  liquor  only,  and  being  far 

From  this  my  subjerl,  has  no  business  here;— 
We  know,  too,  they  are  very  fond  of  war, 

A  pleasure — like  all  pleasures — rather  dear; 
So  were  the  Cretans — from  which  I  infer 
That  beef  and  battles  both  were  owing  to  her. 

CI.VII. 
But  to  resume.     The  languid  Juan  raised 

His  head  upon  his  elbow,  and  he  saw 
A  sight  on  which  he  had  not  lately  gated. 

As  all  his  latter  meals  had  been  quite  raw, 
Three  or  four  thinf.s  fr»r  which  the  Lord  he  praised, 

And,  feeling  still  the  famish'd  vulture  gnaw, 
He  fell  upon  whate'er  was  offrr'd.  like 
A  priest,  a  shark,  an  alderman,  or  pike. 

CLVm. 
He  ate,  and  he  was  well  supplied  ;  and  she. 

Who  wnfrh'd  him  like  a  mother,  would  have  fed 
Him  past  all  bounds,  because  she  smiled  to  sec 

Such  appf  tite  in  one  she  had  deem'd  dead : 
But  Zoe.  being  older  th.m  Ha  idee, 

Knrw  (by  tradition,  for  she  ne'er  had  read) 
That  famish'd  pcop!e  must  be  slowly  nursed, 
And  fed  by  spoonfuls,  else  they  always  burst. 

CLIX. 
And  so  she  took  the  libertv  to  state, 

Bather  by  deedN  than  words,  because  the  case 
Was  ur|;oni,  that  the  gentleman,  whose  fate 

Had  made  her  mistress  quit  her  bed  to  trace 
The  sea-shore  nt  this  hour,  must  leave  his  plate, 

Unless  he  vish'd  to  die  upon  the  place — 
She  snateh'd  it,  and  refused  another  morsel. 
Saying,  he  had  gorged  enough  to  make  a  horse  ill. 


CLX. 

Next  they — he  being  naked,  save  a  tatter'd 
Pair  of  scarce  decent  trowsers — went  to  work. 

And  in  the  fire  his  recent  rags  they  scatter'd. 
And  dress'd  him,  for  the  present,  like  a  Turk, 

Or  Greek— that  is,  although  it  not  much  matcer'd. 
Omitting  turban,  slippers,  pistols,  dirk, — 

They  furnish'd  him,  entire  except  some  stitches, 

With  a  clean  shirt,  and  very  spacious  breeches. 

CLXI. 
And  then  fair  Haidee  tried  her  tongue  at  speaking. 

But  not  a  word  could  Juan  comprehend. 
Although  he  listen'd  so  that  the  young  Greek  in 

Her  earnestness  would  ne'er  have  made  an  end ; 
And,  as  he  interrupted  not,  went  eking 

Her  speech  out  to  her  protege  and  friend. 
Till,  pausing  at  the  last  her  breath  to  take. 
She  saw  he  did  not  understand  Romaic. 

CLXII. 
And  then  she  had  recourse  to  nods,  and  signs. 

And  smiles,  and  sparkles  of  the  speaking  eye, 
And  read  (the  only  book  she  could)  the  lines 

Of  his  fair  face,  and  found,  by  sympathy, 
The  answer  eloquent,  where  the  soul  shines 

And  darts  in  one  quick  glance  a  long  reply; 
And  thus  in  every  look  she  saw  express'd 
A  world  of  words,  and  things  al  which  she  guess'd. 

CLXHI. 
And  now,  by  dint  of  fingers  and  of  eyes. 

And  v7ords  repealed  after  her,  he  took 
A  lesson  in  her  tongue;  but  by  surmise. 

No  doubt,  less  of  her  language  than  her  look: 
As  he  who  studies  fervently  the  skies 

Turns  oftener  to  the  stars  than  to  his  book. 
Thus  Juan  learn'd  his  alpha  beta  better 
From  Haidec's  glance  than  any  graven  letter. 

CLX  IV. 

'T  is  pleasing  to  be  school'd  in  a  strange  tongue 
By  female  lips  and  eyes — that  is,  I  mean. 

When  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are  young. 
As  was  the  case,  at  least,  where  I  have  been; 

They  smile  so  wlien  ones  right,  and  when  one's  wrong 
They  smile  still  more,  and  then  there  intenreoc 

Pressure  of  hands,  perhaps  even  a  chaste  kiss; — 

1  learn'd  the  little  that  I  know  by  this : 

CLXV. 
Tliat  is,  some  words  of  Spanish,  Turk,  or  Greek, 

Italian  not  at  all,  having  no  teachers. 
Much  En|;lish  I  cannot  pretend  to  speak, 

Iveurning  that  language  chiefly  from  its  preachers, 
Barrow.  South,  Tillotson,  whom  every  week 

I  study,  also  Blair,  the  highest  reachers 
Of  eloquence  in  piety  and  prose — 
1  hale  your  poets,  so  read  none  of  those. 

CLXVL 

As  for  the  ladies,  I  have  nought  to  say, 

A  wanderer  from  the  British  world  of  faslilon. 

Where  I,  like  other  «dogs,  have  had  ray  day,» 
Like  other  men  too,  may  have  had  my  passion — 

But  that,  like  other  thitigs,  has  pass'd  away: 
And  all  her  fools  whom  I  could  lay  the  lash  oa. 

Foes,  friends,  men,  women,  now  arc  nought  to  me 

But  dreams  of  what  has  been,  no  more  to  be. 
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GLXVII. 
Return  we  to  Don  Jiun.     Be  begnn 

To  bear  nev  words,  and  to  repeat  them ;  but 
Some  feeiiogs,  universal  as  the  sun, 

Were  sacb  at  could  not  in  his  breatt  be  that 
If  ore  than  within  the  bosom  of  a  nun : 

He  was  in  Iove«-as  you  would  be,  no  doobt, 
With  a  young  beneCictress,— so  was  she 
Just  in  the  way  we  very  often  tee. 

CLXVIII. 
And  erery  day  by  day-break — rather  early 

For  Juan,  who  was  somewhat  fond  of  rest— 
She  came  into  the  cave,  but  it  was  merely 

To  see  her  bird  reposing  in  hit  nett ; 
And  she  would  softly  stir  his  locks  so  curly, 

Without  disturbing  her  yet  slumbering  gveet, 
Breathing  all  gently  o'er  his  cheek  and  month. 
As  o'er  a  bed  of  roses  the  sweet  south. 

CLXTX. 
And  every  mom  his  colour  freshlier  came, 

And  every  day  help'd  on  his  convalescence, 
T  was  well,  because  health  in  the  human  frame 

Is  pleasant,  besides  being  true  love's  eeMUce ; 
For  health  and  idleness  to  passion's  flame 

Are  oil  and  gunpowder;  and  some  good  lessons 
Are  also  learnt  from  Ceres  and  from  Bacchns, 
Without  whom  Venus  will  not  long  attock  us. 

CLXX. 

While  Venus  fills  the  heart  (without  heart  really 
Love,  though  good  always,  is  not  quite  to  good) , 

Ceres  presenu  a  plate  of  vermicelli, 

For  love  most  be  snstain'd  like  fleah  and  blood.— 

While  Bacchus  pours  out  wine,  or  hands  a  jelly: 
Eggs,  oysters  too,  are  amatory  food; 

But  who  is  their  purveyor  from  above 

Heaven  knows,— it  may  be  Neptune,  Pan,  or  Jove. 

CLXXf. 
When  Juan  woke,  he  found  some  good  things  ready, 

A  bath,  a  breakfast,  and  the  finest  eyee 
That  ever  made  a  youthful  heart  less  steady. 

Besides  her  maid's,  as  pretty  for  their  sise: 
But  I  have  spoken  of  all  this  already— 

And  repetition  '•  tiresome  and  unwise,— 
Well— Juan,  after  bathing  m  the  sea. 
Came  always  back  to  coffee  and  Haidee. 

CLXXn. 
Both  were  to  young,  and  one  «o  innocent. 

That  bathing  patt'd  for  nothing;  Juan  seem'd 
To  her,  as  t  were  the  kind  of  being  sent, 

Of  whom  these  two  years  she  had  nightly  dream'd, 
A  something  to  be  loved,  a  creature  meant 

To  be  her  happiness,  and  whom  she  deem'd 
To  render  happy;  all  who  joy  would  win 
Must  share  it,— happiness  was  bom  a  twin. 

CLXXIII. 
It  was  such  pleasure  to  behold  him,  such 

Enhrgement  of  ezittence  to  partake 
Nature  with  him,  to  thrill  beneath  his  touch, 

To  watch  him  slumbering,  and  to  aee  him  wtke. 
To  live  with  him  for  ever  were  too  much ; 

But  then  the  thought  of  parting  made  her  quake : 
He  was  her  own,  her  ocean  treasure,  catc 
Uke  a  rich  wreck— her  first  love  and  her  Uu. 


GLXX1V. 
And  thus  a  moon  rolTd  on,  and  fair  Hahiee 

Paid  daily  visits  to  her  boy,  and  took 
Such  plentiful  precautions,  that  still  he 

Remain'd  unknown  within  hu  craggy  nook: 
At  last  her  father's  prows  put  out  to  sea. 

For  certain  merchantmen  upon  the  look, 
Not  as  of  yore  to  carry  off  an  lo. 
But  three  Ragusan  veaeels,  bound  fi»r  Sdo. 

CLXXV. 

Then  came  her  freedom,  for  she  had  no  modier, 
So  that,  her  father  being  at  sea,  she  was 

Free  as  a  married  woman,  or  such  other 
Female,  as  where  she  likes  may  freely  past. 

Without  even  the  incumbrance  of  a  brother. 
The  freest  she  that  ever  gased  on  glass: 

I  speak  of  christian  lands  in  this  comparison, 

Where  wives,  at  least,  are  seldom  kept  in  garriton. 

CLXXVL 
Now  she  prolonged  her  visits  and  her  talk 

(For  they  must  talk),  and  be  had  leamt  to  my 
So  much  as  to  propose  to  Uke  t  walk,— 

For  little  had  he  wander'd  since  the  day 
On  which,  Uke  a  young  flower  snapp  d  from  the  stalk, 

Droopmg  and  dewy  on  the  beach  be  lay,— 
And  thus  they  walk'd  out  in  the  aflemooo. 

And  saw  the  sua  set  opposite  the  moon. 

CLXXVII. 
It  was  a  wild  and  breaker-beaten  coast. 

With  cliffs  above,  and  a  broad  sandy  shore, 
Guarded  by  shoals  and  rocks  as  by  a  host, 

With  here  and  there  a  creek,  whose  aspect  wore 
A  better  welcome  to  the  tempest-4oss'd ; 

And  rarely  ceased  the  haughty  biUows'  roar, 
Save  on  the  dead  long  summer  days,  which  make 
The  outstretch'd  ocean  gUtter  like  a  lake. 

CLXXVHL 
And  the  smaU  ripple  spik  upon  the  bench 

Scarcely  o'efpass'd  the  cream  of  your  champagne, 
When  o'er  the  brim  the  sparkUog  bumpers  reach. 

That  spring-dew  of  the  spirit !  the  heartt  ram ! 
Few  things  surpast  old  wine:  and  they  may  preach 

Who  please,-the  more  because  they  preach  mvam,- 
Let  us  have  wine  and  women,  mirth  and  laughter, 
Sermons  and  soda-water  the  day  after. 

CLXXIX. 
Man,  being  reasonable,  mutt  get  dmnk; 

The  best  of  life  it  but  intoxication : 
Glory,  the  grape,  love,  gold,  ia  these  are  sunk 

The  hopes  of  all  men,  and  of  every  naoon ; 
Without  their  sap,  how  branchless  were  the  trunk 

Of  Ufes  strange  tree,  io  fruitful  on  occauon 
But  to  retttm,-get  very  drunk ;  and  when 
You  wake  with  head^he,  you  shall  tee  what  then. 

CLXXX. 

Ring  for  your  valet— bid  him  quickly  bring 
Some  hock  and  soda-water,  then  you  11  know 

A  pleasure  worthy  Xerxes  tlie  great  hingi 

For  not  the  blest  sherbet,  sublimed  with  snow. 

Not  the  first  sparkle  of  the  desert-tpring, 
Nor  Burgundy  in  all  its  sunset  glow, 

After  long  travel,  ennui,  love,  or  slaughter. 

Vie  with  that  draught  of  hock  and  soda-wal«. 
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CWXXI. 

The  coast — I  think  it  vas  the  coast  that  I 
Was  just  describing — Yes,  it  was  tlic  coast — 

Lay  at  this  period  quiet  as  the  sky. 

The  s.inds  untumbled,  the  blue  waves  untoss'd, 

And  all  was  stillm^ss,  save  the  sea-bird's  cry, 
And  dolphin's  leap,  and  little  billow  cross'd 

By  some  low  rock  or  shelve  that  made  it  fret 

At^ainsi  the  boundary  it  scarcely  wet. 

CLXXXII. 
And  forth  they  -wander'd,  her  sire  being  gone. 

As  I  have  said,  upon  an  expedition; 
And  mother,  brother,  guardian,  she  had  none, 

Save  Zoe,  who,  although  with  due  precision 
She  waited  on  her  lady  with  the  sun, 

Thought  daily  service  was  her  only  mission, 
Brinf»iiig  warm  water,  wreathing  her  long  tresses. 
And  asking  now  and  then  for  cast-off  dresses. 

CLXXXIII. 
It  was  the  cooling  hour,  just  when  the  rounded 

Red  sun  sinks  down  behind  the  azure  hill, 
Whicli  then  seems  as  if  the  whole  earth  it  bounded, 

Cirrllng  all  nature,  hush'd,  and  dim,  and  still, 
With  the  far  mountaln-cre<cfnt  half  surrounded 

On  one  side,  and  the  deep  sea  calm  and  chill 
Tpon  the  otiirr,  and  the  rosy  skv. 
With  one  st/»r  iparkling  through  it  like  an  eye. 

CLXXXIV. 

And  thus  they  wander'd  forth,  and  hand  in  hand, 
Over  the  shining  pebbles  and  the  shells. 

Glided  along  the  smooth  and  harden'd  sand. 
And  in  the  worn  and  wild  receptacles 

Work'd  by  the  storms,  yet  work'd  as  it  were  plann'd. 
In  hollow  halls,  with  <;parry  roofs  and  cells, 

They  turn'd  to  rest;  and,  rarh  clasped  by  an  arm, 

Yielded  to  the  deep  twilight's  purple  charm. 

CLXXXV. 

Thrv  look'd  up  to  the  sky,  whose  floating  glow 
Spread  like  a  ro«.y  ocean,  vast  and  bright ; 

Tlu'v  gazed  upon  the  glittering  sea  below, 

Wliniee  the  broad  moon  ro<>e  circling  into  sight; 

They  heard  the  waves  splash,  and  the  wind  so  low, 
And  saw  each  other's  dark  fves  darling  light 

Into  each  other — and,  beholding  this. 

Their  lips  drew  near,  and  clung  into  a  kiss; 

CLXXXVI. 

A  long,  long  kiss,  a  kiss  of  youth,  and  love. 
And  beauty,  all  concentrating,  like  ray* 

Info  one  forns  kimlled  from  above; 
Snrh  kisKcs  as  belong  to  early  davs, 

Where  heart,  and  soul,  and  sense,  in  concert  move. 
And  the  blood  *s  lava,  and  the  pulse  a  blare, 

Kw'h  kiss  a  hcart-qiiake. — for  a  kisss  strength, 

I  tliiiik  it  must  be  reckon'd  by  its  length. 

cLXxxvir. 

Ily  liMiglli  I  mean  duration  ;  tlirir<i  endured 

Uravcn    knows    how    long — no    doubt    they     never 
nrkon'tl; 

And  if  ihrv  had.  they  could  not  have  secured 
The  Slim  of  their  sensritioils  to  a  sprond : 

Tliev  ha<1  not  spoken;  but  thev  felt  allured, 
\s  if  flieir  souls  and  lips  carh  other  beckon'd, 

Whieh,  beiiiji  joint!,  like  swarming  bees  they  clung — 

TlHMr  Ijearls  ihe  (lovers  from  vsheiire  the  honey  sprini(j. 


CLXXXvni, 

They  were  alone,  yet  not  alone  as  they 

Who,  shut  in  chambers,  think  it  loneliness, 

The  silent  ocean,  and  the  star-light  bay. 

The  twilight  glow,  which  momently  grew  less. 

The  voiceless  sands,  and  dropping  eaves,  that  lay 
Around  them,  made  them  to  each  other  press. 

As  if  there  were  no  life  beneath  the  sky 

Save  theirs,  and  that  their  life  could  never  die. 

CtXXXIX. 
They  fear'd  no  eyes  nor  ear*  on  that  lone  bench. 

They  felt  no  terrors  from  the  night,  they  were 
All  in  all  to  each  other:  though  their  speech 

Was  broken  words,  they  thought  a  language  ihere,- 
And  all  the  burning  tongues  the  passions  teach 

Found  in  one  sigh  the  best  interpreter 
Of  nature's  oracle— first  love, — that  all 
Which  Eve  has  left  her  daughters  since  her  fall. 

CXC. 
Haldee  spoke  not  of  scruples,  ask'd  no  tows. 

Nor  offer'd  any ;  she  had  never  heard 
Of  plight  and  promises  to  be  a  spouse, 

Or  perils  by  a  loving  maid  incurr'd; 
She  was  all  which  pure  ignorance  allows. 

And  flew  to  her  young  mate  like  a  young  bird ; 
And,  never  having  dreamt  of  falsehood,  she 
Had  not  one  word  to  say  of  constancy. 

CXCI. 
She  loved,  and  was  beloved — she  adored, 

And  she  was  worshipp'd;  after  nature's  fashion. 
Their  intense  souls,  into  each  other  pour'd. 

If  souls  could  die,  had  perish'd  in  that  passion, — 
But  by  degrees  their  senses  were  restored. 

Again  to  he  o'ercome,  again  to  dash  on; 
And,  beating  gainst  hit  bosom,  Haidee's  heart 
Felt  as  if  never  more  to  beat  apart. 

CXCIT. 
Alas!  they  were  so  young,  so  beautiful. 

So  lonely,  loving,  helpless,  and  the  hour 
AVas  that  in  whieh  the  heart  is  always  full. 

And,  having  o'l  r  ilself  no  further  power. 
Prompts  deeds  eternity  cannot  annul. 

But  pays  off  moments  in  nn  endless  shower 
Of  hel!-lir» — all  prepared  for  people  giving 
Pleasure  or  pain  to  one  another  living. 

CXCIII. 
Alas!  for  Juan  and  llaidee!  they  were 

wSo  loving  and  so  lovely — till  then  never, 
Excepting  our  first  parents,  such  a  pair 

Had  run  the  risk  of  being  damn'd  forever; 
And  llaidee,  being  devout  as  well  as  fair. 

Hail,  doubtless,  heard  about  the  Stygian  river. 
And  hell  and  puqjatory — but  forgot 
Just  in  the  very  crisis  she  should  not. 

CXCIV. 
Thev  look  upon  each  other,  and  their  eyes 

Gleam  in  tiie  moon-light;  and  her  white  arm  cljU{t» 
Round  Juan's  head,  and  his  around  hers  lies 

Half  buried  in  the  tresses  which  it  grasps; 
She  sits  iijion  his  knee,  and  drinks  his  sighs 

Me  hers,  until  ihey  end  in  broken  gasps; 
Au'l  thus  they  form  a  group  that  's  quite  antique. 

Half  naked,  loving,  natural,  and  Greek. 
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cxcv. 

And  when  those  deep  mod  burain^  momeBlf 
And  Juan  sunk  to  sleep  within  her  armt. 

She  slept  not,  but  all  tenderly,  though  Cut, 
Sustain'd  his  head  upon  her  bosom's  channi, 

And  now  and  then  her  eye  to  heaven  is  cast. 
And  then  on  the  pale  cheek  her  breast  now  wanns, 

Piltow'd  on  her  o'erflowing  heart,  which  paata 

With  all  ii  granted  and  with  all  it  grants. 

CXCVI. 
An  infant  when  it  gaies  on  a  light, 

A  child  the  moment  when  it  drains  the  fareatt, 
A  devotee  when  soars  the  host  in  sight, 

An  Arab  with  a  stranger  for  a  guest, 
A  sailor,  when  the  prise  has  struck  in  fight, 

A  miser  filling  his  most  hoarded  chest. 
Feel  rapture ;  but  not  such  true  joy  are  reaping 
As  they  who  watc|i  o'er  what  they  lovt  while  sleeping. 

cxcvn. 

For  there  it  lies  so  tranquil,  so  beloved, 
All  that  it  hath  of  life  with  us  is  living;. 

So  gentle,  stirless,  helpless,  and  unmoved. 
And  all  unconscious  of  the  joy 't  is  giving. 

All  it  hath  felt,  inflicted,  pass'd,  and  proved, 

Ilush'd  into  depths  beyond  the  watcher's  diving; 

There  lies  the  thing  we  love  with  all  its  errors, 

And  all  its  charms,  like  death  without  its  terrocs. 

cxcvin. 

The  lady  watch'd  her  lover— and  that  hour 
Of  Love's  and  Night's,  and  Ocean's  solitude, 

O'erflow'd  her  soul  with  their  united  power; 
Amidst  the  barren  sand  and  rocks  so  rude 

She  and  her  wave-worn  love  liad  made  their  bower. 
Where  nou^t  upon  their  passion  could  intrude. 

And  all  the  stars  that  crowdeid  tlie  blue  space 

Saw  nothing  happier  than  her  glowing  hice. 

GXCIX. 
Alas !  the  love  of  women !  it  is  known 

To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fearful  thing; 
For  all  of  theirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown. 

And  if 't  is  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  bring 
To  them  but  mockeries  of  the  past  alone. 

And  their  revenge  is  as  the  tigers  spring, 
IVadly,  and  quick,  and  crushing;  yet' as  real 
Torture  is  theirs — what  they  inflict  they  feel. 

GC 
They  're  right;  for  man,  to  man  so  oft  onjiisl. 

Is  always  so  to  women ;  one  sole  bond 
Awaits  them,  treachery  is  all  their  trust; 

Taught  to  conceal,  their  bunting  hearts  despond 
Over  their  idol,  till  some  wealthier  lust 

Buys  them  in  marriage— and  what  rests  beyond? 
A  thankless  husband,  neat  a  faithless  lover. 
Then  dressing,  nursing,  praying,  and  all's  over. 

CCI. 
Some  take  a  lover,  some  take  drams  or  prayers. 

Some  mind  their  household,  others  dissipatioa» 
Some  run  away,  and  but  exchange  their  cares, 

Losing  the  advantage  of  a  virtuous  station; 
Few  changes  e'er  can  better  their  affairs, 

Theirs  being  an  unnaiural  situation. 
From  the  dull  palace  to  the  dirty  hovel: 
Some  play  the  devil,  and  then  write  a  novel. 


cai. 

Haidee  was  nature's  bride,  and  knew  not  this; 

Daidee  was  passion's  child,  bora  where  the  son 
Showers  triple  light,  and  scorches  even  the  kiss 

Of  his  gaielle-eyed  danghlcrs;  she  was  one 
Made  but  to  love,  to  feel  that  she  was  his 

Who  was  her  chosen :  what  was  said  or  done 
Elsewhere  was  nothing— Site  had  nonght  to  fear, 
Hope,  care,  nor  love  beyond,  her  hMrt  beat  Urt, 

can. 

And  oh!  that  quickening  of  the  heart,  that  beat; 

How  much  it  costs  us!  yet  each  rising  throb 
Is  in  its  cause  as  its  effect  so  sweet. 

That  wisdona,  ever  on  the  watch  lo  rob 
Joy  of  its  alchymy,  and  to  repeat 

Fine  truths;  even  conscience,  loo,  has  a  toagb  job 
To  make  as  anderstand  eaeh  good  old  maxim, 
So  good— I  wonder  Gasllereagh  don't  In 


COY. 
And  now  'c  was  done— on  the  lone  shore  were  pUgfaied 

Their  hearts ;  the  stars,  their  nuptial  torchea,  shed 
Beauty  upon  the  beautiful  they  lighted: 

Ocean  their  witness,  and  the  eave  their  bod. 
By  their  own  feelings  hallow'd  and  luited, 

Their  priest  was  solitude,  and  they  were  wed : 
And  they  were  happy,  for  to  their  young  eyes 
Each  was  an  angel,  and  earth  paradise. 

CCV. 
Oh  love!  of  whom  grcnt  Caesar  was  th«  sailor, 

Titus  the  master,  Antony  the  slave, 
Horace,  Catullus,  scholars,  Ovid  tutor, 

Sappho  the  sage  blue-stocking,  in  whose  grave 
All  those  may  leap  who  rather  would  be  neuter^ 

(Leucadia's  rock  still  overlooks  the  wave)— • 
Oh  Love !  t  hou  art  the  very  god  of  evil. 
For,  after  all,  we  cannot  call  thae  devil. 

CCYI. 
Thou  makest  the  chaste  coaoubial  state  precarioos, 

And  jestest  with  the  brows  of  mightiest  man: 
Cesar  and  Pompey,  Mahomet,  Belisarius, 

Have  much  employ'd  the  muse  of  history's  pen; 
Their  lives  and  fortunes  were  eatremely  various,— 

Such  worthies  time  will  never  see  again:  — 
Tct  to  these  four  in  three  things  the  same  luck  holds. 
They  all  were  heroes,  conquerors,  and  cuckolds. 

CCYIL 

Thou  makest  philosophers :  there  's  Epicurus 

And  Arislippus,  a  material  crew ! 
Who  to  immoral  courves  would  allure  us 

By  theories,  quite  practicable  too; 
If  only  from  the  devil  they  would  insure  us 

How  pleasant  were  the  maxim  (not  quite  new), 
«  Eat,  drink,  and  love,  what  can  the  rest  avail  us!  » 
So  said  the  royal  sage,  Sardanapalus. 

CCVIH. 
But  Juan !  had  he  quite  forgotten  Julia  T 

And  should  he  have  forgotten  her  so  soon? 
I  can't  but  say  it  seems  to  me  most  truly  a 

Perplexing  question ;  but,  no  doubt,  the  moon 
Does  these  things  for  us,  and  whenever  newly  a 

Palpitation  rises,  't  is  her  boon  ; 
Else  how  the  devil  is  it  that  fresh  features 
Have  such  a  charm  for  na poor  human  creatures? 
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XX. 

And  there  he  went  ashore  without  deJay, 
Having  no  custom-house  or  quarantine 

To  ask.  him  awkward  questions  on  the  way 
About  the  time  and  place  where  he  had  been  : 

He  left  his  ship  to  be  hove  down  next  day, 
With  orders  to  the  people  to  careen ; 

So  that  all  iiands  were  busy  beyond  measure. 

In  Gettiu(;  out  goods,  ballast,  guns,  and  treasure. 

xxr. 

Arriving  at  the  summit  of  a  hill 

Which  overlook'd  the  white  walU  of  his  home, 
lie  stopp'd. — What  singular  emotions  All 

Their  bosoms  who  have  been  induced  to  roam! 
With  fluttering  doubts  if  all  be  well  or  ill — 

With  love  for  many,  and  with  fears  for  some ; 
All  feelings  which  o'erleap  the  years  long  lost, 
And  bring  our  hearts  back  to  their  starting-post. 

XXII. 
The  approach  of  home  to  husbands  and  to  sires, 

After  long  travelling  by  land  or  water, 
Most  naturally  some  small  doubt  inspires — 

A  fiemale  family 's  a  serious  matter 
(None  trusts  the  sex  more,  or  so  much  admires — 

Hut  they  hate  llatlery,  so  I  never  flatter); 
Wives  in  their  Imsbauds'  absences  grow  subtlrr. 
And  daughters  sometimes  run  off  with  the  butler. 

XXllJ. 
An  honest  gentleman  at  his  return 

May  not  have  the  good  fortune  of  Ulysses  : 
Not  all  lone  matrons  for  their  husbands  mourn, 

Or  show  the  same  dislike  to  suitors*  kisses; 
The  odds  are  that  he  finds  a  handsome  urn 

To  his  memory,  and  two  or  three  young  misses 
Born  to  some  friend,  who  holdit  his  wife  and  riches, 
And  that  his  Argus  bites  him  by — the  breeches. 

XXIV. 

If  single,  probably  his  plighted  fair 

Il.is  in  his  absence  wedded  some  rich  miser; 

Tlut.ill  the  bolter,  for  the  happy  pair 

May  <nMrrcl,  and  the  lady  growing  wiser, 

lie  may  resume  his  amatory  care 
As  cavalier  sorvente,  or  d»'««|»ise  her; 

And,  th:it  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a  dumb  one. 

Write  od«*s  on  the  inconstancy  of  woman. 

XXV. 

And  oh!  ye  gentlemen  who  have  already 
Some  chaste  liaison  of  the  kind — I  mean 

An  honest  friendship  with  a  married  lady — 
Tlie  oiily  tluiig  of  this  sort  ever  .seen 

To  last — of  all  connexions  the  m(»st  steady, 

And  the  true  Hymen  (the  first  s  hut  a  hcrreii)  — 

Vet  for  all  that  keep  not  too  lonj;  away; 

I  ve  known  the  absent  wrongd  four  times  a-day. 

XXVI. 

I.ambro,  our  sea-solicitor,  who  had 

Much  loss  rxperience  of  dry  laud  than  ocean, 

On  seeing  liis  own  chimney  smoke,  fell  glad  ; 
Hut  not  kiiowini;  meiaphysies,  h  id  no  notion 

Of  ilic  true  reison  of  his  not  being  sail. 
Or  that  of  any  other  strong  emotion  ; 

He  loved  his  child,  and  would  have  wept  tin.'  loss  of  her, 

lUii  knew  ilio  cause  no  more  iImu  a  philosopher. 


XXVH. 

He  saw  his  white  walls  shining  in  the  sua, 
His  garden  trees  all  shadowy  and  green ; 
He  heard  his  rivulet's  light  bubbling  run. 

The  distant  dog-hark;  and  perceived  between 
The  umbrage  of  the  wood,  so  cool  and  dun, 

The  moving  figures  and  the  sparkling  sheen 
Of  arms  (in  the  East  all  arm),  and  various  dyes 
Of  colour'd  garbs,  as  bright  as  butterflies. 

XXVIII. 
And  as  the  spot  where  they  appear  he  nears. 

Surprised  at  these  unwonted  signs  of  idling. 
He  hears — Alas  !  no  music  of  the  spheres, 

But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fiddling! 
A  melody  which  made  him  doubt  his  ears, 

The  cause  being  past  Ui«  guessing  or  uuriddliDg; 
A  pipe  loo  and  a  drum,  and,  shortly  after, 
A  most  unorieutal  roar  of  laughter. 

XXLX. 
And  still  more  nearly  to  the  place  advancing, 

Descending  ralher  quickly  the  declivity. 
Through  the  waved  branches,    o'er  the  grcensvard 
glancing, 
Midst  other  indications  of  festivity. 
Seeing  a  troop  of  his  domestics  dancing 

Like  dervises,  who  turn  as  ou  a  pivot,  he 
Perceived  it  was  the  Pyrrhic  dance  so  martial, 
To  which  the  Levantines  are  very  partial. 

XXX. 
And  further  on  a  group  of  Grecian  girls. 

The  first  and  tallest  her  while  kerchief  waving, 
Were  strung  together  like  a  row  of  pearls; 

Liuk'd  hand  in  hand,  and  dancing;  each  tooh.twD|; 
Down  her  white  nock  long  floating  auburn  curls— 
(The  least  of  which  would  set  ten  poets  ra»iojj); 
Thoir  leader  sang — and  bounded  to  her  song. 
With  choral  step  and  voice,  the  virgin  throng. 

XXXI. 
And  here,  assembled  cross-lejjg'd  round  their  trays 

Small  social  parties  just  begun  to  dine; 
Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gaze. 

And  flasks  of  Samian  and  of  Chiau  wine. 
And  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porous  vase; 

Above  them  their  dessert  grew  on  its  vine. 
The  orange  an<l  pomegranate,  nodding  oer, 
Dropp'd  in  thoir  laps,  scarce  jpluck'd  their  mellov«iw 

XXXH. 

A  band  of  children,  round  a  snow-white  ram, 
riicre  wroalhe  his  veneral)lo  horns  willi  flowers; 

While  peaceful  as  if  still  an  unwean'd  lamb. 
The  pUrian  li  of  the  flock  all  gently  coders 

His  sober  head  majestically  lame. 

Or  oils  from  out  the  palm,  or  playful  lowcn 

Mis  hrow  a>  if  in  act  to  butt,  ami  then, 

Yuldiiig  to  ihcir  small  liaiuls,  draws  back  ag.iin. 

XX.Xlll. 

Thrir  cl.issiral  prolilcs,  ami  glitit-ring  dresses, 
Th<ir  lari;e  hl.u k  eyes,  and  -.oft  seraphic  choeU 

Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long  tre*»e*. 
TIk-  gesture  which  enchants,  the  eye  that  *}'cat*. 

Tin-  imioceiue  MJiicli  lja|)py  childhood  blesses, 
•Maile  «iuite  a  picture  of  these  little  Gnx-ki; 

So  thai  llic  |iliilo,sopliieal  beholder 

Siijhd  for  tUcusakcs — that  llicy  should  e'er  grow  vi 
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XXXIV. 
Afar,  a  dwarf  birffoon  stood  telliaf^  talca 

To  a  sedate  grey  circle  of  old  smoken, 
Of  secret  treasures  found  in  hidden  vales. 

Of  wonderful  replies  from  Arab  jokers, 
Of  charms  to  make  good  gold  and  curt  bnd  ails. 

Of  rocks  bewitch'd  that  open  to  the  knockers, 
Of  magic  ladies,  who,  by  one  sole  act, 
Transform'd  thdr  lords  to  beasU  (bat  thnt'a  a  hct). 

XXXV. 
Here  ^ras  no  Isck  of  innocent  diversion 

For  the  imagination  or  the  Jienses, 
Song,  dance,  wine,  music,  stones  from  the  Fenian, 

All  pretty  pastime  in  which  no  offence  n. 
But  Lambro  saw  all  these  things  with  avenioo, 

Perceiving  in  his  absence  such  eipenses, 
Dreading  that  climax  of  all  human  ills, 
Tlie  inflammation  of  his  weekly  bilk. 

XXX>1. 

Ah  !  what  is  man?  what  perils  still  environ 
The  happiest  mortah  even  after  dinner— 

A  day  of  gold  from  out  an  age  of  Iron 
Is  all  Chat  life  allows  the  luckiest  sinner: 

IMcasure  (whene'er  she  sings,  at  lenst)  's  a  siren. 
That  lures  to  flay  alive  the  young  beginner. 

I^imbro's  reception  at  his  people's  banqoel 

^*aft  such  as  6re  accords  to  a  wet  blanket. 

XXXVII. 

lie — being  a  man  who  seldom  used  a  word 
Too  much,  and  wishing  gladly  to  sorpri«e 

(In  general  he  surprised  men  with  the  sword) 
11i«  daughter — had  not  xent  before  to  advise 

Of  his  arrival,  so  that  no  one  stirr'd  ; 
And  long  he  paused  to  re-assure  his  eyes, 

la  fact  much  more  astonish'd  than  delighted 

To  find  so  much  good  company  invited. 

xxxvm. 

lie  did  not  know — (alas!  how  men  will  lie)~ 
That  a  report— (especially  the  Greeks)— 

Avouch'd  his  death  (such  people  never  die). 
And  put  his  house  in  mourniog  several  weeks. 

Bat  now  their  eyes  and  also  lips  were  dry; 
The  bloom  too  had  retum'd  to  Haidee's  cheeks  ; 

Her  tears  too  being  retum'd  into  their  fount. 

She  now  kept  house  upon  her  own  account. 

XXXIX. 

Hence  all  this  rice,  meat,  dancing,  wine,  and  fiddling, 
Which  tnni'd  the  isle  into  a  place  of  pleasure ; 

The  servants  all  were  getting  drank  or  idling, 
A  life  which  made  them  happy  beyond  measure. 

Her  ftither's  hospitality  seem'd  middling, 
Compared  with  what  Haidee  did  with  his  treasure; 

T  was  wonderful  bow  things  went  on  improving. 

While  she  luid  not  one  boor  to  spare  from  loving. 

XL. 
Perhaps  you  think,  in  stumbling  on  this  feast 

He  flew  into  a  passion,  and  in  fact 
There  was  no  mighty  renaon  to  be  pleased ; 

Perhaps  yon  prophesy  some  sudden  act. 
The  whip,  the  rack,  or  dungeon  at  the  least, 

To  teach  his  people  to  be  mora  exact. 
And  that,  proceeding  at  a  very  high  rate, 
Ue  show'd  the  royal  ptncKmnH  of  a  pirate. 


XLI. 
Yob 're  wrong.  <->ile  was  the  roildast  maanar'd  man 

Thai  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  s  throat ; 
With  such  tfue  breeding  of  a  feBiUnwn, 

Yon  never  could  divine  his  real  thought ; 
No  courtier  could,  and  scarcely  wouiaB  oan 

Gird  more  deceit  within  a  pettieont : 
Pity  he  loved  adventurous  life's  variaty, 
lie  was  so  great  a  loss  to  good  sociatf . 

XLO. 
Advancing  to  the  nearest  dinner  <iuy. 

Tapping  the  sbonldar  of  the  nighert  guest. 
With  a  peculiar  smile,  which,  by  the  way. 

Boded  no  good,  whatever  it  exprsss'd. 
He  asked  the  meaning  of  this  holiday  t 

The  vinoitt  Greek  to  whom  ha  bad  addcess'd 
His  question,  much  loo  merry  to  divina 
The  questioner,  filTd  up  a  ghias  of  Vina, 

XUII. 
And,  without  tumiag  his  facelioui  head, 

Over  his  shoulder,  with  a  Bacchant  air 
Presented  the  o'erOowing  cup,  and  said» 

«  Talking 's  dry  work,  I  have  no  lime  to  spare.* 
A  second  hiccup'd,  «  Our  old  master 's  dead, 

You  'd  belter  ask  our  mistress,  who 's  his  heir.* 
M  Our  mistress  In  quolh  a  third:  «  Our  mistrsss  '.—pooh ! 
You  mean  our  OMsier— not  tht  old,  bat  new.w 

XUV. 
These  rascals,  being  new  comers,  knew  not  whom 

They  thin  address'd—and  Lambro's  visage  fell— 
And  o'er  his  eye  a  momaniary  gloom 

Pass'd,  but  he  strove  quite  courteously  to  quell 
The  expression,  and,  eodeavooring  to  resume 

His  smile,  requested  one  of  them  to  tell 
The  name  and  quslity  of  his  new  patron. 
Who  seem'd  to  have  tum'd  Haidee  into  a  matron. 

XLV. 
« I  know  not,*  quolh  the  fellow,  «  who  or  wluit 

He  is,  nor  whence  he  eame— and  Ultle  care: 
But  this  I  know,  that  this  roast  capou  's  iat. 

And  thst  good  wine  ne'er  wash'd  down  better  fare; 
And  if  you  ars  not  satisfied  with  that. 

Direct  your  questions  10  ny  ncighbottr  there ; 
Ue  '11  answer  all  for  belter  or  for  worse. 
For  none  likes  mora  to  hear  himaalf  coBvene.>  > 

XLVI. 
I  said  that  Lambro  was  a  maa  of  patienea. 

And  certainly  he  show'd  the  best  of  breeding, 
Which  scarce  even  France,  the  paragon  of  nations. 

E'er  saw  her  most  polite  of  sons  exceeding: 
Ue  bore  these  sneers  against  his  near  relations. 

His  own  anxiety,  his  besrt  loo  bleeding. 
The  insults  too  of  every  servile  glutton. 
Who  all  the  time  were  eating  up  his  nntloo. 

XLVU. 

Now  in  a  person  used  to  much  command — 
To  bid  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  again— 

To  see  his  orders  done  too  out  of  hand. 

Whether  the  word  was  death,  or  but  the  chain— 

It  may  seem  strange  to  find  his  manners  bland ; 
Yet  such  things  are,  which  I  cannot  explain. 

Though  doubtless  he  who  can  command  himself 

Is  good  to  govern — almost  as  a  Guelf. 
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XX. 

And  there  he  went  a&hore  -without  delay. 
Having  uo  custom-house  or  quarantine 

To  ask.  him  awkward  questions  on  the  way 
About  the  time  and  place  where  he  had  been  : 

He  left  hi.s  ship  to  be  hove  down  next  day, 
With  orders  to  the  people  to  careen; 

So  that  all  hands  w^ere  busy  beyond  measure. 

In  getting  out  goods,  ballast,  guns,  and  treasure. 

xxr. 

Arriving  at  the  summit  of  a  hill 

Which  overlook'd  the  white  walln  of  his  home, 
He  stopp'd. — What  singular  emotions  fill 

Their  bosoms  who  have  been  induced  to  roam! 
W^ith  fluttering  doubts  if  all  be  well  or  ill — 

With  love  for  many,  and  with  fears  for  some; 
All  feelings  which  o'erleap  the  years  long  lost, 
And  bring  our  hearts  back  to  their  starting-post. 

XXII. 
The  approach  of  home  to  husbands  and  to  sires, 

After  long  travelling  by  land  or  water, 
Most  naturally  some  small  doubt  inspires — 

A  female  family 's  a  serious  matter 
(None  trusts  the  sex  more,  or  so  much  admires — 

But  they  hate  ilattery,  so  I  never  flatter); 
Wives  in  their  husbands*  absences  grow  subtler. 
And  daughters  sometimes  run  off  with  the  butler. 

XXHI. 
An  honest  gentleman  at  bis  return 

May  not  have  the  good  fortune  of  Ulysses  : 
Not  all  lone  matrons  for  their  husbands  mourn. 

Or  show  the  same  dislike  to  suitors*  kisses; 
The  odds  are  that  he  finds  a  haud&ome  urn 

To  his  memory,  and  two  or  three  young  misses 
Born  to  some  friend,  who  holds  his  wife  aud  riches, 
And  that  his  Argus  bites  him  by — the  breeches. 

XXIV. 

If  siu(;le,  probably  his  plighted  fair 

H.i<<  in  his  absence  wedded  some  rich  miser; 

But  all  the  belter,  for  the  happy  pair 

M.»y  quarrel,  and  the  lady  growing  wiser, 

lie  may  resume  his  amatory  care 
As  ca\alier  scrvente,  or  despibe  her; 

And,  ih;)t  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a  dumb  one. 

Write  odes  on  the  inconstancy  of  Avouian. 

XXV. 

And  oh!  ye  gentlemen  who  have  already 
Some  chaste  liaison  of  the  kind — I  mean 

All  houcsi  friendship  with  a  married  lady — 
The  only  thing  of  this  sort  ever  seen 

To  last — of  all  ( onnexions  the  mo^i  strady, 

And  the  true  Hymen  (the  lirst  s  but  a  screen) — 

Vet  for  all  that  keep  not  loo  louj;  away; 

I  ve  known  the  absent  wrong  d  four  times  a-day. 

XXVI. 

Lambro,  our  sea&olicitor,  who  had 

Much  less  experience  of  dry  laud  than  ocean, 

On  seriiig  his  own  rhimuey  smoke,  felt  glad  ; 
But  not  knowing;  metaphysics,  had  no  notion 

Of  the  true  reison  of  his  not  being  sat), 
Or  thai  of  any  other  strong  emotion  ; 

He  loved  his  child,  aud  would  have  wept  llie  loss  of  h«  r, 

liui  knew  die  rause  uo  more  than  a  pliilosoplier. 


I  XXVIl. 

He  saw  his  white  walls  shining  io  the  sua, 

His  garden  trees  all  shadowy  and  green; 
He  heard  his  rivulet's  light  bubbUng  run. 

The  distant  dog-bark;  and  perceived  between 
Th?  umbrage  of  the  wood,  so  cool  and  dun, 

The  moving  figures  and  the  sparkling  sheen 
Of  arms  (in  the  East  all  arm),  and  various  dyes 
Of  colour'd  garbs,  as  bright  as  butterflies. 

XXVHI. 
And  as  the  spot  where  they  appear  he  nears. 

Surprised  at  these  unwonted  signs  of  idling. 
He  hears — Alas !  no  music  of  the  spheres. 

But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fiddling! 
A  melody  which  made  him  doubt  his  ears. 

The  cause  being  past  his  guessing  or  unriddling  ; 
A  pipe  too  and  a  drum,  and,  shortly  after, 
A  most  unoriental  roar  of  laughter. 

XXIX. 
And  still  more  nearly  to  the  place  advancing. 

Descending  rather  quickly  the  declivity. 
Through  the  waved  branches,    o'er  the  greensward 
glancing, 

Midsi  other  indications  of  festivity. 
Seeing  a  troop  of  his  domestics  dancing 

Like  dervises,  v^ho  turn  as  on  a  pivot,  be 
Perct^ived  it  was  the  Pyrrhic  dance  so  martial. 
To  which  the  Levantines  are  very  partial. 

XXX. 

And  further  on  a  group  of  Grecian  girls, 

The  lirst  and  tallest  her  white  kerchief  waving. 
Were  strung  together  like  a  row  of  pearls; 

Link'd  hand  in  hand,  and  dancing;  each  too  having 
Down  her  while  neck  long  floating  auburn  curls — 

(The  least  of  which  would  set  ten  poets  raving) ; 
Their  leader  sang — and  bounded  to  her  song, 
Willi  choral  step  and  voice,  the  virgin  throng. 

XXXI. 
And  here,  assembled  cross-legg'd  round  their  trays. 

Small  social  parties  just  begun  to  dine; 
Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gaie, 

.\nd  flasks  of  Sainian  and  of  Chian  wine, 
Aud  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porous  vase; 

Above  ihem  their  dessert  grew  on  its  vine. 
The  orange  ami  pomegranate,  nodding  oer, 
I^ropp'd  in  their  laps,  scarce  "pluck'd  their  mellow  slor» 

XXXIL 

A  band  of  children,  round  a  snow-white  ram, 
I  here  wreathe  his  \eucrablc  horns  with  flowers; 

While  praeefiil  a.-,  if  still  an  unwean'd  lamb, 
The  pairiarcli  of  the  Hock  all  gently  cowers 

llii  sober  head  iiiajestically  tame, 

Or  eats  from  out  the  pahn,  or  playful  lowers 

His  brow  :i,  if  in  act  to  butt,  and  then, 

Yielding  to  their  small  hands,  draws  back  again. 

XXXI II. 

Tlieir  classical  profiles,  aud  glittering  dresses. 

Till  ir  laii;e  1)1  ick  eyes,  and  soft  seraphic  cheeks 

Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long  trc&ses. 
The  gesture  which  enchants,  the  eye  that  s^Kraks, 

The  innocence  wliirh  happy  childhood  bless<^. 
Made  qnite  a  piclure  of  these  liltle  Greeks; 

So  that  the  pliiloNiijjliical  beholder 

Sijjiul  for  ilu  u  sak.s — that  they  should  e'er  grow  oKl<r 


XXXIV. 

AAir,  a  dwarf  buffoon  stood  teiliag  !■!«• 
To  a  sedate  grey  circle  of  old  smokers, 

Of  Mcret  treasures  found  in  hidden  rales. 
Of  wonderful  replies  from  Arab  jokers. 

Of  charms  to  make  good  (^Id  and  curt  bad  ails. 
Of  rocks  bewitch'd  that  open  to  the  knockers, 

Of  magic  bdies,  who,  by  one  sole  act, 

TraD«form'd  their  lords  to  beasts  (but  that's  a  fact). 

XXXV. 

Here  was  no  lack  of  innocent  diTerston 

For  the  imagination  or  the  senses, 
Song,  dance,  wine,  music,  stones  from  the  Pwrsian, 

All  pretty  pastime  in  which  no  offence  is. 
'    But  Lambro  saw  all  these  things  with  aversion, 

Perceinog  in  his  absence  such  expenses, 
Dreading  that  climax  of  all  human  ills, 
Tlie  inflammation  of  his  weekly  bilk. 

XXX>T 

All !  what  is  man  T  what  perils  still  emriron 
I       Tlie  happiest  mortalii  even  after  dinner— 
>   A  day  of  gold  from  out  an  age  of  iron 
'       Is  all  that  Hfe  allows  the  kickiest  sinner: 

Pleasure  (whene'er  she  sings,  at  least)  's  a  siren. 
That  lures  to  (lay  alive  the  young  beginner. 

Lambro's  reception  at  his  people's  banquet 

Wa«  such  as  fire  accords  to  a  wet  blanket. 

xxxvn. 

He — being  a  man  who  seldom  used  a  word 
Too  much,  and  wishing  gladly  to  surprise 

(In  general  he  surprised  men  with  the  sword) 
His  daughter — had  not  Kent  before  to  advise 

Of  his  arrival,  so  that  no  one  stirr'd ; 
And  long  he  paused  to  re-assure  his  eyes, 

la  hct  much  more  astonisli'd  than  delighted 
I   To  find  so  much  good  company  invited. 

XXXVIII. 

lie  did  not  know— (alas!  how  men  will  lie)— 
That  a  report— (especially  the  Greeks)— 

Avouch'd  his  death  (such  people  never  die). 
And  put  his  house  in  mourning  several  weeks. 

But  now  their  eyes  and  also  lips  were  dry; 
The  bloom  too  had  retum'd  to  Haidee's  cheeks  ; 

Her  tears  too  being  retum'd  into  their  fount. 

She  now  kept  house  upon  her  own  account. 

XXXIX. 

Ilence  all  this  rice,  meat,  dancing,  wine,  and  fiddling, 
Which  tnni'd  the  isle  into  a  place  of  pleasure; 

The  servants  all  were  getting  dmnk  or  idling, 
A  life  which  made  them  happy  beyond  measure. 

Her  father's  hospitality  seem'd  middling, 

Compared  with  what  Haidee  did  with  h»  treasure ; 

T  was  wonderful  bow  things  went  on  improving. 

While  she  had  not  one  hour  to  spare  from  loving. 

XL. 
Perhaps  you  think,  in  stumbling  on  this  feast 

He  flew  into  a  passion,  and  in  foct 
There  was  no  mighty  reason  to  be  pleased; 

Perhaps  yon  prophesy  some  sudden  act. 
The  whip,  the  rack,  or  dungeon  at  the  least, 

To  teach  his  people  to  be  more  exact. 
And  that,  proceeding  at  a  very  high  rate, 
lie  show'd  the  royal  penchmnii  of  a  pirate. 


XLI. 
You're  wrong. ->ile  was  the  nuldesc  mnimar'd 

That  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  a  throat; 
With  such  tni«  breeding  of  a  fendenaB, 

You  never  could  divine  his  real  thought ; 
No  courtier  could,  and  scarcely  woniiui  oan 

Gird  more  deceit  within  a  pettieont : 
Pity  he  loved  adventurous  life's  variety, 
Ue  was  so  great  a  loss  to  good  aociatf . 

XLn. 
Advancing  to  the  nearest  dinner^cray, 

Tapping  the  sbonhfer  of  the  nighcst  guest. 
With  a  peculiar  smile,  which,  by  the  way. 

Boded  no  good,  whatever  it  e^rcsa'd. 
He  asked  the  meaning  of  this  holiday  f 

The  vinoitt  Greek  Co  whom  ho  had  address'd 
His  question,  much  loo  merry  to  divine 
The  questinoer,  filTd  np  a  ghias  of  wino, 

xtni. 

And,  without  turning  hia  facetious  head, 
Over  his  shoulder,  with  a  Bacchant  air 

Presented  the  o'erOowiog  cup,  and  said, 
«  Talking 's  dry  work,  I  have  no  time  to  spare.  •* 

A  second  hiecup'd,  «  Our  old  master 's  dead, 
You  'd  belier  ask  our  mistress,  who 's  hia  heir.* 

u  Our  mistress !»  quoth  a  third:  «  Our  mistress !— pooh ! 

You  mean  our  masler'-not  the  old,  but  new.* 

XUV. 

These  rascals,  being  new  comers,  knew  not  whom 
They  thus  address'd--«nd  Lambro's  visage  fell — 

And  o'er  his  eye  a  momentary  gloom 
Pass'd,  but  he  strove  quite  courteously  to  quell 

The  expression,  and,  endeavouring  to  resume 
His  smile,  requested  one  of  them  to  tell 

The  name  and  quality  of  his  new  patron* 

Who  seem'd  to  have  lum'd  Haidea  into  a  matron. 

XLV. 
« 1  know  not,*  quoth  the  fellow, «  who  or  what 

He  is,  nor  whence  he  camo— and  little  care : 
Out  this  I  know,  that  this  roast  eapon  'a  fet. 

And  that  good  wine  ne'er  wash'd  down  better  fare; 
And  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that. 

Direct  your  questions  lo  my  neighbour  there ; 
He  'II  answer  all  for  belter  or  for  worse. 
For  none  likes  mora  to  hear  hinuelf  canverse.*  ■ 


XLYI. 

I  said  that  Lambro  was  a  man  of  patience. 
And  certainly  he  show'd  the  best  of  breeding. 

Which  scarce  even  France,  the  paragon  of  nations, 
E'er  saw  her  moet  polite  of  sons  ezceediug: 

He  bore  these  sneers  against  his  near  relations. 
His  own  anxiety,  his  heart  too  bleeding. 

The  insults  too  of  every  servile  glutioa. 

Who  all  the  time  ware  eating  up  his  nuitlon. 

XLVU. 

Now  in  a  person  used  to  much  command— 
To  bid  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  again— 

To  see  his  orders  done  too  out  of  hand, 

Whether  the  word  waa  death,  or  but  the  chain— 

It  may  seem  strange  to  find  his  manners  bland ; 
Yet  such  things  arc,  which  I  caynot  explain. 

Though  doubdcss  he  who  can  command  himself 

Is  good  to  govern — alouMt  as  a  Gnelf. 
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XL  VII  I. 

Not  thai  lie  was  not  sometimes  rash  or  so, 
But  never  in  his  real  nud  serious  mood  ; 

Then  ealm,  coiiccnlratcd,  and  still,  and  slow. 
lie  lay  coil'd  like  the  boa  in  the  wood. 

Willi  him  it  never  was  a  word  and  blow; 
His  angry  word  once  o'er,  he  shed  no  blood ; 

Dul  in  \ih  silence  there  was  much  to  rue, 

And  his  one  blow  left  little  work  for  two. 

XLIX. 
Ue  ask'd  no  further  questions,  and  proceeded 

On  to  the  house,  but  by  a  private  way, 
So  that  the  few  w^ho  met  him  hardly  iiecded, 

So  little  they  expected  him  that  day  ; 
If  love  paternal  in  his  bo«^oni  pleaded 

For  Ilaidee's  sake,  is  more  than  I  can  say. 
But  certainly  to  one,  deem'd  tlead,  returninjj. 
This  revel  scem'tl  a  curious  mode  of  mourning. 

L. 

If  all  the  dead  could  now  return  to  Hfe, 

(Which  God  forbid  !)  or  some,  or  a  (jreat  many  ; 

For  instance,  if  a  husband  or  his  wife 
(Nuptial  examples  arc  as  pood  as  any), 

N<»  doubt  whatc'er  miyht  be  their  former  strife, 
The  present  weather  would  be  much  more  rainy — 

Tears  shed  into  the  (jravc  of  the  connexion 

Would  share  most  probably  Its  resurrection. 

LI. 

lie  enter'd  in  the  house  no  more  his  home, 
A  thing  to  human  feelings  the  most  trying. 

And  harder  for  the  heart  to  overcome 

Perhaps,  than  even  the  meutal  pangs  of  dying; 

To  find  our  hearthstone  turn'd  into  a  tomb, 

And  round  its  once  warm  precincts  palely  lying 

The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a  deep  grief, 

Ucyond  a  single  gentleman's  belief. 

Lir. 

Me  enter'd  in  the  house — his  home  no  more. 
For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home — and  fell 

The  «;oliiude  of  passing  his  own  door 

Without  a  welcome :  there  he  long  had  <lwelt. 

There  lii>  few  peaceful  days  Time  had  swept  o'er, 
There  his  worn  bosom  and  keen  eye  would  melt 

Over  the  innocence  of  that  sweet  child, 

Ills  only  slirine  of  feelings  undeliied. 

Mir. 

He  was  a  man  of  a  strange  temperament, 

Of  mild  demeanour  though  of  sjv;igc  mood  ; 

Moderate  in  all  his  habits,  and  content 
Willi  temperance  in  pleasure  as  iti  food  ; 

Oniek  to  perceive,  and  strcMig  to  brar,  and  meant 
For  sonicthing  Iteder,  if  not  wholly  good; 

His  eoiniirys  wrongs,  and  his  dtsp.iir  In  save  her, 

Had  stung  liiiu  from  a  slave  to  an  enslaver. 

LIV. 

The  love  of  power,  and  r.i[Mtl  gain  of  gold. 
The  hardness  by  long  habitude  produced. 

The  dangrrons  life  in  vhieh  he  had  grown  o|i!, 
The  mercy  he  had  granted  uft  ahusrl, 

The  sights  Uc  was  arcustomd  to  h*  'iol<l, 
Tlu!  will  V,  ;is  nml  wild  men  wiih  whom  he  cruisril 

Hid  m-.t  hi<  enemies  a  long  n-pciU  ince. 

And  MKule  him  a  |;.>od  friend,  hiif  bad  acfiiiaiiit.uuT 


LV. 

But  something  of  the  spirit  of  old  Greece 
Flasli'd  o'er  his  soul  a  few  heroic  rays, 

Such  as  lit  onward  to  the  golden  (Iccce 
His  predecessors  in  the  Colchian  days: 

'T  is  true  he  had  no  ardent  love  for  peace; 
Alas!  his  country  show'd  no  path  to  praise  : 

Ilatc  to  the  world  and  war  with  every  nation 

He  waged,  in  vengeance  of  her  degradation. 

LVI. 

Still  o'er  Iiis  iniiid  the  influence  of  the  clirac 
Shed  its  Ionian  elegance,  which  show'd 

Its  power  unconsciously  full  many  a  time — 
A  taste  seen  in  the  choice  of  his  abode, 

A  love  of  music  and  of  scenes  sublime, 

A  pleasure  in  the  gentle  stream  that  flow'd 

Past  him  in  crystals,  and  a  joy  in  flowers, 

Dedcw'd  his  spirit  in  his  calmer  hours. 

LVH. 
But  whatsoe'er  he  had  of  love,  reposed 

On  that  beloved  daughter;  she  had  been 
The  only  thing  which  kept  his  heart  uuclo<U!d 

Amidst  the  savage  deeds  he  had  done  and  seen, 
A  lonely  pure  affection  unopposed: 

There  wanted  but  the  loss  of  ihis  to  wean 
His  feelings  from  all  milk  of  laiman  kindnes^^. 
And  turn  bun,  like  the  Cyclops,  mad  with  bliudiies 

LVHI. 

The  cubless  tigress  in  her  jungle  raging 
Is  dreadfid  to  the  shepherd  and  the  flock  ; 

The  ocean  when  its  yeasty  war  is  waging 
Is  awful  to  the  vessel  near  the  rock: 

But  violent  things  will  sooner  bear  assuaging — 
Their  fury  being  spent  by  its  own  shock — 

Than  the  stern,  single,  deep,  and  wordless  ire 

Of  a  strong  human  heart,  and  in  a  sire. 

LIX. 
It  is  a  hard,  althou;^;h  a  common  case. 

To  find  our  children  running  restive — they 
In  vliom  our  brightest  days  wc  would  retrace, 

Our  little  selves  reformd  in  finer  clay; 
Just  as  oUl  age  is  creeping  on  apace. 

And  clouds  conic  o'er  the  sunset  of  our  day, 
Tlwv  kindly  leave  us,  though  not  quite  alone. 
But  in  good  company— the  gout  and  stone. 

LX. 

Yet  a  fine  family  is  a  fine  thing 

(Provided  they  don't  come  in  after  dinner) ; 
'T  is  beautiful  to  see  a  matron  bnng 

Her  children  up  (if  luirsing  them  don't  thin  her' 
Like  cliirulis  round  an  altar-piece  they  cling 

To  the  fire-side  (a  sight  to  touch  a  sinner). 
A  lady  with  her  daughters  or  her  nieces 
Shine  like  a  guinea  and  se\ en-shilling  pieces. 

LXI. 

Old  Larnbro  pnss'd  unseen  a  private  gate. 
And  siood  within  his  hall  at  eventide; 
Meantime  the  lady  and  her  lover  sate 
,       At  \v.is<ail  in  their  beauty  and  their  pride  ■ 
An  i\orv  iiii  liil  table  spreail  with  stale 

[I<fi>i">'  tlurn,  and  fair  slaves  on  every  side; 
(.1  Ills,  {;>>!<l,  .iml  siher,  fornid  the  service  mostly, 
M>'iii<  I  <i(  |.«  jil  and  coral  the  les*  costly. 


LXII. 
The  dinner  made  abont  a  buadred  dishes; 

Lamb  and  pistachio-outs — in  short,  all  meats, 
And  saffron  soaps,  and  sweetbreads;  and  the  fishes 

Were  of  the  finest  that  e'er  floanced  in  nets, 
Dressd  to  a  Sybarite's  most  pamper'd  wishes; 

The  beverage  was  various  sherbets 
Of  raisin,  orange,  and  pomegranate  juice, 
!  S<iueezed  through  the  rind,  which  makes  it  best  for  use. 

tXTII. 
These  were  ranged  round,  each  in  its  crystal  ewer. 

And  fruits  and  date-bread  loaves  closed  the  repast. 
And  JUocha's  berry,  from  Arabia  pure. 

In  small  fine  China  cups  came  in  at  last'^- 
Gold  cups  of  filagree,  made  to  secure 

Tlie  band  from  burning,  underneath  them  placed; 
(Iloves,  cinnamon,  and  saffron  too,  were  boil'd 
L'p  with  the  coffee,  which  (I  think)  ibey  spoil'd. 

LXIV. 

'flic  hangings  of  the  room  were  tapestry,  made 
Of  velvet  pannels,  each  of  different  hue, 

^nd  thick  with  damask  flowers  of  silk  inlaid : 
And  round  them  ran  a  yellow  border  too; 

The  upper  border,  richly  wrought,  dixplay'd, 
Einbroider'd  delicately  o'er  with  blue. 

Soft  Persian  sentences,  in  lilac  letters, 

From  poets,  or  the  moralists,  their  betters. 

LXV. 

These  oriental  writings  on  the  wall, 

Ouitc  common  in  those  countries,  are  a  kind 

Of  monitors  adapted  to  rceal, 

Like  skulls  at  Memphian  banquets,  to  the  mind 

The  words  which  shook  Belshauar  in  his  hall, 
And  took  his  kingdom  from  him. — You  will  find, 

Though  sages  may  pour  out  their  wisdom's  treasure,. 

There  is  no  sterner  moralist  than  pleasure. 

LXVI. 

A  boauty  at  the  season's  close  grown  hectic, 
A  grnius  who  has  drunk  himself  to  death, 

A  rike  tnm'd  methodislic  or  eclectic — 

(For  that 's  the  name  they  like  to  pray  beneath)— 

But  mo%t,  an  alderman  struck  apoplectic, 
Are  things  that  really  take  away  the  breath, 

And  show  that  late  hours  ^'>ne,  and  love,  are  able 

To  do  not  mucli  less  damage  than  the  table. 

LXVll. 
If.'iidce  and  Juan  carpeted  their  feet 

On  crimson  satin,  bordcr'd  with  pale  blue; 
Tlioir  Kofa  occupied  lliree  parts  complete 

Of  the  apartment — and  appear'd  quite  new; 
Tlie  velvet  cushions— (for  a  throne  more  meet) — 

Were  6carlet,  from  whose  glowing  centre  grew 
A  sun  emhoss'd  in  gold,  whose  rays  of  tissue, 
3Iori<iiau-like,  were  seen  all  light  to  issue. 

Lxvni. 

Crystal  and  marble,  plate  and  porcelain, 

ll.id  done  their  work  of  splendour,  Indian  mats 

Ami  Persian  carpets,  which  the  heart  blttl  to  stain, 
O^cr  the  floors  were  spread;  gaielics  and  cats, 

And  dwarfs  and  blacks,  nud  such  like  things,  that  gain 
Their  bread  as  ministers  and  favourites — (that 's 

To  s.jy,  by  degradation) — mingled  there, 

\s  plentiful  as  in  a  court  or  fdir. 


LXIX. 

There  was  no  want  of  lofty  mirron,  and 

The  tables,  most  of  ebony,  inlaid 
With  mother  of  pearl  or  ivory,  stood  at  hand, 

Or  were  of  tortoise-shell  or  rare  woods  made. 
Fretted  with  gold  or  silver :  by  coamiaBd, 

The  greater  part  of  these  were  ready  spread 
With  viands  and  sherbets  in  ice,  and  wine— 
Kept  for  all  comers,  at  all  hours  to  dioa. 

LXX. 

Of  all  the  dresses  I  select  Uaidee's: 

She  wore  two  jelicks— one  was  of  pale  yellow; 
Of  axure,  pink,  and  white,  was  her  chemise— 

'Neath  which  her  breast  heaved  like  a  little  billow : 
With  buttons  form'd  of  pearls  as  hirge  as  pease, 

All  gold  and  crimson  shone  her  jelick's  fellow, 
And  the  striped  white  game  baracan  that  bound  her. 
Like  fleecy  clouds  about  the  moon,  flow'd  round  tier. 

LXXL 

One  large  gold  bracelet  dasp'd  each  lovely  arm, 
Lockless— so  pliable  from  the  pure  gold 

That  the  hand  stretch'd  and  shut  it  without  harm. 
The  limb  which  it  adom'd  its  only  mould ; 

So  beautiful — its  very  shape  would  charm, 
And  clinging  as  if  loth  to  lose  its  hold, 

Tlie  purest  ore  inclosed  the  whitest  skin 

That  e'er  by  precious  metal  wm  held  in.* 

LXXU. 
Around,  as  princess  of  her  father's  land, 

A  like  gold  bar,  above  her  instep  roU'd,^ 
Announced  her  rank;  twelve  rings  were  on  her  liantl; 

Her  hair  was  starr'd  with  gems;  her  veil's  fine  fold 
Delow  her  breast  was  fasten'd  with  a  band 

Of  lavish  pearls,  whose  worth  could  scarce  be  told ; 
Her  orange  silk  full  Turkish  trowsers  furi'd 
About  the  prettiest  ankle  in  the  world. 

LXXIIL 
Her  hair's  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her  heel 

Flow'd  like  an  Alpine  torrent  which  the  sun 
Dyes  with  hb  morning  light,  and  would  conceal 

Her  person 4  if  allow'd  at  large  to  run; 
And  still  they  seem  resentfully  to  fed 

The  silken  fillet's  curb,  and  sought  to  shun 
Their  bonds  whene'er  some  lephyr  caught  began 
To  offer  hi*  young  pinion  as  her  Can. 

LXXIV. 

Round  her  she  made  an  atmosphere  of  life. 
The  very  air  seem'd  lighter  from  her  eyes, 

They  were  so  soft  and  beautiful,  and  rifa 
With  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies. 

And  pure  as  Psyche,  ere  she  grew  a  wife— 
Too  pure  even  for  the  purest  human  tie^  ^ 

Her  overpowering  presence  made  yon  feel 

It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneeL 

LXXV. 

Her  eyelashes,  though  dark  as  night,  were  tinged 
(It  is  the  country's  custom),  but  in  vain  ; 

For  those  large  black  eyes  were  so  blackly  fringed, 
The  glossy  rebels  mock'd  tlie  jetty  staiu, 

And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged  : 

Her  nails  were  touch'd  writh  henna ;  bat  again 

The  power  of  art  was  turn'd  to  nothing,  for 

They  could  not  look  more  rosy  thau  before. 
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LXXVJ. 

The  henna  should  be  deeply  dyed  to  make 
The  skin  relieved  appear  more  fairly  fair: 

She  had  no  need  of  this,  day  ne'er  will  break 

On  mountain  tops  more  heavenly  white  than  her : 

The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  well  awake. 
She  was  so  like  a  vision;  I  mi|;ht  err, 

But  Shnkspoare  also  says  't  is  very  silly 

«  To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lily.w 

Lxxvir. 

Juan  had  on  a  shawl  of  black  and  gold, 
But  a  white  baracan,  and  so  transparent, 

The  sparkling  gems  beaeath  you  might  behold. 
Like  small  stars  through  the  milky  way  apparent ; 

Ilis  turban,  furl'd  in  many  n  graceful  fold. 
An  emerald  aigrette  with  Haidce's  hair  in't 

Surmounted  as  its  clasp — a  glowing  crescent. 

Whose  rays  shone  ever  trembling,  but  incessant. 

LXXVIII. 

And  now  they  were  diverted  by  tlieir  suite. 

Dwarfs,  dancing  girls,  black  eunuchs,  and  a  poet, 

Which  m.ide  their  new  establishment  complete; 
The  last  was  of  great  fame,  aud  liked  to  show  it: 

Ilis  verses  rarely  wanted  their  due  feet. 

And  for  his  ihemc — he  seldom  sung  below  it, 

lie  being  paid  to  satirize  or  Hatter, 

As  the  psalm  says,  u  inditing  a  good  matter.w 

LXXIX. 

He  praised  the  present,  aud  abused  the  past, 
Bevcrsing  the  good  custom  of  old  days ; 

An  eastern  anti-jacobin  at  last 

He  turn'd,  preferring  pudding  to  no  praise. 

For  some  few  years  his  lot  had  been  o'ercast 
By  his  seaming  independent  in  his  lays; 

But  now  he  sung  the  Sultan  and  the  Pacha, 

With  truth  like  Southey,  and  with  verse  like  Crnshaw. 

LXXX. 

He  was  a  man  who  had  seen  many  changes 
And  always  changed  as  true  as  any  needle, 

Ilis  polar  star  being  one  which  rather  ranges, 
Ami  not  the  lix'd — he  knew  the  way  to  wheedle; 

So  vile  he  'scaped  the  doom  which  oft  avengrs  ; 
Aud  being  fluent  (s;ive  indeed  when  feed  ill). 

He  lied  with  such  a  fervour  of  intention — 

There  was  no  doubt  he  earn'd  his  laureate  pension. 

LXXXI. 

But  he  had  genius, — when  a  turncoat  has  it, 

The  u  vates  irritabiiisn  takes  care 
That  without  notice  few  full  moons  shall  pass  it; 

Even  good  men  Uke  to  make  the  public  stare:  — 
But  to  my  subject — let  me  see— what  was  it? 

Oh! — the  third  canio — and  the  pretty  pair — 
Their  loves,  and  feasts,  and  house,  aud  dress,  and  mode 
Of  living  in  their  insular  abode. 

LXXXII. 

Their  poet,  a  sad  trimmer,  but  no  less 

In  company  a  very  pleasant  fellow, 
Had  been  the  favourite  of  full  many  a  mess 

Of  men,  and  made  them  speeches  when  half  mellow  ; 
And  though  his  meaning  they  could  rarely  guess, 

Yet  still  they  deign'd  to  hiccup  or  to  bellow 
The  glorious  meed  of  popular  applause. 
Of  which  the  Hri>t  ne'er  knows  the  ^>econd  cause. 


LXXXHI. 
But  now  being  lifted  into  high  society. 

And  having  pick'd  np  several  odds  and  ends 
Of  free  thoughts  in  his  travels,  for  variety, 

lie  deem'd  being  in  a  lone  isle  among  frieDdSy 
That,  without  any  danger  of  a  riot,  he 

Might  for  long  lying  make  himself  amends ; 
And,  sin{]ing  as  he  sung  in  his  warm  youtki. 
Agree  to  a  short  armistice  with  truth. 

LXXXIV. 
He  'd  travell'd  'mongst  the  Arabs,  Turks,  and  Franks. 

And  knew  the  self-loves  of  the  different  nations! 
And,  having  lived  with  people  of  all  ranlu, 

Had  something  ready  upon  most  occasions — 
Which  got  him  a  few  presents  and  some  thanks. 

He  varied  with  some  skill  his  adulations; 
To  «  do  at  Borne  as  Romans  do,»  a  piece 
Of  conduct  was  which  he  observed  in  Greece. 

LXXXV. 

Thus,  usually,  when  he  was  asked  to  sing. 

He  gave  the  different  nations  something  nation.*!; 

'T  was  all  the  same  to  him — uGod  save  the  King,» 
Or  «(  Ca  ?pa,»  according  to  the  foshion  all. 

His  muse  made  increment  of  any  thing. 
From  the  high  lyrical  to  the  low  rational: 

If  Piudar  sang  horse-races,  what  should  hinder 

Himself  from  being  as  pliable  as  Pindar? 

LXXXVI. 

In  Frai:ce,  for  instance,  he  would  write  a  chanson  ; 

In  Knglan«l,  a  sii-canto  quarto  tale; 
111  Sp.iin,  lic'd  make  a  ballad  or  romance  on 

The  last  war — much  the  same  iu  Portugal; 
In  Germany,  the  Pegasus  he'd  prance  on 

Would  be  old  Goethe's — (see  what  says  de  Slarl); 
In  Italy,  he'd  ape  the  uTrecentisti;n 
In  (Jrecce,  lie  d  sing  some  sort  of  hymn  like  tbia  t'  ye 

The  isles  of  Greece  I  the  isles  of  Greece! 

Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  sung, — 
Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peace, — 

W Ill-re  Delos  rose  and  Phirbus  sprung! 
Eternal  summer  gilds  them  yet. 
But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set. 

The  Scian  and  the  Teian  muse. 

The  hero's  harp,  the  lovers  lute, 
Have  found  the  fame  your  shores  refuse; 

Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute 
To  sounds  vkliich  echo  further  west 
Than  your  sires'  «  Islands  of  the  Blest.» 

The  mountains  look  on  Marathon, 

And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea: 
And  musing  there  an  hour  nione, 

I  drcam'd  that  Greece  might  still  be  free ; 
For,  standing  on  the  Persian's  grave, 
I  could  not  deem  myself  a  slave. 

A  king  sat  on  the  rocky  brow 

Which  looks  o'er  sea-born  Salamis; 

And  ships,  by  thous;inds,  lay  below, 
.And  men  in  nations; — all  were  his! 

He  counted  them  at  break  of  day — 

And  when  the  sun  set  where  were  tliey  ? 
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And  where  are  they?  and  where  art  tboa, 
My  country?    On  thy  voiceleu  shore 

The  heroic  lay  U  tuneless  now — 
The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more ! 

And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  dinne. 

Degenerate  into  hands  like  mine  ? 

T  is  something,  in  the  dearth  of  fame. 
Though  link'd  among  a  fetter'd  race, 

To  feel  at  least  a  patriot  s  shaine. 
Even  as  I  sing,  suffuse  my  face ; 

For  what  is  left  the  poet  here  ? 

For  Greeks  a  blush— lor  Greece  a  tear. 

Must  we  but  weep  o'er  days  more  bless'd  ? 

Must  we  but  blush?— Our  fathers  bled. 
Earth !  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 

A  remnant  of  onr  Spartan  dead  I 
Of  the  three  hundred  grant  but  three, 
To  make  a  new  Thermopyhe ! 

What !  silent  still  7  and  silent  all? 

Ah!  no ; — the  Toicet  of  the  dead 
Sound  like  a  distant  torrent's  fill. 

And  answer,  ■  Let  one  living  head, 
But  one  arise, — we  come,  we  come  !» 
T  is  bat  the  liring  who  are  dumb. 

In  Taio— in  vain  :  strike  other  chordi ; 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine ! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordea. 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine  ! 
Hark !  rising  to  the  ignoble  call- 
How  answers  each  bold  bacchanal ! 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic:  dance  as  yet. 
Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone? 

Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 
The  nobler  and  the  manlier  one  ? 

You  have  the  letten  Cadmus  gave — 

Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a  slave? 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 

We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  these ! 
It  made  Anacreon's  song  divine : 

He  served — hut  served  Polycrate^ 
A  tyrant ;  but  our  masters  then 
Were  still,  at  least,  our  countrymen. 

The  tyrant  of  the  Cliersonesc 

Was  freedom  s  be^t  and  bravest  friend  ; 
That  tyrant  was  Milliades! 

Oh  !  that  the  present  hour  would  lend 
Another  despot  of  the  kind ! 
Such  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  bind. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine! 

On  Suli's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore, 
Existji  the  remnant  of  a  line 

Such  as  the  Doric  mothers  bore ; 
And  there,  perhaps,  some  seed  is  sown 
The  Heracleidan  blood  might  own. 

Trust  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks— 
They  have  a  king  who  buys  and  selb : 

In  native  swords,  and  native  ranks, 
The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells; 


But  Turkish  force,  and  Latin  fraud. 
Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine! 

Our  rirgios  dance  beneath  the  shade — 
I  see  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine : 

But,  gaslog  on  each  glowing  maid, 
My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  lavet, 
To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slaves. 

Place  me  on  Suninm*s  marbled  steep- 
Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  I, 

May  hear  our  aautual  murmurs  sweep; 
There,  swan-like,  let  me  sing  and  iKe : 

A  land  of  slaves  shall  nd'er  be  mine^- 

Dash  down  yon  cup  of  Samfain  wine ! 


LXXXYIL 
Thus  sung,  or  would,  or  could,  or  thooM  ha?*  mng. 

The  modem  Greek,  in  tolerable  verse ; 
If  not  like  Orpheus  quite,  when  Greece  was  young. 

Yet  in  these  times  he  might  have  done  mncfa  worse  : 
His  strain  ditplay'd  some  feeling— right  or  wrmg  { 

And  feeling,  in  a  poet,  is  the  source 
Of  others'  feeling ;  but  they  are  such  Ikrt, 
And  take  all  colonrs — like  the  hands  of  dyen. 

LXXXYIIf. 
But  words  are  thingi,  and  a  small  drop  nf  ink. 

Falling  like  dew  upon  a  thought,  produces 
That  which  makes  thousands,  perhaps  millions,  think. 

T  is  strange,  the  shortest  letter  which  man  uses. 
Instead  of  speech,  may  form  a  lasting  link 

Of  ages :  to  what  straits  old  Time  reduces 
Frail  man,  when  paper— even  a  rag  like  this. 
Survives  himself,  his  tomb,  and  all  that  *8  hb  ! 

Lxxxn. 

And  when  his  bones  are  dust,  bis  grave  a  Mask, 
His  sution,  generation,  even  his  natiott, 

Become  a  thing,  or  nothing,  save  to  raak 
In  chronological  conunemontton. 

Some  dull  MS.  oblirion  long  hat  sank. 
Or  graven  stone  fbimd  in  a  barrack's  station. 

In  digging  the  fbundadon  of  a  closet, 

Hay  turn  his  name  up  as  a  rare  deposit. 

XC 
And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile ; 

T  is  something,  nothing,  words,  illusion,  wind- 
Depending  more  upon  the  historian's  style 

Than  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind. 
Troy  owes  to  Homer  what  whist  owes  to  Hoyle ; 

Tlie  present  century  was  growiog  blind 
To  the  great  Marlborough's  skill  in  giving  knocks, 
Until  his  late  Life  by  Archdeacon  Cose. 

XCL 

Milton  's  the  prince  of  poets^so  we  say ; 

A  little  heavy,  but  no  lesa  dirine ; 
An  independent  being  in  his  day — 

Learn'd,  pious,  temperate  in  love  and  wine,* 
But  his  life  falling  into  Johnson's  way. 

We  're  told  this  great  high  priest  of  all  the  Nine 
Was  whipt  at  college — a  harsh  sire — odd  spouse, 
For  tlie  first  Mrs  Milton  left  his  houae. 
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XCH. 

All  these  arc,  certes,  entertaining  facts, 

Like  Shakspcares  stcalinj;  doer.  Lord  Uacon's  bribes  ; 
Like  Titus'  youth,  and  C;csar's earhest  arts; 

Like  Burns  (whonj  Doctor  Currie  veil  describes); 
Like  CroniMells  pranks  ;— but  althoujjh  truth  exacts 

Tliese  amiable  descriplions  from  the  scribes, 
As  most  essential  to  their  hero's  story. 
They  do  not  much  contribute  to  his  i;lor^'. 

XCIII. 

All  are  not  moralists  like  Southey,  vhen 
He  prated  to  the  "world  of  wPantisocracy  ;•> 

Or  Wordsworth  uiiexciscd,  unhired,  "who  then 
Season'd  his  pedlar  poems  with  democracy ; 

Or  Colerid{;e,  long  before  his  llighty  pen 
[^t  to  the  Morning  Post  its  arisioiracy; 

When  he  and  Sonihey.  following  the  Mine  path, 

r.spoused  two  partners  (milliner-*  of  liath). 

XCIV. 
Such  names  at  present  cut  a  convict  figure, 

The  very  Uolany  Hay  in  moral  geography ; 
Their  loyal  treason,  reiiegado  vigour, 

Arc  good  manure  for  their  more  bare  biography. 
Wordsworth's  last  quarto,  by  the  way,  is  bigi;er 

Than  any  since  the  birthday  of  typography ; 
A  I  inni'vy  frowzy  poem,  ealld  the  «<  Excursion," 
Writ  in  a  manner  which  is  my  aversion. 

XCV. 

He  theie  builds  up  a  formidable  ilyke 

lietween  his  own  and  others'  intellect; 
lUit  Wordsworth's  poem,  and  hi.s  follo>»ers,  hkc 

Joanna  Southcote's  Shiloh  and  her  sect. 
Arc  things  which  in  this  century  don't  strike 

The  public  mind,  so  few  are  the  elect ; 
And  the  new  births  of  both  their  stale  \irginities 
Have  proved  but  dropsies  lakeu  for  divinities. 

XCVL 
r.ui  let  me  to  my  story  :  I  must  own, 

If  I  have  any  fault,  it  is  digression  ; 
Leaving  my  people  to  proceed  alone. 

While  I  soliloquize  Ix'yonil  expres>ion  ; 
But  tliese  are  my  uddrcs«,es  from  the  throne. 

Which  put  off  business  to  the  ensuing  ses«.ion  ; 
rorgetiing  each  omi.ssioii  is  a  loss  to 
The  world,  not  quite  so  great  as  Arioslo. 

xcvu. 

I  know  that  wliat  our  neighbours  call  «  loutjueunt^ 
(We  've  not  no  good  a  word,  but  ha\e  the  tliiiKj 

In  that  complete  perfection  which  ensures 
An  o\m-  from  Bob  Sontliey  e\ery  spring), — 

Form  not  the  true  temptation  whuh  allures 
The  reader  ;   but 't  would  not  be  hard  to  bring 

Some  line  examples  of  the  epopee  , 

To  prove  ils  grand  ingredient  is  ennui. 

XCVIH. 

We  l«Mrii  from  llorare,  Ilmiier  s'jnHlimf'>  sbt  [is . 

W«-  l'<;(l  wiilioui  him,  Wordsworth  ximeiiiiii  ^  Nvaki    . 
In  ^ii.l\v  Willi  what  coinpl.uciiey  he  eriip>, 

With  his  dear  «  ir(iijt}oncr\,n  arouiul  his  lakc^, 
III-  nmsIk",  lor  "  a  |ioal>'  to  *«.iil  llir  drt  ps — 

of  Ore, in  ? — no,  of  air;   .iiid  llirii  In-  make^ 
AmtiliiT  ouiery  for  n  a  lilllf  Ixt  il," 
A  ml  drixis    cas  lo  >el  it  w(ll  .itli>ar. 


XCIX. 


If  he  must  fain  sweep  o'er  the  cthcrial  plain, 
Ami  Pegasus  runs  resti\c  in  his  «  waggon, •• 

(ionlil  he  not  brg  the  loan  of  Charles's  Wain' 
Or  pray  Medea  for  a  single  dragon? 

Oi  if,  too  classic  for  his  vulgar  brain, 

He  frar'd  his  neck  to  venture  such  a  nng  on. 

And  he  must  needs  mouut  nearer  to  the  mooii. 

Could  not  the  blockhead  ask  for  a  balloon  7 

C. 

«  ri'«ilar.«.,»  .ind  «  boats, o.md  v  waggons!*  Oh !  yc  «-liivit 
Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  come  to  this? 

That  trash  of  such  sort  not  alone  evades 
Conlempt,  but  from  the  bathos'  vast  abys* 

Floats  scum -like  uppermost,  and  these  Jack  Cau»->. 
Of  sense  and  song  above  your  graves  may  his^ — 

The  M  little  boatmaiD*  and  his  ««  Peter  Bell»» 

Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  «  Achitophcl  !•» 

CL 

T*  oiir  tale. — The  feast  was  over,  the  slaves  gun*-. 

The  dwarfs  and  dancing  girls  had  all  relir£Ni , 
The  Arab  lore  and  poet's  song  were  done. 

And  every  sound  of  re>elry  expired; 
The  lady  and  her  lover,  left  alone, 

Tiie  rosy  Hood  of  twilight  sky  admired; — 
A\e  Maria  I  o'er  the  earth  and  sea, 
That  heaveuliesl  hour  of  Heaven  is  worthiest  th<:-c  ' 

GIL 

Ave  Maria  !  blessed  be  the  hour  I 

The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot,  where  I  ««  oft 
Ha\e  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 

Sink  o'er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft, 
Willie  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower, 

Or  the  faint  dying  day-hymn  stole  aloft. 
And  not  a  bn  ath  crept  through  the  rosy  air. 
And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem  slirrd  with  prayer. 

CIIL 

Ave  ]\laria  !  't  is  the  hour  of  prayer  '. 

Ave  Maria  !  t  is  the  hour  of  lore  ! 
A\e  Maria  !  may  our  spirits  dare 

Look  up  to  thine  and  to  thy  Son's  above  ! 
Ave  Maria  I  oh  that  face  so  fair ! 

Those  downcast  eyes  beneath  the  almighty  do\r — 
What  iliongh  t  is  but  a  pictured  im.ige  strike — 
riiat  pamting  is  no  idol,    t  is  too  hke. 

CIV. 

Some  kinder  casuists  are  pleased  to  say, 

III  nameless  print,  that  I  have  no  devotion. 

But  sft  ihosc  persons  down  with  me  to  priy. 
And  yon  shall  s<-e  who  has  the  propeivst  noiinir 

Of  gi  tiing  into  luiven  the  shortesi  way; 

My  ali.irs  are  the  mountains  and  tin'  oci-an, 

I . mil,  air.  stars, — .ill  that  springs  from  the  great  ^    c 

Wli(»  haili  produced,  and  will  reecivc  the  soul. 

CV. 

Swtwl  I'onr  of  twilight!  —  in  the  solitude 
Of  ihe  pine  foiest,  and  the  silent  shore 

Wliuh  lutuiuls  Ua\ennas  immemorial  wood, 
liookd  wlierf  once  the  Adrian  wa\f  flowd  oi  r. 

IV)  wliiie  tlif  last  Crnsarian  fortress  siotxl, 
L\rr-git en  forest!  which  Boccaccio >  lore 

.\:ul  Drylcns  lay  ma«le  haunted  ground  to  nir. 

How  have  I  hived  the  twilight  hour  and  tint  ! 
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CVI. 
Tlie  shrill  cicalas,  people  of  the  pinf, 

Making  their  summer  lives  one  ceaseless  Mog, 
Were  the  sole  echoes,  save  my  steed's  and  mine, 

And  vef per-bell's  that  rose  the  boughs  along : 
The  spectre  huntsman  of  Onesti's  line, 

His  hell-dogs,  aud  their  chase,  and  the  fair  throng, 
Which  learn'd  from  this  example  not  to  fly 
From  a  true  lover,  shadow'd  my  mind's  eye. 

cvir. 

Oh  Hesperus !'  thou  bringest  all  good  things — 
Uome  to  the  weary,  to  the  hungry  cheer. 

To  the  young  bird  the  parent's  brooding  wings. 
The  welcome  stall  to  the  o'erlabour'd  steer ; 

Whatc'er  of  peace  about  our  hearthstone  clings, 
Whate'cr  our  household  gods  protect  of  dear, 

Are  gather'd  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest; 

Thou  briog'st  the  child,  too,  to  the  mothers  breast. 

CVIII. 
Soft  honr!^  which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the  heart 

Of  tliose  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart; 

Or  fills  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way. 
As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start. 

Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay ; 
Is  this  a  fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  ? 
Ah !  surely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns ! 

CTX. 
When  Nero  perish'd  by  the  jus  test  doom 

Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  destroy'd, 
Amidst  the  roar  of  liberated  Rome, 

Of  nations  freed,  and  tlie  world  overjoy'd. 
Some  hands  unseen  strcw'd  flowers  upon  his  tomb  :7 

Prrhnps  the  weakne<>s  of  a  heart  not  void 
Of  feeling  for  some  kindness  done,  when  power 
Had  left  the  wretch  an  uncorruptcd  hour. 

C.V 

But  I  'm  digressing;  wli.it  on  earth  has  Nero, 

Or  auy  such  like  sovereign  buffoons. 
To  do  with  the  transactious  of  my  hero. 

More  than  such  madmoiis  fcUow-nian — the  moon's? 
Sure  my  invention  must  be  down  at  zero. 

And  I  grown  one  of  many  •<  wooden  spoons** 
Of  verse  (the  name  with  w  hicii  we  Cantabs  please 
To  dub  the  la&t  of  honours  iii  degree!^). 

CXJ. 

I  feel  this  tediousiiess  will  never  do — 

T  is  bciag  tco  epic,  nutl  I  must  cut  down 

(fa  copying)  (his  loug  canto  into  two : 
They  11  never  find  it  out,  unless  1  own 

The  fact,  excepting  some  cxpcricnccti  few ; 

Aud  then  as  an  iinproveuieni  't  will  be  shown; 

1  11  prove  that  such  the  opinion  of  the  critic  i^. 

From  Aristotle  patsim.—^vc  lloty?T{ynf. 


CANTO  IV. 


I. 

NoTRiMG  so  difficult  as  a  begioniog 

In  poesy,  unless  perhaps  the  end : 
For  oftentimes  when  Pegaaus  seems  winning 

The  race;  he  sprains  a  wing,  and  down  we  tend. 
Like  Lucifer  when  hurl'd  from  heaven  for  sinning  ; 

Cku  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend. 
Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  far. 
Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we  are. 

II. 

But  time,  which  brings  all  beings  to  their  level. 
And  sharp  adversity,  will  teach  at  hut 

Man, — and,  as  we  would  hope,— perhaps  the  devil, 
That  neither  of  their  intellecu  are  vast : 

While  youth's  hot  wishes  in  our  red  veins  revel. 
We  know  not  this — the  blood  flows  on  too  fast ; 

But  as  the  torrent  widens  towards  the  ocean. 

We  ponder  deeply  on  each  past  emotion. 

III. 
As  boy,  I  thought  myself  a  clever  fellow. 

And  wish'd  that  others  held  the  same  opinion  : 
They  took  it  up  when  ray  days  gfew  more  mellow. 

And  other  minds  acknowledged  my  dominion : 
Now  my  sere  fancy  «  falls  into  the  yellow 

Leaf,M  and  imagination  droops  her  pinion. 
And  the  sad  truth  which  hovers  o'er  my  desk 
Turns  what  was  once  romantic  to  burlesque. 

IV. 
.\nd  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal  thing, 

T  is  that  I  may  not  weep ;  and  if  I  weep, 
'T  is  that  our  nature  cannot  always  bring 

Itself  to  apathy,  which  we  must  steep 
First  in  the  icy  depths  of  Lethe's  spring. 

Ere  what  we  least  wish  to  behold  will  sleep. 
Thetis  baptized  her  mortal  son  in  Styx ; 
A  mortal  mother  would  on  Lethe  hx. 


Some  have  accused  me  of  a  strange  design 
Against  the  creed  and  morals  of  the  land, 

And  trace  it  in  this  poem  every  hue : 
1  don't  pretend  that  I  quite  understand 

My  own  meaning  when  I  would  be  very  fine ; 
But  the  fact  is  that  1  h.i\c  nothing  ptann'd, 

llnleM  it  was  to  be  a  moment  merry — 

A  novel  worfl  in  my  vocabulary. 

VI. 

To  the  kind  reader  of  our  sol>er  clime 

This  way  of  writing  will  appear  exotic ; 
Puici  was  sire  of  the  half-serious  rhyme, 

Who  sung  when  chivalry  was  more  Quixotic, 
And  revell'd  in  the  fancies  of  the  time. 

True  knighLs,chaste  dames,  huge  gianls,kings  despotic , 
Rut  all  these,  save  the  last,  being  obsolete, 
I  rhosc  a  modern  subject  as  more  meet. 
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VII. 
How  1  liave  treated  it,  I  do  not  know  — 

Pcrliaps  no  licller  than  tlipy  liave  ti^aied  nie 
Who  have  iii)|iutcd  such  desiyns  a>.  show. 

Not  what  lliey  saw,  hut  what  tlu-y  >\ish'd  to  see: 
But  if  it  {{ives  theni  pUasurc,  he  it  so, — 

This  is  a  hheral  a|jr,  and  thou};ht>  are  frer  : 
Meantime  Apollo  phuks  me  hy  the  lar, 
And  tells  me  to  resume  u\\  sjoiy  liMe. 

vin. 

Youn[;  Juan  an«l  iiis  lady-lo\e  were  hit 
To  their  own  h«  arts'  most  sweet  soci<  ty  ; 

Rven  Time,  the  pitiless,  in  sorrow  eleft 

With  his  rude  scylhe  such  gentle  bosoms;  he 

Sigh'd  to  behold  them  of  their  hours  bereft, 
Thou|>h  foe  to  love  ;  and  yet  they  could  not  be 

Meant  to  i;row  old,  but  die  in  happy  spring, 

Bel'oie  one  charm  or  hoj)e  had  taken  wiu|j. 

IX. 
Their  fares  vere  not  made  for  wrinkles,  their 

Pure  blood  to  stagnate,  their  jjreal  iiearls  to  fail ; 
The  blank  {]rey  was  not  made  to  blast  tluir  hair, 

Uut,  like  the  clime^  that  know  nor  snow  nor  had, 
Tliey  were  all  summer  :  li^^jhtnini;  mi^^jht  assail 

And  shiver  them  to  aslu?,  but  to  trail 
A  loii|;  and  j,uake-like  life  of  dull  deeay 
Was  not  for  them — they  had  too  little  ela^. 

X. 

Tht.'y  were  ainue  once  more ;  for  them  to  be 
Thus  was  another  IJdeu ;  they  were  never 

Weary,  unless  when  separate  :  the  tree' 

Cnl  from  its  forest  root  of  years  —  the  ri\rr 

Damiu'd  from  its  fountain — the  child  from  the  kiiei' 
And  breast  maternal  wcau'd  at  once  for  ever, 

Would  witiier  less  than  these  two  torn  apart; 

Alas!  there  is  no  instinct  like  the  heart  — 

XI. 

The  heart — which  may  be  broken.    II  ijii)y  tiny  ! 

Thrice  fortunate  I  who,  of  that  fraj;ile  mould. 
The  jtrecious  porcelain  of  human  clay, 

r.rcak  with  the  lirst  (all .  they  can  neer  b.  hold 
The  louj',  year  linkd  vvjih  heavy  day  on  day, 

Auil  all  which  must  b<"  borne,  and  ne\cr  told  ; 
While  lifis  xtranj;e  princi|)le  will  often  lie 
Deepest  in  those  who  lonj;  the  most  to  die. 

XH. 

u  \A  bom  the  yods  love  «lie  youn[;,»  was  said  ol  yrii/ 
And  m.iuy  tleaths  do  they  escape  by  this  : 

The  death  ol"  frunds.  and,  that  whidi  slays  e>eii  inor<-  — 
The  ileal h  of  friendship,  Ionc,  youth,  all  that  is, 

Kxci  pt  n:ere  l»reath  :  and  hin<e  the  silent  shore 
Aw  lits  at  last  even  thos'>  vvlu)in  lon(',tst  mlss 

Th(»  old  arcliri  s  >h.«fts,  |)eiii.ips  the  early  };r.u<- 

Wlii(.-|j  HK'n  weep  o\cr  m.iy  l>e  nic.int  to  sa\(" 

Xlll. 
ll.iidt  e  and  .Iiian  lhon|',ht  not  of  ihe  de.id  ; 

'f  111  li<  a\(iis,;ind  «ai  ill, and  air,  sct-md  niad(;  lor  ihrm: 
.Tiny  liXiiid  no  f.iult  with  tune,  save  that  he  (!e.l ; 
Til'  y  ^au  not  in  theuJSflves  aui;lit  to  condiiiuj 
I".  ii  li  v;is  th<*  oilier  s  mirror,  and  but  read 

Jiiv  sj  iiklnn;  in  their  il.nk  eyt  -•  like  a  (Tern, 
,\iu!  ku<vv  sill  b  bri^;htncss  wjs  but  lb'-  rcdc*  lic-n 
<)|"  their  e\cliani;iu(;  glances  of  aiiii  tiun. 


XIV. 

The  [gentle  pressure,  and  the  thrilling  touch. 

The  least  glance  better  understood  than  wroriU, 
Which  still  said  all,  and  ne'er  eouJd  H.ty  too  mucli ; 

A  lan(;iia{]c,  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birds. 
Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appeariu};  such 
As  but  to  lovers  a  true  sense  affords; 
'  Sweet  playful  phrases,  which  would  seem  absunl 
:  I'o  those  w  ho  have  ceased  to  hear  such,  or  ne'er  heard  • 

i  XV. 

I  All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children  slilJ, 

I       And  children  still  they  should  have  ever  been  ; 

I  They  vcre  not  made  in  the  real  world  to  fill 

I       A  busy  character  in  the  dull  scene  ; 

I  Hut  like  t^^o  beiiiijs  born  from  out  a  rill, 

1       \  nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 

To  [tass  their  lives,  in  fountains  and  on  llo^rer*, 
I  And  never  know  the  weiyht  of  human  hours. 

I  XYI. 

;  Moons  chanfpnp  had  roll'd  on,  and  changeless  fonud 

I       Those  their  bright  rise  had  lighted  to  such  joys 

As  ranly  they  beheld  throughout  their  round  : 
I       And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  which  cloys  : 

For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  never  bound 
!       Ily  the  mere  sensvs ;  and  that  which  d«?*iroys 
[  Most  love,  possession,  nuto  ihem  appear'd 
i  .\  thing  which  each  endearment  more  cuJear' J. 

■  :;vii. 

[  Oh  beantifnl!  and  rare  as  beautiful ! 
I       Ihit  ihcirs  was  love  in  which  the  mind  delighU 
To  lose  itself,  when  the  whole  worUl  grows  dull. 
And  we  are  sick  of  its  hack  sounds  and  sights, 
I  Intrigues,  adventures  of  the  common  .school, 
I       Its  pelly  passions,  marriages,  and  flights, 
I  Where  Ilyinen's  lor-  h  but  branch  one  strumpet  more. 
',  Whose  husband  only  knows  her  not  a  wh — re. 

1  XVIII. 

I  Hard  words;  hush  truth;  a  trulh  which  many  know 

I       I'uongh. — The  faithful  and  the  fairy  pair, 

Wh')  never  founil  .»  single  hour  too  slow, 
I       What  was  it  made  tliein  thus  extinpt  from  car**  ' 
i  Voiui]^  inn. lie  feelings  all  have  felt  below, 
I       >\  hich  jicrish  in  the  rest,  but  in  them  were 
j  hilieient;  what  we  mortnls  call  romantic, 
i   \nd  ah\:<vs  I'livy,  liiough  we  de«>in  it  frantic. 

!  XIX. 

'         .     .     . 

I  This  is  in  others  :i  f  tetitious  si.Tte, 

.\ii  0|  ium  dream  of  too  much  yonth  and  readin;,, 

I'lit  w.is  in  ili'iii  their  iiaiiin^  or  their  fate  : 

;       No  no\els  e'er  had  si-t  llieir  young  hearts  hleediiig. 

j  Fur  lliiid«-e".s  knowledge  w;«s  by  no  means  gmt, 

i       .\m\  .linn  v^as  a  boy  of  saintly  breeding, 

i  .So  ill  It  llii-re  was  no  reason  for  tlu-ir  loves. 

More  iliaii  for  those  t)f  nightiug.ilrs  or  doves. 

XX. 

.  Tlicv  ga/fd  upon  the  sunset ;  t  is  an  hour 
1  Dr.ir  imlo  all.  but  <li-arest  to  Vieir  eye-., 
'  Tor  it  hid  Ml  ide  thein  wh.it  lliey  were;  the  powrr 

nf  hue  hid  lirst  o»rwlielind  ihem  from  such  nK;.--, 
I  Wh.ij  li.ippiness  had  bi  en  ihrir  only  dower, 
I       Ami  l\\ili;;lil  saw  them  link'd  in  j)a>sioiis  tits  ; 
!  (^Ijann'il  \\  iili  en  h  oilier,  all  tilings  ch.irnid  that  broii;^,..i 
,   I  he  p. 1st  !-lill  velcouje  as  the  present  thought. 
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XXI. 

1  know  not  why,  but  in  that  hour  to-oight. 
Even  as  they  gazed,  a  tudden  tremor  came. 

Ana  swept,  as  *t  were,  across  their  hearU'  delight, 
Like  the  wind  o'er  a  harp-tiring,  or  a  flame, 

When  one  is  sliook  in  sound,  and  one  in  right ; 
And  thus  some  boding  flosh'd  through  either  frame, 

And  call'd  from  Juan's  hrea«t  a  faint  low  sigh. 

While  one  new  tear  arose  in  Haidee's  eye. 

XXII. 

That  large  black  prophet  eye  seem'd  to  dilate 

And  follow  far  the  disappearing  sun. 
As  if  their  last  day  of  a  happy  date 

Willi  his  broad,  bright,  and  dropping  orb  were  gone. 
Juan  gnzed  on  her  as  to  ask  his  fate— 

He  felt  a  grief,  but  knowing  cause  for  none, 
Mis  (]l.ince  inquired  of  hers  for  some  excuse 
For  feelings  causeless,  or  at  least  jbstruse. 

xxiir. 

She  turn'd  to  him,  and  smiled,  but  in  that  sort 

Which  makes  not  others  smile ;  then  tum'd  aside  : 

Whatever  feeling  shook  her,  it  seem'd  short. 
And  master d  by  lier  wisdom  or  her  pride. 

When  Juan  spoke,  too — it  might  be  in  spoR~ 
Of  thii  their  mutual  feeling,  she  replied — 

u  If  it  should  he  so, — but— >it  cannot  be— > 

Or  I  at  least  shall  not  survive  to  see.  •» 

XXIV. 

Juan  would  question  further,  but  she  pre^'d 
iiis  lips  to  hers,  and  silenced  him  with  this, 

x\n<l  rhen  dismiss'd  the  omen  from  her  breast, 
Defying  augury  with  that  fond  kiss  ; 

And  no  doubt  of  all  metlio'is  't  is  the  best  : 
Some  people  prefer  wine — 'l  is  not  amiss  : 

I  have  tried  both ;  so  those  who  would  a  part  take 

May  chuse  between  the  headache  and  the  heartache. 

XXV. 

(hte  of  the  two,  according  to  your  clioiee, 
Women  or  wine,  you  '11  have  to  undergo  ^ 

liuih  maladies  are  taxes  on  our  joys: 

But  which  to  chuse  I  really  hardly  know; 

And  if  I  had  to  {jivc  a  casting  voice, 

For  both  sides  I  could  many  reasons  show, 

.\iid  then  decide,  without  great  wrong  to  eitlier, 

It  were  much  better  to  have  both  tlian  neither. 

XX  vr. 

Juan  and  Haidee  gared  upon  each  other, 

With  swimming  looks  of  speechless  tenderness, 

Whicli  mix'd  all  feeling*,  friend,  child,  lover,  brother, 
All  that  the  best  can  mingle  and  express. 

When  two  pure  hearts  are  pour'd  in  one  another. 
And  love  too  mnch,  and  yet  can  not  love  less, 

l!iit  almost  sanctify  the  sweet  excess 

I5y  the  immortal  wish  and  power  to  bles^. 

XXVIT. 

31ix'd  in  each  other'^  arms,  and  heart  in  heart. 

Why  did  they  not  then  die? — they  had  lived  too  long, 

Slioiild  an  hour  come  to  bid  them  breathe  apart; 
Years  rould  but  bring  them  cruel  things  or  wrong. 

Tlie  world  was  not  for  them,  nor  the  world's  ai^ 
For  beings  passionate  as  Sappho's  song: 

I.ovc  was  born  with  tlieui,  in  them,  so  inteUbC, 

It  W3S*tlieir  very  ypirit — not  a  sense. 


XXVIII. 

They  shookl  have  lived  together  deep  in  woods. 
Unseen  as  sings  the  nightingale;  they  were 

Unfit  to  mix  in  these  thick  solitudes 
Called  social,  where  all  vice  and  hatred  are : 

How  lonely  every  freebom  creature  broods ! 
The  sweetest  song-birds  nestle  in  a  pair ; 

The  eagle  soars  alone ;  the  gull  and  erow 

Flock  o'er  their  carrion,  just  as  mortals  do. 

XXIX. 

Now  piliow'd,  cheek  to  cheek,  in  loving  sleep, 

Haidee  and  Juan  their  siesta  took  ; 
A  gentle  slumber,  but  it  was  not  deep. 

For  ever  and  anon  a  something  shook 
Juan,  and  shuddering  o'er  his  frame  would  creep  ; 

And  llaidec's  sweet  lips  murmur'd,  like  a  brook, 
A  wordless  music;  and  her  face  so  fair 
Stirr'd  with  her  dream,  as  rose-leaves  with  the  air: 

XXX. 

Or  as  the  stirring  of  a  deep  clear  stream 
Within  an  Alpine  hollow,  wtien  the  wind 

Walks  over  it,  was  she  shaken  by  the  dream. 
The  mystical  usurper  of  the  mind — 

O'erpowering  us  to  be  whate'er  may  seem 

Good  to  the  soul  which  we  no  more  can  bind  ; 

Strange  state  of  being!  (for  'l  is  still  to  be) 

Senseless  to  feci,  and  with  seal'd  eyes  to  see. 

XXXI. 

She  drcam'd  of  being  alone  on  the  sea-shore, 
Chain'd  to  a  roek ;  she  knew  not  how,  but  stir 

She  could  not  from  the  spot,  and  the  loud  roar 

Grew,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  threatening  her; 

.\nd  o'er  her  upper  lip  they  seem'd  to  pour, 

Until  she  sobb'd  for  breath,  and  soon  they  were 

Foaming  o'er  her  lone  head,  so  fierce  and  high 

Ii!ach  broke  to  drown  her,  yet  she  could  not  die. 

XXXII. 

Anon — she  was  released,  and  then  she  stray'd 
O'er  the  sharp  shingles  with  her  bleeding  feet, 

And  stumbled  almost  every  step  she  made ; 
And  something  roli'd  before  her  in  a  sheet, 

Which  she  roust  still  pnrsue,  kowc'er  afraid; 
T  was  white  and  indistinct,  nor  stopp'd  to  meet 

ller  glance  nor  grasp,  for  still  she  gaxed  and  grasp'd. 

And  ran,  but  it  escaped  her  as  she  clasp'd. 

XXXIII. 
The  dream  changed  :  iu  a  cave  she  blood ;  its  walls 

Were  hung  with  marble  icicles ;  the  work 
Of  ages  on  iu  water-fretted  halls, 

Where  waves  might  wash,  and  seals  might  breed  and 
lurk; 
ller  hair  was  dripping,  and  the  very  balls 

Of  her  black  eyes  seem'd  turn'd  to  tt'ars,  and  murk 
The  sharp  rocks  look'd  below  each  drop  they  caught, 
Which  froze  to  marble  as  it  fell,  she  thought. 

XXXIV. 

And  wet,  and  cold,  and  hfelcas  at  her  feet,  • 

Pale  as  the  foam  that  froth'd  on  his  dead  brow. 

Which  she  cssay'd  in  vain  to  clear,  (how  sweet 
Were  once  her  cares,  how  idle  seem'd  they  now  !) 

Lay  Juan,  nor  could  aught  renew  the  beat 
Of  his  quench'd  heort;  and  the  sea-dirges  low 

Hang  in  her  sad  ears  like  a  mermaid's  song, 

And  that  brief  dream  appeard  a  life  loo  lou^;. 
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XXXV. 

And  ^^ing  on  the  dcid,  she  thought  his  face 

Faded,  or  altcr'd  into  something  new — 
Like  to  her  father's  features,  till  each  trace 

More  like  and  hke  to  Lambro's  aspect  grew — 
With  all  his  keen  worn  look  and  Grecian  grace; 

And  starting,  she  awoke,  and  what  to  view ! 
Oh!  Powers  of  Heaven  !  what  dark  eye  meets  she  there? 
T  is — "t  is  her  father's — fix'd  upon  the  pair  ! 

XXXV  r. 

Then  shrieking,  she  arose,  and  shrieking  fell, 
With  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear,  to  sec 

Him  whom  she  deem'd  a  habitant  where  dwell 
The  ocean-buried,  risen  from  death,  to  be 

Perchance  the  death  of  one  she  lovod  too  well  . 
Dear  as  her  father  had  been  to  Haidec, 

It  was  a  moment  of  that  awful  kind 

I  have  seen  such — but  must  not  call  to  mind. 

XXXVH. 
I'p  Juan  sprung  to  Haidee's  bitter  shriek, 

And  caught  her  falling,  and  from  off  the  wall 
Snatih'd  down  his  sabre,  in  hot  haste  to  wreak 

Vengeance  on  him  who  was  the  cause  of  all : 
Then  Lambio,  who  till  now  forbore  to  speak, 

Smiled  scornfully,  and  said,  "Within  my  call 
A  thousand  scimitars  await  the  word  ; 
Put  up,  youug  man,  put  up  your  silly  sword.  •« 

XXXVH  I. 
And  Haidee  clung  around  him  :  «  Juan,   t  is — 

T  is  Limbro — "t  is  my  father!    Kneel  with  mr— 
He  will  forgive  us — yes — it  must  be — yes. 

Oh!  dearest  father,  m  this  agony 
Of  pleasure  and  of  j)ain — even  while  1  kiss 

Thy  garment's  hem  with  transport,  can  it  be 
That  doubt  should  mingle  with  my  filial  joy? 
Deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  but  spare  this  boy.» 

XXXJX. 

High  and  inscrutable  the  old  man  stood. 

Calm  in  his  voice,  and  calm  within  his  eye  — 

Not  always  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood: 
He  look'd  upon  her,  but  gave  no  reply ; 

Then  turn'd  to  Juan,  in  whose  cheek  the  blood 
Oft  came  and  went,  as  there  resolved  lo  ilio  ; 

In  arms,  at  least,  he  stood,  in  act  to  spring 

On  the  first  foe  whom  Lambro's  call  might  bring, 

XL. 
<«  Young  man,  your  sword ;»  so  Lambro  once  more  said  : 

Juau  replied,  "  Not  while  this  arm  is  frep.»> 
I'he  old  man's  chrek  grew  pale,  but  not  with  drcail ; 

And,  drawing  from  his  belt  a  pistol,  he 
Ucplicd,  «f  Your  blood  be  then  on  your  own  head  !»> 

Then  look'd  close  at  the  Hint,  as  if  to  see 
"T  was  fresh — for  he  had  lately  used  the  lock — 
And  next  j)roceeded  qulolly  to  eock. 

XIJ. 
It  has  a  strange  (piick  jar  upon  the  ear. 

That  cocking  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know 
\  moment  more  wdl  bring  the  sight  to  bear 

Tpon  your  person,  twelve  yards  off,  or  so  ; 
A  jienilemanly  distance,  not  too  near. 

If  yo"  have  got  a  former  friend  for  foe 
r.iil  af(er  being  lired  .it  oiue  or  iwne. 
The  ear  becomes  more  Irish,  and  le».s  nii  e 


XLIL 
Lambro  presented,  and  one  instant  more 

Had  stopp'd  this  Canto,  and  Don  Juan's  breath, 
When  Haidee  threw  herself  her  boy  before, 

Stern  as  her  sire  :  u  On  me,»  she  cried,  u  let  death 
Descend — the  fault  is  mine  ;  this  fatal  shore 

He  found — but  sought  not.  I  have  pledged  my  faith  ; 
r  love  him — 1  will  die  with  him  :  1  knew 
Your  nature's  firmness — know  your  daughter's  loo.» 

XLIIL 

.\  minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears. 

And  tenderness,  and  infancy  :  but  now 
She  stood  as  one  who  champion'd  human  fears — 

Pale,  statue-like,  and  stern,  she  woo'd  the  blow  ; 
And  tall  beyond  her  sex  and  their  compeers, 

She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  show 
A  fairer  mark;  and  with  a  fix'd  eye  scann'd 
Her  fathers  face — but  never  stopp'd  his  hand. 

XLIV. 

He  ga/ed  on  her,  and  she  on  him  ;    t  was  strange 
How  like  they  look'd  !  the  expression  was  the  same  ; 

Serenely  savage,  with  a  little  change 

In  the  large  d.uk  .>ye*s  mutual-darted  flame; 

For  she  too  was  as  one  who  could  avenge, 
If  cause  should  be — a  liouess,  though  tame  ; 

Her  father's  blood  before  her  fathers  face 

lioil'd  up,  and  proved  her  truly  of  his  race. 

XLV. 

I  said  they  were  alike,  their  features  and 

Their  stature  differing  but  in  sex  and  years  ; 

Kven  to  the  deliraey  of  their  hands 

There  w.is  resemblance,  such  as  true  blood  wear*  ; 

And  now  to  see  them,  thus  divided,  stand 
In  fix"d  ferocity,  when  joyous  tears. 

And  sweet  sensations,  should  have  welcomed  both. 

Show  what  the  passious  arc  in  their  full  growth. 

XLVI. 

The  father  paused  a  moment,  then  withdrew 

His  weapon,  and  replaced  it;  but  stood  still. 
And  looking  on  her,  as  to  look  her  through, 

«  Not  /,»>  he  said,  ««  have  sought  this  siraugers  ill ; 
Not  /  have  made  this  desolation  :  few 

Would  bear  such  outrage,  and  forbear  to  kill  ; 
Uut  I  must  do  my  duty — how  thou  hast 

I)»)ne  thine,  the  present  vouches  for  the  |tasl. 

XL  VII. 

.'  Let  him  disarm  ;  or,  by  my  father's  brad. 
His  own  shall  roll  before  you  like  a  ball  I». 

He  raised  his  whistle,  as  the  word  he  said. 
And  biew  ;  another  aiiswerd  to  the  call, 

And  rushing  in  disorderly,  though  led, 

.\nd  arm'd  from  boot  to  turban,  one  an«l  all. 

Some  tweuty  of  his  li-ain  came,  rank  on  rank. ; 

He  gave  the  word,  «  Arrest  or  slay  the  Frauk.» 

XLVIIL 

riien,  with  a  sudden  movement,  he  withdrew 
His  danghter  ;  while  compress'd  within  his  (jrasp, 

Tvvixt  her  and  Juan  interposed  the  cnw; 
In  vain  she  struggled  in  her  fathers  grasp — 

His  arms  were  like  a  serpents  coil  :  then  Hew 
Ipon  t'leir  prey,  .ts  darts  an  angry  asp, 

rii.'  lile  of  pir  il<s  ;  s.»ve  ihe  foiemosl,  who 

11.1*1  f.dlen,  with  hi,  right  sUoulder  half  cut  iiiri»iit;h 


XLIX. 
The  second  had  his  cbe«k  laid  open;  hot 

The  third,  a  wary,  cool  old  ftworder,  took 
The  blows  upon  Uis  cutlass,  and  then  put 

llis  own  well  in  :  so  i»ell,  ere  you  could  look, 
ilis  man  was  floor'd,  and  helpless  at  his  foot. 

With  the  blood  running  hke  a  little  brook 
From  two  smart  sabre  gashes,  deep  and  red—- 
Que  on  the  arm,  the  oilier  on  the  head. 

L. 

And  then  they  bound  him  where  he  fell,  and  bore 
Juau  from  the  apartment  :  with  a  sign 

Old  Lambro  bade  them  take  him  to  the  shore, 
Where  lay  some  ships  which  were  to  sail  at  nine. 

They  laid  him  in  a  boat,  and  plied  the  oar 

L'litil  they  reach'd  some  galliots,  placed  in  line; 

Ou  board  of  one  of  these,  and  under  hatches. 

They  stow'd  him,  with  strict  orders  to  the  watches. 

LI. 

The  world  is  full  of  strange  vicissitudes, 
And  here  was  one  exct-edingly  unpleasant : 

A  griitlcmau  so  rich  in  the  world's  goods, 

llaiid<iome  and  young,  enjoying  all  the  present. 

Just  at  the  very  time  when  he  least  broods 
Ou  such  a  ihiug,  is  suddenly  to  sea  sent, 

NVouuded  aud  chaind,  so  that  he  caimot  move, 

And  all  because  a  lady  fell  in  love. 

Lll. 
Here  I  must  leave  him,  for  I  grow  pathetic, 

Mo\ed  by  the  Cliinese  uyinpU  of  tears,  green  (ea  ! 
Thau  whom  Ca!»sandra  was  not  more  prophetic; 

For  if  my  pure  libations  exceed  three, 
I  feci  my  heart  become  so  sympathetic, 

Tiiat  I  must  have  recoursie  to  black  Bohea  : 
'T  i&  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious. 
For  tea  aud  coffee  leave  us  much  more  serious. 

Uil. 
Tuless  when  qualified  with  thee,  Cognac ! 

Sweet  Naiad  of  the  Phlegctbontic  rill ! 
Ah  !  why  the  liver  wilt  thou  thus  attack, 

And  make,  like  other  nymphs,  thy  lovers  illT 
1  would  take  refuge  in  weak  punch,  but  rack 

(lu  each  sense  of  the  wordj,  whene'er  I  fill 
My  mild  and  midnight  beakers  to  the  brim. 
Wakes  me  next  morning  with  its  synonym. 

LIV. 
1  leave  Don  Juan  for  the  present  safe — 

Nut  sound,  poor  fieUow,  but  severely  wounded; 
Yet  could  his  corporal  paugs  amount  to  half 

Of  iliose  with  which  his  Uaidee's  bosom  bounded? 
She  was  not  one  to  weep,  and  rave,  and  chafe. 

And  then  give  way,  subdued  because  surrounded; 
Uer  mother  was  a  Moorish  maid,  from  Fex, 
Where  all  is  £den,  or  a  wUderness. 

LV. 
There  the  large  olive  rains  its  amber  store 

In  marble  fonts;  there  grain,  aud  flower,  and  fruit, 
Gush  from  the  earth  until  the  land  runs  o'er; 

Kut  tlicre  too  many  a  poison-tree  has  root, 
And  midnight  listi*ns  to  the  lion's  roar, 

And  long,  long  deserts  scorch  the  camel's  foot. 
Or  heaving  whelm  the  helpless  caravan, 
Aiul  a»  the  .noiI  i-^,  so  the  heart  of  man. 


LVI. 

Afric  is  all  the  sun's,  and  as  her  earth 
Her  human  clay  is  kindled,  full  of  power 

For  good  or  evil,  burning  from  its  birth. 
The  Moorish  blood  partakes  the  planet's  hoar. 

And  hke  the  soil  benenth  it  will  bring  forth: 
Beauty  and  love  were  Haidee's  mother's  dower  : 

But  her  large  dark  eye  show'd  deep  Passion's  force, 

Though  sleeping  like  a  liou  near  a  source. 

LVII. 
Her  daughter,  temper'd  with  a  milder  ray, 

Like  summer  clouds  all  silvery,  smooth,  and  foir. 
Till  slowly  charged  with  thunder  they  display 

Terror  to  earth,  and  tempest  to  the  air. 
Had  held  till  now  her  soft  and  milky  way  ; 

But,  overwrought  with  passion  and  despair. 
The  fire  burst  forth  from  her  Numidian  veins. 
Even  as  the  simoom  sweeps  the  blasted  plains. 

LVHL 

Ttie  last  sight  which  she  saw  was  Juan's  gore, 
And  he  himself  o'ermasterd  and  cut  down; 

His  blood  was  running  on  the  very  lloor 
Where  late  he  trod,  her  beautiful,  her  own : 

Thus  much  she  view'd  an  instant  and  no  more,^ 
Her  struggles  ceased  with  one  convulsive  groan ; 

On  her  sire's  arm,  which  until  now  scarce  held 

Her  writhing,  fell  she  like  a  cedar  fell'd. 

LIX. 
A  vein  had  burst,'  and  her  sweet  lips*  pure  dyes 

Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o'er; 
And  her  head  droop'd  as  when  the  lily  lies 

O'errharged  with  rain :  her  summon'd  handmaids  bore 
Their  lady  to  her  couch  with  gushing  eyes; 

Of  herbs  and  cordiaU  they  produced  their  store, 
But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ. 
Like  one  life  could  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy. 

LX. 
Days  lay  she  in  that  state  unchanged,  though  chill. 

With  nothing  Hvid,  still  her  lips  were  red  ; 
She  had  no  pulse,  but  death  seem'd  absent  sliU ; 

No  hideous  sign  proclaim'd  her  surely  dead; 
Corruption  came  not  in  each  mind  to  kill 

All  hope ;  to  look  upon  her  sweet  face  bred 
New  thoughu  of  life,  for  it  seem'd  full  of  soul. 
She  had  so  much,  earth  could  not  claim  tlie  whole. 

LXL 

The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 
When  exquisitely  chisell  d,  stdl  lay  there. 

But  fixd  as  marble's  unchanged  aspect  throws 
O'er  the  fair  Venus,  but  forever  fair; 

O'er  the  Laocoon's  all  eternal  throes. 
And  evcr-<lying  Gladiator's  air. 

Their  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  fame. 

Yet  looks  not  life,  for  they  are  still  the  same. 

LXIL 

She  woke  at  length,  but  not  as  sleepers  wake, 
Rather  the  dead,  for  life  seem'd  something  new, 

A  strange  sensation  which  she  must  partake 
Perforce,  since  whatsoever  met  her  view 

Struck  not  on  memory,  though  a  heavy  ache 
Lay  at  her  heart,  whose  earliest  beat  still  true 

Brought  back  the  sense  of  pain  without  the  caus**, 

For,  for  a  while,  the  fuiies  made  a  pause. 
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LXIII. 
Slip  look'd  on  many  a  face  \%iili  vacant  eye, 

On  many  a  tukrn  Mitiiout  knovinfj  what; 
Slio  saw  tluMii  watch  her  Midiout  askiiii;  why, 

And  reck'd  not  who  around  her  pillow  s;it; 
Not  speechless  tlion};h  she  spoke  not :  not  a  Ni{;h 

Kclicvcd  lier  lliouijhts;  dull  silence  and  quick  chat 
Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  <jerved  ;  she  gave 
No  !>i(;n,  sa\e  breath,  of  ha\int;  hft  the  (jrave. 

LXIV. 
Iler  handmai(ls  tended,  hut  she  heeded  not ; 

Her  fallnr  watch  d,  she  tnrn'd  her  eyes  away; 
She  rcco^;nise«l  no  hein;;,  and  no  spot, 

However  dear  or  cherish'd  in  their  day: 
They  chan|;cd  from  room  to  room,  hut  all  forgot, 

('•entle,  but  witliout  memory,  she  lay; 
Ami  Y«t  those  eyes,  whi(  h  fhcv  would  fain  be  weaniii(j 
back  to  old  thou(jhts,  scem'd  full  of  fearful  meanin(;. 

rxv. 

At  ]a<;t  a  slave  bethou{;ht  her  of  a  harp; 

The  harper  came,  and  tuned  his  instrument; 
At  the  first  notes,  irrcjrul  ir  and  sharp, 

On  him  her  (I  ishin(;  eyes  a  moment  bent, 
Th<n  lo  ihe  wall  she  lurnM,  as  if  to  warp 

llrr  ihuuj;lits  from  sorrow  throu{-h  her  heart  re-sent, 
And  lie  bcj;  in  a  lon(;  low  island  sr»n(j 
Of  ancient  days,  ere  tyranny  j;rcw  strong. 

LXVI. 

Anon  her  thin  wan  finijers  beat  the  wall 

In  time  to  his  old  tune;  he  chanjjed  the  theme. 

And  :-.uii{;  of  lo\e,  the  lierce  name  struck  ihroujjh  all 
Ibr  recolle«iion;  on  her  flash  d  the  dream 

Of  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  y«*  could  caJl 
To  be  so  beiiiij;  in  i  |^usliiii|;  stream 

The  tears  rush  d  forth  from  her  o'erdoiulcd  brain, 

lake  mountain  mists  at  leiiQlh  di^soUetl  in  rain. 

LX\  II. 

Short  solace,  vain  relief.  —  tlu»iij;lit  came  too  rptick. 
And  wliirrd  her  brain  to  mailncss-  slir  .iiosc 

As  (tiie  who  ne'er  h  nl  (Uvelt  amoin;  the  sick. 
And  llew  at  all  she  me!,  as  on  h«  r  foes; 

I'liil  n<i  oin-  r\cr  lie.inl  her  spcik  or  shrii-k, 

Aliln»ii(;li  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its  close: 

Hers  was  a  fn-ii/y  which  disdain'd  to  rave, 

Lncii  when  they  smote  her,  in  llie  hope  to  save. 

LXVIII. 

^  rt  she  bctriv'd  at  times  a  jjhain  of  sense; 

Noihiiiij  could  make  her  mei-t  her  father's  face, 
riiou[;h  on  all  other  tliiin;s  with  looks  intense 

She  ;;a/id,  but  noiie  she  ever  could  retrace; 
I'ood  slie  r«liised.  and  riimcnt ;  no  pretence 

Av  lild  forritlur;  neillicr  ch  in|;e  of  place. 
Nor  lime,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  <-r)iild  i;ive  her 
Seiiscs  to  sleep — the  |)ovver  seeiii'd  jjone  for  «'ver. 

LXIX. 

Twelve  days  and  ni(;hts  she  wiiher'd  thus;  at  last, 
Without  a  (;roan,  or  si|;h,  vy  (',1  inee,  to  show 

A  [laiiin;;  pan-:,  the  spiiii  from  her  jtassd  : 

And  lli<  V  vviiM  vialc  ird  lirr  iieanst  could  not  know 

rill'  vriv  iil>t  Kit,  till  the  chaii;;c  llial  cast 
Her  s\v<>(  I  f  i<c  iiiti*  shadow,  dull  .\ih\  slow, 

(il.i/eti  on   Iw  r  eves  —  the  bciiilitul.  llic  bia*  k  — 

(Mil  lo  pt  -  .  ^^  siirh  lit'irc— ami  lla-n  lark  ! 


LXX. 

She  died,  but  not  alooe;  siie  held  within 
A  second  principle  of  life,  which  mighl 

Have  dawn'd  a  fair  and  sinless  child  of  sia  : 
But  closed  its  little  bring  without  light. 

And  went  down  lo  the  f.nivc  unhoro,  mliprein 
blossom  and  bough  lie  wither'd  ^iihone  bligbt, 

In  vain  the  dews  of  heaven  descend  alnne 

The  bleeding  flower  and  blasted  fruit  of  love. 

LXXI. 

Thus  lived — thus  died  she;  never  moreoa  her 
Shall  sorrow  light,  or  shame.     She  was  not  ma.L 

Through  y*^<irs  or  moons  the  inner  wci^jht  to  Uir. 
Which  rolder  liearts  endure,  till  they  are  laid 

Uy  age  in  earth  ;   her  day«4  and  pleasures  were 
Drief,  liut  ildighiful— such  as  had  not  stay  d 

Long  with  lier  destiny  :   but  she  sleeps  ^cll 

Uy  the  sea-shore  whereon  she  loved  to  d^cll. 

LXXH. 

That  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  bare. 

Its  dwellings  down,  its  tenants  pass'd  away; 

None  but  her  own  and  fathers  grave  is  there. 
And  nothing  outward  tells  of  human  clay: 

Ye  could  not  know  where  lies  a  thing  so  fair- 
No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  losay 

What  was  ;   no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  sea's. 

Mourns  o'er  the  beauty  of  the  CycLidcs. 

LXX  III. 

[Jut  many  a  (ireck  maid  in  a  loving  song 
Sighs  o  <r  her  n;im;',  and  many  an  islander 

With  her  sire's  story  makes  the  night  less  lonj. 
Valour  was  bis,  an<l  beauty  dvelt  with  her. 

If  sh.-  h.ve.l  rashly,  ber  life  paid  for  wrong— 
A  heavy  price  innsi  all  pay  who  thus  err, 

In  som<-  sliape  ;    let  none  think  to  (ly  the  dinger. 

lor,  soon  or  late.  Love  is  bis  own  avenger. 

LXX  IV. 

!>ut  let  me  change  this  theme,  which  grows  toov'" 
And  lay  this  sjirei  of  sorrow  on  the  .shelf, 

1  don't  iiiu«li  like  describing  people  mad, 
Tor  fear  «if  sci-mliig  rather  toiich'd  myself— 

JHsi.h  s,  I    ve  tio  more  on  this  head  to  add: 
Anil  as  mv  Muse  is  a  capricious  clf, 

We  'li  [)Ut  alioul  and  try  another  lack 

With  Juan,  left  half-kill'd  some  sianras  back. 

LXXV. 

Woiin.lcd  and  fetter d,  *<  rabind,  cribbd,  fonfio^l. 

Soon-  days  and  niglils  elapsetl  before  tiiat  lie 
Coulil  .illogeiher  call  the  past  to  nnnd; 

And  wlien  he  ilid,  be  found  himself  at  sea, 
Sailini;  six  knots  an  hour  before  the  >»ind; 

Ihe  shores  of  Ilioii  lay  beneath  their  lee— 
Anniher  time  he  nnght  li.ive  liked  to  see  *e«n, 
i;ut  now  was  not  much  jdcased  with  Cipe  vSijJUO 

LXXVl. 

riu  r  •,  on  the  []rcci\  an»l  villagc-eotted  hill,  i« 
Mlankd  by  the  lblle>pont  ami  by  the  s<a) 
i.iitniiilMl  till-  brave  si  of  ihe  brave.  At  Inllcs: 
111.  V  -ay  so— fbrv ant  says  the  contrary- 
j  And  Imllnr  ('ownwar«l,  tall  and  ti»v»«'ni)g,  s«>'' '" 
t        Tiie  (iiii-.iilus— of  whom — Heaven  knows!  •  »''^' 
I  I'.ilioi  Ills.  A,a\,  o,   Prolisiiaus, — 
;  All  In  I. us  \vlu>,  if  living  still,  would  slay  us. 
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LXXVII. 

I1i(;h  barrows,  without  marble  or  a  oaroc, 
A  va&t,  UQtiU'd,  and  mountain-skirted  plain. 

And  Ida  in  the  distance,  still  the  same, 
And  old  Scamauder  (if 't  is  he),  remain; 

Tiic  siiualion  sccras  still  form'd  for  fame— 
A  hundred  thousand  men  might  fight  again 

Willi  ease;  but  where  I  sought  for  llion's  walls. 

The  (juiet  sheep  feeds,  and  the  tortoise  crawls; 

LXXViri. 
Troops  of  untended  horses;  here  and  there 

Some  little  hamlets  with  new  names  uncouth ; 
Some  shrplicrds  (uulike  Paris),  led  to  stare 

A  moment  at  the  European  youth 
>Viiom  to  the  spot  their  school-boy  feelings  hear; 

A  Turk,  with  beads  in  liand  and  pipe  lu  mouth, 
Extremely  taken  with  his  own  religion. 
Are  -^hut  I  found  there — hut  the  devil  a  Phrygian. 

LXXIX. 

Don  Juan,  here  permitted  to  emerge 

From  his  dull  cabin,  found  himself  a  slave; 

Forlorn,  and  gaxing  on  the  deep  blue  surge, 
OVr'.hadow'd  there  by  many  a  hero's  grave : 

Weak  still  with  loss  of  blood,  he  scarce  could  urge 
A  few  brief  questions;  and  tlie  answers  gave 

No  very  satisfactory  information 

About  his  past  or  present  situation. 

LXXX. 

\\c  saw  some  fellow-captives,  who  appear'd 
To  be  Italians — as  they  were,  in  fact; 

From  them,  at  least,  tfieir  destiny  he  heard, 
Wjiich  was  an  odd  one;  a  troop  going  to  act 

In  Sicily — all  singers,  duly  reard 

In  ilieir  vocation, — had  not  been  attacked, 

In  mailing  from  Livorno,  by  the  pirate. 

Cut  sold  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rale.  * 

LXXXI. 
Hy  one  of  these,  the  buffo  of  the  party, 

Jucin  was  told  about  their  curious  case; 
For,  aiiliou(;h  dt>stined  to  the  Turkish  mart,  he 

Still  kept  his  spirits  up — at  least  his  face; 
The  little  fellow  really  look'd  quite  hearty, 

And  bore  him  with  some  gaiety  and  grace, 
Sliowiug  a  much  more  reconciled  demeanour 
Than  did  the  prima  donna  and  the  tenor. 

LXXXII. 

In  a  few  words  he  told  their  hapless  story, 
S.iying,  uOur  Machiavelian  impresario. 

Making'  A  signal  off  some  promontory, 

Hail  d  a  strange  brig;  Corpo  di  Ciio  Mario! 

We  were  transferr'd  on  board  her  in  a  hurry, 
Without  a  single  scudo  of  salario; 

But,  if  the  sultau  has  a  uste  for  song, 

Wf  will  revive  our  fortunes  before  long. 

LXXXIII. 
«  The  prima  donna,  though  a  little  old. 

And  haggard  with  a  dissipated  life, 
And  subject,  when  tlie  house  is  thin,  to  cold, 

Has  some  good  notes;  and  then  the  tenors  wife, 
Willi  no  great  voice,  h  pleading  to  behold; 

Last  carnival  she  made  a  deal  of  strife, 
IW  carrying  off  Count  Csesar  Cicogna 
From  a.n  old  Roman  princess  at  Bologna. 


LXXXIV. 
«  Aad  then  there  are  the  dancers;  there  's  the  Nini, 

With  more  than  one  profession  gains  by  all; 
Then  there  s  that  laughing  slut,  the  Pellegrini, 

She  too  was  fortunate  last  carnival. 
And  made  at  least  five  hundred  good  seccbini« 

But  spends  so  fiast,  slie  has  not  now  a  paul : 
And  then  there  's  the  Grotesca— such  a  dancer! 
Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies  she  must  answer. 

LXXXV. 

«  As  for  the  figuranli,  they  are  like 
The  rest  of  all  that  tribe;  with  here  and  there 

A  pretty  person,  which  perhaps  may  strike. 
The  rest  are  hardly  fitted  for  a  fair; 

There  's  one,  though  tall,  and  stiffer  than  a  pike. 
Yet  has  a  sentimental  kind  of  air. 

Which  might  go  far,  but  she  don't  dance  with  vigour; 

The  more  s  the  pity,  with  her  face  and  figure. 

LXXX  VI. 

«  As  for  the  men,  they  are  a  middling  set; 

The  mu«iico  is  but  a  crack'd  old  basin. 
But,  being  qualified  in  one  way  yet, 

May  tlie  seraglio  do  to  set  his  face  in. 
And  as  a  servant  some  preferment  get; 

His  singing  I  no  further  trust  can  place  ia: 
From  all  the  pope  4  makes  yearly,  't  would  perplex 
To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  tiie  third  sex. 

LXXXVII. 
uThe  tenor's  voice  is  spoilt  by  affectation, 

And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow; 
In  fact,  he  had  no  singing  education, 

An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tuneless  fellow  ; 
But  being  the  prima  donna's  near  relation, 

Who  swore  his  voice  was  very  rich  aud  mellow. 
They  hired  him,  thougii  to  hear  him  you  'd  believe 
An  ass  was  practising  recitative. 

LXXXVIII. 
«  T  would  not  become  myself  to  dwell  upon 

My  owu  merits,  and  though  young — I  see,  sir — you 
Have  got  a  travell  d  air,  which  shows  you  one 

To  whom  the  opera  is  by  no  means  new : 
Ton  've  heard  of  RaucocantiT-~I  'm  the  man; 

The  time  may  come  when  you  may  hear  me  too; 
You  was  not  last  year  at  the  fair  of  Lugo, 
But  next,  when  X  'm  engaged  to  sing  there— do  go. 

LXXXIX. 

«  Our  barytone  I  almost  had  forgot, 

A  pretty  lad,  but  bursting  with  conceit; 

With  graceful  action,  science  not  a  jot, 
.A  voice  of  no  great  compass,  aud  not  sweet, 

lie  always  is  complaining  of  his  lot. 
Forsooth,  scarce  tit  for  ballads  in  the  street; 

In  lovers'  parts  his  passion  more  to  breathe. 

Having  no  heart  to  show,  he  shows  his  teeth.i> 

XG. 
Here  Raucocanti's  eloquent  recital 

Was  interrupted  by  the  pirate  crew. 
Who  came  at  staled  moments  to  invite  all 

The  captives  back  lo  their  sad  births;  each  threw 
A  rueful  glance  upon  the  waves  (which  bright  ail. 

From  the  blue  skies  derived  a  double  blue, 
Dancing  all  free  and  happy  in  the  sun), 
And  then  went  down  the  hatchway  one  by  one. 
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LXIII. 

She  lookd  on  many  a  Ticc  wiiU  vacant  eye, 
Oil  many  a  token  without  knowing  what; 

She  saw  ihem  w.iCih  her  without  askiii{;  whv, 
And  reekd  not  who  around  her  pillow  suit; 

Not  speechless  tlioii^;h  slie  spoke  not:  not  a  sigh 
Ileheved  iier  thoughts;  dull  silenee  and  quirk  chal 

Were  tried  in  N.iin  by  those  who  s»T>ed  ;  she  (jave 

No  bi{jn,  saNC  breath,  of  having  left  the  (jrave. 

LXIV. 

Her  handmaids  (rnded,  but  she  heeded  not ; 

Her  father  watch  cl,  she  turn'd  her  eyes  away; 
She  rer()^jnise<l  no  heini;,  and  no  spot, 

IlowcNcr  ilear  or  cherishd  in  their  day: 
Th(  y  eh.in|^;ed  frcnn  room  to  room,  hnl  all  forj^ot, 

('tenil<*,  but  without  memory,  she  lay; 
And  yet  those  eyes,  which  thcv  woidd  fain  be  weanin}; 
Itack  to  old  thou(jhl9,  seem'd  full  of  fearful  meauinj. 

LXV. 

At  last  a  slave  helhou^jht  her  of  a  harp; 

The  harper  came,  ami  tuned  his  iustrunient; 
At  the  rnsi  notes,  irrej'ulir  and  sharp, 

On  him  her  II  ishinj;  eyes  a  moment  bent. 
Then  to  the  w.dl  she  turn'd,  as  if  to  warp 

llcr  th<iuj;hts  from  sorrow  thron^^h  her  heart  rc-seui, 
And  he  l»e(;,m  a  Iooj;  low  inland  s<>ng 
Of  .uicieni  d;iys,  ere  tyranny  i;rcw  strong. 

LXM. 

Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  belt  the  wall 

In  lime  to  his  oltl  tune;  he  changed  the  theme. 

And  .^ung  of  love,  the  tierce  nan)e  struck  through  all 
Iier  recollei  lion;  on  her  Hashd  the  dream 

tJfwli.it  she  was,  and  i>,  if  ve  couM  call 
To  be  so  being;  in  9  gus[,iii;;  stream 

The  tears  rush  d  forth  from  her  oerelonded  brain, 

lake  mountain  mists  at  length  dissolved  m  rain. 

LX\  II. 

Short  solice.vain  relief  1  —  tliouj'.ht  came  loo  (|uick. 
And  vlnrl'd  her  brain  to  madness;  she  arose 

As  cme  who  ne'er  h  iil  dwell  among  the  sick. 
And  llew  at  all  site  met,  as  on  lit  r  foes; 

lint  no  one  ever  liiMrd  her  spe.ik  or  shriek, 

Aiiijoij|;ii  her  paroxysui  drew  towards  its  close: 

Hers  w.ts  a  fren/y  which  jUsd.iin'd  to  r.i>e, 

K\eii  when  they  huiole  her,  in  ihe  hojie  to  save. 

I.XVIll. 

Vet  she  beiriy'd  at  times  a  gleam  of  sense; 

Nnlliing  coid«l  m;ike  her  m«('t  her  f.ilhcr's  face, 
riioiigh  on  all  other  things  with  looks  intense 

She  {;.!/( d,  but  none  ^he  ever  could  retrace; 
I'oml  siie  r«-*nsed.  and  riimcnl ;  no  j)reteuce 

A\.iiUl  foreillier;  neillier  ch  »nge  of  place, 
Nor  lime,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  could  gi\e  her 
^ellse.s  to  sleep — the  power  >ieein"d  gone  forever. 

LXIX. 

Tw(>Ke  d.iys  and  nights  she  wither'd  thus;  at  last, 
\Vitli()ul  a  (;roan,  or  ^i|;h,  ov  gl  mee,  to  show 

A  p  n  lin;;  p;mg,  the  vpiiil  fiom  her  pa>sd  : 

.Viul  ihi  y  who  vatclnl  her  ne;ir<si  t  ould  not  know 

Die  Ml  V  in^luit,  till  ihe  ehingr  ih.il  cast 
Her  sw.M  t  f  i<  c-  into  sh  idow,  dull  and  slow, 

(ii.i/ed  o  er  her  cM's  —  (lie  lienKifuJ.  the  lil.nk  — 

( >li !  lo  yi  ^-r  -s  siirh  liistrc — .iiid  then  Lu  k  I 


LXX. 

She  died,  but  not  aloDC;  sh?  held  within 
A  second  principle  of  life,  vhicli  might 

Have  dawn'd  a  fair  and  sinless  child  of  sin  : 
But  eiosed  its  little  being  without  light, 

And  went  down  to  the  grave  unborn,  wherein 
Blossom  and  bough  lie  wither'd  with  one  blight; 

In  vain  the  dews  of  heaven  descend  above 

The  bleeding  Mower  and  bla!«ted  fruit  of  love. 

LXXI. 

Thus  lived — thus  died  she;  never  more  on  licr 

Shall  sorrow  light,  or  shame.     She  was  not  made 

Through  years  or  moons  the  inner  weight  lo  boar. 
NVhich  « older  hearts  endure,  till  they  are  laid 

lly  age  in  earth  ;  her  days  and  pleasure*  were 
Brief,  but  delightful — snob  as  h.id  not  s»lay'd 

Long  wilh  her  destiny  ;   but  she  sleeps  well 

IJy  the  sea-shore  whereon  she  loved  to  dwell. 

LXXU. 

That  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  bare. 

Its  dwellings  down,  its  tenants  pass'd  away  ; 

None  but  her  own  and  father's  grave  i»  there. 
And  nothing  outward  tells  of  human  clay: 

Ye  could  not  know  where  lies  a  thing  so  fair — 
No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  say 

What  was  ;   no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  .sea*s» 

.Mourns  o'er  the  beauty  of  the  Cyclades. 

LXXIII. 

lint  many  a  (ireek  maid  in  a  loving  song 
Sighs  oer  her  name,  and  many  an  islander 

With  her  sire's  story  makes  the  night  less  long; 
Valour  was  his,  and  beauty  dwell  with  her. 

If  she  lo\ed  lashlv,  her  life  paid  f«)r  wrong — 
A  heaw  price  inusi  all  pay  who  thus  err, 

In  some  sli.ipe  ;    let  noni-  think  to  My  the  danger, 

lor,  soon  or  late.  Love  is  his  own  avenger. 

LXXIV. 

I{ut  let  me  change  tliis  theme,  which  grows  Icko  saJ, 
And  lay  this  sheci  of  sc»rrow'  on  the  shelf, 

1  d«»n't  mnrh  like  di  -cribing  people  mad. 

For  fe.ir  of  seeming  rather  tonclid  myself — 

Desides,  I    ve  no  more  on  this  head  to  a«ld. 
And  as  my  .Muse  is  a  capricious  elf, 

We  li  put  al)OUt  and  try  another  lack 
j  With  Jn  in,  left  half-killil  some  stanzas  biick. 

LXXV. 

Wounded  and  fetler'd,  «  cabin  tl,  cribbd,  confined,* 
SoMii-  d  ivs  and  nights  elapsed  before  that  lie 

Could  .illo. ;»>iher  c  ill  the  past  to  mind; 
And  when  he  tiid,  he  found  himself  at  sea, 

Saili.ig  si\  knots  an  hour  before  the  win<l : 
The  shores  of  llioii  lay  beneath  iheir  lee — 

Aiioilier  lime  he  might  ha\e  liked  to  see  >m, 
!  :;ni  now  was  not  much  pleased  with  Cipe  Sij£cutn. 

I 

LXXM. 

IIk  r-,  on  the  green  and  >illagc-coited  hill,  i» 
;l  linkd  by  the  llelle.ponl  ami  by  the  sea") 

;  iiiitnili.l  the  br.nesi  «»f  ilie  bra\e,  .\clnlles: 
I  hr  V  v.iy  so — I  I'.ryiinl  say*  the  contrary  :) 

A. id  liiiiher  downw.inl.  tall  and  towering,  still  l«» 
Tile  iitniMlns — of  whom — Heaven  knows*,   t"  iii.«\ 

I'.itn).  his^   \\.\\,  o;   Proti-'.iiaus, — 

\ll  hcM.e-.  who,  it  livmg  still,  would  slay  us. 
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LXXVH. 

Hi[;)i  barrows,  without  marble  or  a  name, 
A  >ast,  uotill'd,  and  mouotaia-skirted  plain. 

And  Id.'t  in  (be  distance,  still  the  &ain«, 
And  old  Scamauder  (if 't  is  he),  rfinaio; 

Tlic  sitiialioQ  seems  still  forin'd  for  fame— 
A  hundred  thousand  men  roi^hl  fi^jht  agaio 

With  e.ise;  but  where  I  sought  for  lUoo's  walls. 

The  (}uiel  ^ccp  feeds,  and  the  tortoise  crawls; 

Lxxvm. 

Troops  of  UDtended  horses;  here  and  there 

Snine  little  hamlets  with  new  names  uncouth  i 

Some  tiiirplierds  (unlike  P.iris),  led  to  stare 
A  moment  at  (he  European  youth 

Whom  to  the  spot  their  »chool-boy  feeling's  bear; 
A  Turk,  with  beads  in  hand  and  pipe  m  mouth, 

Kxircmcly  taken  with  his  own  religion, 

Are  wli.it  I  found  there — but  the  devil  a  Phrygian. 

LXXIX. 

Don  Juan,  here  permitted  to  emerge 

From  hit  dull  cabin,  found  himself  a  slave; 

Forlorn,  and  gating  od  the  deep  blue  surge, 
O'ersiindow'd  there  by  many  a  heron  grave  : 

Weak  si  ill  with  lo<(S  of  blood,  he  scarce  could  urge 
A  few  brief  questioot;  and  ttie  answers  gave 

No  very  satisfactory  information 

About  his  past  or  present  situation. 

LXXX. 

He  saw  some  feliow-cnptives,  who  appear'd 
To  be  Italians — as  they  were,  in  fact; 

From  (hem,  at  least,  tlicir  destiny  he  heard. 
Which  was  an  odd  one;  a  troop  going  to  act 

111  Sicily — all  singers,  duly  rear'd 

In  tlirir  vocation. — had  not  been  attack'd. 

In  sailing;  from  Livorno,  by  the  pirate, 

Dat  .^old  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rale.  ^ 

LXXXI. 

P.y  one  of  these,  the  buffo  of  the  party, 
Juan  was  told  about  their  curious  case; 

For,  .ilthoui;h  destined  to  the  Turki.sh  mart,  he 
Still  kept  Im  spirits  up — at  least  his  face; 

The  lidle  fellow  really  look'd  quite  hearty, 
And  bore  bim  with  some  gaiety  and  grace, 

Showin<;  a  much  more  reconciled  demeanour 

Than  did  the  prima  donna  and  the  tenor. 

LXXX  I  r. 

In  a  few  words  he  told  their  haple«is  story, 
S.iying,  «<Our  Machi.ivelian  impresario, 

M.ikiii(j  a  si|;nal  off  some  promontory, 

Ilail  d  a  strange  brig;  Corpo  di  Caio  Mario! 

We  «ere  transferr'd  on  board  her  in  a  hurry, 
Wiiiiout  a  single  scudo  of  salario; 

But,  if  the  sultau  has  a  taste  for  song, 

Wf  will  revive  our  fortunes  before  long. 

LXXXIII. 

M  The  prima  donna,  though  a  little  old. 

And  haggard  with  a  dissipated  life. 
And  subjjct,  when  the  house  is  thin,  to  cold, 

lias  some  good  notes;  and  then  the  tenors  wife, 
Willi  no  great  voice, !»  pleasing  to  behold; 

I-ist  carnival  she  made  a  deal  of  strife, 
\W  carrying  off  Count  Caesar  Cicogua 
From  an  old  Roman  princess  at  Bologna. 


LXXXIV. 

«  Aod  then  there  are  the  dancere;  there  '•  the  Nini, 
With  more  than  one  profession  gains  by  all; 

Then  there  's  that  laughing  slut,  the  Pellegrini, 
She  too  was  fortunate  last  carnival. 

And  made  at  least  five  hundred  good  lecckini, 
But  «pcnds  so  fast,  she  has  not  now  a  paul: 

And  then  there  's  the  Crotesca— such  a  dancer! 

Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies  she  must  answer. 

LXXXV. 

«  As  for  the  figuranti,  they  are  like 

The  rest  of  all  that  tribe ;  with  here  and  there 

A  pretty  person,  which  perh.ips  may  strike, 
The  rest  arc  liardly  lilted  for  a  fair; 

There  's  one,  though  tall,  and  stiffer  than  a  pike. 
Yet  has  a  sentimental  kind  of  air, 

Which  might  go  far,  hut  she  dou't  dance  with  vigour ; 

The  more  s  the  pity,  with  her  face  and  figure. 

LXXX  VI. 

«  As  for  the  men,  they  are  a  middling  set ; 

The  musico  is  but  a  crack'd  old  baain. 
But,  being  qualified  in  one  way  yet. 

May  the  seraglio  do  to  set  his  face  in. 
And  as  a  servant  some  preferment  get; 

Ilis  singing  I  ao  further  trust  can  place  in: 
From  all  the  pope  4  makes  yearly,  't  would  perplex 
To  find  three  perfect  pipe^  of  the  Cfctni  sex. 

LXXXVII. 
M  The  tenor's  voice  is  spoilt  by  affectation. 

And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow; 
In  fact,  he  had  no  kinging  e<lucation, 

An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tunelef>s  fellow  ; 
But  being  the  prima  douna's  uear  relation, 

Who  swore  his  >oice  was  very  rich  and  mellow. 
They  hired  him,  though  to  hear  him  you  'd  believe 
An  ass  was  practising  recitative. 

LXXXVIll. 
M  T  would  not  become  myself  10  dwell  upon 

My  own  merits,  and  though  young — I  see,  sir — you 
Have  got  a  tra%ell  d  air,  which  shows  you  one 

I0  whom  the  opera  is  by  no  means  new: 
You  've  heard  of  Haucncantil— I  'm  the  man; 

The  time  may  come  when  you  may  hear  me  too; 
You  was  not  last  year  at  the  fair  of  Lugo, 
But  next,  when  I  'm  engaged  to  sing  there — do  go. 

LXXXIX. 

•(Our  barytone  I  almost  had  forgot, 

A  pretty  lad,  but  bursting  with  conceit; 

With  graceful  action,  science  not  a  jot, 
.A  voice  of  no  great  compas-s,  aud  not  sweet. 

He  always  is  complaining  of  his  lot, 

Forsooth,  scarce  lit  for  ballads  in  the  street ; 

In  lovers'  parts  his  passion  more  to  breatlte. 

Having  no  heart  to  show,  he  shows  his  teeth.)* 

XC. 
Here  Raucoeanti  's  eloquent  recital 

Was  interrupted  by  the  pirate  crew. 
Who  came  at  stated  moments  to  invite  all 

The  captives  back  to  their  sad  births;  each  threw 
.V  rueful  glance  upou  the  waves  (which  bright  ail. 

From  (hf  blue  sWia  derived  a  double  blue, 
Dancing  all  free  and  happy  in  the  sun), 
And  then  went  down  the  hatciiway  one  by  one. 
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XCI. 
They  heard,  next  day,  that  in  the  Dardanelles, 

Wakiiii;  for  his  suhlimity's  firman— 
The  most  imperative  of  sovereign  spells. 

Which  every  body  docs  v/ilhout  who  can,— 
More  to  secure  them  in  their  naval  cells, 

Lady  to  lady,  well  as  man  to  man, 
Were  to  be  chaind  and  lotted  out  per  couple 
For  the  slavc-niarkel  of  Constantinople. 

XCII. 

It  seems  vheu  this  allotment  was  made  out. 

There  chanced  to  be  an  odd  male  and  odd  female, 

Who  (after  some  discus.sion  and  some  doubt 
If  the  soprano  miyht  be  doom'd  to  be  male, 

They  placed  him  o'er  the  women  as  a  scout) 
Were  linktl  io(jcther,  and  it  happen'd  the  male 

Was  Juan,  who — an  awkward  ihin{;  at  his  a^je — 

Pair'd  off  with  a  Bacchantes  bloorainc  visajje. 

xcni. 

With  Ptaucocanli  lucklessly  was  chain'd 
The  tenor;  thrse  two  hated  with  a  hale 

Found  only  on  the  sta[;e,  and  each  more  pain'd 
With  this  his  tuneful  neiyhhour  thin  his  fate; 

Sad  strife  arose,  for  they  were  so  cross-{;raiu'd, 
Instead  of  bearing',  up  without  debate, 

That  rarh  pulld  different  ways  with  many  an  oath, 

a  Anadcs  ambo,»  id  eU — bLirk{;uard5  both. 

XCIV. 

Juan's  companion  was  a  Uoniapnolc, 

liul  bred  within  the  March  of  old  Atirona, 

With  eyes  that  lookd  into  the  very  soul 

(.Vnd  other  chief  points  of  a  «  bella  donn  i»), 

Urij;ht— and  as  black  and  burning  as  a  co;d  ; 

And  through  her  clear  brunette  complexion  shone  a 

Great  wisli  to  please — a  mo>l  attracti\e  dower, 

Especially  when  added  to  the  power. 

XCV. 
Cut  all  that  power  wis  wasted  upon  him, 

For  sorn^w  o  er  each  sense  held  stern  command  ; 
Her  eye  rni;',lil  tl.ish  on  his,  but  found  it  dim; 

AutI  tlioiii;h  thus  rhaind,  as  natural  her  hand 
Touchd  hi>,  nor  that  — nor  any  h.indsoinr  limb 

(\iui  she  li  id  some  not  easy  to  witiislaml) 
Could  stir  his  puUc,  or  make  his  faith  ftfl  brittle; 
Perhaps  hir>  recent  wounds  might  In  lj»  a  liitli'. 

XCV  I. 

No  matter;  we  should  ne'er  too  much  inquire, 

I'.ut  facts  arc  farts, — no  knight  could  be  more  true, 

And  hruu^r  faith  no  ladye-lose  d«^'>ire; 

We  will  omit  thf  jimols,  save  one  or  two. 

'T  in  said  no  ont>  in  lian<l  «  can  licdd  a  fire 
Uy  lhoii(',lit  of  frosty  Caucasus,"  but  few 

I  roally  think  ;  yt  .Inaiis  then  ordeal 

Was  more  trinniplianl,  and  not  nuich  less  real. 

XCVII. 
II.  re  I  mi;;lit  enter  on  a  chaste  de>eriptioii, 

Ha\ing  wiilislood  tcinptalion  in  my  ymith. 
Hut  hear  tli  U  se\erd  people  take  «-xeeptinn 

At  the  first  l»o  books  bavin;;  loo  much  Irntli; 
Tbercf<tri'  I    11  make  Don  Jnin  leave  tin'    hip  soon, 

Ucc.MiM-  the  ]uiMislii  r  del  laics,  in  simjiIi, 
Thioui'.h  needleV  eyes  it  cablcr  foi  the  camel  is 
To  |Ms>,  than  llio>(;  ivvo  canto>  iuio  families. 


XCVIII. 
T  is  all  the  same  to  me,  I  'm  fond  of  yielding. 

And  therefore  leave  them  to  Ihc  purer  page 
Of  Smollet,  Prior,  Anosto,  Fielding, 

Who  say  strange  things  for  so  correct  an  ag[e. 
I  once  had  great  alacrity  in  wielding 

My  pen,  and  liked  poetic  war  to  wage, 
And  recollect  the  time  when  all  this  cant 
Would  have  provoked  remarks  which  now  it  &1uid  c. 

XCIX. 
As  boys  love  rows,  my  boyhood  liked  a  squabble; 

Diit  at  this  hour  I  wish  to  part  in  peace, 
Leaving  such  to  the  literary  rabble. 

Whether  my  verse's  fame  be  doom'd  to  cea.se 
While  the  right  hand  which  wrote  it  still  is  able. 

Or  of  some  centuries  to  take  a  lease, 
The  grass  upon  my  grave  will  grow  as  long, 
.\nd  sigh  to  midnight  winds,  but  not  to  song. 

C. 

Of  poets  who  come  down  to  us  through  distance 
Of  time  and  tongues,  the  foster-babe.s  of  fame. 

Life  seems  the  smallest  portion  of  existence; 
Where  twenty  ages  gather  o'er  a  name, 

"T  is  as  a  snowball  which  derives  assi.stance 
From  every  Hake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same. 

Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow, — 

but  after  all 't  is  nothing  but  cold  snow. 

CL 

And  so  great  names  arc  nothing  more  ihao  nominal. 

And  love  of  glory  's  but  an  airy  lust. 
Too  often  in  its  fury  overcoming  all 

Who  would,  as  *t  were,  identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction  which,  entombing  all. 

Leaves  nothing  till  the  coming  of  the  just — 
Save  chanpe:  I  'vc  stood  upon  Achilles"  tomb. 
And  heard  Troy  doubted;  time  will  doubt  of  Piume. 

CIL 

The  very  generations  of  the  deul 

Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb, 

I'ntil  tlie  memory  of  an  age  is  (led. 

And,  buried,  sitiks  beneath  its  offspring's  doom  ; 

Where  are  the  epitaphs  our  fathers  read? 

Save  a  few  {{iean'd  fron»  the  sepulchral  gloom, 

Which  once-named  myriads  nameless  lie  beutMilt, 

.\uil  lose  iheii  own  in  universal  death. 

cm. 

I  e.Trjter  by  the  spot  each  afternoon 

Where  perish'd  in  his  fame  the  hero-boy, 

Who  lived  too  long  for  men,  but  died  too  soon 
For  human  vanity,  the  young  I)e  Foix! 

.\  bidk(  n  pillar  mtt  une«)nlhJv  hewn, 

Ihtt  wlii.  Ii  ne{;|eet  is  hasiening  to  destroy, 

P.eeoids  r.avenna's  carna{;e  on  its  face, 

\'  bile  vv<nls  and  ordure  rankle  round  the  base.  * 

CIV. 
F  pass  each  day  wIltc  P.inie's  bones  are  l.iid  ; 

A  little  (  npola,  iiioie  neat  than  solemn, 
Proleeis  bis  thisl,  but  reverejice  here  is  pai«l 

To  ilic  haul's  tomb,  and  not  the  warrior's  column 
The  linn-  nuist  eoujc  when  both,  alike  deiMy'd, 

The  chieftain's  trojihy  and  the  poet's  >olume. 
Wil!  sink  wlieie  li«'  the  songs  and  wars  of  earth, 
r.cfore  IV'iidi.s'  death  or  Homer's  birth. 
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CV. 
With  humao  blood  that  column  vas  cemenCed, 

Witb  humaD  filth  that  columo  is  defiled, 
As  if  the  peasant's  coarse  contempt  were  vented. 

To  show  his  loathing  of  the  spot  he  spoifd. 
Tlius  is  the  tro]^y  osed,  and  thus  lamented 

Sliould  ever  be  those  blood-bounds,  from  whose  wild 
Instinct  of  gore  and  glory  earth  has  known 
Those  sufferings  Dante  saw  in  hell  alone. 

CVI. 
Tet  there  will  still  be  bards;  though  Hme  is  smoke. 

Its  fumes  are  frankincense  to  human  thought; 
And  the  unquiet  feeliogx,  which  first  woke 

Soug  in  the  world,  will  seek  what  then  they  sought ; 
As  on  the  beach  the  waves  at  last  are  broke, 

Til  us  to  their  eitrrme  verge  the  passions  brought. 
Dash  into  poetry,  which  is  but  passion. 
Or  at  least  was  so  ere  it  grew  a  fashion. 

CVII. 
If  in  the  course  of  such  a  life  as  was 

At  once  adventurous  and  contemplative, 
Men  who  partake  all  passions  as  they  pass, 

Acquire  the  deep  and  bitter  power  to  give 
Their  images  again,  as  in  a  glass, 

And  in  such  colours  that  they  seem  to  live ; 
You  may  do  right  forbidding  them  to  show  'em. 
But  spoil  (I  think)  a  very  pretty  poem. 

CVIII. 
Oh!  ye,  who  make  the  fortunes  of  all  books! 

Benign  ceruleans  of  the  second  ses ! 
^'ho  advertise  new  poems  by  your  looks. 

Your  « imprimatur*  will  ye  not  annex  ? 
What,  must  1  go  to  the  oblivious  cook*, — 

Those  Coruish  plunderers  of  Parnassian  wrccksl 
Ah!  must  I  then  the  only  minstrel  be 
Proscribed  from  tasting  your  Castalian  tea? 

CIX. 
Wliat,  can  I  prove  «ia  lion»  then  no  more? 

A  hall -room  bard,  a  foolMrap,  hot-press  darling. 
To  bear  the  compliments  of  many  a  bore. 

And  sigh  « 1  can't  get  out,»  like  Yorick's  starling. 
Why  then  I  *11  swear,  as  poet  Wordy  swore 

(Because  the  work!  won't  read  him,  always  snarling), 
That  taste  is  gone,  that  fame  is  but  a  lottery, 
Drawn  by  the  bine-coat  misses  of  a  coterie. 

ex. 

Oh !  M  darkly,  deeply,  beautifully  blue,* 

As  some  one  somewhere  sings  about  the  sky. 

And  I,  ye  learned  ladies,  say  of  you; 

They  say  your  stockings  are  so  (Heaven  knows  why, 

I  have  examined  few  pair  of  tliat  hue) ; 
Blue  as  the  garters  which  serenely  lie 

Rouod  the  patrician  left-legs,  which  adorn 

The  fe»tal  midnight  and  the  levee  mom. 

CXI. 
Yet  some  of  you  are  most  seraphic  creatures  : 

But  times  are  alter'd  since,  a  rhyming  lover, 
Ton  read  my  stanias,  and  1  read  your  features : 

And— but  no  matter,  all  those  things  are  over. 
Still  I  have  00  dislike  to  learned  natures. 

For  sometimes  such  a  world  of  virtues  cover: 
I  know  one  woman  of  that  purple  school. 
The  loveliest,  chastest,  best,  but — quite  a  fool. 


cxir. 

Humboldt,  « the  first  of  travellen,*  but  not 

The  last,  if  late  accounts  be  accurate. 
Invented,  by  some  name  I  have  forgot, 

As  well  as  the  sublime  discovery's  date, 
An  airy  instrument,  with  which  he  sought 

To  ascertain  the  atmospheric  stale, 
By  measuring  « the  intensity  of  blue  :• 
Oh,  Lady  Daphne !  let  me  measure  you ! 

CXIII. 

But  to  the  narrative. — Tlse  vessel  bound 

With  slaves  to  sell  off  in  the  capital. 
After  the  usual  process,  might  be  found 

At  anchor  under  the  seraglio  wall : 
Her  cargo,  from  the  plague  being  safe  and  sound, 

Were  landed  in  the  market,  one  and  all. 
And  there,  with  Georgians,  Russians,  and  Gircaasiang, 
Bought  up  for  different  purposes  and  passions. 

CXIV. 
Some  went  off  dearly:  fifteen  hundred  dollars 

For  one  Circassian,  a  sweet  girl,  were  given, 
Warranted  virgin ;  beauty's  brightest  colours 

Had  deck'd  her  out  in  all  the  hues  of  heaven  : 
Her  sale  sent  home  some  disappointed  bawlers, 

Who  bade  on  till  the  hundreds  reach'd  eleven ; 
But  when  the  offer  went  beyond,  they  knew 
T  was  for  the  sultan,  and  at  once  withdrew. 

CXV. 
Twelve  negresses  from  Nubia  brought  a  price 

Which  the  West-Indian  market  scarce  would  bring; 
Though  Wilberforce,  at  last,  has  made  it  twice 

What 't  was  ere  abolition;  and  the  thing 
Need  not  seem  very  wonderful,  for  vice 

b  always  much  more  splendid  than  a  king : 
The  virtues,  even  the  moat  exalted,  charity. 
Are  saving — vice  spares  nothing  for  a  rarity. 

CXVI. 
But  for  the  destiny  of  this  young  troop. 

How  some  were  bought  by  pachaSi  some  by  Jews, 
Bow  some  to  burdens  were  oblige  to  stoop. 

And  others  rose  to  the  command  of  crews 
As  renegadoes ;  while  in  hapless  group. 

Hoping  no  very  old  vitier  might  chuse. 
The  females  stood,  as  one  by  one  they  pick'd  *em. 
To  make  a  mistress,  or  fourth  wife,  or  victim. 

cxvn. 

All  this  most  be  reserved  for  further  song ; 

Also  our  hero's  lot,  howc'er  unpleasant 
(Because  this  canto  has  become  too  long). 

Must  be  postponed  discreetly  for  the  present; 
I  'm  sensible  redundancy  is  wrong. 

But  could  not  for  the  muse  of  me  put  less  in  'l : 
And  now  delay  the  progress  of  Don  Juan, 
TUl  what  is  adTd  in  Oaaian  the  fifth  Duau. 


r7 


Gio 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CAKTO  V. 


I. 

When  amatory  pocfs  sing  ilieir  lovps 

In  liquitl  linrs  melliiluousiy  bland. 
And  prnise  tlieir  rhymes  ns  Venus  yokes  her  doves, 

They  little  think  what  mischief  is  in  hand; 
Tlif  (jreatcr  their  success  the  vrorse  it  proves, 

As  Ovid's  verse  may  make  you  understand; 
K\en  Petrarch's  self,  if  jud^ied  with  due  severity. 
Is  the  I'latouic  pimp  of  all  posterity. 

II. 

I  therefore  do  denounce  all  amorous  writing, 
Kxcept  ill  such  a  ^ray  as  not  to  attract ; 

IMiiin — simple — short,  and  by  no  mean>  inviting. 
Hut  uith  a  moral  to  each  error  tack'd, 

Fonn'd  rather  for  instructing  than  delighting, 
And  with  nil  passionsi  in  their  turnultack'd. 

NoM,  if  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  ^hod  ill, 

This  pucm  \iill  become  a  moral  model. 

III. 
The  European  >»ith  the  Asian  shore 

Sprinkled  with  paLiC(?s;  the  ocean  stream,' 
Here  and  llicrc  studded  with  a  seventy-four; 

Sophia's  cupola  with  golden  gleam; 
The  cypress  groves;  Olympus  high  and  hoar; 

The  twelve  isles,  and  tlie  more  than  1  could  dream, 
Far  less  describe,  present  the  very  view 
Which  charm'd  the  charming  Mary  Montagu. 

IV. 

1  have  a  passion  for  the  name  of  ««  Mar^',« 
For  once  it  was  a  magic  sound  to  me. 

And  still  it  half  calls  up  the  realms  of  fairy, 
Where  I  beheld  what  never  was  to  be; 

All  feelings  changed,  but  this  was  last  to  vary, 
A  spell  from  which  even  yet  I  am  not  quite  free : 

Hui  I  grow  sad — and  let  a  talc  grow  cold, 

Which  must  uot  be  pathetically  told. 

V. 

The  wind  swept  down  the  Euxine,  and  the  wave 
llroke  fo.nning  o'er  the  blue  Symplegndes, 

'T  is  a  f'r.uid  sight,  from  off  «» the  Giants  (frave,»' 
To  Ns.itch  the  progress  of  those  rolling  seas 

llelwccn  the  Bosphorus,  as  they  lash  and  l.ive 
Kurope  and  Asia,  you  being  quite  at  ease; 

There  \  not  a  sea  the  passenger  e'er  pukes  in 

Turns  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the  Euxine. 

VI. 

"T  was  a  raw  day  of  Autumn's  bleak  l)C|;inning, 
When  nights  are  equal,  but  not  so  the  days; 

The  ParcjR  then  cut  short  the  further  s|Muning 
Of  seamen's  f:Ues,  and  the  loud  tempe-its  raise 

Tin*  waters,  ami  repentance  for  pa>i  sinning 
In  all  vho  o'er  the  great  deep  take  their  ways : 

Tht^V  vow  to  amend  their  lives,  and  yrt  tiny  «lon  t ; 

Dccausc  if  drown  d,  they  can't — if  s-paicd,  they  vent. 


VI!. 

A  crowd  of  shivering  slaves  of  every  oatioo. 
And  age,  and  sex,  were  io  the  market  ranged ; 

Each  bevy  with  the  merchant  in  his  station  : 

Poor  creatures !  their  good  looks  were  sadly  ctiang«^. 

All  save  the  blacks  seem'd  jaded  with  vexation. 

From  frieuds,  and  home,  and  freedom  far  estranged  ; 

The  negroes  more  philosophy  display'd,— • 

Used  to  it,  no  doubt,  as  eels  are  to  be  tlay'd. 

VIII. 
Juan  was  juvenile,  and  thus  was  full. 

As  most  at  his  age  are,  of  hope,  and  health; 
Vet  I  must  own  he  look'd  a  little  dull, 

And  now  and  then  a  tear  stole  down  by  stealth  : 
Perhaps  his  recent  loss  of  blood  might  pull 

His  spirit  down ;  and  then  the  lo^  of  wealth, 
A  mistress,  and  such  comfortable  quarters. 
To  be  put  up  for  auction  amongst  Tartars, 

I.\. 

Were  things  to  shake  a  stoic ;  nn'eriheless. 
Upon  the  whole  his  carriage  was  .sererte  : 

His  iigure,  and  the  splendour  of  his  dress. 

Of  vihich  some  gilded  remnants  still  were  seen. 

Drew  all  eyes  on  him,  giving  them  to  guess 
lie  was  above  the  vulgar  by  his  mien; 

And  then,  though  pale,  he  was  so  very  handsome; 

And  then — they  calculated  on  his  ransom. 

X. 

Like  a  backgammon-board  the  place  was  dotle«l 
With  whites  and  blacks,  in  groups  on  thorn  for  sjlr. 

Though  rather  more  irregularly  spotted: 

Some  bought  the  jet,  while  others  chose  the  pale. 

It  chanced,  amongst  the  other  people  lotted, 
\  man  of  thirty,  rather  stout  and  bale, 

With  resolution  in  his  dark  grey  eye. 

Next  Juan  stood,  till  some  might  chuse  lo  buy. 

XI. 

lie  had  an  English  look;  that  is,  was  sqnare 
In  make,  of  a  complexion  white  and  ruddy. 

Good  teeth,  with  curling  rather  dark  brown  hair. 
And,  it  might  be  from  thought,  or  toil,  or  alud^. 

All  op«'n  brow  a  little  mark'd  with  care: 
One  arm  had  on  a  bandage  rather  bloody: 

And  there  he  stood  with  such  sang-froid,  that  (;ri'at<'r 

Could  scarce  be  shown  even  by  a  mere  spectator. 

MI. 

But  seeing  at  his  elbow  a  mere  Ind, 

Of  a  high  spirit  evidently,  though 
At  present  wcigli'd  down  by  a  doom  which  h.itl 

O'erthrown  even  men,  he  soon  began  to  show 
A  kind  of  blunt  conipission  for  the  sad 

Lot  of  so  young  a  partner  in  the  woe. 
Which  for  himself  he  seem'd  to  deem  no  worMi 
Than  any  other  scrape — a  thing  of  course. 

xni. 

<«  My  boy!»>  s;»id  he,  «  amidst  this  motley  crew 
Of  Ciorgians,  Russians,  Nubians,  and  what  not. 

All  ragamiiflins  differing  but  in  hue, 

Willi  Mhom  it  is  our  luck  to  cast  our  lot. 

The  only  gtrntlcinen  seem  I  and  you. 
So  let  us  be  acquainted,  as  we  ought: 

If  I  could  yield  you  any  consolation, 

' T  would  give  me  pleasure: — Pray,  what  is  your  natiuo.' » 
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XIV. 
When  Joan  answer'd  «  Spanish  !»  he  replied, 

M I  Uioughtf  in  fact,  you  could  not  be  a  Greek ; 
Those  servile  dogs  are  not  so  proudly  eyed  : 

Fortune  has  play'd  you  here  a  pretty  freak. 
Rut  that's  her  way  with  all  men  till  they  *re  tried : 

But  never  mind, — she'll  turn,  perhaps,  next  week; 
She  has  served  me  also  much  the  same  as  you, 
Except  that  I  have  found  it  nothing  new.» 

XV. 

u  Pray,  sir,»  laid  Joan,  ■  if  I  may  presume, 
fyhat  brought  yon  here  Tn— «  Oh !  nothing  very  rare — 

Six  Tartars  and  a  dragH;hain » — «To  this  doom 

But  wliat  conducted,  if  the  question  s  fair. 

Is  that  which  I  would  learn. » — « 1  served  for  tome 
.Montba  with  the  Russian  army  here  and  there. 

And  taking  lately,  by  Suwarrow's  bidding, 

A  town,  was  ta'eo  myself  instead  of  Widin.a 

XVI. 

«*  llaveyoaDofrieods?*'— «  I  had — but, by  God's  blessing. 
Have  not  been  troubled  with  them  lately.     Now 

1  have  answer'd  all  your  questions  without  pressing, 
.4nd  you  an  equal  courtesy  should  show. » — 

••  Alas! It  said  Juan,  «  't  were  a  tale  distressing. 
And  long  besides.« — aOfa !  if 't  is  really  so, 

You're  right  on  both  accounts  to  hold  your  longiie; 

A  sad  tale  saddens  doubly  when  'i  is  kmg. 

XVII. 
m  But  droop  net :  Fortuee  at  your  time  of  life. 

Although  a  female  moderately  fickle, 
Will  hardly  leave  you  (as  she's  not  your  wife) 

For  any  length  of  days  in  such  a  piekle. 
To  strive  too  with  our  fate  were  such  a  strife 

As  if  the  com-slieaf  should  oppose  the  sickle : 
.Men  are  the  sport  of  circumstances,  when 
The  circumstances  seem  the  sport  of  racn.» 

XVIII. 
«  Tis  not,»  said  Juan,  k  for  my  present  doom 

1  mourn,  but  for  the  pest ; — 1  loved  a  maid :  • 
Hi;  paused,  and  his  dark  eye  grew  full  of  gloom; 

A  single  tear  upon  his  eyelash  staid 
A  moment ,  and  then  dropp'd ;  «  but  to  resume, 

Tis  not  my  presMit  lot,  as  I  liave  said, 
Which  I  deplore  so  much;  for  I  have  borne 
ll.irdfihips  which  have  the  hardiest  ererwoni, 

XIX. 
M  On  the  rough  deep.    Bat  thii  last  blow — »  and  here 

lie  stopp'd  again,  and  tum'd  away  his  Hee. 
M  Ay,*  quoth  fab  friend,  « I  thonght  it  would  appear 

That  there  had  been  a  lady  in  the  case; 
And  these  are  things  which  ask  a  tender  tiair. 

Such  es  I  too  would  shed  if  in  your  place  : 
I  rned  upon  my  first  wife's  dying  day, 
And  also  when  my  second  ran  away : 

XX. 

«  My  third »^Yo«ir  third ! »  quotli  Joan,  taming  round; 

M  You  scarcely  can  be  thirty  :  have  you  thfce?* 
M  >'o — only  two  at  presem  above  ground  : 

Surely 'tis  nodiiog  wonderful  to  see 
Chie  person  thrioe  in  holy  wedlock  bound!* 

M  Well,  Chen,  yoor  thiitl,i*  said  Jian;  « iRrhel  did  she? 
Slie  did  not  run  away,  too,  did  she,  nrTi* 
«  Xo  ,  faitli.»— sWhet  thenT*— « I  ran  away  from  hem 


XXI. 


«  You  take  tbii«s  coolly,  sir,»i  said  Inan.    «  Why,» 
Replied  the  other,  «  what  can  a  man  doT 

There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  eky. 
But  miae  have  vanish'd.    AlU  when  life  n  new. 

Commence  with  feelings  warm  and  proqpecu  high; 
But  time  atrips  our  illorions  of  their  hne. 

And  one  by  one  in  turn,  some  grand  mbuke 

Casu  off  iu  bright  skin  yearly,  like  the  saake. 

XXII. 

«T  is  true,  it  geU  oaether  bright  end  frcob. 
Or  fresher,  brighter,  bat,  the  year  gone  through, 

Tliis  skin  most  go  the  way  too  of  all  flesh, 
Or  sometimes  only  wear  a  week  or  two. 

Love's  the  fine  net  which  spnads  iu  deadly  mesli; 
Ambition,  avarice,  vengeance,  glory,  glue 

The  glittering  lime-twigs  of  oar  latter  days, 

Wliere  still  we  flutter  oo  for  pence  or  piaise.* 

xxni. 

«  All  this  is  very  fine,  and  may  be  troe,» 
Said  Juan ;  «  but  I  really  don't  see  bow 

It  betters  present  times  with  me  or  you.» 
«  No  \n  qaoih  the  other;  «  yet  you  will  allow 

By  wtting  things  in  their  right  point  of  view. 
Knowledge,  at  least,  is  gain'd;  for  instance,  now, 

We  know  what  slavery  ia,  and  oar  disasters 

May  teach  lu  better  to  behave  when  masters^ 

XXIV. 
«  Wonld  we  were  masters  now,  if  but  to  try 

Their  present  leason«  on  our  Pagan  friends  here,** 
Said  Juan— swallowing  a  heart-burning  sigh  : 

«  Heav'n  help  the  scholar  w  bom  his  fortune  sends  here! 
«  Perhaps  we  shall  be  one  day,  by  and  by,* 

Rejoin'd  the  other,  «  when  our  bad  luck  mends  here 
Meantime  (yon  old  black  eunuch  seems  to  eye  us) 
I  wish  to  G4  that  somebody  woold  bay  as! 

XXV. 
M  But  after  all,  what  if  oor  present  slate  1 

'Tis  bad,  and  may  be  better^all  men's  lot. 
Most  men  are  slaves,  none  more  so  than  the  great, 

To  their  own  whims  and  passions,  and  what  not; 
Society  itself,  which  should  create 

Kindness,  destroys  what  tittle  we  had  got : 
To  feel  for  none  ia  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics — men  without  a  heart* 

XXVI. 

Just  now  a  black  old  neutral  personage 

Of  the  third  sex  stepp'd  up,  and  peering  over 

The  captives,  seem'd  to  mark  their  looks,  and  age, 
And  capabilities,  as  to  discover 

If  they  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  cage : 
No  lady  c  er  is  ogled  by  a  lover. 

Horse  by  a  blackleg,  broadclpih  by  a  tailor, 

Fee  by  a  cooneel,  felon  by  a  jailor, 

XXVIL 

An  is  a  slave  by  his  intended  bidder. 

Tis  pleasant  purdiasiag  our  fellow-ereetares ; 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 

Their  passions,  and  are  dejit'rous;  some  by  foaturc<i 
Are  bought  op,  others  by  a  wariike  leader. 

Some  by  a  place — as  tend  their  years  or  nalnrrs  . 
The  most  by  reody  ca&h->but  all  have  prices, 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  aocofding  to  their  vices. 
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xxvm. 

The  eunuch  having  eyed  them  o'er  villi  care, 
Turnd  lo  ihe  merch.ini,  and  bcjjan  to  bid 

First  but  for  one,  and  after  for  the  pair; 
They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  loo— ^o  they  did! 

As  though  they  were  in  a  mere  christiau  fair, 
Cheapening  an  ox,  an  ass,  a  lamb,  or  kid; 

So  tliat  their  bargain  sounded  hke  a  I»allle 

For  this  superior  yoke  of  humau  cattJc. 

XXIX. 

At  last  they  settled  into  simple  grumbling, 

And  pulling  out  reluctant  purses,  and 
Turning  each  piece  of  silver  o'er,  and  tumbling 

Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their  hand, 
And  by  mistake  sequius  wilh  paras  jumbling. 

Until  the  sum  was  accurately  scann'd, 
And  then  the  merchant,  giving  change  aud  signing 
Ueccipts  in  full,  began  to  think  of  dining. 

XXX. 

I  wonder  if  his  appetite  was  goorl; 

Or,  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion. 
Mcthinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might  intrude. 

And  conscience  ask  a  curious  sort  of  (pie.stion, 
About  the  right  divine  how  far  we  should 

Sell  llcsh  and  blood.  When  dinner  has  oppressed  one, 
I  flunk  it  is  perhaps  the  gloomiest  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty-four. 

xxxr. 

Voltaire  says  «  No;n  he  tells  you  that  Candide 

Found  life  most  tolerable  aflcr  meals: 
He  *s  wrong— unless  man  was  a  pig,  indeed. 

Repletion  ralher  adds  to  what  he  feels; 
Unless  he's  drunk,  and  then  no  doubt  he's  freed 

From  his  own  brain's  oppression  while  it  reels. 
Of  food  I  think  wiih  Philip's  sou,  or  r.iiher 
Ammon's  (ill  pleased  villi  one  world  aud  one  father"); 

XXXII. 

I  think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 

Of  ealing,  wilh  anotlier  aci  or  two, 
Makes  us  feel  our  morlallty  in  fnct 

Redoubled;  when  a  roa«it  aud  a  ragout, 
An«l  lish  and  soup,  by  some  side  dishes  backd, 

Can  give  us  eirher  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intelleris,  whose  use 
Depends  so  much  upon  the  gastric  juire? 

XXXIII. 

The  other  evening  ('t  was  on  Frid.iy  last)  — 

This  is  a  fact,  and  no  poetic  fable — 
Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast. 

.My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  lable, 
I  heard  a  shot— t  was  ejglii  o'clock  scarce  past— 

And  running  out  ns  fa-it  as  I  was  able,  * 
I  found  the  military  commmdant 
Strcichd  in  the  street,  and  able  siMpce  to  pant. 

XXXIV. 
Poor  fellow!  for  some  reason,  surely  bad, 

They  had  slain  him  with  five  slugs;  aud  left  him  there 
To  perish  on  the  pavement  :  so  I  had 

Him  borne  into  the  house  aud  up  the  stair, 
Aud  slripp'd,  and  look'd  to But  why  should  I  add 

More  circumstances?  vain  was  every  care  ; 
Tho  man  was  gone  :  in  some  Italian  quarrel 
Kill'd  by  live  bullets  from  an  old  gun-barrel.  < 


XXXV. 

I  gazed  upon  him,  for  I  knew  him  well ; 

And,  though  1  have  seen  many  corpses,  never 
Saw  one,  whom  such  an  accident  befel. 

So  calm;   though  pierced  through  stomach,  hcari, 
and  liver, 
lie  seem'd  to  sleep,  for  you  could  scarcely  tell 

(As  he  bled  inwardly,  no  hideous  river 
Of  gore  divulged  the  cause)  that  he  was  dead: — 
So  as  I  gazed  ou  him,  I  thought  or  said  — 

XXXVI. 
a  Cin  this  be  death?  then  what  is  life  or  death? 

'Speak !' but  he  spoke  noi:  *wake!'  but  still  be  slept. 
But  yesterday  and  who  had  mightier  breath? 

A  thousand  warriors  by  his  vord  were  kepi 
In  awe:  he  said,  as  the  centurion  saiih, 

'  do,'  and  he  goeth  ;  *  come,'  and  forth  he  stepp'd. 
The  irump  and  bugle  till  he  spake  were  dumb— 
And  now  nought  left  him  but  the  muffled  drum.* 

XXXVII. 
Aud  they  who  waited  once  and  worshipp'd — they 

With  their  rough  faces  throng'd  about  ll»c  bed. 
To  gaze  once  more  on  the  commanding  clay 

Which  for  the  last  though  not  the  lirst  time  bled: 
And  such  an  end!  that  he  who  many  a  day 

Had  faced  Napoleon's  foes  until  they  lied. 
The  foremost  in  the  charge  or  in  the  sally, 
Should  now  be  bulcher'd  in  a  civic  alley. 

XXXVIII. 

The  scars  of  his  old  wounds  were  near  his  new. 

Those  honourable  scars  which  brought  bim  fam«  ; 

Aud  horrid  was  the  contrast  to  the  view- 
Rut  let  me  quit  the  theine,  as  such  things  claim 

Pi'rhaps  even  more  attention  than  is  due 

From  me  :  I  gazed  (as  oft  I  have  gazed  the  same) 

To  try  if  I  could  wrench  aught  out  of  dralh 

Which  should  couhrm,  or  shake,  or  make  a  faith  ; 

XXXIX. 

Hut  it  was  all  a  mystery.     Here  we  are, 

And  there  we  go: — but  u-^jere?  five  bits  of  lead. 

Or  lliree,  or  two,  or  one,  scud  very  far! 

And  is  this  blood,  then,  form'd  but  to  be  sbedT 

Can  c\ery  clement  our  elements  mar? 

Aud  air — earth — water — (ire,  live — and  we  dead? 

ff'c,  whose  minds  comprehend  all  tilings?     Ko  more — 

Ihii  let  us  lo  the  story  as  before. 

XL. 

The  purchaser  of  Jmn  and  acquaintance 

r.ore  off  his  bargains  to  a  gilded  boat, 
l^uibark'd  himself  and  them,  and  off  they  went  thence 

As  fa»t  as  oars  could  pull  aud  water  (loaf. 
They  look'd  like  persons  being  led  to  sentence. 

Wondering  vbat  next,  till  the  caique  wasbrou<*hc 
I'p  in  a  little  creek  below  a  wall 
O'crtopp'd  wiJh  cypresses  dark-grecu  and  tall. 

XLI. 
Here  their  conductor  tapping  at  the  wicket 

(^f  a  small  iron  door,  't  w.is  opeu'd,  and 
He  led  them  onward,  first  through  a  low  thicket 

Flank'd  by  large  groves  which  tower'd  on  either  hand 
Tlicy  aluHKt  lo>.l  their  way,  and  had  to  pick  it — 

F«)r  night  was  rlosing  ere  they  came  to  land. 
TIk-  cuiuich  made  a  sign  to  those  on  board. 
Who  row'd  off,  leaving  them  without  a  word. 
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SLIT. 
As  they  were  plodding;  oo  their  wiDdiog  way, 

Through  omnge  bowers,  and  jasmine,  and  so  forth 
(Of  which  I  mi(;ht  have  a  good  deal  lo  say, 

Tlirre  being  no  such  profusion  in  the  North 
Of  oriental  plants,  «  e(  cetera,* 

But  thnt  of  late  your  scribblers  think  it  worth 
Tiifir  while  to  rear  whole  hotbeds  in  their  works, 
Ikcause  one  poet  travell'd  'moogst  the  Turks) : 

XUII. 
As  thry  were  threading  on  their  way,  there  came 

Into  Don  Juan's  head  a  thought,  which  he 
^Vlii<ip<'r'd  lo  his  companion  ; — 't  was  the  same 

Which  might  have  then  occurr'd  to  you  or  me. 
«  3lr(hiiiks,w  said  he — « it  would  be  no  great  shame 

If  we  should  strike  a  stroke  to  set  us  free ; 
Let  's  knock  that  old  black  fellow  oo  the  head. 
And  march  away — 'I  were  easier  done  than  said.* 

XLIV. 
«  Yes,n  said  the  other,  «cand  when  done,  wluit  theo: 

How  tjet  out  7  how  the  devil  got  we  in  7 
And  when  we  once  .were  fairly  out,  and  when 

From  Saint  Bartholomew  we  have  saved  oar  skin. 
To-morrow  'd  see  us  in  some  other  den. 

And  worse  off  than  we  hitherto  have  been; 
Bosidps,  I  'm  hungry,  and  just  now  would  lake. 
Like  Lsau,  for  my  birthright  a  beef-steak. 

XLV. 
«  We  must  be  near  some  place  of  man's  abode ; 

For  the  old  negro's  confidence  in  creeping, 
With  bis  two  captives,  by  so  queer  a  road, 

Shows  that  he  thinks  his  friends  have  not  been  sleeping; 
A  single  cry  would  bring  them  all  abroad : 

T  is  therefore  better  looking  before  leaping — 
And  there,  you  see,  this  turn  has  brought  lu  through, 
liy  Jove,  a  noble  palace  ! — lighted  too.» 

XLVL 

It  was  indeed  a  wide  extensive  bailding 

Which  open'd  on  their  view,  and  o'er  the  front 

Tli(>re  M>em'd  to  be  besprent  a  deal  of  gilding 
And  various  hues,  as  is  the  Turkish  wont, — 

A  (jniuly  tasle;  for  they  are  Utile  skill'd  in 

The  arts  of  which  these  lands  were  once  the  font: 

E.irh  villa  on  the  Dosphorus  looks  a  screen 

New  painted,  or  a  pretty  opera-scene. 

XLVIL 
And  nearer  as  they  came,  a  genial  savour 

Of  certain  stews,  and  roast-meats,  and  pilaut, 
Things  which  in  hungry  mortals'  eyes  find  favour, 

Made  Juan  in  his  harsh  intentions  pause. 
And  put  liimM*lf  upon  his  good  behaviour: 

His  friend,  too,  adding  a  new  saving  clause, 
S.iid,  M  In  Heaven's  name  let 's  get  some  supper  now, 
And  then  I  'm  with  you,  if  you  're  for  a  row.s 

XLVIIL 

Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  some  passion. 
Some  to  men's  feelings,  others  to  their  reason  : 

The  last  of  these  was  never  much  the  fashion, 
For  reason  thinks  all  reasoning  out  of  season. 

Some  speakers  whine,  and  others  lay  the  lash  on, 
But  more  or  less  continue  still  to  teaie  on. 

With  arguments  according  to  tlieir  «  forte ;» 

But  no  one  ever  dreamt  of  being  short. 


XLIX. 
But  I  digresa :  of  all  appeals, — althoagh 

I  grant  the  power  of  pathos,  and  of  gold. 
Of  beauty,  flattery,  threats,  a  shilling, — oo 

lletho<I  's  more  sure  at  moments  to  take  hold 
Of  the  liest  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 

More  tender,  as  we  every  day  behold. 
Than  that  all-softeinrig,  over-|ioweriog  knell. 

The  tocsin  of  the  soul — the  dtnoer-bell. 

L. 
Turkey  contains  no  bells,  and  yet  men  dine: 

And  Juan  and  his  friend,  albeit  they  heard 
No  Christian  knoll  to  table,  saw  no  line 

Of  lacqueys  usher  to  the  feast  prepared, 
Tet  smelt  roast-meat,  beheld  a  huge  fire  shine, 

And  cooks  in  motion  with  their  clean  arms  bared. 
And  gared  around  them  to  the  left  and  right 
With  the  prophetic  eye  of  appetite. 

if. 

And  giving  up  all  notions  of  resistanee, 
They  foUow'd  close  behind  their  sable  gutde. 

Who  little  thought  that  his  own  cmck'd  exisleiioe 
Was  on  the  point  of  being  set  asitle: 

He  motion'd  them  to  stop  at  some  small  distance. 
And  knocking  at  the  gale,  't  was  open'd  wide, 

And  a  magnificent  large  lull  display'd 

The  Asian  pomp  of  Ottoman  parade. 

LII* 
I  won't  describe ;  description  is  my  forte. 

But  every  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days 
His  wond'rous  journey  to  some  foreign  court, 

And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praises- 
Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  't  is  sport ; 

While  nature,  tortured  twenty  thousand  ways. 
Resigns  herself  vrith  exemplary  patience 
To  guide-books,  rhymes,  tours,  sketches,  illastratioiu. 

L!IL 

Along  this  hall,  and  up  and  down,  some,  squatted 
Upon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess ; 

Others  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted. 

And  some  seem'd  much  in  love  with  their  own  dress'; 

And  divers  smoked  superb  pipes  decorated 
With  amber  mouths  of  greater  price  or  less; 

And  several  strutted,  others  slept,  and  some 

Prepared  for  supper  with  a  glass  of  rum.^ 

LIV. 
As  the  black  eunuch  enter'd  with  his  brace 

Of  purchased  infidels,  some  raised  their  eyes 
A  moment  without  slackening  from  tlieir  pace ; 

But  those  who  sate  ne'er  stirr'd  in  any  wise  : 
One  or  two  stared  the  captives  in  tlic  f^re, 

Just  as  one  views  a  horse  to  guess  his  price ; 
Some  nodded  to  the  negro  from  their  station. 
But  no  one  troubled  liim  with  conversation. 

LV. 
He  leads  them  through  the  liall,  and,  without  stopping, 

On  through  a  farther  range  of  goodly  rooms. 
Splendid  but  silent,  save  in  one,  where,  dropping.^ 

A  marble  founUin  echoes  through  the  glooms 
Of  night,  which  robe  the  cluimber,  or  where  popping 

Some  female  head  most  curiously  presumes 
To  thrust  its  black  eyes  through  the  door  or  lattice. 
As  wondering  what  the  devil  noise  that  is. 
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LVI. 
Some  faint  lamps  (jleamin^;  from  the  lofty  vails 

liavc  liclil  cnoui;h  lo  hint  llieir  farilicT  wav, 
ISiU  not  enough  to  show  ihe  imperial  halls 

lu  all  the  (l:ishin{;  of  (hfir  full  array. 
Prrhaps  there  s  noihiuQ — I  '11  not  mv  appals, 

Hut  saddens  more  hy  ni(;ht  as  well  as  day, 
Tli.ui  an  enormous  room  without  a  soul 
To  break  the  lifeless  splendor  of  the  whole. 

LVII. 
Tnvo  or  three  seem  so  little,  one  seems  nothing: 

In  deserts,  forests,  crowds,  or  by  the  shore. 
There  solitude,  we  know,  has  her  full  growth  in 

The  spots  whieh  were  her  realms  for  evermore; 
Ittit  id  a  mighty  hall  or  gallery,  both  in 

More  modern  buildings  and  those  built  of  yore, 
A  kind  of  de:ith  eomes  o'er  us  all  alone, 
Si  iiii|j  vhal  's  mennt  for  many  with  but  one. 

LVI  1 1. 

A  neat,  snug  study  on  a  winter's  night, 

A  hook,  friend,  single  lady,  or  a  glass 
Of  elaret,  sandwich,  and  an  appetite, 

Arc  things  which  make  an  English  evening  pass; 
Though  cerlcs  by  no  means  so  grand  a  sight 

As  is  a  theatre  lit  up  by  gas. 
I  pass  my  evenings  in  long  galleries  solely, 
And  that  "s  the  reason  I  in  so  melancholy. 

LTX. 
Alas !  man  makes  that  greiit  which  makes  him  little: 

I  grant  you  in  a  church  't  is  very  well : 
What  speaks  of  Heaven  should  by  no  means  be  brittle, 

liut  strong  and  lasting,  till  no  tongue  cau  tell 
Their  names  who  rcar'd  it;  but  huge  houses  fit  ill — 

And  huge  tombs  worse — mankind,  since  Adam  fell 
Melliiuks  the  story  of  the  tower  of  iJabel 
Might  teach  them  this  much  better  than  1  'm  able. 

LX. 

Halirl  was  Nimrod's  hunting-seat,  and  then 

A  town  of  gardens,  walls,  and  wealth  amazing, 

>Vlif're  Nahuchiidnnosor,  king  of  men, 

Ueign'd,  till  one  summer's  day  he  took  lo  grazing, 

And  Daniel  tnmed  the  liitns  in  their  den, 
Ihe  people's  awe  and  admiration  raising; 

'T  was  famous,  too,  f«ir  Thishe  .ind  for  Pyramns, 

Anil  the  calumniated  Oneen  Scmiramis. 

LXI. 


LXII. 

lUit  to  resume, — should  there  he  (what  may  not 
l!e  in  tliese  days?)  some  indilels,  who  don'f, 

IU(  ause  they  cant  find  out  the  very  spot 
Of  that  same  Bahel,  or  because  they  won't 

(Thiiui^h  (Ilandius  Uieh,  esquire,  some  bricks  has  goi. 
And  wriiien  lately  two  memoirs  upon   C, 

Hilieve  the  Jews,  those  nubelievers,  who 

Must  he  ]ieli«M(l,  ihou^^h  thev  believe  not  yon 


LXIII. 
Yet  let  them  think  that  Horace  has  expressed 

Shortly  and  sweetly  the  masonic  folly 
Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  place  of  rest, 

Who  give  themselves  to  architecture  wholly. 
We  kuow  where  things  and  men  mtut  end  at  Ust; 

A  moral  (like  all  morals)  melancholy. 
And  «  El  sepulcri  immemor  struts  domosn 
Sho\ts  that  we  build  when  we  should  but  eotomb 

LXIV. 
At  last  they  reach'd  a  quarter  most  retired. 

Where  echo  woke  as  if  from  a  long  sJunnljer : 
Thongli  full  of  all  things  «hich  could  be  desired. 

One  wonder'd  what  to  do  with  such  a  aumbcr 
Of  articles  whieh  nobody  required. 

Here  wealth  had  done  its  utmost  to  encumber 
With  furniture  an  exquisite  apartment. 
Which  puzzled  nature  much  to  know  what  art  ooe-anL 

LXV. 

It  seem'd,  however,  but  to  open  on 

A  range  or  suite  of  further  chambers,  wliicb 

Might  lead  to  heaven  knows  where;  but  in  this  ooi- 
The  moveables  were  prodi(;ally  rich  : 

Sofas  'i  was  haif  a  sin  to  sit  u|ion, 

Sc»  costly  were  they;  carpets  every  stitch 

Of  vorkmausiiip  so  rare,  tluil  made  you  wish 

You  could  glide  o'er  them  like  a  golden  fi&h. 

LXVI. 

The  black,  however,  without  hardly  deigning 

A  glance  at  that  Vkhich  wrapt  the  slaves  in  wonder. 

Trampled  what  they  scarce  trod  for  fear  of  staining. 
As  if  the  milky  way  their  feet  was  under 

With  all  its  stars  ;  and  with  a  stretch  attaining 
A  certain  press  or  cupboard,  uiched  in  yonder 

In  that  remote  recess  which  you  may  see — 

Or  if  you  don  t  the  fault  is  not  in  me  : 

Lxvir. 

[  wish  to  be  pei-spicuons;  and  the  black, 
I  say,  unlocking  the  recexs,  pulld  forlli 

.V  quanliiy  of  clothes  fit  for  the  back 
Of  any  Mussulman,  whate'er  his  worth  ; 

And  of  variety  there  was  no  lack — 

And  vet,  though  I  have  said  there  was  no  deartli. 

lie  (hose  himself  lo  point  out  what  he  thought 

Mdst  proper  for  the  Christians  he  had  bought. 

Lxvin. 

The  suit  he  thought  most  suitable  to  each 
Was,  for  the  elder  and  the  stouter,  first 

A  CantlitJte  cloak,  winch  to  the  knee  might  reach, 
And  troNvsers  not  so  tight  that  they  would  bur^t. 

But  surh  as  fit  an  Asiatic  breech; 

A  shawl,  whose  folds  in  Gtshniire  had  been  narsc. 

Slippers  of  saffron,  dagger  rich  and  handy  ; 

In  short,  all  things  v^hich  form  a  Turkish  Dand). 

LXIX. 

Whili-  he  was  <lressing,  liiiha,  their  black  frieod, 
Minted  the  vast  advantages  which  they 

Mi{;lit  probably  attain  both  in  the  end. 
If  iImv  would  hut  pursue  the  proper  way 

Wliuh  Fortune  plainly  seem'd  to  recommend  ; 
And  then  he  added,  that  he  needs  raoHt  say, 

i«'T  Moulil  greatly  teiMl  lo  better  their  rood  it  ion. 

If  ihev  would  .•ondescend  to  circumcision. 
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LXX. 
«  For  hit  own  part,  he  really  «hoalil  rejoice 

To  M^e  them  true  believers,  but  no  less 
Would  leave  his  proposition  lo  their  choice.* 

The  other,  thanking  him  for  this  czcets 
Of  goodne&s  in  thus  leaving  them  a  voice 

In  such  a  trillc,  scarcely  could  express 
X  Sufiicicnily  (he  said)  his  approbation 
Of  all  the  customs  of  this  polish'd  nation. 

LXXI. 

u  For  his  own  sliare — be  saw  but  small  objectioa 

To  no  respectable  an  ancient  rite, 
And  after  swallowing  down  a  slight  refection, 

For  which  he  own'd  a  present  appetite, 
lie  doubled  not  a  few  hours  of  retlcction 

Would  reconcile  him  to  the  bus>iue.ss  quite.* — 
if  Will  it7»  said  Juan,  sharply;  «* Strike  mc  dead, 
But  they  as  soon  shall  circumcise  my  head — 

LXXII. 

«  Cut  off  a  thousand  beads,  before — » — «Mow  pra7»» 

Replied  the  other,  «do  not  interrupt: 
Yoa  put  me  out  in  what  1  bad  to  say. 

Sir !— as  I  said,  a«  soon  as  I  have  tupp'd, 
I  sli.ill  perpend  if  your  propoaal  nwy 

Be  such  a«  I  can  properly  accept: 
Provided  always  your  great  goodness  still 
Remits  the  matter  to  our  own  free  will.a 

LXXIII. 
Baba  eyed  Juao,  and  said,  «  Be  so  good 

As  dress  yourself — »and  pointed  out  a  suit 
In  which  a  priuceu  with  great  pleasure  would 

Array  her  limbs;  but  Juau  standing  miite. 
As  not  being  in  a  masquerading  mood, 

Gave  it  a  slight  kick  with  his  cbristion  foot; 
And  when  the  old  negro  told  him  to  «  Get  ready,** 
Uopiied,  «  Old  gentleman,  I  m  not  a  lady.i» 

IJUIV. 
•What  you  may  be,  I  neither  know  nor  care,* 

Said  Baba,  «  but  pray  do  as  I  desire; 
I  've  no  more  time  nor  many  vkords  to  spare.* 

«  At  least,*  said  Juao,  *  sure  1  may  inquire 
The  cause  of  this  odd  travesty  1* — <t  Forbear,* 

Said  Baba,  •  to  be  curious:  't  will  transpire. 
No  doubt,  in  proper  pUce,  and  time,  and  seasoo: 
I  've  no  authority  to  tell  tlie  reason.* 

LXXV. 
«  Then  if  I  do,*  said  Juan,  « 1  'U  be »  m  Hold !» 

Rejoin'd  the  negro,  «  pray  be  not  provoking; 
This  spirit 's  well,  but  it  may  wax  too  l)old. 

And  yoa  will  find  us  not  too  fond  of  joking.* 
«  What,  sir!*  said  Juan,  «  sliall  it  e'er  be  told 

That  1  onsex'd  my  dress !•*     Bat  Baba.  stroking 
Tlic  things  down,  said— «  Incense  me,  and  I  eall 
Those  who  will  leave  you  of  no  sex  at  all. 

LXXVI. 

M  1  offer  you  a  handaome  suit  of  clothes: 
A  woman's,  true,  but  then  there  is  a  cause 

Why  you  should  wear  them.*  — «  What,  though  ray 
soul  loathes 
The  effeminate  garb?*— >Thus  after  a  short  pauae, 

Si(;h'd  Joan,  muttering  also  some  sligiil  oatha, 
M  What  the  devil  sliall  I  do  with  all  thia  gaaia  !■ 

Thus  he  profanely  terra'd  the  fioaat  laca 

Which  e'er  set  ofJF  a  marriage-morning  face. 


LXXVll. 
And  thao  ha  swore ;  and,  sighing,  on  he  slipp'd 

A  pair  of  trowsers  of  flesh-colour d  silk ; 
Next  with  a  virgin  sooe  he  was  equipp'd. 

Which  girl  a  slight  etwmise  as  white  as  milk; 
But,  tugging  on  \m  petticoat,  he  tripp'd. 

Which — as  we  say— or  as  the  Scotch  say,  whUk, 
(The  rhyme  obliges  me  to  this : — sometimes 
Kings  are  not  more  imperative  tliao  rhymes)— 

LXXVIII. 
W^hilk,  which  (or  what  you  please)  was  owing  to 

His  garment's  novelty,  and  his  being  awkward ; 
And  yet  at  last  ha  managed  to  get  through 

His  toilet,  though  no  doubt  a  little  backward : 
The  negro  Baba  help'd  a  little  too. 

When  some  untoward  part  of  raiment  stuck  hard ; 
And,  wrestling  both  his  arms  into  a  gown, 
IJc  paused  and  look  a  survey  up  and  down. 

LXXIX. 

One  difficulty  still  rcmain'd,— his  hair 
Was  hardly  long  enough ;  but  Baba  found 

So  many  false  long  tresses  all  to  spare, 
That  soon  his  bead  was  most  completely  erown'd. 

After  tlie  manner  then  in  fashion  there ; 
And  this  addition  with  such  gema  was  boand 

As  suited  the  9m$ambU  of  his  toiiat, 

While  Baba  mada  him  comb  his  head  and  oil  it 

LXXX. 

And  now  being  femininely  all  arrayed, 

W^ith  some  small  aid  from  scissars,  paint,  and  tweei crs. 
He  look'd  in  almost  all  respects  a  maid, 

And  Baba  smilingly  exclaim'd,  «  You  sec,  sirs, 
A  perfect  transformation  here  display'd ; 

And  now,  then,  you  must  come  along  with,  me,  sirs. 
That  is — the  lady  :* — clapping  his  lianda  twice. 
Four  blacks  were  at  his  elbow  in  a  trice. 

LXXXI. 

«  You,  sir,*  said  Baba,  nodding  to  the  one, 
Will  plca.te  to  accompany  those  gentlemen 

To  supper ;  but  you,  worthy  christian  nun, 
Will  follow  me :  no  trifling,  sir  :  for  when 

I  say  a  thing  it  must  at  once  be  done. 
What  fear  you?  think  you  this  a  lion's  denT 

Why  't  is  a  palace,  where  the  truly  wise 

Anticipate  the  Prophet's  paradise. 

lAXXII. 

«  Yoa  fool !  I  tell  you  no  one  means  you  ham.* 
«  So  much  the  better,*  Juan  said,  »  for  them  : 

else  they  shall  feel  the  weight  of  this  my  arm. 
Which  is  not  quite  so  light  as  you  may  deem. 

I  yield  thus  far ;  but  soon  will  break  the  charm. 
If  any  take  me  for  tlut  which  I  seem; 

So  that  I  trust,  for  every  body's  sake, 

That  this  disguise  may  lead  to  no  mistake.* 

LXXXIII. 
«  Blockhead  !  come  on  and  see,*  quoth  Baba ;  while 

Don  Juan,  turning  to  his  comrade,  who. 
Though  somewhat  grieved,  could  scarce  forbear  a  smile 

L'pon  tlie  metamorphosis  in  view. 
«  Farewell  !*  they  mutually  exclaim'd :  m  this  soil 

Seems  fertile  in  adveniurat  strange  and  new  ; 
One  's  turn'd  half  Mussulmag,  and  one  a  maid. 
By  this  old  blnak  enchanter's  unsought  aid.* 
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LXXXIV. 

u  Farewell !«  said  Juaii;  «<  should  v>e  meet  no  m«re, 
I  wish  you  a  (jood  appelilcw — w  Farewell!* 

Replied  ihc  other;  «  though  it  (jrieves  me  sore; 
When  we  next  meet  we  11  have  a  talc  to  tell  : 

We  needs  niu-it  follow  when  Fate  puts  from  shore. 
Keep  your  (jood  name;  though  Eve  herself  once  fell.» 

uNay,»quoth  the  maul,  utheSultan'sself  shan't  carry  me, 

Unless  his  highness  promises  to  marry  mc.» 

LXXXV. 

And  thus  they  parted,  each  by  separate  doors; 

llaba  led  Juan  ouward,  room  by  room, 
Throu^jh  (;litleriu{j  (jallcries  and  oer  marble  Hoors, 

Till  a  giganiie  portal  throu;;h  the  gloom, 
llaughtv  and  hu^;r,  along  the  distance  towers; 

And  i)*aftcd  far  aro-^e  a  rich  perfume  : 
It  secmd  as  though  tliev  ranuj  upon  a  shrine. 
For  all  was  vast,  still,  fragrant,  and  divine. 

Lxxxvr. 

The  giant  door  was  broad,  and  bright  and  high. 
Of  gilded  bronze,  and  carved  in  curious  guise; 

Warrior^  thereon  were  battling  furiously  ; 

Here  stalks  the  victor,  there  the  vauquish'd  lies; 

There  captives  led  in  triumph  droop  the  eye, 
And  in  perspective  many  a  squadron  Hies: 

It  si'em^  the  >»ork  of  time',  before  the  line 

Of  Rome  transplanted  fell  with  Coustantiuc. 

LXXXVII. 
This  massy  portal  stood  at  the  w  idc  close 

Of  a  huge  halt,  and  on  its  either  side 
Two  little  dwarfs,  the  least  you  could  suppose, 

Were  sale,  like  ugly  imps,  as  if  allied 
In  mockery  to  the  enormous  gate  which  roso 

Oer  them  in  almost  pyr.imidic  pride: 
The  gate  so  splendid  was  in  all  \lf>  features  J 
You  never  thought  about  those  little  creatures, 

LXXXVIII. 

Until  you  nearly  trod  on  them,  and  then, 

You  started  back  in  horror  to  survey 
The  wondrous  hideousness  of  those  small  men. 

Whose  c<dour  was  not  black,  nor  white,  nor  grey, 
But  an  extraneous  mixture,  which  no  pen 

Can  trace,  although  perhaps  the  pencil  may; 
They  were  n>is-shapen  pijinies,  deaf  and  dumb — 
Monsters,  who  cost  a  no  less  monstrous  sum. 

LXXX[X. 

Their  duty  was — for  they  were  strong,  and  though 
They  look'd  so  little,  did  strong  things  at  times — 

To  ope  this  door,  which  they  could  really  do, 
The  hingis  Ijcing  as  smooth  as  Roger>'  rhymes; 

And  now  and  then,  with  tough  strings  of  the  bow. 
As  is  the  cu.tom  of  tbosc  eastern  climes, 

To  give  some  rebel  I'acha  a  cravat; 

For  mutes  are  generally  used  for  that. 

XC. 
They  spoke  by  signs — that  i*,  not  s|)oke  at  ail : 

Ami,  looking  like  two  im  iibi.  they  glared 
As  R.dia  vviili  his  hngeis  made  iheni  fall 

Tu  liiMving  back  the  port.d  tolds  ;  it  .scared 
Jn.in  a  nionieut.  as  this  pair  so  sni.iil 

N^ith  sbniiKing  serpent  opiiisou  him  stared  ; 
It  was  as  if  ijuii  Hltle  looks  could  |ioison 
Or  fascinate  whonie'er  they  lix'd  their  eyes  on. 


XCI. 
Before  they  entered,  Baba  paused  to  hint 

To  Juan  some  slight  lessons  a&  his  guide: 
««  If  you  could  just  contrive, »  he  &aid,  «  to  .stint 

That  somewhat  manly  majesty  of  stride, 
'T  would  be  as  well,  and  (though  there  's  not  much 
in  t), 

To  swing  a  little  less  from  side  to  side. 
Which  has  at  times  an  aspect  of  the  oddest; 
And  also,  could  you  look  a  little  modest, 

XCII. 
T  would  be  convenient;  for  these  mutes  h.ivr  eyes 

Like  needles,  which  might  pierce  those  pctlicojt>; 
And  if  they  should  discover  your  disguise. 

You  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Bosphorus  fIoat>; 
And  you  and  I  may  chance,  ere  morning  rise. 

To  Hud  our  way  to  Marmora  without  boats, 
Stitch'd  up  in  sacks — a  mode  of  navigatioii 
A  good  deal  practised  here  upon  occasion.!* 

XCII  I. 
With  this  encouragement,  he  led  the  way 

Into  a  room  still  nobler  than  the  last; 
A  rich  confusion  form  d  a  disarray 

In  such  sort,  that  the  eye  along  it  cast 
Could  hardly  carry  any  thing  away. 

Object  on  object  tlash'd  so  bright  and  f«isC; 
A  dazzling  mass  of  gems,  and  gold,  and  (jlilier, 
Magnilicently  mingled  in  a  litter. 

XCIV. 

Wealth  had  done  wonders — taste  not  much ;  such  iLij;'^ 

Occur  in  orient  palaces,  and  even 
In  the  more  chastened  domes  of  western  kings 

(Of  which  I  've  also  seen  some  six  or  sc\cn). 
Where  I  cant  siy  or  gold  or  diamond  flings 

Much  lustre,  there  is  much  to  be  forgiven ; 
Croups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chairs  and  piciare*. 
On  which  I  cannot  pause  to  make  my  strictures. 

XCV. 

In  this  imperial  hall  at  distance  lay 

Under  a  canopy,  and  there  reclined 
Ouite  in  a  coiiliileniial  queenly  way, 

A  lady.     iJaba  stopp'd,  and  kneelin(j,  sijjn'd 
To  Juan,  who,  though  not  much  used  to  pray. 

Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondering  in  his  niiud 
What  all  this  meant :  while  Baba  bow'd  and  beud^-J 
His  head,  until  the  ceremony  ended. 

XCVI. 

The  lady,  rising  up  with  such  an  air 

As  Venus  rose  with  from  the  wave,  on  them 

Bent  like  an  antelope  a  Paphian  jiair 

Of  eyes,  which  put  out  each  surrounding  gem  : 

And,  rai<,ing  up  an  arm,  as  moonlight  fair. 
She  sign'd  lo  Baba,  who  first  kissd  the  iiroi 

Of  her  deep  purple  robe,  and,  speaking  low, 

Pointed  to  Juan,  who  remaiu'd  below. 

XCVII. 

Her  prtsence  was  as  lofty  as  her  state; 

Her  beauty  of  that  overpowermg  kind. 
Whose  force  disrripiion  only  would  abate: 

I   d  r.iiher  lea\e  it  nmch  to  your  own  mind, 
rii  Hi  lessen  it  by  what  1  could  relate 

Of  forms  and  features;  it  would  strike  vou  blind 
(^ould  I  do  justice  to  the  full  detail; 
So,  luckily  for  both,  my  phrases  fail. 
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xcviir. 

Thi«  much  however,  I  may  add— her  yetrt 

Were  ripe,  they  might  make  »ix  and  twenty  tpringt, 

But  there  are  forms  which  Time  to  touch  forbears, 
Aod  turns  aside  his  scythe  to  vulgar  things, 

Such  as  was  Mary's,  (^>ueen  of  Scots  :  true — tears 
And  love  destroy,  aod  sapping  sorrow  wrings 

Charms  from  ilie  charmer,  yet  some  never  grow 

I  gly ;  for  instance — Ninon  de  lEoclos. 

XCIX. 
She  spake  some  words  to  her  attendants,  who 

Composed  a  choir  of  girls,  ten  or  a  dozen^ 
And  were  all  clad  alike;  like  Juan,  loo, 

Who  wore  their  uniform,  hy  Baha  chosen: 
They  form*d  a  very  nymph-like  looking  crew. 

Which  might  have  call'd  Diana's  chorus  «  cousin,* 
As  far  as  outward  show  may  correspond; 
I  won't  he  bail  for  any  thing  beyond. 

C. 

They  bow'd  obeisance  and  withdrew,  retiring, 

But  not  hy  the  same  door  through  which  came  in 

Raha  and  Juan,  which  last  stood  admiring, 
At  »ome small  distance,  all  he  saw  within 

This  strange  saloon,  much  fitted  for  inspiring 
Marvel  and  praise :  for  both  or  none  things  win; 

And  1  must  say  I  ne'er  could  see  the  very 

Great  happiness  of  the  «  Nil  admirari  • 

Cf. 
tt  Not  to  admire  is  all  the  art  I  know 

(Plain  truth,  dear  Murray,  needs  few  flowers  of  speech) 
To  make  men  liappy,  or  to  keep  them  so;» 

fSo  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech.) 
Thus  Horace  wrote,  we  all  know,  long  ago; 

And  thus  Pope  quotes  the  precept,  tore-teach 
From  liis  translation;  but  had  none  admired, 
Would  Pope  have  sung,  or  Horace  been  inspired  T 

Clf. 
Baba,  when  all  the  damsels  were  withdrawn, 

Motiun'd  to  Juan  to  approach,  and  then 
A  second  lime  desired  him  to  kneel  down 

And  kiss  the  lady's  foot;  which  maxim  when 
He  heard  repeated,  Juan  with  a  frown 

Drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height  again. 
And  said,  « It  grieved  him,  but  he  could  not  stoop 
To  any  shoe,  unless  it  shod  the  Pope.» 

cm. 

Baba,  indignant  at  this  ill-timed  pride. 

Made  fierce  remonstrances,  and  then  a  threat 

He  muiter'd  (but  the  last  was  given  aside) 
About  a  bowstring — quite  in  vain;  not  yet 

Woul<(  Juan  stoop,  tiiough  't  were  to  Mahomet's  bride: 
There  's  nothing  in  the  world  like  etitfuetU^ 

In  Kingly  chambers  or  imperial  halls. 

As  aUo  at  the  race  and  county  balls. 

CIV. 
lie  stood  like  Atlas,  with  a  Morld  of  words 

About  his  ears,  and  nathlesit  would  not  bend; 
The  blood  of  all  hJA  line's  Casiilian  lords 

lioii'd  in  his  veins,  and  rather  than  descend 
To  j^tain  his  pedigree,  a  thousand  swords 

A  thousand  times  of  him  had  made  an  end; 
At  length  perceiving  the  *foot»  could  not  stand, 
Ralt'i  proposed  that  he  sliould  kisc  the  hand. 


cv. 

Here  was  an  hoooorable  compromise, 

A  half-way  house  of  diplomatic  rest. 
Where  they  migh  t  meet  i  n  much  more  peaceful  gniM ; 

And  Juan  now  his  willingness  express'd 
To  use  all  fit  and  proper  courtesies, 

Adding,  that  this  was  commonest  and  b«at, 
For  through  the  South  the  custom  still  edmoMiMla 
The  gentleman  to  kiss  the  lady^s  hands. 

CVf. 
And  he  advanced,  though  with  but  •  bad  grace. 

Though  on  more  Biorough-'hred^  or  fairer  fiogert 
No  lips  e'er  left  their  transitory  trace : 

On  such  as  these  the  lip  loo  fondly  lingers. 
And  for  one  kiss  would  ^in  imprint  a  brace. 

As  you  will  see,  if  she  you  love  will  bring  hen 
In  contact ;  and  sometimes  even  a  fair  stranger's 
An  almost  twelvemonth's  constancy  endangers. 

CVII. 
The  lady  eyed  him  o'er  and  o'er,  and  bade 

Baba  retire,  which  he  obey  d  in  style, 
As  if  well  used  to  the  retreating  trade ; 

And  taking  hints  in  good  part  all  the  while, 
He  wliisper'd  Juan  not  to  be  afraid, 

And.  looking  on  him  witli  a  sort  of  smile. 
Took  leave  with  such  a  face  of  satisfaclioii. 
As  good  men  wear  who  have  done  a  virtuous  actioo. 

cvni. 

When  he  was  gone,  there  was  a  sudden  change  : 
I  know  not  what  might  be  the  lady's  thought. 

But  o'er  her  bright  brow  flash'd  a  cumuli  strange. 
And  into  her  clear  cheek  the  blood  was  brought. 

Blood-red  as  sunset  summer  clouds  which  range 
The  verge  of  heaven  ;  and  in  her  Urge  eyes  witmglit 

A  mixture  of  sensations  might  be  scann'd. 

Of  half  voluptttoosnesa  and  half  coounand. 

CIX. 
Her  form  had  all  the  softness  of  her  sex. 

Her  features  all  the  sweetness  of  the  devil. 
When  he  put  on  the  cherub  to  perplex 

Eve,  and  paved  (God  knows  how)  the  road  to  evil: 
The  sun  liimself  was  scarce  more  free  from  specka 

Than  she  from  aught  at  which  the  eye  could  cavil; 
Yet  somehow  there  was  something  somewhere  wanting, 
As  if  she  rather  order  d  than  was  granting. — 

ex. 

Something  imperial,  or  imperious,  threw 
A  chain  o'er  all  she  did ;  that  is  a  chain 

Was  thrown  as  t  were  about  the  neck  of  you, — 
And  rapture's  self  will  seem  almost  a  pain 

With auglit  which  looks  like  despotism  in  view: 
Our  souls  at  least  are  free,  and  't  is  in  vain 

We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey — 

The  spirit  in  the  end  will  have  its  way. 

CXI. 
Her  very  smile  was  haughty,  though  so  sweet ; 

Her  very  nod  was  not  an  inclination ; 
There  was  a  self-will  even  in  her  small  feet. 

As  though  they  were  quite  conscious  of  her  tlatioo — 
They  trod  as  upon  necks ;  and  to  complete 

Her  state  (it  is  the  custom  of  her  nation), 
A  poniard  deck'd  her  girdle,  as  the  sign 
She  was  a  sultan's  bride  (thank  Heaven,  not  mine). 

7« 
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CXII. 


«  To  hear  and  to  obcy»  had  been,  from  birlh, 

The  law  of  all  around  her;  to  fulfil 
All  phantasies  which  yielded  joy  or  mirth, 

Had  been  her  Waves'  chief  pleasure,  as  her  will. 
Her  blood  was  liicli,  her  beauty  scarce  of  earth: 

Judge,  them,  if  her  caprices  e'er  stood  still. 
Had  she  but  been  a  Christian,  I  "ve  a  notion 
We  should  have  found  out  the  «  perpetual  motion.» 

CXIH. 
Whatc'er  she  saw  and  coveted  was  brought, 

Whatccr  she  did  not  see,  if  she  supposed 
It  might  be  seen,  with  diligence  was  sought. 

And  whcn't  was  found  straightway  the  bargain  closed 
There  was  no  end  unto  the  things  she  bought. 

Nor  to  the  trouble  which  her  fancies  caused ; 
Yet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace. 
The  women  pardon'd  all  except  her  face. 

CXIV. 
Juan,  the  latest  of  her  whims,  had  caught 

Her  eye  in  passing  on  his  way  to  sale; 
She  order'd  him  directly  lo  be  bought. 

And  Baba,  who  had  ne'er  been  known  to  fail 
In  any  kind  of  mischief  to  be  wrought. 

Had  his  instructions  where  and  how  to  deal : 
She  had  no  prudence,  b»it  he  had ;  and  this 
Explains  the  garb  which  Juan  took  amiss. 

CXV. 
His  youth  and  features  favour  d  the  disguise, 

And  should  you  ask  how  she,  a  sultans  bride. 
Could  risk  or  compass  such  strange  phantasies, 

This  1  must  leave  sultanas  to  decide  : 
Emperors  are  only  husbands  in  wives'  eyes. 

And  kings  and  consorts  oft  are  mysiitied, 
As  we  may  ascertain  with  due  precision. 
Some  by  experience,  others  by  tradition. 

CXVI. 
But  to  the  main  point,  where  we  have  been  tending  :— 

She  now  conceived  all  difficulties  past, 
And  dccmd  herself  extremely  condescending 

When  being  made  her  properly  at  last. 
Without  more  preface,  in  her  blue  eyes  blending 

Passion  and  power,  a  glance  on  him  she  cast, 
And  merely  saying,  «Chrisiian,  canst  thou  love?w 
Conceived  that  phrase  was  quite  enough  to  move. 

CXVII. 

And  so  it  was,  in  proper  time  and  place; 

Hut  Juan,  who  had  still  his  mind  o'erllowing 
With  Ilaidee's  isle  and  soft  Ionian  face, 

F.lt  the  warm  blood,  which  in  liis  face  was  glowing, 
Rush  b.ick  upon  his  heart,  which  lilld  apace. 

And  left  his  cheeks  as  pale  as  snow-drops  blowing : 
These  words  went  through  his  soul  like  Arab  spears, 
S<i  that  lie  spoke  not,  hut  burst  into  f«Mrs. 

CXVIII. 
She  was  a  good  doal  sliorkd;  not  shock'd  at  tears, 

I'or  women  shed  and  use  them  ai  their  liking  ; 
Hul  ihere  is  sonutliing  whni  man's  cyr  appears 

Wei,  still  more  disagreeable  and  stiikiiii;  : 
A  woman's  tear-drop  molts,  a  mans  half  stars. 

Lik.-  molten  lead,  as  if  you  thrust  a  pike  in 
His  heart  lo  force  it  out,  for  (to  be  dtorterl 
lo  llicm  l  is  a  rrlief,  to  us  n  torture 


CXIX. 
And  she  would  have  consoled,  but  knew  not  bow  ; 

Having  no  equals,  nothing  which  had  e'er 
Infected  her  with  sympathy  till  now, 

And  never  having  dreamt  what 't  was  to  bear 
Aught  of  a  serious  sorrowing  kind,  although 

There  might  arise  some  pouting  petty  care 
To  cross  her  brow,  she  wonder 'd  how  so  near 
Her  eyes  another's  eye  could  shed  a  tear. 

CXX. 
Out  nature  teaches  more  than  power  can  spoil. 

And  when  a  strong  although  a  strange  sensation 
Moves — female  hearts  arc  such  a  genial  soil 

For  kinder  feelings,  whatsoe'er  their  nation. 
They  naturally  pour  the  u  wine  and  oil,>* 

Samaritans  in  every  situation; 
And  thus  Gulbeyaz,  though  she  knew  not  why, 
Felt  an  odd  glistening  moisture  in  her  eye. 

CXXI. 

But  tears  must  stop  like  all  things  else ;  and  soon 
Juan,  who  for  an  instant  had  been  moved 

To  such  a  sorrow  by  the  intrusive  tone 

Of  one  who  dared  to  ask  if  «  he  had  loved,* 

Caird  back  the  stoic  to  his  eyes,  which  shone 
Bright  with  the  very  weakness  he  reproved; 

And  alihough  sensitive  to  beauty,  he 

Fell  most  indignant  still  at  not  being  free. 

CXXII. 
Gulbeyaz,  for  the  first  time  m  her  days. 

Was  much  embarrass'd,  never  having  met 
In  all  her  life  with  aught  save  prayers  and  prau«  ; 

And  as  she  also  risk'd  her  life  to  get 
II im  whom  she  meant  to  tutor  in  love's  ways 

Into  a  comfortable  tcie-k-tcte. 
To  lose  the  hour  would  make  her  quite  a  marTyr. 
And  they  had  wasted  now  almost  a  quarter. 

cxxin. 

I  also  would  suggest  the  fitting  time. 

To  gentlemen  in  any  such  like  case. 
That  is  to  say — in  a  meridian  clime; 

With  us  there  is  more  law  given  to  the  case, 
But  here  a  small  delay  forms  a  great  crime  : 

So  recollect  that  the  extremes!  grace 
Is  just  two  minutes  for  your  declaration — 
A  moment  more  would  hurt  your  reputation. 

CXXIV. 
Juan's  was  good;  and  might  have  been  still  belter. 

But  he  had  got  Ilaidee  into  his  head : 
However  strange,  he  could  not  yet  forget  hor. 

Which  made  him  seem  exceedingly  ill-bred. 
Gulbeyaz,  who  look'd  on  him  as  her  debtor 

For  having  h.id  him  to  the  palace  led, 
l'.ogan  to  blush  up  to  the  eyes,  and  then 
Grow  deadly  pale,  and  then  blush  back  again 

CXXV. 

Ai  length,  in  an  imperrial  way,  she  laid 

Her  hand  on  his,  and  bending  on  his  eyes 

Which  needed  not  an  empire  to  persuade, 
Look'd  into  his  for  love,  where  none  replies  - 

Her  l)roNv  grew  black,  but  she  would  uot  upbmid, 
I  hat  biiiig  the  lasi  thing  a  proud  woman  tries; 

She  rose,  and  pausing  one  chaste  moment,  thrrw 

Herself  upon  his  breast,  and  there  she  grew. 
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CXXTI. 

This  was  an  awkward  test,  as  Joan  fbond. 

But  be  was  sted'd  by  sorrow,  wratb,  and  pride ; 

With  gentle  force  ber  white  arms  he  unwomd. 
And  seated  lier  all  drooping  by  his  side. 

Then  rising  haughtily  he  glanced  around. 
And  looking  coldly  in  her  face,  be  cried, 

«  The  prison'd  eagle  will  not  pair,  nor  I 

Serve  a  snitana  s  sensual  phantasy. 

CXXYII. 

t  Thou  ask'st  if  I  can  lovel  be  this  the  proof 
I       How  mnch  I  have  loved — that  I  love  not  Obee  / 
la  this  vile  garb,  the  distaffs  web  and  woof 

Were  fitter  for  me:  love  is  for  the  free ! 
I  am  not  danled  by  this  splendid  roof. 

Whate'er  thy  power,  and  great  it  seems  lo  be. 
Heads  bow,  knees  bend,  eyes  watch  around  a  throne. 
And  hands  obey— our  hearts  are  still  our  owD.» 

CXXVIIf. 
This  was  a  truth  to  us  extremely  trite. 

Not  so  to  her  who  ne'er  had  heard  such  things; 
She  dcem'd  her  least  command  most  yield  delight, 

Eiirth  being  only  made  for  queens  and  kings. 
If  hearts  lay  on  the  left  side  or  the  right 

She  hardly  knew,  to  such  perfection  brings 
Lcfritimacy  its  bom  votaries,  when 
Aware  of  their  due  royal  rights  o'er  men. 

CXXIX. 
Besides,  as  has  been  said,  she  was  so  fair 

As  even  in  a  mnch  humbler  lot  had  made 
A  kin(;dom  or  confusion  any  where; 

And  also,  as  may  be  presumed,  she  laid 
Some  stress  upon  those  charou  which  seldom  are 

By  the  possessors  thrown  into  the  shade  ;— 
She  thought  hers  gave  a  double  «  right  divine, » 
And  half  of  that  opinion  's  also  mine. 

cxxx. 

Remember,  or  (if  yon  cannot)  imagiiie, 
Ye !  who  have  kept  your  chastity  when  yoong. 

While  some  more  desperate  dowager  has  been  waging 
Love  with  yon,  and  been  in  the  long  days  stung 

Hy  iier  refusal,  recollect  her  raging! 
Or  recollect  all  that  was  said  or  sung 

On  such  a  subject;  then  suppose  the  face 

Of  a  young  downright  beauty  in  this  case. 

CXXXI. 
Suppose,  but  ||u  already  have  supposed. 

The  spouse S4*otiphar,  the  Lady  Booby, 
Thcdra,  and  all  which  story  has  disclosed 

( )f  good  examples ;  pity  that  so  few  by 
Pons  and  private  tutors  are  exposed. 

To  educate— ye  youtli  of  Europe— you  by! 
Kut  when  you  have  supposed  the  few  we  know, 
You  can't  suppose  Gulbeyas  angry  brow. 

CXXXII. 

A  tigress  robb'd  of  young,  a  lioness. 

Or  any  inlercsliug  beast  of  prey, 
Are  similes  at  hand  for  tlie  distress 

Of  ladies  who  c.innot  have  their  own  way; 
i;ut  though  my  turn  will  not  he  served  with  leM>, 

These  don  t  express  one-  lialf  what  1  should  say: 
I  01  what  is  siedliiig  young  ones,  few  or  many, 
lo  t  uttiiiG  short  their  hopes  of  liaving  any  I 


CXXXIII. 
The  love  of  offspring  's  nature's  general  law, 

From  tigresses  and  cubs  to  ducks  and  ducklings; 
There's  nothing  wheu  the  beak  or  arms  the  claw 

Like  an  invasion  of  their  babes  and  sucklings ; 
And  all  who  have  seen  a  human  nursery,  saw 

How  mothers  love  their  children*s  squalls  and  cbnck- 
lings; 
And  this  strong  extreme  effect  (to  tire  no  longer 
Yoor  patience)  shows  the  cause  must  still  be  stronger. 

CXXXIY. 
If  I  said  fire  6nth'd  from  Gnlbeyai'  eyes, 

T  were  nothing— for  her  eyes  flaah'd  alwsys  fire ; 
Or  said  her  cheeks  aaemned  the  deepest  dyes, 

I  shonU  bat  bring  disgrace  npon  the  dyer. 
So  supernatural  waa  her  passion's  rise; 

For  ne'er  till  now  she  knew  a  check'd  deiire; 
Even  you  who  know  what  a  check'd  woman  m 
(Enough,  God  knows!)  Would  much  fall  short  of  this. 

CXXXV. 
Her  rage  was  bat «  minute's,  and 't  was  well— 

A  moment's  more  had  slain  her;  but  the  while 
It  lasted  't  was  like  a  abort  glimpse  of  hell : 

Nought 's  more  sublime  than  energetie  bile. 
Though  horrible  to  see  yet  grand  to  tell, 

Like  ocean  warring  'gainst  a  rocky  isle ; 
And  the  deep  passions  flashing  through  her  form 
Made  her  a  beautiful  embodied  storm. 

GXXXYT. 
A  vulgar  tempest  'twere  to  a  typhoon 

To  match  a  common  fury  with  her  rage, 
And  yet  she  did  not  want  to  reach  the  moon. 

Like  moderate  Hotspur  on  the  immortal  pege; 
Her  anger  pitch'd  into  a  lower  tone. 

Perhaps  the  foult  of  her  soft  sex  and  age— 
Her  wish  was  but  to  tikill,  kill,  kill,*  like  Leer's, 
And  then  her  thirst  of  blood  was  queoch'd  in  teen. 

CXXXVIl. 
A  storm  it  raged,  and  like  the  storm  it  psM'd, 

Pass'd  without  worda— in  fact  she  couki  not  speak ; 
And  then  her  sex's  shame  broke  in  at  last, 

A  sentiment  till  then  in  her  but  week, 
But  now  it  flow'd  in  natural  and  fast. 

As  water  through  an  unexpected  leek. 
For  she  felt  humbled— and  humiliatioa 
Is  sometimes  go^id  for  people  in  her  sUtion. 

cxxxvm. 

ft  teaches  ihem  that  they  are  flesh  and  blood. 
It  also  gently  hints  to  them  that  others, 

Although  of  clay,  are  not  yet  quite  of  mud; 
That  urns  and  pipkins  are  but  fragile  brothers^ 

And  works  of  the  same  pottery,  bad  or  good, 
Though  not  all  bom  of  the  same  sirea  and  mothers: 

It  teaches— Heaven  knows  only  what  it  teaches. 

But  sometimes  it  may  mend,  and  often  rcachea. 

CXXXIX. 

Her  first  thought  was  to  cut  off  Juan's  head; 

Her  second,  to  cut  only  his— acquaintance ; 
Her  third,  lo  ask  him  where  he  had  been  bred; 

Her  fourth,  to  rally  biro  into  rcpeuiance; 
Her  fifth,  to  call  her  maids  and  go  to  bed. 

Her  sixth,  lo  Mab  herself  i  her  seventl^to  sentence 
The  lash  to  Bab  i;— but  her  grand  resource 
Was  to  &it  dovku  again,  and  cry  of  course. 
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CXL. 
She  tlioii{]ht  Co  stnb  herselF,  but  then  she  hnd 

TUe  dnpyer  close  at  hand,  \^liich  made  it  awkward; 
For  eastern  stay*  are  little  made  to  pad, 

So  that  a  poniard  pierces  if  'tis  stuck  hard. 
She  thought  of  killing;  Juan — but,  poor  I.id! 

Thou|;li  he  deserved  it  well  for  being  so  backward, 
The  cutlin(;  off  his  head  was  not  the  art 
Most  hkely  to  attain  her  aim— his  heart. 

CXLI. 
Juan  was  moved:  he  had  made  up  his  mind 

To  be  impaled,  or  qnarter'd  as  a  dish 
For  do(;s,  or  to  be  slain  with  pau^s  refined. 

Or  thrown  to  lions,  or  made  baits  for  fish. 
And  thus  heroically  stood  resiyn'd, 

Rather  than  sin — except  to  his  own  wish: 
But  all  his  great  prep.iratives  for  dying 
Dissolved  like  snow  before  a  m  .man  crying. 

CXLII. 

As  throirgh  his  pahns  Bob  Acres'  valour  ooicd, 
So  Juan's  virtue  ebb'd,  I  know  not  how; 

And  first  he  wonder'd  why  he  had  refused; 
And  then,  if  matters  could  be  made  up  now; 

And  next  his  jiavagc  virtue  he  accused, 
Just  as  a  friar  may  accuse  his  vow, 

Or  as  a  dame  repents  her  of  her  oath. 

Which  nio>ily  ends  in  ^some  small  breach  of  both. 

c\m;i. 

So  he  began  to  stammer  some  excuses; 

but  words  are  not  enough  in  such  a  matter, 
Although  you  borrow'd  all  that  e'er  the  muses 

Have  sung,  or  even  a  Dandy's  dandiest  chatter. 
Or  all  the  figures  Ca^tlereagh  abuses; 

Just  as  a  languid  smile  began  to  Matter 
His  peace  was  making,  but  before  he  ventured 
Further,  old  Baba  rather  briskly  cnter'd. 

cxuv. 

«  Bride  of  tlip  Sun !  and  Sister  of  the  Moon  !»» 

(T  was  thus  he  spake)  ««  and  Empress  of  the  Earth! 

Whose  frown  would  put  the  spheres  all  out  of  tune, 
Whose  smile  makes  all  the  planets  dance  with  mirth, 

Your  slave  brings  tidings — he  hopes  not  too  soon — 
Which  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth; 

The  Sun  hims^^lf  has  sent  me  like  a  ray 

To  hint  that  he  is  coming  up  this  way.n 

CXLV. 

«  Is  it,"  exclaim'd  Gulbeyaz,  «  as  you  say? 

1  wish  to  heaven  he  would  not  shine  till  morning! 
But  bid  my  women  form  the  milky  way. 

Hence,  my  old  comet !  give  the  stars  due  warning — 
And,  Christian!  mingle  with  them  as  you  may; 

And,  as  you'd  have  me  pardon  your  past  scorning > 

Here  they  were  interrupted  by  a  humming 
Souud,  and  then  by  a  cry,  u  the  Sultan  s  coming !» 

CXI  A  I. 

First  came  lirr  danisils,  a  dccoruu-;  file, 

And  then  his  highness  eunuchs,  black  and  while: 

The  train  nii|;!ii  re.ioh  a  f|uarlcr  of  a  mile: 
His  in aji'y.iy  was  .ilway>  so  polite 

As  to  announce  his  visit:,  a  long  while 
Before  h«^  c  imc,  espcci  illy  at  uighi ; 

For  l>eing  the  last  wife  of  the  emperor, 
i   She  was,  of  c<>iirxc  the  favourite  of  the  foai 


cxLvir. 

His  highness  was  a  man  of  solemn  port, 

Shawl'd  to  the  nose,  and  bearded  to  the  eyes, 

Snatch'd  from  a  prison  to  preside  at  court. 
His  lately  bowstrung  brother  caused  bis  rise. 

He  was  as  gooti  a  sovereign  of  the  sort 
As  any  uiention'd  in  the  histories 

Of  Cini«mir,  or  Knolles,  where  few  shine 

Save  Solyman,  the  glory  of  their  line.  9 

CXLVHF. 
He  went  to  mosque  in  state,  and  said  his  prayers 

With  more  than  «<  oriental  scrupulosity;** 
He  left  to  his  \i7.ier  all  state  affairs. 

And  >liow*d  but  little  royal  curiosity: 
I  know  not  if  he  had  domestic  cares — 

No  process  proved  connubial  animosity; 
Four  wive*  and  twice  five  hundred  maids,  unseea. 
Were  ruled  as  calmly  as  a  christian  qaeen. 

CXLIX. 
If  now  and  then  there  happend  a  slight  slip, 

Little  was  heard  of  criminal  or  crime ; 
The  siory  scarcely  pa«s'd  a  single  lip — 

The  sack  and  sea  had  «;e tiled  all  in  time. 
From  which  the  secret  nobody  could  rip: 

The  public  knew  no  more  than  does  this  rhyme. 
No  scan. la  Is  nude  the  ilaily  yiress  a  curse — 
Morals  were  better,  and  the  fish  no  worse. 

CL. 

lie  saw  with  his  own  eves  the  moon  was  round. 
Was  also  cert  tin  that  the  earth  was  square. 

Because  he  had  journey'd  fifty  miles  and  found 
No  sign  that  it  was  circular  any  where. 

His  empire  also  was  without  a  bound : 
'T  IS  true,  a  little  iroublcd  here  and  there, 

I'v  rebel  pachas,  and  encroaching  giaours. 

But  then  ihcy  never  came  to  ««the  Seven  Tower.;- 

CM. 
r.xeept  in  shape  of  envoys,  who  were  sent 

To  lodge  there  when  a  war  broke  out,  according 
To  the  true  law  of  nations,  which  necr  meant 

Those  scoundrels  who  have  never  had  a  sword  la 
Their  dirty  diplomatic  hands,  to  vent 

Their  spleen  in  making  strife,  and  safely  wording 
Their  lies,  yclept  despatches,  without  risk,  or 
The  singeing  of  a  single  inky  whisker. 

CI.II. 
lie  had  lifly  dauf.hters  and  four  do/en  sons. 

Of  whom  all  such  as  came  of  age  were  stow'd. 
The  former  in  a  j)alace,  where  like  nuns 

They  lived  till  some  bashaw  was  sent  abroad. 
When  she,  >v  hose  turn  it  was,  wedded  at  once. 

Sometimes  at  six  years  old — though  tliis  seems  Oo  - 
T  is  true;  the  reason  is,  that  the  basliaw 
Must  make  a  present  to  his  sire  in  law. 

CLIII. 

His  soils  were  kept  in  prison  till  they  grew 
(►f  veais  to  fill  a  bowstring  or  the  throne. 

One  or  the  other,  but  which  of  the  two 
<<oul<l  vet  be  known  unto  the  fates  alone  ; 

Meantime  the  education  they  went  tlirough 

^^  as  princely,  as  the  proofs  have  always  showu 

So  tliat  tlie  heir-apparent  still  was  found 

No  less  deserving  to  be  hang'd  than  crown'd. 


CLIV. 
His  majeity  tainted  his  fourth  spouse 

With  all  the  ceremonies  of  bis  rank. 
Who  clear'd  her  sparkhng  eyes  and  smooth'd  her  brows. 

As  suiu  a  matron  who  has  play'd  a  prank: 
These  must  seem  doubly  mindful  of  their  vows, 

To  save  tlie  credit  of  thrir  breaking  bank; 
To  no  men  are  such  cordial  greetings  given 
As  those  >»hose  wives  have  made  them  fit  for  heaven. 

CLV. 

His  highness  cast  around  his  great  black  eyes. 
And  looking,  as  he  always  look'd,  perceived 

Juan  amongst  the  damsels  in  disguise, 

At  which  he  seem'd  no  whit  surprised,  nor  grieved, 

But  just  rrmark'd  with  air  sedate  and  wise, 
While  still  a  fluttering  sigh  Gulbeyai  heaved, 

kI  sec  you  've  bought  another  girl;  'i  is  pity, 

'Dial  a  mere  christian  should  be  half  so  pretty.* 

CLVI. 
This  compliment,  which  drew  all  eyes  upon 

The  new-bought  virgin,  made  her  blush  and  shake. 
Her  comrades,  also,  thought  themselves  undone: 

Oh.  Mjhomet!  that  his  majesty  should  take 
SiK  li  notice  of  a  giaour,  while  scarce  to  one 

Of  them  his  lips  imperial  ever  spake  ! 
There  was  a  general  whisper,  toss,  and  wriggle, 
But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 

CLVII. 
The  Turks  do  well  to  shut — at  least,  sometimes — 

The  women  up — bc€aus4;  in  «ad  reality, 
Their  chastity  in  these  unhappy  climes 

U  not  a  thing  of  that  astringent  quality, 
V/hirh  in  the  north  prevents  precarious  crimes. 

And  makes  our  snow  less  pure  than  our  morality: 
The  sun,  which  yearly  melts  the  polar  ice, 
Has  quite  the  contrary  effect  on  vice. 

CLvni. 

Thus  far  our  chronicle;  and  now  we  pause, 
Though  not  for  want  of  matter ;  bul  't  is  time 

According  to  the  ancient  epic  laws, 

To  slacken  sail,  and  anchor  with  our  rhyme. 

Let  this  5fth  canto  meet  with  due  applause, 
The  sixth  shall  have  a  touch  of  the  sublime; 

Meanwhile,  as  Homer  sometimes  sleeps,  perhaps 

You  '11  pardon  to  my  muse  a  few  short  naps. 


PREFACE 


TO 


CANTOS  VI.  Vn.  VIII. 


The  details  of  the  siege  of  Ismail  in  two  of  the  follow- 
ing cautus  [i.  e.  the  71I1  and  8ih)  are  taken  from  a 
French  work,  entitled  m  Uistoire  de  la  Nouvelle  Russie.* 
Some  of  the  incidents  attributed  to  Don  Juan  really 
occurred,  particularly  the  circumstance  of  his  saving 
tlie  infant,  which  was  the  actual  case  of  the  late  Due 
de  Htchelieu,  then  a  young  volunteer  in  the  Russian 
service,  and  afterwards  the  founder  and  benefactor  of 
Odessa,  where  his  name  and  memory  can  never  cease 
10  be  re{;arded  with  reverence.     In  the  course  of  these 


cantos,  a  siania  or  two  will  be  found  relative  to  the  late 
Marquis  of  Londonderry,  but  written  some  time  before 
his  decease.  Had  that  person's  oligarchy  died  with  him, 
they  would  liave  been  suppressed ;  at  it  is,  I  am  awara 
of  nothing  in  the  manner  of  his  death  or  of  his  life  to 
prevent  the  free  expression  of  the  opinions  of  all  whom 
his  whole  existence  was  consumed  in  endeavouring 
to  enslave.  That  he  was  an  amiable  man  in  private  life, 
may  or  may  not  be  true ;  but  with  this  the  public  have 
nothing  to  do :  and  as  to  lamenting  his  death,  it  will 
be  time  enough  when  Ireland  has  ceased  to  mourn  for 
his  birth.  As  a  minister,  I,  for  one  of  millions,  looked 
upon  him  as  the  most  despotic  in  intention,  and  the 
weakest  in  intellect,  that  ever  tyrannized  over  a  coun- 
try. It  is  the  iirit  time,  indeed,  since  the  Normans, 
that  England  has  been  insulted  by  a  minitter  (at  least) 
who  could  not  speak  English,  and  that  Parliament  per- 
mitted itself  to  be  dictated  to  in  the  language  of  Hr« 
Malaprop. 

Of  the  manner  of  his  death  little  need  be  said,  ex- 
cept that  if  a  poor  radical,  such  as  Waddington,  or 
Wnlson,  had  cut  his  throat,  he  would  have  been  buried 
in  a  cros«-road,  with  the  usual  appurtenances  of  the 
Slake  and  mallet.  But  the  minister  was  an  elegant  lu- 
natic— a  sentimental  suicide — he  merely  cut  the«carotid 
artery  n  (blessings  on  their  learning!)— and  lo  !  the  pa- 
geant and  the  abbey,  and  «  the  syllables  of  dolour 
yelled  forth"  by  the  newf.papers — and  the  harangue  of 
the  coroner  in  an  eulogy  over  the  bleeding  body  of  the 
deceased  — (an  ^nthony  worthy  of  such  a  Orsar) — and 
the  nauseous  and  atrocious  cant  of  a  degraded  crew  of 
conspirators  against  all  that  is  sincere  or  honourable. 
In  his  death  he  was  necessarily  one  of  two  thiugs  by 
the  law — a  felon  or  a  madman— and  in  either  case  no 
great  subject  for  panegyric*  1u  his  life  he  was — what 
all  the  world  knows,  and  lialf  of  it  will  feel  for  years  to 
come,  unless  his  death  prpve  a  «  moral  lesson  »  to  the 
surviving  Sejani'  of  Europe.  It  may  at  least  serve  as 
some  consolation  to  the  natioiu,  that  their  oppressors 
are  not  happy,  and  in  some  instances  judge  so  justly  of 
their  own  actions,  as  to  anticipate  the  sentence  of  man- 
kind.— Let  us  hear  nomoreof  this  man,  and  let  Ireland 
remove  the  ashes  of  her  Grattan  from  the  sanctuary  of 
Westminster.  Shall  the  Patriot  of  Hamanicy  repose  by 
the  Werther  of  Politics!!! 

With  regard  lo  the  objections  which  have  been  made 
on  another  score  to  the  already  published  cantos  of 
this  poem,  I  shall  content  myself  with  two  quoUtioni 
from  Voltaire: — 

«  La  pudeur  s  est  enfuie  des  cceurs,  et  s'est  refugi^ 
sur  les  levres.w 

«  Plus  les  moeurs  sont  depniv^  pliu  let  expreationt 
deviennent  mesurees;  on  croit  regagner  en  langage  ce 
qu'on  a  perdu  en  vertu.w 

This  is  the  real  fact,  as  applicable  to  the  degraded 
and  hypocritical  mast  which  leaveiu  the  present  Eng- 
lish generation,  and  is  the  only  answer  they  deserve. 
The  hackneyed  and  lavished  title  of  blasphemer — which 

•  I  My  by  Ike  i^«  of  ibe  Imrnd—th*  laws  of  haaMntty  Jwlf*  "Mr* 
fffBily  :  >>Ht  ■•  th«  l«<giiiBai«a  havo  always  th«  lav  in  tbair  ■WMilbs, 
lei  tlwiB  here  aake  ihe  ibo«i  of  it. 

■  Fron  ibit  narnhf^r  awi  be  atovplAd  CasBinf.  CaaalBg  i«  a  g^ 
oiat,  ainoti  a  aniTrrMl  out:  aa  orator,  a  wit,  a  poet, a  uatwaMn ; 
and  do  ■aaofuleni  can  long  panae  ib«  path  of  bi«  laie  predo- 
n>Mor,  Lord  C.  If  evar  aaa  aavod  hit  coaalry,  CaBalnf  mm  ;  bM 
wiU  be  T    I,  for  oae,  hope  10. 
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with  radical,  liberal,  jacobin,  reformer,  etc.,  are  the 
changes  \«hich  tlic  hireliu^^s  arc  daily  riogiuj  in  liie 
ears  of  those  vho  will  listen — should  be  welcome  to  all 
who  recollect  ou  Wiom  it  was  ori(;ioally  bestowed. 
Socrates  and  Jesus  Christ  were  put  to  death  publicly  as 
blaipUeiners,  and  so  have  been  and  may  be  many  who 
dare  to  oppose  the  most  notorious  abuses  of  the  name 
of  God  and  the  mind  of  man.  Itut  persecution  is  not 
refutation,  nor  even  triumph  :  the  wretched  infidel,  a.s 
he  is  called,  is  probably  happier  in  his  prison  than  the 
proudest  of  his  assailants.  \N'ith  his  opinions  I  have 
nothing  to  do  —  they  may  be  right  or  wrong  —  but  he 
has  suffered  for  them,  and  that  very  suffering  for  con- 
science' sake  will  make  more  proselytes  to  Deism  than 
the  example  of  heterodox"  prelates  to  Christianity,  sui- 
cide statesmen  to  oppression,  or  over-pensioned  homi- 
cides to  the  impious  alliance  which  insults  the  world 
with  the  name  of  ullolyI»>  I  have  no  wish  to  trample 
on  the  dishonouied  or  the  dead;  but  it  would  be  well 
if  the  adherenls  lo  the  classes  from  whence  those  per- 
sons sprung  should  abate  a  little  of  the  luint  which  is 
the  crying  sin  of  this  double-dealing  and  false-speak- 
ing time  of  selfish  spoilers,  and — but  enough  for  the 
present. 

'  WLiii  LonI  SiiuJvvirli  tni<l  .  h»^  <li(l  not  kn-'W  iln-  Jiffj-n-mv  l.«;- 

lwi'<-ii  .irlli.Kli.vv  mill  lirliTt>l<n\, \\;irl>iirUtii.  llir  l-i^h<>|•,   r<|»li«''i, 

-  Ortliml.ivy,  1115  |..nl,  is  mi/  i/ci  v.  iiinl  ln-l>-r"><li>\y  i*  another  m.iu's 
•  l"v).> — A  |>ri'laii.- <it' rlie  |irrM-ut  «lii>  Iuik  <li»i-it><>r('<l.  it  nfni*.  a 
thini  kiiul  (it  .Imxv.  wbi.  h  Imo  11. .t  j;ri  ;iil>  1  \iilic.|,  in  |h««  ••>«$  of  lli«- 
ilt.-tl,  iliui  wliiili  liculliuui  uillj  •  Uliijrdi-tjr-biij;liinili«iu.'' 


CANTO  Vf. 


I. 

««  Tiers  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men 

Which,  taken  at  the  flood» — you  know  the  rest, 

And  most  of  us  have  found  it,  now  and  then  ; 

At  leasi  we  think  so.  though  but  few  have  guess'd 

The  moment,  (ill  too  l.ite  to  eonu;  again. 
hut  no  doujit  every  tiling  is  for  the  best — 

Of  which  the  surest  sigrj  is  in  tlie  end  : 

NVhen  things  are  at  the  worst,  they  sometimes  mend. 

li. 

There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  women 

"NVhirh,   taken    at  the  Hood,  leads  »>— Cod  knows 
wliLTe: 
Those  navigators  must  be  able  seamen 

NVhose  t  harts  lay  down  its  currents  to  a  hair^ 
Not  all  the  reverie.^  of  Jacob  Itehtneu 

\N  ith  its  striiii;e  w hirls  and  eddies  can  compare  ;  — 
Men,  with  iheir  he  uls,  reflect  on  this  and  that— 
Ihu  \\unicn,  with  their  heart;.,  or  Heaven  knows  what! 

III. 

And  yet  .1  heaiiioii;;,  headstrong,  dovv might  she, 
Y«»ung,  l)e.iiiiiful.  and  daiiiij;  — vviin  would  risk 

•V  till  one,  (lie  world,  ilie  universe,  to  be 
lUloved  ill  her  own  wav.  ami  lailier  vhisk 

Tlie  si  ir-,  from  out  the  sk\ ,  ilian  ii<il  lie  fret* 
A-,  .MO  t!i<-  liiilows  wlien  (l:e  |ire« /•  is  brisk  — 

llioii-li  smli    I  s|je    s  a  devil  [d  thai  llieie  lie  «>ne\ 

't  el  ^lu;  would  iiiaLe  hill  maiiv   1  .MjiiuImmii 


IV. 

Thrones  worlds,  et  ccetera,  are  so  oft  upset 
By  commonest  ambition,  that  when  passioD 

Overthrows  the  same,  we  readily  forget, 
Or  at  the  least  forgive  the  loving  rash  one. 

If  Anthony  be  well  remembered  yet, 

'T  is  not  his  conquests  keep  his  name  in  fashion; 

But  Actium,  lost  for  Cleopatra's  eyes. 

Outbalance  all  theQpsars'  victories. 

V. 

Ue  died  at  fifty  for  a  queen  of  forty ; 

I  wish  their  years  had  been  fifteen  and  twenty. 
For  then  wealth,  kingdoms,  worlds,  are  but  a  sport — I 

Bcmember  when,  though  I  had  no  great  plenty 
Of  worlds  to  lose,  yet  still,  to  pay  my  court,  1 

Cave  what  1  had — a  heart:  as  the  world  went,  I 
Cave  what  was  worth  a  world;  for  worlds  could  never 
Restore  me  those  pure  feelings,  gone  for  ever. 

VI. 

'T  was  the  boy's  «  raite,»  and,  like  the  «  widow's,*  mav 
Perhaps  be  weigh'd  hereafter,  if  not  now  ; 

But  whether  such  things  do,  or  do  not,  weigh. 
All  who  have  loved,  or  love,  will  still  allow 

Life  has  nought  like  it.     Cod  is  love,  they  say. 
And  Love  s  a  god,  or  was  before  the  brow 

Of  Earth  was  wrinkled  by  the  sins  and  tears 

Of — but  chronology  best  knows  the  years. 

vn. 

We  left  our  hero  and  third  heroine  in 

\  kind  of  state  more  awkward  than  uncommon, 
I'or  gentlemen  must  sometimes  risk  their  skin 

For  that  sad  tempter,  a  forbidden  woman : 
Sultans  too  much  abhor  this  sort  of  sin. 

And  don't  agree  at  all  with  the  wise  Roman, 
Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious. 
Who  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  Horten&ius. 

VIII. 
I  know  Culbeyaz  was  extremely  wrong; 

I  own  it,  I  deplore  it,  I  condemn  it; 
But  I  detest  all  Helion,  even  in  song, 

And  so  must  tell  the  truth,  howeer  you  blame  it. 
Her  reason  being  weak,  her  passions  strong. 

She  thoughi  that  her  lord's  heart  (even  could  slic  claim 

V/as  searce  enough;   for  he  had  iifty-nine 
Years,  and  a  lifieeu-hundredth  concubine. 

IX. 
I  am  not,  like  Cassio,  i<an  arithmetician, » 

But  by  «(  the  bookish  theuric»  it  appears. 
If  t  is  suniiird  up  with  feminine  precision, 

That,  adthng  to  lli«;  aeeount  his  llighm*s$'  years. 
The  fair  Sullaiia  errd  from  inanition; 

For,  Were  the  Sultan  just  to  all  his  dears. 
She  could  but  eiaim  the  fifteen  hundredth  part 
Of  what  shuulil  be  monopoly — the  heart. 

X. 

It  is  ol)<;erved  ill  it  ladies  arc  litigious 

I  poll  ail  le{;al  oltjecls  of  possession, 
.\nd  not  the  l«isi  so  when  they  are  religious, 

V  liieli  doubles  what  they  ihiiik  of  the  transgic^siou 
With  suits  iiiii  jirosi-cutioiis  they  besiege  us. 

.\s  iIm-  li  iI'Uii  ds  show  throiigli  many  a  .s4-»>ioii, 
\N  lien  liii  •■  --iisiti'ei  llial  .lu^  one  (^;«>e^  shares 
In  iliai  to  will)  h  the  law  makes  iluui  sole  heu> 
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XI. 
Now,  if  this  holds  good  in  a  Christian  hmd. 

The  heathens  also,  tboogh  with  lesser  latitude, 
Are  apt  to  carry  things  with  a  high  hand. 

And  take  what  kings  call  «  an  imposing  attitude ; » 
And  for  their  rights  connubial  make  a  stand, 

When  their  Uege  husbands  treat  them  with  ingimtitnde; 
And  as  four  wives  must  hare  quadruple  claims, 
The  Tigris  hath  ito  jealousies  hke  Thames. 

XII. 

Gulbeyax  was  the  fourth,  and  (as  I  said) 

The  AiTourite ;  but  what 's  farour  amongst  four  ? 

Polygamy  may  well  be  held  in  dread. 
Not  only  as  a  sin,  but  as  a  bort : 

Most  wise  oien,  with  one  moderate  woman  wed, 
Will  scarcely  6nd  philosophy  for  more ; 

And  all  (except  Mahometans)  forbear 

To  make  the  nuptial  couch  a  «  Bed  of  Ware. » 

XIII. 
nis  highness,  the  sublimest  of  mankind, — 

So  styled  according  to  the  usual  forms 
Of  every  monarch,  till  they  are  consigned 

To  those  sad  hungry  jacobins,  the  worms, 
Who  on  the  tery  loftiest  kings  hare  dined,— 

His  highness  gaxed  upon  Gulbeyas'  charms, 
Expecting  all  the  welcome  of  a  lover 
(A  «  Highland  welcome  »  all  the  wide  world  over). 

XIV. 
Now  here  we  should  distinguish ;  for  howe'er 

Kisses,  sweet  words,  embraces,  and  all  that, 
May  look  like  what  is— 'neither  here  nor  there  : 

They  are  put  on  as  easily  as  a  hat. 
Or  rather  bonnet,  which  the  fair  sex  wear, 

Trimm'd  either  beads  or  hearts  to  decorate, 
Which  form  an  ornament,  but  no  more  part 
Of  heads,  than  their  caresses  of  the  heart. 

XV. 

A  slight  bloih,  a  soft  tremor,  a  calm  kind 

Of  gentle  feminine  delight,  and  shown 
More  in  the  eyelids  than  the  eyes,  resign'd 

Rather  to  bide  what  pleases  most  unknown, 
Are  the  beat  tokens  (to  a  modest  mind) 

Of  love,  when  seated  on  his  loveliest  throne, 
A  sincere  woman's  breast, — for  over  wann 
Or  over  col^  annihilates  the  charm. 

XVI. 
For  over  warmth,  if  false,  is  worse  than  truth ; 

If  true,  't  is  no  great  lease  of  its  own  lire; 
For  no  one,  save  in  very  early  youth. 

Would  like  (I  think)  to  trust  all  to  desire. 
Which  is  but  a  precarious  bond,  in  sooth, 

And  apt  to  be  transferr'd  to  the  first  buyer 
At  a  sad  discount :  while  your  over  chilly 
Women,  on  i*  other  hand,  seem  somewhat  silly.— 

XVII. 

That  is,  we  cannot  pardon  their  bad  taste. 

For  so  it  seems  to  lovers  swift  or  slow. 
Who  fain  would  have  a  mutual  flame  confess'd. 

And  see  a  sentimental  passion  glow, 
Even  were  St  Francis'  paramour  their  guest, 

In  his  Monastic  Concubine  of  Snow ; — 
In  short,  the  maxim  for  the  amorous  tribe  is 
Uoratian, «  Medio  tu  tutissimus  ibis.M 


xvin. 

The  « tu  »  's  (00  much, — but  let  it  stand — the  verse 
Requires  it,  that 's  to  say,  the  Boglish  rhyme. 

And  not  the  pink  of  old  Hexameters; 
But,  after  all,  there 's  neither  tune  nor  time 

In  the  last  line,  which  cannot  well  be  worse. 
And  was  thrust  in  to  close  the  octave's  chime  ■* 

I  own  no  prosody  can  ever  rate  it 

As  a  rule,  but  Truth  may,  if  you  innslale  it. 

XIX. 

If  fair  Gulbeyax  overdid  her  part, 
I  know  not — it  succeeded,  and  tnceees 

Is  much  in  most  things,  not  less  in  the  heart 
Than  other  articles  of  female  dress. 

Self-love  in  man  too  beats  all  female  art; 
They  lie,  we  lie,  all  lie,  but  love  no  leas  : 

And  no  one  virtue  yet,  except  starvation. 

Could  stop  that  worst  of  vices-^propagation. 

XX. 

We  leave  this  royal  couple  to  repose ; 

A  bed  is  not  a  throne,  and  they  may  sleep, 
Whate'er  their  dreams  be.  If  of  joys  or  woes; 

Tet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man's  clay  mixture  undergoes. 

Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
T  is  the  vile  daily  drop  on  drop  which  wears 
The  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares. 

XXI. 

A  scolding  wife,  a  sullen  soa,  a  bill 
To  pay,  unpaid,  protected,  or  discounted 

At  a  per-centage  :  a  child  cross,  dog  ill, 

A  ^vourite  horse  fisllen  lame  just  as  he  's  mounted; 

A  bad  old  woman  making  a  worse  will, 
Which  leaves  you  minus  of  the  cash  you  counted 

As  certain ; — these  are  paltry  things,  and  yet 

I  've  rarely  seen  the  man  they  did  not  fret. 

xxir. 

I  'm  a  philosopher;  confound  them  all ! 

Bills,  beasts  and  men,  and— no !  not  womankind ! 
With  oae  good  hearty  curse  I  vent  my  gall. 

And  then  my  stoicism  leaves  nought  behind 
Which  it  can  either  pain  or  evil  call. 

And  I  can  give  my  whole  soul  up  to  mind ; 
Though  what  it  soul  or  mind,  their  birth  or  growth. 
Is  more  than  I  know — the  deuce  take  them  both. 

XXIII. 

So  now  all  things  are  d — n'd,  one  feels  at  ease, 

As  after  reading  Athanasius'  curse, 
Which  doth  your  true  believer  so  much  please  : 

I  doubt  if  any  now  could  make  it  worse 
O'er  his  worst  enemy  when  at  his  knees, 

T  is  so  sententious,  positive,  and  terse, 
And  decorates  the  book  of  Common  Prayer, 
As  doth  a  rainbow  the  just  clearing  air. 

xxrv. 

Gulbcyaz  and  her  lord  were  sleeping,  or 
At  least  one  of  them — Oh  the  heavy  night ! 

When  wicked  wives  who  love  some  bachelor 
Lie  down  in  dudgeon  to  sigh  for  the  light 

Of  the  grey  morning,  and  look  vainly  for 
Its  twinkle  through  the  lattice  dusky  quite. 

To  toss,  to  tumble,  doze,  revive,  and  quake 

Lest  their  too  lawful  hed-fellow  should  wake. 
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XXV. 

These  are  beneath  the  canopy  of  lieavcn, 

Also  bcncall»  tlic  canopy  of  beds, 
Four-postctl  and  silk-rurtain'd,  wbich  are  piven 

For  rich  men  and  their  brides  to  lay  their  heads 
Upon,  in  sheets  wliite  as  vhal  bards  call  «  driven 

Suow.rt  Well  I  'l  is  all  hap-h.izard  \*hen  one  weds. 
Gulboyaz  was  an  empress,  but  had  been 
Perhaps  as  wretched  if  a  peasants  quean, 

XXVI. 

Don  Jnan,  in  his  feminine  disguise, 

With  all  (he  damsels  in  their  long  array, 
Had  bowd  themselves  before  the  imperial  eyes, 

And,  at  the  usual  si{jnal,  taen  their  way 
Back  to  their  chambers,  those  long  ifalleries 

In  the  seraglio,  where  the  ladies  lay 
Their  delicate  limbs;  a  thousand  bosoms  there 
Beating  for  love,  as  the  caged  birds  for  air. 

XXVII. 

I  love  the  sex, and  sometimes  vronid  reverse 
The  tyrant's  vfith  »<  Jhai  mankind  only  had  ' 

One  neck,  which  he  with  one  fell  stroke  might  pierce:  >^ 
My  wish  is  quite  as  wide,  but  not  so  bad, 

And  much  more  tender  on  tlie  whole  than  fierce  : 
U  being  (not  »iou>,  but  only  while  a  ltd) 

That  womankind  had  but  one  rosy  mouth, 

To  kiss  them  all  at  once  from  North  to  Soulli. 

XXVIII. 

Oh  enviable  Hriareus!  with  thy  hands 

And  heads,  if  thou  hadst  all  things  multiplied 

In  such  proportion! — Rut  my  muse  withstands 
The  giant  thought  of  being  a  Titan's  bride, 

Or  travelling  in  Pa(af;oniau  lands; 
So  let  us  b:ick  to  Lilliput,  and  guide 

Our  hero  through  the  lahyrinih  of  love 

In  which  we  left  him  se\eral  lines  above. 

XXIX. 

He  went  forth  with  the  lo\ely  Odalisques, 
At  the  given  signal  join'd  to  their  array; 

And  though  he  certainly  ran  many  risks. 
Vet  he  could  not  at  tioKs,  keep  by  the  way 

f  Although  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Are  worse  th:m  the  worst  d.im.»{;es  nieu  pay 

In  moral  England,  where  the  thiug  sat.ix). 

From  ogling  all  their  charms  from  breasts  to  backs. 

XXX. 

Still  he  forgot  not  his  disguise  :— along 

The  gnllcrics  from  room  to  room  they  walk'd, 

A  virgin-like  and  edifying  throng, 

V<y  runnclis  flaukil;  vliile  at  ilioir  head  there  stalkd 

A  (l.ime  who  krpt  up  discijiline  among 

Tlir  female  ranks,  so  that  noncstirrd  or  talk'd 

AViiljout  her  saiuliou  on  tlieir  >li< -parades  : 

IKr  litli"  was  wtlio  Mollur  of  the  MaiJs.» 

XXXI. 

Wlictlior  slie  was  a  «<  niotlicr,  »>  I  know  not, 

()i  vlifiher  thevNveie  «  uiaids  >.  who  call  d  her  mother  : 

But  this  is  her  scr.i{;iio  title.  (;<ii 

I  kiinw  not  how,  but  good  as  auy  otlier; 

So  Can'.rniir  ran  irll  you,  or  l)e   lolt  : 
II«T  office  was  to  keep  aloof  or  smother 

All  had  propciisitirs  in  liflceu  huiitlred 
i    Vonng  women,  and  « orrecl  them  when  they  blundcrd. 


XXXII. 
A  goodly  sinecure,  no  doubt!  but  made 

More  easy  by  the  absence  of  all  men 
Except  his  Majesty,  who,  with  her  aid. 

And  guards,  and  bolts,  and  walls,  and  now  and  then 
A  slight  example,  just  to  cast  a  shade 

Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  this  den 
Of  beauties  cool  as  an  Italian  convent, 
Where  all  the  passions  have,  alas!  but  one  vent. 

XXXIII. 

And  what  is  that !  Devotion,  doubtless — how 
Gould  you  ask  such  a  question? — but  we  T»ill 

Continue.     As  I  said,  this  goodly  row 
Of  ladies  of  all  coimtrirs  at  the  will 

Of  one  good  man,  with  stately  march  and  slow, 
Like  water-lilies  iloating  down  a  rill, 

Or  rather  lake — for  rills  do  not  run  slowly , — 

Paced  on  most  maiden-like  and  melancholy. 

XXXIV. 

But  when  they  reach'd  their  own  apartments,  there. 
Like  birds,  or  boys,  or  bedlamites  broke  loose. 

Waves  at  spring-tide,  or  women  any  where 

Wiien  freed  from  bonds  (which  are  of  no  great  a<e. 

After  all),  or  like  Irish  at  a  fair, 

Their  guards  being  gone,  and,  as  it  were,  a  frucc 

Establish'd  between  them  and  bondage,  they 

Began  to  sing,  dance,  chatter,  smile,  and  play. 

XXXV. 

Their  talk  of  course  ran  most  on  the  new  comer. 
Her  shape,  her  air,  her  hair,  her  every  thiug  : 

Some  thought  her  diess  did  not  so  much  iicconae  her. 
Or  wonder'd  at  her  ears  without  a  ring; 

Some  said  her  years  were  getting  nigh  their  summer. 
Others  ccniended  they  were  but  in  spring; 

Some  thought  her  rather  masculine  in  height, 

While  otheis  wish'd  that  she  had  been  so  quite, 

XXXVI. 

But  no  one  doubted,  on  the  whole,  that  she 
Was  what  her  dress  bespoke,  a  damsel  fair, 

And  fresh,  and  «  beautiful  exceedingly, »» 

Who  with  the  brightest  Georgians  might  compare  ; 

They  wonder'd  how  Gulheyaz  too  could  be 
So  sillv  as  to  buy  sla\e''  who  might  share 

'^If  that  his  Highness  wearied  of  his  bride) 

Her  throne  and  power,  and  c\er^'  thing  beside. 

XXXVII. 

But  what  was  strangest  in  this  virgin  crew, 
Although  her  beauty  was  enough  to  vex, 

After  the  first  investigating  >icw, 

Tlu'y  all  found  out  as  few,  or  fewer,  specks. 

In  lh<*  fair  form  of  their  companion  new, 
Than  is  the  custom  of  the  gentle  sex, 

Whin  tliry  survpv,  with  Christian  eyes  or  Heathen, 

In  a  ne\s  face  «  the  ugliest  creature  breathing. » 

XXXVHI. 

And  vet  they  had  their  litllr  jealousies, 
Like  all  the  rest ;  but  upon  this  occasion, 

\\  JKilu  r  lliere  are  raich  things  as  syuipathies 
Without  our  knowledge  oi  our  approbation, 

Altlioucii  iliey  could  not  set-  through  his  «lisi;uiS4\ 
All  f'  It  a  soft  kind  of  concatenation, 

Like  magnetism,  or  devilism,  or  what 

You  please — we  will  not  quarrel  about  tliat  ; 
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XXXIX. 

Bat  certain  't  is  they  all  felt  for  their  new 
Corapaoion  something  oewer  still,  as  't  were 

A  srntimeatal  friendship  through  and  through, 
Extremely  pure,  which  made  them  all  concur 

In  wishing  her  their  sister,  save  a  few 

Who  wish'd  they  had  a  brother  just  like  her. 

Whom,  if  they  were  at  home  in  sweet  Circas&ia, 

They  would  prefer  to  Padisha  or  Pacha. 

XL. 

Of  those  who  had  most  genius  for  this  sort 
Of  sentimental  friendship,  there  were  three, 

Lolah,  Katinka,  and  Dudu ; — in  short 
(To  save  description),  fair  as  fair  can  be 

Were  they,  according  to  the  best  report. 
Though  differing  in  sLiture  and  degree, 

And  clime  and  time,  and  country  and  complexion ; 

They  all  alike  admired  their  new  connexion. 

XLf. 

Lolah  was  dusk  as  India,  and  as  warm  ; 

Katinka  was  a  Georgian,  while  and  red. 
With  great  blue  eyes,  a  lovely  hand  and  arm. 

And  feet  so  small  they  scarce  seem'd  made  to  trea<!, 
Uut  rather  skim  the  earth;  while  Dudu's  form 

Look'd  more  adapted  to  be  put  to  bed, 
Being  somewhat  large  and  languishing  and  laxy. 
Yet  of  a  beauty  that  would  drive  you  craxy. 

XLII. 
A  kind  of  sleepy  Venus  seem'd  Dudill, 

Yet  very  fit  to  u  murder  sleepn  in  those 
\N  ho  gazed  upon  her  cheek's  transcendant  hue, 

11  er  Attic  forehead,  and  her  Phidian  nose: 
Few  angles  were  there  in  her  form,  't  is  true. 

Thinner  she  might  have  been,  and  yet  scarce  lose; 
Yet,  after  all,  *l  would  puzzle  to  say  where 
It  would  not  spoil  some  separate  charm  to  pare, 

XLIIL 

She  was  not  violently  Hvcly,  but 

Stole  on  your  spirit  like  a  May-day  breaking; 
Iler  eyes  were  not  too  t^parkliog,  yet,  half  shut, 

Tliey  put  beholders  in  a  tender  taking : 
She  look'd  (this  simile  's  quite  new)  just  cut 

From  marble,  like  Pygmalion's  statue  waking. 
The  mortal  and  the  marble  still  at  strife. 
And  timidly  expanding  into  life. 

XLIV. 
Lolali  demanded  the  new  damsel's  name — 

«  Juanna.P — Well,  a  pretty  name  enough. 
Katinka  ask'd  her  also  whence  she  came — 

«  From  Spain. i> — «  But  where  is  Spain 7w — «  Don't  ask 
such  stuff. 
Nor  show  your  Georgian  ignorance — for  shame !» 

Said  Lolah,  with  an  accent  rather  rough, 
To  poor  Katinka :  «  Spain 's  an  island  near 
Morocco,  betwixt  Egypt  and  Tangier.* 

XLV. 
Dudu  said  nothing,  but  sat  down  beside 

Juanna,  playing  with  her  veil  or  hair ; 
Aiitl,  looking  at  her  steadfastly,  she  sigh'd, 

As  if  she  pitied  her  for  being  there— 
A  pretty  stranger,  without  friend  or  guide. 

And  all  abash'd  too  at  the  general  stare 
Which  welcomes  hapless  strangers  in  all  places, 
Willi  kind  remarks  upon  their  mien  and  faces. 


XLVI. 
But  here  the  Mother  of  the  Maids  drew  near, 

With  a  Ladies,  it  is  time  to  go  to  rest. 
I  'm  puzzled  what  to  do  with  you,  my  dear,* 

She  added  to  Juanna,  their  new  guest : 
«  Your  coming  lias  been  unexpected  here, 

And  every  couch  is  occupied ;  you  had  best 
Partake  of  mine ;  but  by  to-morrow  early 
We  will  have  all  things  settled  for  you  fiiiriy.* 

XLvn. 

Here  Lolah  intarposed — «  Mamma,  you  know 

You  don't  sleep  soimdly,  and  I  cannot  bear 
That  any  body  should  disturb  yon  so ; 

I'll  take  Juanna;  we  *re  a  slenderer  pair 
Than  you  would  make  the  half  of ;— don't  say  no. 

And  I  of  your  young  charge  will  take  due  care.M 
But  here  Katinka  interfered  and  said, 

«  She  also  bad  compassion  and  a  bod. 

XLVIU. 
«  Besides,  I  hale  to  sleep  alone,"  qaoth  she. 

The  matron  frown'd:  «Whyso!»— «iForfearofghosts,» 
Replied  Katinka;  « I  am  sure  I  see 

A  phantom  upon  each  of  the  Sour  posts; 
And  then  I  have  the  worst  dreams  that  can  be, 

Of  Guebres,  Giaours,  and  Ginns,  and  Gouls  in  hocts.» 
The  dame  replied,  «  Between  your  dreams  and  you, 
1  fear  Juanna's  dreams  woukl  be  but  few. 

XLIX. 
«  You,  Lolah,  must  continue  still  to  lie 

Alone,  for  reasons  which  don't  matter ;  yoa 
Tlie  same,  Katinka,  until  by  and  by ; 

And  I  shall  place  Juanna  with  Dudi^, 
Who  's  quiet,  inoffensive,  silent,  shy. 

And  will  not  toss  and  chatter  the  night  through. 
What  say  you,  child T» — Dudu  said  nothing,  as 
Her  talents  were  of  the  more  silent  class ; 

L. 
But  slie  rose  up  and  kiss'd  the  matron  s  brow 

Between  the  eyes,  and  Lolah  on  both  cheeks, 
Katinka  too ;  and  with  a  gentle  bow 

(Curtsies  are  neither  used  by  Turks  nor  Greeks), 
She  took  Juanna  by  the  hand  to  show 

Their  place  of  rest,  and  left  to  both  their  piques, 
The  others  pouting  at  the  matron's  preference 
Of  Dudu,  though  they  held  their  tongues  from  deference 

LI. 
It  was  a  spacious  chamber  (Oda  is 

The  Turkish  title),  and  ranged  round  the  wall 
Were  couches,  toilets — and  much  more  than  this 

I  might  describe,  as  I  have  seen  it  all, 
But  it  suffices — little  was  amiss ; 

T  was  on  the  whole  a  nobly  fumish'd  hall. 
With  all  things  ladies  want,  save  one  or  two. 
And  even  those  were  nearer  than  they  knew. 

LO. 
Dudu,  as  has  been  said,  was  a  sweet  creature, 

Not  very  dashing,  but  extremely  winning. 
With  the  most  regulated  charms  of  feature. 

Which  painters  cannot  catch  like  fisces  sinning 
Against  proportion — the  wild  strokes  of  nature 

Which  they  hit  off  at  once  in  the  beginning, 
Full  of  expression,  right  or  wrong,  that  strike, 
And,  pleasing  or  nnpleasing,  still  are  like. 
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Mil. 

(tut  she  was  ii  soft  lanJsr.tpe  of  tniltl  (>.irtli, 
\>'lirrc  ull  Mas  harmony  .iiui  calm  aud  qiiici, 

Luxuriant,  buddiiit;;  clieerful  withuut  mirth, 
Which  if  not  ha))pinoss,  is  much  mort*  ni^^h  it 

Thin  arc  y«)ur  niijjlity  passions  aud  so  fortli. 

Which  sumn  call  u  the  sublime  :>»  I  Mish  they'd  try  it 

I  *vc  seen  your  stormy  seas  ami  stormy  women, 

And  pity  lovers  rather  more  than  seauieti. 

LIV. 

lUit  slic  was  pensive  more  than  melancholy, 
Ami  serious  more  than  pensive,  and  seienc, 

It  may  he,  more  than  either — not  unholy 

Her  thoughts,  at  least  till  n«».v,  appear  to  have  hceii 

The  stranyesl  ihin;;  was,  heautenus,  she  wns  wholly 
rneon,>,rious,  alheit  lurnd  of  quick  seventeen, 

That  she  was  f  lir,  or  dark,  or  short,  or  tail ; 

She  ucvcr  thought  about  herself  at  all. 

LV. 

And  therefore  was  she  kind  auti  i;emlc  as 

The  A[je  of  Cold  (when  jjold  was  yet  unknown, 

By  which  it«,  noineiu  latine  eame  to  pass  ; 
Thus  most  appropriately  has  I)een  shown 

«  Lucus  a  non  lucemlo,«  not  what  was, 

iJut  what  was  uot ;  a  sort  of  siyle  lh;>t  s  jyrowu 

Extremely  coinnion  in  this  a|;e,  whose  metal 

The  devil  may  decompose  but  uever  settle  : 

LVI. 

I  think  it  may  be  of  «  Corinthian  brass, » 
Which  was  a  mixture  of  all  met.ils,  but 

The  brazen  uppermost).     Kind  rcath  r  !  pass 
This  Ion;;  parenthesis  :  I  could  not  shut 

It  sooner  for  the  soul  of  me,  and  class 

My  faults  even  with  your  own!  whit  h  mcaneth,  put 

A  kind  construction  upon  them  and  me  : 

But  tliat  you  wont — then  dont — F  nm  not  less  free. 

LVIl. 
'T  is  time  we  should  return  to  plain  narration, 

And  thus  my  narrative  proceeds:  —  Dudii, 
With  every  kindness  short  of  ostentation, 

Showd  Junn,  or  Jnanni,  tlirou[]h  and  ihrou^jh 
This  labvrinth  of  females,  and  e;ich  station 

Described — what's  slran^je — in  words  extremely  few 
I  have  but  one  simile,  and  lliiit  s  a  blunder, 
For  wordless  woman,  which  is  iHcut  thunder. 

l.YIH. 
And  next  she  f,^i^e  her  (I  say  her,  because 

The  jjeuder  ^till  was  epicene,  at  least 
In  outward  show,  which  is  a  sa\in(;  clause) 

An  outline  of  the  customs  of  the  Last, 
Willi  iill  ihrir  chaste  inle(]ri(y  of  laws, 

r»y  which  tin*  more  a  harem  is  increased. 
The  stricter  doubtless  j;row'  the  vestal  duties 
Of  any  supernumerary  beauties. 

LIX. 

An«l  then  she  |;ave  Juanna  a  chaste  kiss  ; 

l>mlu  was  fond  of  kis^in^j — which  I  'm  suri- 
That  noliody  can  ever  take  amiss. 

Because  I  is  ple.is.int,  so  (h.it  it  be  pure, 
Aud  between  females  means  no  more  lliaii  this — 

Tli;ii  thty  have  nothin[;  belter  near,  or  newer, 
"  KisS)'  rhymes  lo  «  i>liss>»  in  fact  .is  will  as  vcr^e — 
(  Wish  it  iicvrr  led  (o  sonietliiii^j  worse. 


In  perfect  innocence  she  then  unmade 
I       Her  toilet,  which  cost  little,  fur  she  was 
<  A  child  of  nature,  carelessly  array'd  ; 
If  fond  of  a  chance  o(;te  at  her  (^l:i<vs, 
T  was  like  the  fawn  which,  in  llie  lake  display'd, 
Beholds  her  own  shy  .shadowy  imai;e  p<i&s, 
I  When  first  she  slarLs,  and  then  returns  lo  pcfp, 
.\dmirini;  this  new  native  of  the  deep. 

I.XI. 

.Vnd  one  by  one  her  articles  of  dress 
I       Werr  Liid  aside  ;  but  not  before  she  offerd 
III  r  aid  to  fair  Juanua,  whose  exccsis 

Of  modesty  declined  the  assistance  profferd — 
Whirh  pass'd  well  off — as  she  couhl  do  no  Ic^a  . 
riiou^;li  by  this  politessc  she  ralljer  suffcrd, 
J  Priekiiij;  her  Iin(;ers  with  those  cursed  pins, 
I  W'liich  surely  were  invented  for  our  sins, — 

j  LXII. 

I  .Making;  a  woman  like  a  porcupine, 

Not  to  be  rashly  tench  d.      But  still  more  di cad, 
:  Oh  ye  I  \>hose  f.iie  it  is,  as  onee  t  was  mine, 
I       In  early  youth,  lo  turn  a  ladys  maid; — 
j  I  did  my  very  boyish  best  to  shine 
j       In  trii.kiii^  hir  out  for  a  masquerade  ; 

riie  pins  were  placed  .sufiicieutly,  but  not 

Stuck  all  exactly  in  the  proper  spot. 

LXIII. 

lUit  these  are  foolish  thin^js  to  all  the  wi&e — 
And  I  lo\e  Wisdom  more  than  she  loves  uic^ 

My  teiideiuy  is  to  philo.sophi/e 

On  most  thin(;s,  from  a  tyrant  to  a  tree  ; 

But  still  the  spouseless  vir^jin  Knowlcdqe  (lies. 

What  are  we  ?  ami  whenec  came  we  1  what  shall  In- 

(.)ur  ultimnte  existence  ?  wh;U  s  our  present  T 

.\re  questions  answerlcss,  aud  yet  iucc!>saii(. 

LXIV. 

There  was  deep  silenee  in  the  chamber  :  dim 
And  distant  from  each  other  bnra'd  the  lights. 

And  sliiinber  hover'il  o'er  each  lo>ely  limb 
Of  the  fair  occupants  :  if  there  be  sprilc>. 

They  should  have  walkd  there  in  their  spriteliesl  truu. 
By  way  of  ehan{;e  from  their  sepulchral  sites, 

.Vnd  shown  thenisrKes  as  ghosts  of  better  ta<>te. 

Than  haiuitinj  some  old  ruin  or  wild  waste. 

F.XV. 

.Many  and  beautiful  lay  those  arouiul, 

Like  llowers  of  different  hue  and  clime  and  root, 
Id  soim^  exotic  ^;ard<  u  sometimes  found, 

With  cost  and  e  tre  and  warmth  induced  to  shoot. 
One,  with  her  auburn  tresses  lightly  bound. 

And  fair  brows  {;eiitlv  droopin*{,  as  the  fruit 
Noils  frtun  the  ti •  i-,  svas  slumbering  with  soft  breat.'i 
Aud  lip'^  apart,  which  showd  the  pearls  beneath. 

LXVl. 

One,  wiih  her  llush  «l  cheek  laid  on  her  white  arm. 
And  ra\rn  rin);lets  {jathcr'd  in  dark  crowd 

.\bine  liei  lirow,  lay  dreaminj;  soft  and  warm; 

Ami  siuilinj;  tlir«iu[;h  her  ilream,  as  throu;;li  a  clot.-. 

Ihc  luiioi)  breaks,  half  unveild  each  further  charm. 
As  sli;;Iiilv  siirriri|;  in  her  sn«»wy  shroud, 

Ibr  luMuiics  >ei/ed  the  uncnus<ious  hour  of  ijijjht 

All  I>.i-ldidly  to  strujj^jlc  into  li|;ht. 
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LXVII. 
This  U  no  bull,  although  it  hOunds  so;  for 

'T  was  nitjht,  but  there  were  lamps,  as  bath  been  said. 
A  (liird'ft  all-pallid  aspect  offer'd  more 

The  traits  of  slerpinc;  Sorrow,  and  betray  d 
Through  the  heaved  breast  the  dream  of  some  fsr  sliore 

B4*loved  and  deplored ;  while  «lowly  stray'd 
(As  night  dew,  on  a  cypress  (rlitlering,  tinges 
The  black  bough)  tear-drops  thro'  her  eyes'  dark  fringes. 

LXVIIf. 
A  fourth,  as  marble,  sutue-like  and  still, 

Uy  in  a  breathless,  hush'd  and  stony  sleep; 
Wliite,  cold,  and  pure,  as  looks  a  frozen  riU, 

Or  the  snow  minaret  on  an  Alpine  steep. 
Or  Lot's  wife  done  in  salt,— or  what  you  will; — 

My  similes  are  gather'd  in  a  heap. 
So  pick  and  chuse— perhaps  you  'II  be  content 
With  a  canred  lady  on  a  monument. 

LXIX. 
And  lo!  a  fifth  appears;— and  what  is  sheT 

A  lady  of  m  a  certain  a0e,n  which  meant 
(Certainly  aged— what  her  yeart  might  be 

I  know  not,  never  counting  past  their  teens; 
But  there  she  slept,  not  quite  so  fsir  to  see 

As  ere  that  awful  period  intervenes, 
Which  bys  both  men  and  women  on  tlie  shelf, 
To  meditate  upon  their  sins  and  self. 

LXX. 
But  all  this  time  how  slept  or  dream'd  Dudii  ? 

With  strict  inquiry  I  could  ne'er  discover. 
And  scorn  to  add  a  syllable  untrue  ; 

Hut  ere  the  middle  watch  was  hardly  over. 
Just  when  the  fading  lamps  waned  dim  and  blue, 

And  phantoms  hover'd,  or  might  seem  to  hover. 
To  those  who  like  their  company,  about 
The  apartment,  on  a  sudden  she  scream'd  oat : 

LXXI. 

And  that  so  loudly,  that  upsUrted  all 

The  Oda,  in  a  general  commotion  : 
Matron  and  maids,  and  those  whom  you  may  call 

Neiiiier,  came  crowding  like  the  waves  of  ocean, 
One  on  the  other,  throughout  the  whole  hall ; 

All  trembling,  wondering,  without  the  least  notion, 
3Iore  than  I  have  myself,  of  what  could  make 
The  calm  Dudii  so  tufbulently  wake. 

LXXII. 
But  wide  avrake  <he  was,  and  round  her  bed. 

With  floating  draperies  and  with  flying  hair. 
With  eager  eyes,  and  light  but  hurried  tread, 

And  bosoms,  arms,  and  ancles  glancing  bare. 
And  bright  as  any  meteor  ever  bred 

By  the  North  Pole,— they  sought  her  cause  of  care, 
For  she  seem'd  agitated,  flush'd,  and  frighteu'd, 
ilcr  eye  dilated  and  her  colour  hcighten'd. 

Lxxin. 

But  what  is  strange— and  a  strong  proof  how  great 

A  blessing  is  sound  sleep,  Juanoa  lay 
As  fast  as  ever  husband  by  his  mate 

In  holy  matrimony  snores  away. 
Not  all  the  clamour  broke  her  happy  state 

Of  slumber,  ere  they  sliook  her,— so  they  say, 
A  t  least, — and  then  she  too  unclosed  her  eyes, 
And  yawn'd  a  good  deal  with  discreet  surprise. 


LXXIV. 

And  now  commenced  a  strict  investigation. 
Which,  as  all  spoke  at  once,  and  more  than  once 

Conjecturing,  wondering,  asking  a  narration. 
Alike  might  puizle  either  wit  or  dunce 

To  answer  in  a  very  clear  oration. 

Dudu  luid  never  pass'd  for  wanting  sense, 

But,  being  «  no  otalor,  as  Brutus  is,* 

Could  not  at  first  expound  what  was  amiss. 

LXXV. 

At  length  she  said,  that,  in  a  slumber  sound. 
She  dream'd  a  dream  of  walking  in  a  wood— 

A  «  wood  obscure,*  like  that  where  Dante  found  ' 
Himself  in  at  the  age  when  all  grow  good ; 

Life's  lialf-way  house,  where  dames  with  virtne  erown'd 
Run  much  less  risk  of  lovers  turning  mde ; — 

And  that  this  wood  was  full  of  pleasant  fruits. 

And  trees  of  goodly  growth  and  spreading  roou; 

LXXVI. 

And  in  the  midst  a  golden  apple  grew,— 
A  most  prodigious  pippin — but  it  hung 

Rather  too  high  and  distant;  that  she  threw 
Her  gbnces  on  it,  and  then,  longing.  Hung 

Stones,  and  whatever  she  could  pick  up,  to 
Bring  down  the  fruit,  which  still  perversely  elong 

To  its  own  bough,  and  dangled  yet  in  sight, 

Cut  always  at  a  most  provoking  height  :— 

LXXVIl. 

That  on  a  sudden,  when  she  least  had  hope. 

It  fell  down  of  its  own  accord,  before 
Her  feet;  that  her  first  movement  was  to  stoop 

And  pick  it  up,  and  bite  it  to  the  core; 
That  just  as  her  young  lip  began  to  ope 

Upon  the  golden  fruit  tlie  vision  bore, 
A  bee  flew  out  and  stung  her  to  the  heart, 
And  so— she  awoke  with  a  great  scream  and  surt. 

LXXVin. 
All  tlm  she  told  with  some  confusion  and 

Dismay,  the  usual  consequence  of  dreams 
Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 

To  expound  their  vain  and  visionary  gleams. 
I  ve  known  some  odd  ones  which  seem'd  really  plann'd 

Prophetically,  or  that  which  one  deems 
»«  A  strange  coincidence,*  to  use  a  phrase 
By  which  such  things  are  settled  now-a-days. 

LXXIX. 

The  damsels,  who  had  thoughu  of  some  great  harm, 

Uegau,  as  is  the  consequence  of  fear. 
To  scold  a  little  at  the  false  alarm 

That  broke  for  nothing  on  their  sleeping  ear. 
The  matron  too  vras  wroth  to  leave  her  warm 

Bed  for  the  dream  slie  had  been  obliged  to  hear. 
And  chafed  at  poor  Dudu,  who  only  sigh'd. 
And  said  that  she  was  sorry  she  had  cried. 

LXXX. 

« I  've  heard  of  stories  of  a  cock  and  bull : 

But  visions  of  an  apple  and  a  bee. 
To  Uke  us  from  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 

The  whole  Oda  from  their  beds  at  half-past  three, 
Would  make  us  think  the  moon  is  at  its  full. 

You  surely  are  unwell,  child  !  we  must  sec, 
j  To-morrow,  what  his  highncss's  physician 
Will  say  to  this  hysteric  of  a  virion. 
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LXXXI. 

«(  And  poor  Juanna  too !  the  child's  fir^^t  ni{]ht 
Within  these  walls,  to  he  broke  in  upon 

With  such  a  clamour — I  had  lhouj;ht  it  ri^;ht 
That  the  youni;  stranger  should  not  lie  alone, 

And,  as  the  quietest  of  all  shi*  m>i^;ht 

With  you,  Dudu,  a  pood  uiyhl's  rest  have  known; 

I'.ut  uow  1  must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 

Of  Lolah — though  her  couch  is  not  so  large. » 

Lxxxir. 

Lolah's  eyes  sparkled  at  the  proposition  ; 

But  poor  Dudu,  with  large  drops  in  her  own. 
Resulting  from  the  scolding  or  the  vision. 

Implored  that  present  |>arilon  might  he  shown 
For  this  first  fault,  and  that  on  no  comlition 

(She  added  iii  a  soft  and  piteous  tone), 
.lu.inna  should  be  taken  from  her,  and 
Her  future  dreams  should  all  be  ke|>t  in  hand. 

Lxxxnr. 

She  promised  never  more  to  have  a  dream, 
At  least  to  dream  so  loudly  as  just  now; 

She  wouder'd  at  herself  how  she  could  scream — 
T  w  IS  foolish,  nervous,  as  she  must  allow, 

A  fond  hallucination,  and  a  theme 

For  laughter— but  sin-  fell  her  spirits  low. 

And  begg'd  they  >*()ul(l  <'xcuse  her;  she  \i  get  over 

This  wrakucvs  in  a  few  hours,  and  recover. 

LXXXIV. 

And  here  Juanna  kindiv  interposed. 
And  said  she  felt  herself  extremely  well 

Where  slie  then  was,  as  her  sound  sleep  discTosed 
When  iill  around  rang  like  a  tocsin-bell  : 

She  did  not  find  herself  the  least  disposed 
To  quit  her  gentle  partner,  and  to  dwell 

Apart  from  one  who  had  no  sin  to  show, 

Save  that  of  dreaming  once  «  mal-a-propOs.« 

LXXXV. 

.As  thus  Juanna  spoke,  Dudu  lurn'd  round, 
And  hid  her  face  within  Jnanna's  breast ; 

Il<r  neck  alone  was  seen,  but  that  was  found 
The  colour  of  a  budding  rose's  crest. 

I  can't  tell  why  she  bliishM,  n«»r  e.in  expound 
The  mystery  of  this  rupture  of  cluir  rest ; 

All  that  1  know  is,  that  the  f.icts  I  state 

Arc  true  as  truth  has  ever  been  of  late. 

Lxxxvr. 

And  so  good  night  to  them, — or,  if  you  will, 

Good  morrow — for  the  cock  had  crown,  and  light 

licgan  to  clothe  each  Asiatic  hill, 

And  the  mosque  crescent  struggled  into  sight 

Of  the  long  caravan,  which  in  the  chill 

Of  dewy  dawn  wound  sinwiy  rnmul  eai  h  height 

That  stretches  to  the  stony  bell  wbirli  giids 

A>ia,  where  Kaff  looks  down  upon  the  Kurds. 

LXXXMI. 
With  the  first  ray.  or  r.ithrr  grey  of  nioi  n, 

(lulbpyaz  rose  froni  n'stlessiiis>  ;  .ind  p.dc 
As  I'.issioti  rises,  with  its  bosom  v<)rn, 

Arr.iy'd  lu-rself  Mith  ma!ill«',  g<'m,  and  veil  . 
The  nighting.ilc  tjiat  sings  with  the  i]<Tp  thorn. 

Which  Fable  places  in  her  bre.ist  of  wad, 
K  lighter  f.ir  of  heart  and  \oice  than  those 
Wh(»^e  headlong  passions  fonu  tlnir  propt  r  «oi- 


LXXXVIU. 

And  that  s  the  moral  of  this  composiiioa. 

If  people  would  but  see  its  real  drift; — 
But  til  fit  they  will  not  do  without  suspicion, 

Recanse  all  gentle  readers  have  the  gift 
Of  closing  'gaiusl  the  light  their  orbs  of  visioo  ; 

While  gentle  writers  also  love  to  lift 
Their  voices  gainst  each  other,  which  is  natural — 
The  uumbers  arc  too  great  for  them  to  tlatter  all. 

LXXXIX. 

Rose  the  Sultana  from  a  benl  of  splendour, — 
Softer  than  the  soft  Sybarite's,  who  cried 

Aloud  because  his  feelings  were  too  tender 
To  brook  a  rufiled  ros«'-lcaf  by  his  side, — 

So  beautiful  that  art  could  little  mend  her. 

Though  palcA^ith  conllicts  between  love  aud  pride  . — 

So  agitated  was  she  with  her  error, 

She  did  not  even  look  into  the  mirror. 

XC. 

Also  arose  about  the  self-same  time, 

Perhap'*  a  little  later,  her  great  lord, 
Master  of  thirty  kingdoms  so  sublime. 

And  of  a  wife  liy  whom  he  was  abhorr'd  , 
A  thing  of  much  less  import  in  that  clime — 

At  least  '.o  those  of  incomes  which  afford 
The  (illing  np  their  whole  coniuibial  cargo — 
Than  where  two  wives  arc  under  an  embargo. 

XG[. 

He  did  not  think  mnch  on  the  matter,  nor 

Indeed  on  any  other  ;  as  a  man, 
He  liked  to  have  a  handsome  paramour 

At  hand,  as  one  may  like  to  have  a  fan. 
And  therefore  of  (Circassians  had  good  store, 

As  an  aninsenient  afier  the  Divan  ; 
Thongli  an  nnnsual  lit  of  love,  or  duty. 
Hail  made  him  lately  bask  m  his  bride's  beauty. 

XCIl. 

And  now  he  rose  :  and  after  due  ablutions, 

Kxacted  by  the  customs  of  the  Fast, 
And  j)ra«ers  .ind  other  pious  evolutions, 

He  drank  .six  cnjjs  <if  coffee  at  the  least, 
Aiiil  tiien  withdrew  to  hear  about  the  Russians 

Whose  victories  had  lecently  increased. 
In  Catherines  reign,  whom  glory  still  adores 
As  greatest  of  all  st»Nereigus  and  w s. 

XCIl  I. 

I)«>t  oh,  thou  grand  legitimate  Alexander  ! 

Her  sons  son,  let  not  this  last  phrase  offend 
Tliine  ear,  if  it  should  reach, — and  uow  rhymes  vand.  r 

Almost  as  far  as  IVtersbnrgh,  and  k-ud 
■V  •hvadful  impnlse  to  ea(  h  h»ud  meander 

Of  nuirninring  lab(<rty's  wide  waves,  which  bhiid 
;  Thi'u'  roar  e\en  \»ilh  the  Ilaltic's, — so  you  be 
'  Your  fathei  s  son,  "t  is  qnite  enongh  for  me. 

XCIV. 

I  To  call  men  love-begottcn,  or  proclaim 

j        lliiii  mothers  as  the  antipoiles  of  Timon, 
ih.it  liatcr  of  niankind,  would  be  a  shame, 

j       -\  liliel.  or  whale'er  yon  please  to  rhyme  on  . 

;  lUit  peoples  anc«stors  are  hi'>torys  game; 

Anil  if  one  lady  s  slip  could  leave  a  crime  on 
All  i;eiierMious,  I  slioiild  like  to  know 
\'»  h.u  peihgrte  the  best  wouM  lu\c  to  sho\»  .' 
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xcv. 

Had  Catherine  and  the  Sulian  undentood 

Tlieir  own  true  interests  which  kings  rarely  know, 

rutll  t  is  taught  by  lessons  rather  rude, 
Tliore  was  a  way  to  end  thrir  strife,  although 

Perhaps  precarious,  had  they  but  thought  good, 
\Vithout  the  aid  of  prince  or  plcnipo  : 

She  to  dismiss  her  guards,  aud  he  his  haram. 

And  for  their  other  matters,  meet  and  share  'em. 

XCVf. 
But  a%  it  was,  his  Highness  bad  to  hold 

His  daily  council  upon  ways  and  means. 
How  to  encounter  with  this  martial  scold, 

Tiiis  modern  Aroaion  and  ^)uecn  of  queans ; 
And  the  perplexity  could  not  be  told 

Of  ail  the  pilkirs  of  the  stale,  which  leans 
Sometimes  a  little  heavy  on  the  backs 
Of  those  who  cannot  lay  on  a  new  tax. 

XCVII. 
Meantime  Gulbeyax,  when  her  king  was  gone, 

Hetired  into  her  boudoir,  a  sweet  place 
For  love  or  breakfast;  private,  pleasing,  lone, 

And  rich  with  all  contrivances  which  grace 
Tlio<>e  gay  recesses  : — many  a  precious  stone 

Sparkled  along  its  roof,  and  many  a  vase 
Of  porcelain  held  in  the  fctler'd  Mowers, 
Tliosc  captive  soothers  of  a  captive's  hours. 

xcvni. 

Mother  of  pearl,  and  porphyry,  and  marble, 
Vied  with  each  other  on  this  costly  spot; 

And  singing-birds  without  were  heard  to  warble; 
And  the  stain'd  glass  which  lighted  this  fair  grot 

Varied  each  ray; — but  all  descriptions  garble 
The  true  effect,  and  so  we  had  better  not 

Re  too  minute,  an  outline  is  the  best, — 

A  lively  reader's  fancy  does  the  rest. 

XCIX. 
Aud  here  she  summon'd  I>aba,  and  required 

Don  Juan  at  his  hands,  and  information 
Of  what  had  past  since  all  the  slaves  retired. 

And  whether  he  had  occupied  their  station ; 
If  matters  had  been  managed  as  desired, 

And  his  disguise  with  due  consideration 
Kept  up;  and,  above  all,  the  where  and  how 
lie  iiad  pass'd  the  night,  was  what  she  wish'd  lo  know. 

C. 

Uaha,  with  some  embarrassment,  replied 
To  this  long  catechism  of  questions  ask'd 

More  easily  than  answer'd, — that  he  had  tried 
His  best  to  obey  in  what  he  had  been  task'd; 

But  there  seem'd  something  that  he  wish'd  to  hide, 
ffhich  hesitation  more  betray'd  than  mask'd; 

He  scratch'd  his  ear,  the  infallible  resource 

To  which  embarrass'd  people  have  recourse. 

Cf. 
Gulbeyax  was  no  model  of  true  patience. 

Nor  much  disposed  to  wait  in  word  or  deed; 
Siic  liked  quick  answers  in  all  conversations; 

Aud  when  she  saw  him  stumbling  like  a  steed 
In  his  replies,  she  puzzled  him  for  fresh  ones; 

And  as  his  speech  grew  still  more  broken-kneed, 
Her  cheek  began  to  Hush,  her  eyes  to  sparkle, 
And  her  proud  brow's  blue  veins  to  swell  and  darkle. 


cn. 

WhcD  Baba  saw  these  symptoms,  which  he  knew 
To  bode  him  no  great  good,  he  deprecated 

Her  anger,  and  besecch'd  she  'd  hear  him  through — 
He  could  not  help  the  thing  which  he  related : 

Then  oat  it  came  at  length,  that  to  Dudu 

Juan  was  given  in  charge,  as  hath  been  stated; 

But  not  by  Baha's  fault,  he  said,  and  swore  on 

The  holy  camel's  hump,  besides  the  Koraa. 

an. 

The  chief  dame  of  the  Oda,  upon  whom 
Thfe  discipline  of  the  whole  harem  bore, 

As  soon  as  they  re-enter'd  their  own  room. 
For  Baba's  function  stopp'd  short  at  the  door. 

Had  settled  all ;  nor  could  he  then  presume 
(The  aforesaid  Baba)  just  then  to  do  more, 

Without  exciting  such  suspicion  as 

Might  make  the  matter  still  worse  than  it  was. 

CIV. 
He  hoped,  indeed  be  thought  he  could  be  sare, 

Juan  had  not  betray'd  himself;  in  fact 
T  was  certain  tluit  his  conduct  had  been  pure. 

Because  a  foolish  or  imprudent  act 
Would  not  alone  have  made  him  insecure. 

But  ended  in  his  being  found  out  and  $ack'd. 
And  thrown  into  the  sea. — ^Thus  Uaba  spoke 
Of  all  save  Dudii's  dream,  which  was  no  joke. 

CV. 

This  he  discreetly  kept  in  the  back  ground. 

And  talk'd  away — and  might  have  talk'd  till  now. 

For  any  further  answer  that  he  found, 

So  deep  an  anguish  wrung  Gulbey.u'  brow; 

Her  cheek  lurn'd  ashes,  ears  rung,  brain  whirl'd  round, 
As  if  she  had  received  a  sudden  blow. 

And  the  heart  s  dew  of  pain  sprang  fast  and  chilly 

O'er  her  fair  front,  like  morning's  on  a  lily. 

CVI. 
Although  she  was  not  of  the  fainting  sort, 

Baba  thought  she  would  faint,  but  there  he  err'd— 
It  was  but  a  convulsion,  which,  though  short. 

Can  never  be  described;  we  all  h.ive  heard, 
And  some  of  us  have  felt  thus  «  all  amort^» 

When  things  beyond  the  common  have  occurr'd; 
Gulbeyax  proved  in  that  brief  agony 
What  she  could  ne'er  express — then  how  should  IT 

CVII. 
She  stood  a  moment,  as  a  Pythoness 

Stands  on  her  tripod,  agonized,  and  full 
Of  inspiration  gather'd  from  distress. 

When  all  the  heart-strings  like  wild  horses  pull 
The  heart  asunder;— then,  as  more  or  less 

Their  speed  abated  or  their  strength  grew  dull. 
She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  by  slow  degrees. 
And  bow'd  her  throbbing  head  o'er  trembling  knees. 

CVIII. 
Her  foce  declined  and  was  unseen;  her  hair 

Fell  in  long  tresses  like  the  weeping  willow. 
Sweeping  the  marble  underneath  her  chair, 

Or  rather  sofa  (for  it  was  all  pillow, — 
A  low,  soft  ottoman),  and  black  despiir 

Stirr'd  up  and  down  her  bosom  like  a  billow. 
Which  rushes  to  some  shore  whose  sliiugles  check 
Its  farther  course,  but  must  receive  iu  wreck. 
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CIX. 

Her  lioad  liung  down,  aod  lior  long  h.iir  in  stoopiofj 
Conrcal'd  her  features  belter  tli.iu  a  veil; 

And  one  h.ind  o'er  tlic  ottoman  lay  drooping, 
White,  w.ixen.  and  as  al.ibister  pale  : 

Would  (hat  I  were  a  painter!  to  he  grouping 
All  that  a  ])Oet  drag^  into  detail! 

Oh  that  my  y^ords  were  eoh^ursl  hut  their  lints 

May  serve  perhaps  us  outlines  or  •>light  hints. 

ex. 

i'.aha,  who  knew  by  experience  when  to  talk 
And  MJien  to  hold  his  tongue,  now  iield  it  till 

riiis  passion  might  blow  oer,  nor  dared  lo  balk 
Gnlheyaz'  taciturn  or  speaking  will. 

At  length  she  ro'^e  up,  autl  began  to  walk 
Slowly  along  the  room,  but  silent  still, 

And  her  brow  ileard,  but  not  her  troubled  eye — 

The  wind  was  down,  but  <>till  tlic  sea  ran  high. 

CXI. 

She  &topp'd,and  raised  her  he.ul  to  speak — but  paused, 
And  then  moved  on  again  with  r.ipid  pace; 

Then  slackcn'd  it,  which  is  the  march  most  caused 
By  deep  emotion  : — you  may  <sometimes  trace 

\  feeling  in  each  footstep,  as  disclosed 
By  Sallust  in  his  Catiline,  who,  chased 

Iiy  all  the  demons  of  all  passions,  showil 

Their  work  even  by  the  way  in  which  he  trode. 

CXII. 

Culbeya/  stopp'd  and  beckon\l  Uaha  : — «»  Slave! 

bring  the  two  slaves !«  she  said,  in  a  low  lone, 
Hui  one  which  Baba  did  not  like  lo  brave, 

And  yet  he  shudder d,  and  seemd  rather  prone 
To  prove  reluctant,  and  begg'd  lea\e  to  crav«' 

(Though  he  well  knew  the  meaning)  to  he  shown 
What  slaves  her  highness  wishd  to  indicate, 
For  fear  of  any  error  like  ihe  late. 

cxni. 

M  The  r.eorgian  and  her  p  iramonr,»  replied 
The  imperial  bride — and  added,  «  Let  the  boat 

Be  ready  by  the  secret  portal's  side  : 

Vou  know  ihe  rest.»  The  wortls-siuck  in  her  throat, 

Despite  her  injured  love  and  Hery  pride; 
And  of  this  Ifaba  willin^^lv  look  note. 

And  begg'd,  by  every  hair  of  Maiioincl's  beard. 

She  would  revoke  the  order  he  had  heard. 

CXfV. 

«To  hear  is  lo  obey,»>  he  said;  «  but  still, 

Sultana,  ihink  upon  the  consejjueuce 
It  is  not  that  I  shall  not  all  fultil 

Your  ortlers,  even  in  their  severest  sense; 
But  such  precipitation  may  en«l  ill, 

Kven  at  your  own  imperative  expense; 
I  «lo  not  mean  destruciicm  an<l  exposure 
In  case  of  any  prcniatiue  di^elosure; 

c\v. 

t  But  your  own  feeling's. —  K\en  should  all  the  rest 
Be  hidden  by  the  rolling  wave*;,  which  hjile 

Aheaiiv  many  a  once  loveln  atcii  breast 
l)'-ep  in  the  ca\erns  of  the  dc  mIIv  liilc — 

You  hue  tliis  hoyish,  new  sr  r.igiio  giie<t. 
And  —  if  this  violent  rernedv  he  tried — 

K\cnse  my  freedom,  when  I  here  assuie  vou. 

'I  hat  kdlinj;  hnn  is  not  the  way  to  cure  you." 


CXVf. 

«  What  dosl  thou  know  of  love  or  feeling? — wretr  h 
Begone !»<  she  cried,  with  kindling  eye*,  M.intl  do 

.My  hi(hling!»  Baba  vanish'd;  for  to  stretcli 
His  own  remonstrance  further,  he  well  knew, 

Might  end  iu  aeting  as  his  own  «  Jack  Ketcli ;» 
Ami,  though  he  wish'd  extremely  to  gel  tlirough 

This  awkward  business  without  harm  to  olhers. 

Me  siill  preferr'd  his  own  neck  to  auoiher's. 

CXMI. 
•Vway  he  went  (hen  upon  his  commis>ion, 

Crowling  and  grumbling  in  good  Tnrkish  plirjsf 
.Vgainsl  all  women,  of  whate'er  condtliou, 

Kspecially  Sidtanas  and  their  way;; 
Their  obstiuacy,  pride,  and  indecision, 

Their  never  knowing  their  own  mind  two  day<». 
The  trouble  that  they  gave,  their  immorality. 
Which  made  him  daily  bics.s  bin  own  neutrality. 

CXYIII. 
And  then  he  call'd  his  brethren  to  his  aitl, 

.\nd  sent  one  on  a  summons  lo  the  pair. 
That  they  roust  instantly  be  well  array'd. 

And,  above  all,  be  comb'd  even  to  a  hair, 
.Vnd  brought  before  the  cmpres.s,  who  had  nnade 

Inquiries  after  them  with  kinclest  care  : 
.\l  which  Dudu  look'd  strange,  and  Juan  «iilJy: 
But  go  they  must  at  once,  and  will  I — nill  I. 

CX1X. 
.\nd  here  I  leave  tliem  at  their  preparation 

For  the  im|>erial  presence,  wherein  whether 
Culbeya/,  showM  them  both  commiseration. 

Or  got  rid  of  the  parlies  altogellier — 
Like  other  angry  Kulies  of  her  nation — 

Are  things  the  turning  of  a  hair  or  feather 
^lay  settle;  but  fir  be  't  fr«»m  me  to  anticipate 
In  wliat  way  firninine  caprice  may  dissipate. 

cxx. 

I  leave  them  for  the  present,  with  good  wrshe-.. 

Ihough  ilonbts  of  their  well  doing,  to  arranpc 
.\nolher  part  of  history;  for  ihe  dishes 

Of  this  onr  bancpiet  we  must  sometimes  change 
And,  (rusting  Juan  may  eseape  the  fishes. 

Although  his  situation  now  seems  strange 
.Vnd  s«  arcc  secure,  as  sueh  di|;ressions  nre  fair. 
The  Muse  will  take  a  lit  lie  touch  at  warfare. 


CAXTO  VIl. 


I. 

Oit  love!  oh  glory!  what  are  ye?  who  fly 

Aronrid  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight : 
riieie  s  not  a  meteor  in  the  pol  ir  sky 

Of  siieh  tr.uiseendant  and  more  fleeting  Hight. 
Cliiil,  and  ehaind  to  cold  earth,  we  lift  en  high 

Onr  eyes  in  search  of  either  lovely  bgbt; 
A  (lioiisind  and  a  (honsand  colours  they 
.'issimie.  then  Ie.i\e  ns  uii  ouc  freezing  w.iv 
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u. 

AdiI  siic]i  at  they  are,  such  my  present  tale  is, 
A  noii-dcscrtpl  and  ever-varying  rhyme, 

A  vorslllcd  Aurora  Borcaiis, 
Which  (la&hcs  o'er  a  irai»te  and  icy  clime. 

When  ve  know  what  all  are,  we  must  bewail  Uft, 
But  nr'cr  the  ici^s  I  hope  it  i»  no  crime 

To  lauyh  at  all  things  :  for  I  wish  to  know 

irhot,  after  all,  arc  all  thiugs— but  a  showl 

III. 

Tlicy  accuse  me — me — the  present  writer  of 
The  present  poem,  of — I  know  not  what, — 

A  teiuhnicy  to  uudcr-rate  and  scoff 

At  human  power  and  virtue,  and  all  tliat; 

And  this  tlicy  say  in  language  rather  rough. 
Good  Ciod !  I  >wondcr  what  they  would  he  at? 

I  s;iy  no  more  than  has  htcn  said  in  Dante's 

Verso,  and  by  Solomon,  and  by  Cervantes; 

IV. 

Dy  Swift,  by  Machiavcl,  by  Rochefoucault, 

By  Keuelon,  by  Luther,  and  by  Plato; 
By  Tillolson,  and  Wesley,  and  Rousseau, 

Who  knew  this  life  was  not  worth  a  potato. 
T  is  not  their  fault,  nor  mine,  if  this  be  so — 

For  my  part,  I  pretend  not  to  be  Cato, 
Nor  even  Diogenes. — We  live  and  die, 
But  which  is  best,  you  know  no  more  than  I. 

V. 

Socrates  said,  our  only  knowledge  was 

wTo  know  that  nothing  could  be  known ;»  a  pleasant 
Science  enough,  which  levels  to  an  ass 

Kach  man  of  wisdom,  future,  past,  or  present 
Newton  (that  proverb  of  the  mind),  alas  ! 

Declared,  with  all  his  grand  discoveries  recent, 
T'iiat  he  himself  felt  only  «« like  a  youth 
Picking  up  shells  by  the  great  ocean— truth. » 

VI. 

Ecrlfsiastes  said,  that  all  is  vanity — 

Slost  modern  preachers  say  the  same,  or  show  it 
By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity ; 

In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it. 
And  in  this  scene  of  all-con fcss'd  inanity, 

By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet. 
Must  I  restrain  me,  through  the  fear  of  strife. 
From  holding  up  the  nothingness  of  life? 

VII. 

Dogs,  or  men !  (for  I  flatter  you  in  saying 
That  ye  are  dogs— your  betters  far)  ye  may 

Piead,  or  read  not,  what  I  am  now  essaying 
To  show  ye  what  ye  are  in  every  way. 

As  little  as  the  moon  stops  for  the  baying 

Of  wolves,  will  the  bright  Muse  withdraw  one  ray 

From  out  her  skies:— then  howl  your  idle  wrath! 

While  she  still  silvers  o'er  your  gloomy  path. 

VIIT. 

«  Fierce  loves  and  faithless  wars>»— I  am  not  sure 
If  this  be  the  ri^jhl  reading— t  is  no  matter; 

The  fact's  about  the  same;  lam  secure;— 
I  sing  them  both,  and  am  about  to  batter 

A  town  which  did  a  famous  siege  endure. 
And  was  beleaguer  d  both  by  land  and  water 

By  Suvaroff,  or  anglice  Su^arrow, 

Who  loved  blood  as  an  alderman  loves  marrow. 


IX.  ! 

The  fortress  is  call'd  Ismail,  and  is  placed  | 

Upon  the  Danube's  left  branch  and  left  bank. 

With  buildings  in  the  oriental  taste, 

But  still  a  fortress  of  the  foremost  rank;  i 

Or  was,  at  least,  unless 'tis  since  defaced. 
Which  with  your  conquerors  is  a  common  prank: 

It  stands  some  eighty  versts  from  the  high  sea. 

And  measures  round  of  loises  thousands  three. 

X. 

Within  the  extent  of  this  fortification 

A  borough  is  comprised,  along  the  height 

Upon  the  left,  which ,  from  its  loftier  station, 
Commands  the  city,  and  upon  its  site 

A  Greek  had  raised  around  this  elevation 
A  quantity  of  palisades  upright. 

So  placed  as  to  impede  the  fire  of  those 

Who  held  the  place,  and  to  assist  the  foe's. 

XI. 

Tliis  circumstance  may  serve  to  give  a  notion 
Of  the  high  talents  of  this  new  Vauban  : 

But  the  town  ditch  below  was  deep  as  ocean. 
The  rampart  higher  than  yon'd  wish  to  hanff : 

But  then  there  was  a  great  want  of  precaution 
(Prithee,  excuse  this  engineering  slang). 

Nor  work  advanced,  nor  covcr'd-way  was  there. 

To  hint,  at  least,  «  Here  is  no  thoroughfare.  • 

XII. 
But  a  stone  bastion,  with  a  narrow  gorge, 

And  walls  as  thick  as  roost  sculls  bom  as  yet; 
Two  batteries,  cap-a-pi^,  as  our  Saint  George, 

Case-mated  one,  and  1'  other  «  k  harbette,N 
Of  Danube's  bank  took  formidable  charge; 

WMiile  two«and-twenty  cannon,  duly  set. 
Rose  o'er  the  town's  right  side,  in  bristling  tier. 
Forty  feet  high,  upon  a  cavalier. 

XHI. 

But  from  the  river  the  town's  open  quite. 
Because  the  Turks  could  never  be  persuaded 

A  Russian  vesSel  e'er  would  heave  in  sight; 
And  such  their  creed  was,  till  they  were  inraded. 

When  it  grew  rather  late  to  set  things  right. 
But  as  the  Danube  could  not  well  be  waded. 

They  look'd  upon  the  Muscovite  flotilla. 

And  only  shouted,  «  Alia !»  and  «  Bis  Millah !» 

XIV. 

The  Russians  now  were  ready  to  attack; 

But  oh,  ye  goddesses  of  war  and  glory! 
How  shall  I  spell  the  name  of  each  Cos&ack 

W'ho  were  immortal,  could  one  tell  their  story? 
Alas!  what  to  their  memory  can  lack? 

Achilles  self  was  not  more  grim  and  gory 
Than  thousands  of  this  new  and  polish'd  nation. 
Whose  names  want  nothing  but— pronunciation. 

XV. 

Still  I'll  record  a  few,  if  but  to  increase 

Our  euphony — there  was  Slrongenoff,  and  Strokonoff, 
Meknop,  Serge  Lvtdw,  Arseniew  of  modern  Greece, 

And  Tschitsshakoff,  and  Roguenoff,  and  Chokenoff, 
And  others  of  twelve  consonants  a  piece  : 

And  more  might  be  found  out,  if  I  could  poke  enough 
fntogaiettes;  but  fame  (capricious  strumpet!) 
It  seems  has  got  an  ear  as  well  as  trumpet, 
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XVI. 

And  cannot  tune  those  discords  of  narration, 
AVIiicli  may  be  nanifts  at  Moscow,  into  rhyme. 

Yet  llicrc  were  se^voral  worth  commemoration, 
As  e'er  was  virjjin  of  a  nuptial  chime  ; 

Soft  words  too,  fitted  for  the  peroration 
Of  Londonderry,  drawlinf^ajjainst  lime, 

landing  in  it  i^chskin,i>  uonsckiu,»  ><  iffskchy,»  u  ousk),» 

Of  whom  wc  can  insert  but  Rousaraouski, 

XVI  I, 

Scliercmatoff  and  Ghrematoff,  Koklopliti, 
Koclobski,  Kourakin,  and  Mouskiu  Pouskin  : 

All  proper  men  of  weapons,  as  e'er  scoff «l  liigh 
A|;ainsl  a  foe,  or  ran  a  sabre  through  skin  ; 

],itlle  cared  they  for  Mahomet  or  Mufti, 

ITiilcss  to  make  their  kettle-drums  a  new  skin 

Out  of  their  liides,  if  parchment  liad  grown  dear, 

And  no  more  handy  substitute  been  near. 

XVIIL 

Then  there  were  forei{jners  of  much  renown, 

Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers; 
Not  (i(;hlini^;  for  their  country  or  its  crown, 

Hut  wi>hin};  to  be  oue  tlay  bri[;:uliers; 
Also  to  have  the  saikin{jof  a  town — 

A  pbM'^aiU  tiling  to  younu  men  at  tlieir  years. 
Mon;^;vl  ihein  were  several  Lnylishmcn  of  pith, 
Si'ctreu  calld  TUompsou,  and  nineteen  named  Smith. 

XIX. 

Jack  Tiiompsou  and  Rill  Thompson; — all  the  rest 
Had  been  call'tl  «  Jc»imj,»  after  the  great  bard  ; 

I  ilon't  kuo'.N  whether  they  had  arms  or  crest, 
Ihit  such  a  godfather's  as  good  a  card. 

Three  of  the  Smiths  were  iVters;  but  the  best 
Amongst  them  all,  hard  blows  to  inflict  or  warn, 

Was  he,  since  so  renown  d  »« in  country  cpiarters 

At  Halifax;))  but  now  he  scr\ed  the  T.iriars. 

XX. 

The  rest  were  Ja^ks  anil  Cills,  and  V»'ills  and  lUlU; 

hut  when  I   \e  added  ihat  the  elder  Jack  Smith 
Was  born  in  Cumberland  among  the  hilK, 

And  that  his  father   was  an  honest  Idicksmilh, 
I    vc  Slid  all  /  know  of  a  nanw  that  fills 

Tlirce  lines  of  (hedisp  tich  in  faking  «<Sclimacksmilh,» 
A  vill  i};e  of  Moldavia's  waste,  \\  herein 
lie  fill,  immortal  in  a  bullctiu. 

XXI. 

I  wonder  (although  Mars  no  doubt  s  a  god  I 

Pr.iise)  if  a  man's  name  in  a  bulletin 
May  make  up  for  a  bullet  in  his  body? 

I  hope  this  little  question  is  no  sin. 
Because,  though  I  am  but  a  simple  noddy, 

I  think  one  Shakspcare  puts  the  same  thought  in 
The  mouth  of  sonie  one  in  his  pl'<y>>  so  doating, 
Which  many  pet»ple  pass  for  wits  by  quoting. 

XXII. 

Then  (here  were  Frenchmen,  gallant,  young,  and  gay; 

I'lUt  I'm  (o«»  great  a  patriot  to  reconl 
Their  (iailit:  names  u|)on  a  glorious  day; 

1  d  rather  tell  (cn  lies  than  say  a  word 
t)f  irndi; — such  truths  are  treason  :  they  betray 

TlnMC  coiuitry.and,  as  trait<M-s  are  abliorrd. 
Who  uirne  the  rrench  and  I'nglish,  save  to  show 
How  peace  shoidd  makeJohn  Bull  the  rrenchman's  fo.v 


XXIII. 

The  Iiussinns,  having  built  two  batteries  on 
An  isle  near  Ismail,  had  two  ends  in  view; 

The  first  was  to  bombard  it,  and  knock  down 
The  public  buildings,  and  the  private  too, 

No  matter  >*hat  poor  soids  might  be  imdoue. 
The  city's  shape  suggested  this,  't  is  true; 

Form'd  like  an  amphitheatre,  each  dwelling 

Presi-nted  a  tine  mark  to  throw  a  shell  in. 

XXIV. 

The  second  oliject  was  to  profit  by 

The  moment  of  the  general  consternation. 

To  attack  the  Turk's  flotilla,  which  lay  nigh. 
Extremely  tranquil," anchor'd  at  its  station  : 

But  a  third  motive  was  as  probably 
To  frighten  them  into  capitulation; 

A  phantasy  which  sometimes  seizes  warriors. 

Unless  they  are  game  as  bull-dogs  and  fox-terriers. 

XXV. 

A  habit  rather  blameable,  which  is 

That  of  despising  those  we  combat  w^ith, 

Common  in  many  cases,  was  in  this 

The  cause  of  kiUiug  Tchitchitzkoff  and  Smith; 

One  of  the  valorous  «  Smiths^  whom  we  shall  miss 
Out  of  those  nineteen  who  late  rhymed  to  *f  pitli  ;r 

But  't  is  a  name  so  spread  o'er  ««Siri»  and  «  Madam, a 

That  one  would  think  the  first  who  bore  it  u  Xdxm.h 

XXVI, 

The  Bussian  batteries  were  incomplete. 

Because  they  were  constructed  in  a  hurry. 

Thus,  the  same  cause  Mhich  makes  a  verse  want  fft. 
And  throws  a  cloud  o'er  Longman  and  John  Murray 

When  the  sale  of  new  books  is  not  so  flecl 
As  the'v  who  print  them  think  is  necessary, 

May  likewise  j>ut  off  fur  a  time  what  story 

Sometimes  calls  «  murder,"  and  ai  others  «  glory. » 

XXVIL 

Whether  it  wa>  their  engineers'  stupidity. 

Their  haste,  or  waste,  1  neither  know  nor  care. 

Or  some  contr.ictor's  personal  cupidity. 
Saving  his  s(nil  l)y  cheating  in  the  ware 

<^f  honiicidc;  hut  there  was  no  solidity 
In  the  new  batteries  erected  there; 

They  either  miss'd,  or  they  ^>ere  uever  miss'd, 

.\ud  added  greatly  to  the  missing  list. 

XXVIII. 

A  sad  miscalculation  about  distance 
Made  all  iln.ir  na\al  matters  incorrect; 

Three  rire-shlps  lost  their  amiable  existence 
Before  they  reaeh'd  a  spot  to  take  effect; 

The  ui.iieh  was  lit  too  soon,  and  no  assistance 
Could  remedy  this  luld^erly  defect; 

They  blew  up  in  the  middle  of  the  river. 

While,  though  t  was  dawu,  the  Turks  slept  fast  as  o-- 

XXIX. 

At  seven  ihey  rose,  however,  and  survcy'd 

The  Knss  (lotilla  getting  under  way; 
r  was  nine,  ^^hen  still  advancing  uudismay'd. 

W  idiin  a  table's  length  their  vessels  lay 
( fff  Lni.iil,  and  commenced  a  cannonade, 

Which  was  return  (1  with  interest,  I  may  wy, 
.\iid  bv  a  lire  of  musketry  and  grasse. 
And  sh(  lis  and  shot  of  every  si/c  and  shape. 
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XXX. 

For  six  hours  bore  they  without  intermiuioD 
The  Turkish  tire;  and,  aided  by  their  own 

Land  batteries,  work'd  their  ^ns  with  great  precision: 
At  length  they  found  mere  cannonade  alone 

By  no  means  would  produce  the  town's  submission, 
And  made  a  signal  to  retreat  at  one. 

One  bark  blew  up ;  a  second,  near  the  works 

Running  aground,  was  taken  by  the  Turks. 

XXXI. 

The  Moslem  too  had  lost  both  ships  and  men; 

But  when  they  saw  the  enemy  retire, 
Tlieir  Delhis  mann'd  some  boats,  and  sail'd  again, 

And  gall'd  the  Russians  with  a  heavy  fire, 
And  tried  to  make  a  landing  on  the  main. 

Rut  here  the  effect  fell  short  of  their  desire : 
Count  Damas  drove  them  back  into  the  water 
I'ell-mell,  and  with  a  whole  gazette  of  slaughter. 

XXXII. 

«  If  M  (says  the  historian  here)  « I  could  report 
All  that  the  Russians  did  upon  this  day, 

I  think  that  several  volumes  would  fiill  short, 
And  1  should  still  have  many  things  to  say ;» 

And  so  he  says  no  more — but  pays  his  court 
To  some  distinguish'd  strangers  in  that  fray. 

The  Prince  de  Ligne,  and  Larf)jeron.  and  Damas, 

Names  great  as  any  that  the  roll  of  fame  has. 

X.XXIII. 
This  being  the  case,  may  show  us  what  fame  is: 

For  out  of  three  «  jnreux  chevaliers^*  how 
Many  of  common  readers  give  a  guess 

Tliat  such  existed?  (and  they  may  live  now 
For  ought  we  know.)     Renown  's  all  hit  or  misa; 

There 's  fortune  even  in  fame,  we  must  allow. 
T  is  true  the  Memoirs  of  the  Prince  de  Ugne 
Have  half  withdrawn  from  him  oblivion's  screen. 

XXXIV. 

But  here  are  men  who  fought  in  gallant  actions 

As  gallantly  as  ever  heroes  fought. 
But  buried  in  the  heap  of  such  transactions^- 

Their  names  are  seldom  found,  nor  often  sought. 
Thus  even  good  fame  may  suffer  sad  contractions, 

And  is  extinguished  sooner  than  she  ought : 
Of  all  our  modern  battles,  I  will  bet 
You  can't  repeat  nine  names  from  each  gaselte. 

XXXV. 

In  short,  this  last  attack,  though  rich  in  glory, 

Sliow'd  that  somewhere,  somehow^  there  was  a  Ciult; 

And  Admiral  Ribas  (known  in  Russian  story) 
Most  strongly  recommended  an  assault; 

In  which  be  was  opposed  by  young  and  hoary. 
Which  made  a  long  debate: — but  I  must  halt; 

For  if  I  wrote  down  every  warrior's  speech, 

I  doubt  few  readers  e'er  would  mount  the  breach. 

XXXVI. 

There  was  a  man,  if  that  he  was  a  man, — 

Not  that  his  manhood  could  be  called  in  question, 

For,  had  he  not  been  Hercules,  his  span 
Dad  been  as  short  in  youth  as  indigestion 

Made  his  last  illness,  when,  all  worn  and  wan, 
He  died  beneath  a  tree,  as  much  unbless'd  on 

The  soil  of  the  green  province  he  had  wasted, 

As  e'er  was  locust  on  the  land  it  blasted  ;«- 


XXXVII. 
This  was  Potemkin — a  great  thing  in  days 

When  homicide  and  harlotry  made  great, 
If  stars  and  titles  could  entail  long  praise. 

His  glory  might  half  equal  his  estate. 
This  fellow,  being  six  foot  high,  could  raise 

A  kind  of  phantasy  proportionate 
In  the  then  sovereign  of  the  Russian  people. 
Who  measured  men  as  yuu  would  do  a  steeple. 

XXXVIII. 
While  things  were  in  abeyance,  Ribas  sent 

A  courier  to  the  prince,  and  he  succeeded 
In  ordering  matters  after  his  own  bent 

I  caunot  tell  the  way  in  which  he  pleaded. 
But  shortly  he  had  cause  to  be  content. 

In  the  mean  time  the  batteries  proceeded, 
And  fourscore  cannon  on  the  Danube's  border 
Were  briskly  fired,  and  answer'd  in  due  order. 

XXXIX. 

But  on  the  thirteenth,  when  already  part 
Of  the  troops  were  embark'd,  the  siege  to  raise, 

A  courier  on  the  spur  inspired  new  heart 
Into  all  panters  for  newspaper  praise. 

As  well  as  dilettanti  in  war's  art. 

By  his  dispatches  couch'd  in  pithy  phrase. 

Announcing  the  appointment  of  that  lover  of 

Battles  to  the  comnund,  Field-Marshal  Suvaroff. 

XL. 

The  letter  of  the  prince  to  the  same  marshal 
Was  worthy  of  a  Spartan,  had  the  cause 

Been  one  to  which  a  good  heart  could  be  partial,— 
Defence  of  freedom,  country,  or  of  laws  ; 

But  as  it  was  mere  lust  of  power  to  o'er-arch  all 
With  his  proud  brow,  it  meriu  slight  applause, 

Save  for  its  style,  which  said,  all  in  a  trice, 

«  You  will  uke  Ismail,  at  whatever  price.w 

XLI. 
«  Let  there  be  light !»  said  God,  «  and  there  was  light !» 

«  Let  there  be  blood !»  says  man,  and  there  '•  a  sea ! 
The  fiat  of  this  spoil'd  child  of  the  night 

(For  day  ne'er  saw  his  merits)  couU  decree 
More  evil  in  an  hour,  than  thirty  bright 

Summers  could  renovate,  though  they  should  be 
Lovely  as  those  which  ripen'd  Eden's  fruit-" 
For  war  cuts  up  not  only  branch  but  root. 

XLII. 
Our  friends  the  Turks,  who  with  loud  «  Alias*  now 

Began  to  signalise  the  Russ  retreat. 
Were  damnably  mistaken ;  few  are  slow 

In  thinking  Uiat  their  enemy  is  beat 
(Or  ^aten,  if  jrou  insist  on  grammar,  though 

I  never  think  about  it  in  a  heat) ; 
But  here  I  say  the  Turks  were  much  mistaken. 
Who,  hating  hogs,  yet  wish'd  to  save  their  bacon. 

XLIII. 

For,  on  the  sixteenth,  at  full  gallop  drew 
In  sight  two  horsemen,  who  were  deem'd  Cossacks 

For  some  time,  till  they  came  iu  nearer  view. 
They  had  but  little  baggage  at  their  backs. 

For  there  were  but  three  shirts  between  the  two ; 
But  on  they  rode  upon  two  Ukraine  hacks. 

Till,  in  approaching,  were  at  length  descried 

In  this  plain  pair,  Suwarrow  and  his  guide. 

So 
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XLIV. 
«  Great  joy  to  Loadon  now  !»>  says  some  great  fool, 

When  London  had  a  grand  illumination, 
Which  to  that  bottle-conjuror,  John  Bull, 

Is  of  all  dreams  the  first  hallucination  ; 
So  that  the  streets  of  colourd  lamps  arc  full, 

That  sage  {iaid  John)  surrenders  at  discretion 
Ilis  pur*c,  his  soul,  his  sense,  and  even  his  nouscnsc, 
To  gratify,  like  a  huge  moth,  this  one  sense. 

XLV. 
'T  is  strange  that  he  should  further  wdamn  his  eyes,» 

For  they  are  damu'd  :  that  once  all-famous  oath 
Is  lo  the  devil  now  no  further  prize, 

Since  John  has  lately  lost  the  use  of  both. 
Debt  he  calls  wealth,  and  taxes,  paradise : 

And  famine,  with  her  gaunt  and  bony  growth. 
Which  stares  him  in  the  face,  he  won't  examine, 
Or  swears  that  Ceres  hath  begotten  Famine. 

XLVI. 

But  to  the  tale.     Great  joy  unto  the  camp ! 

To  Russian,  Tartar,  English,  French,  Cossack, 
O'er  whom  Suwarrow  shone  like  a  gas-lamp. 

Presaging  a  most  luminous  attack  ; 
Or,  like  a  wisp  along  the  marsh  so  damp, 

Winch  leads  beholders  on  a  boggy  walk. 
He  flitted  to  and  fro,  a  dancing  light. 
Which  all  who  saw  it  follow'd,  wrong  or  right. 

xLvn. 

But,  certes,  matters  took  a  different  face; 

There  was  enthusiasm  and  much  applause. 
The  fleet  and  camp  saluted  with  great  grace. 

And  all  presaged  good  fortune  to  their  cause. 
Within  a  cannon-shot  length  of  the  place 

They  drew,  constructed  ladders,  repair'd  flaws 
In  former  works,  made  new,  prepared  fascines, 
And  all  kinds  of  benevolent  machines. 

XLVIII. 
'T  is  thus  (he  spirit  of  a  single  mind 

Makes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  direction, 
As  roll  tho  waters  to  the  breathing  wind, 

Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  bull's  protection  : 
Or  as  a  little  dog  will  lead  the  blind. 

Or  a  bell-wether  form  the  flock's  connexion 
By  tinkling  sounds  when  they  go  forth  to  victual  : 
Such  is  the  sway  of  your  great  men  o'er  little. 

XLIX. 

The  whole  camp  rung  with  joy ;  you  would  have  thought 
That  they  were  going  to  a  marriage-feast 

fTliis  metaphor.  I  think,  holds  good  as  aught. 
Since  there  is  discord  after  both  at  least). 

There  was  not  now  a  luggige-boy  but  sought 
Dangrr  and  spoil  with  ardour  much  increased  ; 

And  why?  berausi*  a  little,  old,  odd  man, 

Stript  to  his  shirt,  was  come  to  lead  the  van. 

L. 

But  so  it  was;  and  every  preparation 

Wis  mad«'  with  nil  alacrity;  Uie  first 
DetaohmfMit  of  three  columns  took  its  station. 

And  waited  but  the  signals  voice  to  burst 
I'pon  the  foe  :  the  seconds  ordination 

Was  aUo  in  three  •  olumns.  with  a  thirst 
For  glory  gaping  tier  a  sea  "f  slaughter: 
Tlir  ibird,  in  columns  two,  attick'd  by  water. 


LI. 

New  batteries  were  erected ;  and  was  held 

A  general  council,  in  which  unanimity, 
That  stranger  to  most  councils,  here  prevail'd. 

As  sometimes  happens  in  a  great  extremity; 
And,  every  difficulty  being  expell'd, 

Glory  began  to  dawn  with  due  sublimity  : 
While  Suvaroff,  determined  to  obtain  it. 
Was  teaching  his  recruits  to  use  the  bayonet. 

LII. 

It  is  an  actual  fact,  that  he,  commander- 
in-chief,  in  proper  person,  deign'd  to  drill 

The  awkward  s(]uad,  and  could  afford  to  squander 
His  time,  a  corporal's  duties  to  fulfil : 

Just  as  you  'd  break  a  sucking  salamander 
To  swallow  flame,  and  never  take  it  ill; 

lie  show  d  them  how  to  mount  a  ladder  (which 

Was  not  like  Jacob's)  or  to  cross  a  ditch. 

LIIL 

Also  he  dress'd  up,  for  the  nonce,  fascines 

Like  men,  with  turbans,  scimitars,  and  dirks. 

And  made  them  charge  with  bayonets  these  machines. 
By  way  of  lesson  against  actual  Turks; 

And,  when  well  practised  in  these  mimic  scenes, 
lie  judged  them  proper  to  assail  the  works; 

At  which  your  wise  men  sneerd,  in  phrases  witty : 

He  made  no  answer;  but  he  tooktlie  city. 

LIV. 
.Most  things  were  in  this  posture  on  the  eve 

Of  the  assault,  and  all  the  camp  was  in 
x\  stern  repose ;  which  you  would  scarce  conceive  ; 

Yet  men,  resolved  to  dash  through  thick  aud  liiin. 
Are  very  silent  when  they  once  believe 

That  all  is  settled  :— there  was  little  dio, 
For  some  were  thinking  of  their  home  and  fnends^ 
And  others  of  themselves  and  latter  ends. 

LV. 

Suwarrow  chiefly  was  on  the  alert, 

Surveying,  drilling,  ordering,  jesting,  poadering 
For  the  man  was,  we  safely  may  assert, 

A  thing  to  wonder  at  beyond  most  wondering  ; 
Hero,  buffoon,  half-<leniou,  and  half-dirt. 

Praying,  instructing,  desolating,  blundering ; 
Now  Mars,  now  Momus;  and  when  bent  lo  storm 
.\  fortress,  harlequin  in  uniform. 

LVI. 

The  day  before  the  assault,  while  upon  drill — 
F'or  this  great  conqueror  playd  the  coq>or.-»l — 

Some  Cossacks,  hovering  like  hawks  round  a  hill. 
Had  met  a  party  towards  the  twilight's  fell. 

One  of  whom  spoke  their  tongue,  or  well  or  ill — 
T  was  much  that  he  was  understood  at  all; 

But  whethrr  from  his  voice,  or  speech,  or  manoer. 

They  found  that  he  had  fought  beneath  their  banner. 

LVII. 

Whereon,  immediately  at  his  request. 

They  brought  him  and  his  comrades  to  head-qua rl^T« 
Their  dress  was  Moslem,  but  you  might  have  gue^'d 

That  these  were  merely  masquerading  Tartars, 
And  that  beneath  each  Turkish-fashion'd  vest 

Liiik'd  Christianity;  who  sometimes  barters 
Ikr  inward  grace  for  outward  show,  and  makes 
It  difticuli  to  shun  some  strauge  mistakes. 
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LVIFF. 
Suwarrow,  who  was  standing  in  hu  shirt, 

Befor«  a  company  of  Calmucks,  drilling. 
Exclaiming,  fooling,  swearing  at  the  inert, 

And  lecturing  on  the  uohic  art  of  killing, — 
For,  deeming  human  clay  but  common  dirt. 

This  great  philosopher  was  thas  instilling 
His  maxims,  which,  to  martial  comprehension, 
Proved  death  in  battle  equal  to  a  pension; — 

LIX. 
Suwarrow,  when  he  saw  this  company 

Of  Cotaacks  and  their  prey,  tum'd  round  and  cast 
Upon  ibem  his  slow  brow  and  piercing  eye  :— 

«  Whence  come  ye?i»— «  From  Constantinople  fast, 
Captives  just  now  escaped,*  was  the  reply. 

«  What  are  ye7»— «  What  you  see  us.»  Briefly  paat 
This  dialogue;  for  he  who  answer'd  knew 
To  whom  he  spoke,  and  made  his  words  bnt  few. 

LX. 
«  Your  names  ?» — «  Mine 's  Johnson,  and  my  comrade  s 
Juan; 

The  other  two  are  women,  and  the  third 
Is  neither  man  nor  woman. »  The  chief  threw  on 

The  party  a  sUght  glance,  then  said :  m  I  have  heard 
your  name  before,  the  second  is  a  new  one; 

To  bring  the  other  three  here  was  absurd ; 
But  let  that  pass ;— I  think  I  've  heard  your  name 
In  the  Nikolaiew  regiment T» — «  Tlie  same.* — 

Lxr. 

«Tou  senred  at  Widin?*— «iTes.  w«Ton  led  the  attack T  » 

«  I  did.M — nWhat  next?»— «l  really  hardly  know.* 
«  You  were  the  first  i'  the  breach  r*— « I  was  not  slack, 

At  least,  to  follow  those  who  might  be  to.» — 
*«Wliat  foUow'd?*— «  A  ahot  laid  me  on  my  back, 

And  I  became  a  prisoner  to  the  foe.» — 
«  Yon  shall  have  Tengeance,  for  the  town  snrroimded 
It  twice  as  strong  as  that  where  you  were  wounded. 

LXII. 
«  Where  will  yon  senreTn — « Where'er  you  please.* — «l 
know 

You  like  to  be  the  hope  of  the  forlorn. 
And  doubtless  would  be  foremost  on  the  foe 

After  the  hardshipc  yon  've  already  borne. 
And  this  young  fellow?  say  what  can  he  do7~ 
<    He  with  the  beardless  chin  and  garments  torn.* — 
«  Why,  general,  if  he  liath  no  greater  fault 
In  war  than  love,  he  had  better  lead  the  assault.* — 

LXIII. 
«  Be  shall,  if  that  he  dare.*  Here  Juan  bow'd 

Low  as  the  compliment  deserved.  Suwarrow 
Continued :  «  Your  old  regiment 's  alloVd, 

By  special  providence,  to  lead  to-morrow, 
Or  it  may  be  to-night,  the  assault :  I've  vow'd 

To  several  saints,  that  shortly  plough  or  harrow 
Shall  pass  o'er  what  was  Ismail,  and  its  tusk 
Be  unimpeded  by  the  proudest  mosque. 

LXIV. 

«  So  now,  my  lads,  for  glory !»-— Ilere  he  tnro*d, 
And  drill'd  away  in  the  most  classic  Ru^iao, 

Until  each  high,  heroic  bosom  burn'd 

For  cash  and  conquest,  as  if  from  a  cushion 

A  preacher  had  held  forth  (who  nobly  spum'd 

All  earthly  goods  save  tithes)  and  bade  them  push  on 

To  slay  the  Pagans  who  resisted,  battering 

The  armies  of  the  Christian  Empress  Catherine. 


LXV. 
Johnson,  who  knew  by  this  long  colloquy 

Himself  a  fisvourite,  ventured  to  address 
Suwarrow,  though  engaged  with  accenu  high 

In  his  resumed  amusement  «  I  confess 
My  debt  in  being  thus  allow'd  to  die 

Among  the  foremost ;  but  if  you  *d  express 
Explicitly  our  several  posts,  my  friend 
And  self  would  know  what  duty  to  attend.* — 

LXVI. 
«  Right !  I  was  busy,  and  forgot.  Why,  yon 

Will  join  your  former  regiment,  which  should  be 
Now  under  arms.  Ho!  Katskoff,  take  him  to— 

(Here  he  call'd  up  a  Polish  orderiy) — 
His  post,  I  mean  the  regiment  Nikolaiew. 

The  stranger  stripling  may  remain  with  me; 
He  *s  a  fine  boy.  The  woman  may  be  sent 
To  the  other  baggage,  or  to  the  sick  tent.* 

LXVn. 
But  here  a  sort  of  scene  began  to  ensue : 

The  ladies, — who  by  no  means  had  been  bred 
To  be  disposed  of  in  a  way  so  new. 

Although  their  harem  education  led 
Doubtless  to  that  of  doctrines  the  most  tme. 

Passive  obedience,  now  raised  up  the  head, 
WMlh  flashing  eyes  and  starting  tears,  and  flung 
Their  arms,  as  hens  their  wings  about  their  young, 

LXVin. 
O'er  the  promoted  couple  of  brave  men 

Who  were  thus  honour'd  by  the  greatest  chief 
That  ever  peopled  hell  with  heroes  slain. 

Or  plunged  a  province  or  a  realm  in  grief. 
Oh,  foolish  mortals!  always  taught  in  vain! 

Oh,  glorious  laurel !  since  for  one  sole  leaf 
Of  thine  imaginary  deathless  tiee. 
Of  blood  and  tears  must  flow  the  unebbing  tea! 

LXIX. 
Snwairow,  who  had  small  regard  for  tears, 

And  not  much  sympathy  for  blood,  survey'd 
The  women  with  their  hair  about  their  ears 

And  natural  agonies  with  a  slight  shade 
Of  fieeling :  for,  however  habit  sears 

Men's  hearts  against  whole  millions,  when  their  trade 
Is  butchery,  sometimes  a  single  sorrow 
WiU  touch  even  heroes— and  snch  was  Suwarrow. 

LXX. 

He  said — and  in  the  kindest  Galmnck  lone — 
«  Why,  Johnson,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean 

By  bringing  women  here?  They  shall  be  shown 
All  the  attention  possible,  and  seen 

In  safety  to  the  waggons,  where  alone 
In  fact  they  can  be  safe.  You  should  have  been 

Aware  this  kind  of  baggage  never  thrives  : 

Save  wed  a  year,  I  hate  recruits  with  wives.* 

•  LXXI. 

«May  it  please  yonr  excellency,*  thus  replied 
Our  British  friend,  «  these  are  the  wives  of  others, 

And  not  our  own.  I  am  too  qualified 
By  service  with  my  military  brothers, 

To  break  the  rules  by  bringing  one's  own  bride 
Into  a  camp;  I  know  that  nought  so  bothers 

The  hearts  of  the  heroic  on  a  charge, 

As  leaving  a  small  family  at  large. 
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LXXII. 

M  But  these  are  but  two  Turkish  ladies,  who 

With  their  attendant  aided  oures>cape, 
And  afterwards  accotripanied  us  through 

A  thousand  perils  iu  this  dubious  shape. 
To  mc  this  kind  of  life  is  not  so  new, 

To  them,  poor  thin(;s!  it  is  an  awkward  step; 
1  therefore,  if  you  wish  me  to  fi^jht  freely, 
Request  that  they  may  both  be  used  gentcelly.w 

LXXin. 
Meantime,  these  two  poor  pirls,  with  swimming  eyes, 

Look'd  on  as  if  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 
Their  own  protectors;  nor  was  their  surprise 

Less  than  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just) 
To  see  an  old  man,  rather  wild  tlian  wise 

In  aspect,  pl.iinly  clad,  be<;menrd  with  dust, 
Stript  to  his  waistcoat,  and  that  not  too  clean, 
More  fcar'd  than  all  the  sultans  ever  seen. 

LXXIV. 

For  every  thinij  seem'd  resting  on  his  nod. 

As  they  coulil  read  in  all  eyes.     Now,  to  them. 

Who  were  accuvtnm'd,  as  a  sort  of  god. 
To  see  the  sultan,  rich  in  many  a  gem, 

Like  an  imperial  peacock  stalk  abroad 
(That  royal  bird,  whose  tail  s  a  diadem), 

With  all  the  pomp  of  power,  it  was  a  doulit 

How  power  could  condescend  to  do  without. 

LXXV. 

John  Johnson,  seeing  their  extreme  dismay 
Though  little  versed  in  feelings  oriental, 

Suggested  some  slight  comfort  in  his  way. 
Don  Juan,  who  was  much  more  sentimental. 

Swore  they  should  see  him  by  the  dawn  of  day. 
Or  that  tl>e  Russian  army  should  repent  nH  ; 

Aud,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  consolation 

In  this — for  females  like  exaggeration. 

LXXVI. 

And  then,  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some  slight  kisses. 
They  ]>arted  for  the  present — the^c  to  await. 

According  to  the  artillery's  hits  or  mivses, 

What  <!age<i  call  CJiance.  Providence,  or  Fate — 

(['nceriainty  is  one  of  many  blisses, 
A  mortgage  on  Humanilv's  estate) — 

While  their  beloved  friends  brgan  to  arm. 

To  burn  a  town  which  never  did  them  harm. 

LXXVII. 
Suwarrow,  who  hut  saw  things  in  the  gross — 

Being  much  too  gross  to  see  them  in  detail ; 
Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross. 

And  as  the  wind  a  widow'd  nation's  wail, 
And  cared  as  little  for  his  armv's  loss 

(So  that  their  rfforts  should  at  length  prevail) 
As  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  of  Job;  — 
What  was  t  to  liim  to  hear  two  women  sob? 

LXXVIII.  • 

Nothing.   The  work  of  glory  still  went  ou 

In  preparations  for  a  cannonade 
As  tpcrililp  as  rhat  of  Ilion, 

If  llonifT  had  found  mortars  ready  made; 
But  now,  instead  of  slaying  IViani's  son, 

We  only  can  but  talk  of  escalade, 
I>ombs,drums,gims,bas(ion8,  batteries,  bayonets,  bullets, 
Hard  words  wliich  stick  in  the  soft  Muses* gullets. 


LXXIX. 

Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer!  who  couldst  charm 

All  ears,  though  long, — all  ages,  thou^jh  so  short. 

By  merely  wielding  with  poetic  arm 

Arms  to  which  men  will  never  more  resort. 

Unless  gunpowder  should  ^c  found  to  harm 
Much  less  than  is  the  hope  of  every  court, 

Which  now  is  leagued  young  Freedom  to  aimoy; — 

But  they  will  not  find  Liberty  a  Troy  : 

LXXX. 

Oh !  thou  eternal  Homer!  I  have  now 

To  paint  a  siege,  wherein  more  men  were  »Iain, 

With  deadlier  engines  and  a  speedier  blow. 
Than  in  thy  Creek  gazette  of  that  campaign; 

And  yet,  like  all  men  else,  I  must  allow. 
To  vie  with  thee  would  be  about  as  vain 

As  for  a  brook  to  cope  with  ocean's  flood; 

But  still  we  moderns  equal  you  in  blood — 

LXXXL 

If  not  in  poetry,  at  least  in  fact  ; 

And  fact  is  truth,  the  grand  desideratum' 
Of  which,  howe'er  the  Muse  describes  each  act. 

There  should  be.  ne'ertheless,  a  slight  substratum. 
But  now  the  town  is  going  to  be  attack'd; 

Great  deeds  are  doing — how  shall  I  relate  *em? 
Souls  of  immortal  gen^^rals!  Phopbus  watches 
To  colour  up  his  rays  from  your  dispatches. 

LXXXH. 
Oh,  ye  great  bulletins  of  Bonaparte! 

Oh,  ye  less  grand  long  lists  of  kill'd  and  wounded ! 
Shade  of  Leonidas  I  who  fought  so  hearty. 

When  my  poor  Greece  was  once,  as  now,  surrounded 
Oh,  Ca?sar's  Commentaries!  now  impart  ye. 

Shadows  of  glorv!  (lest  I  l)e  confounded) 
A  portion  of  your  fading  twilight  hues. 
So  beautiful,  so  fleeting,  to  the  Muse. 

LXXXHL 

When  I  call  ««  fadingw  martial  immortality, 

I  mean,  that  every  age  and  every  year, 
An<l  almost  every  day,  in  sad  reaJity, 

Some  sucking  hero  is  compell'd  to  rear. 
Who,  when  we  com-^  to  snm  up  the  totality 

Of  deeds  to  human  happiness  most  dear, 
Turns  out  to  be  a  butcher  in  great  business, 
Afllicting  young  folks  with  a  sort  of  dizziness. 

LXXXIV. 

Medals,  ranks,  riband  lace,  embroidery,  scarlet. 
Are  things  immortal  to  immortal  man. 

As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot : 
An  uniform  to  boys  is  like  a  fan 

To  women ;  there  is  .scarce  a  crimson  varlet 
But  deems  himself  the  first  in  glory's  van. 

But  glory's  glory;  and  if  you  would  find 

VV'hat  that  is — ask  the  pig  who  sees  the  wind! 

LXXXV. 

At  least  hefct^ls  it,  and  seme  say  he  sees, 

Because  be  runs  before  it  like  a  pig; 
Or,  if  chat  simple  sentence  should  displease. 

Say  that  he  scuds  before  it  like  a  brig, 
A  schooner,  or — but  it  is  time  to  ease 

TliisC.uito,  ere  my  Muse  perceives  fatigue. 
The  next  shall  ruig  a  peal  to  shake  all  people. 
Like  a  bob-major  from  a  village-steeple. 
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LXXXVf. 
Hark !  through  the  sileoee  of  the  cold  dull  night, 

The  hum  of  armies  gathering  rank  on  rank ! 
Lo !  dusky  masaes  steal  in  dubious  fight 

Along  the  leaguer'd  wall  and  bristling  bank 
Of  the  armM  river,  while  with  straggling  light 

The  stars  peep  through  the  vapours  dim  and  dank, 
Which  curl  in  curious  wreaths — How  soon  the  unoke 
Of  hell  shall  pall  them  in  a  deeper  cloak ! 

LXXXVII. 
Here  pause  we  for  the  present — at  even  llien 

That  awful  pause,  dividing  life  from  death, 
Struck  for  an  instant  on  the  hearts  of  men. 

Thousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their  last  breath ! 
A  moment — and  all  will  be  life  again! 

The  march !  the  charge !  the  shouts  of  either  faith ! 
Hurra  !  and  Allah!  and — one  moment  more— 
The  death-cry  drowning  in  the  battle's  roar. 


CANTO  VIII. 


I. 

Oh  blood  and  thunder!  and  oh  blood  and  wounds! 

These  are  but  vulgar  oaths,  as  you  may  deem, 
Too  grntle  reader!  and  most  shocking  sounds: 

And  so  they  are ;  yet  thus  is  Glory's  dream 
Unriddled,  and  as  my  true  Muse  expounds 

At  present  such  things,  since  they  are  her  theme. 
So  be  they  her  itupirers !  Call  them  Mars, 
Bellona,  what  you  will — they  mean  but  wars. 

II. 
All  was  prepared — the  fire,  the  sword,  tha  men 

To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 
The  army,  like  a  lion  from  his  den, 

March'd  forth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent  to  sUj- 
A  human  Hydra,  issuing  from  its  fen 

To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way, 
Whose  heads  were  heroes,  which,  cut  off  in  vain, 
Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 

III. 
Ilbtory  can  only  take  things  in  the  gross; 

But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance 
In  balancing  the  profit  and  the  loss. 

War's  merit  it  by  no  means  might  enhance. 
To  waste  so  much  gold  for  a  little  dross, 

As  hath  been  done,  mere  conquest  to  advance. 
Tlie  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 
Of  honest  fisme  than  shedding  seas  of  gore. 

IV. 

And  whyT  because  it  brings  self-approbation; 

Whereas  the  other,  after  all  its  glare, 
Shouts,  bridges,  arches,  pensions  from  a  nation — 

Which  (it  may  be)  has  not  much  left  lo  spare-^ 
A  higher  title,  or  a  loftier  station. 

Though  they  may  make  corruption  gape  or  stare, 
Yet,  in  the  end,  except  in  freedom's  battles, 
Are  nothing  but  a  child  of  murder  s  rattles. 


V. 
And  snch  they  are — and  such  they  will  be  found. 

Not  so  Leonidas  and  Washington, 
W*hose  every  battle-field  is  holy  ground, 

Which  breathes  of  nations  saved,  not  worlds  undone. 
How  sweetly  on  the  ear  snch  echoes  sound ! 

While  the  mere  victor's  may  appal  or  stun 
The  servile  and  the  vain,  such  names  will  be 
A  watch-word  till  the  future  shall  be  free. 

VI. 

The  night  was  dark,  and  the  thick  mist  allow'd 
Nought  to  be  seen  save  the  artillery's  flame, 

Which  arch'd  the  horiion  like  a  fiery  cloud, 
And  in  the  Danube's  waters  shone  the  same, 

A  mirror d  hell!  The  volleying  roar,  and  loud 
Long  booming  of  each  peal  on  peal,  o'ercame 

The  ear  hr  more  than  thunder;  for  Heaven's  flashes 

Spare,  or  smite  rarely— Man's  make  millions  ashes! 

VII. 
The  column  order'd  on  the  assault  scarce  passed 

Beyond  the  Russian  batteries  a  few  toiscs. 
When  up  the  bristling  Moslem  rose  at  last. 

Answering  the  christian  thunders  with  like  voices ; 
Then  one  vast  fir«,  air,  earth,  and  stream  emhmced. 

Which  rock'd  as 't  were  beneath  the  mighty  noises; 
While  the  whole  rampart  biased  like  Etna,  when 
The  restless  Titan  hiccups  in  his  den. 

VIII. 
And  one  enormous  shout  of  «  Allah !«  rose 

In  the  same  moment,  loud  as  even  the  roar 
Of  war's  most  mortal  engines,  to  their  foes 

Hurling  defiance:  city,  stream,  and  shore 
Resounded  «  AlUh !»  and  the  clouds,  which  close 

With  thickening  canopy  the  conflict  o'er. 
Vibrate  to  the  Eternal  Name.     Hark!  tbroogh 
All  sounds  itpierceth,  «  Allah!  Allah!  Btt!»  • 

IX. 
The  columns  were  in  movement,  one  and  all : 

Bnl,  of  the  portion  which  attack'd  by  water, 
Thicker  than  leaves  the  lives  began  to  fall, 

Though  led  by  Arseniew,  that  great  son  of  slaughter, 
As  brave  as  ever  fisced  both  bomb  and  ball. 

«t Carnage   (so    Wordsworth    tells    you)    is    God's 
daughter:*  ' 
If  h€  speak  truth,  she  is  Christ's  si«ler,  and 
Just  now  behaved  as  in  the  Holy  Land. 

X. 
The  Prince  de  Ligne  was  wounded  in  the  knee; 

Count  Chapean-Bras  too  had  a  ball  between 
His  cap  and  head,  which  proves  the  head  to  be 

Aristocratic  as  was  ever  seen, 
Because  it  then  received  no  injury 

More  than  the  cap;  in  feet  the  ball  could  mean 
No  harm  unto  a  right  legitimate  head: 
«  Ashes  to  asheSM— why  not  lead  to  lead  ? 

XI. 

Also  the  General  Markow,  Brigadier, 

Insisting  on  removal  of  the  prince. 
Amidst  some  groaning  thousands  dying  near,— 

All  common  fellows,  who  might  writhe  and  wince 
And  shriek  for  water  into  a  deaf  ear,— 

The  General  Markow,  who  could  thus  evince 
His  sympathy  for  rank,  by  the  same  token, 
To  teach  him  greater,  liad  his  own  leg  broken. 
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XIl. 
Three  hundred  canDOii  threw  up  their  emetic. 

And  thirty  thousand  muskets  flung  their  pills 
Like  hail,  to  make  a  bloody  diuretic. 

Mortality !  thou  ha5»t  thy  monthly  bills ; 
Thy  pln(;ues,  thy  famines,  thy  physicians,  yet  tick, 

Like  the  death-watch,  within  pur  ears  the  ills 
Past,  present,  and  to  come;— but  all  may  yield 
To  the  true  portrait  of  one  battle-field. 

XIU. 
There  the  still  varying  pangs,  which  multiply 

Until  their  very  number  makes  men  hard 
By  the  inlinities  of  agony. 

Which  meet  the  gaze,  vrhate'er  it  may  regard — 
The  groan,  the  roll  in  dust,  the  all-white  eye 

Turn'd  back  -within  its  socket, — these  reward 
Your  rank  and  61e  by  thousands,  while  the  rest 
May  win,  perhaps,  a  riband  at  the  breast ! 

XIV. 
Yet  I  love  glory ;  glory  's  a  great  thing ; 

Think  what  it  is  to  be  in  your  old  age 
Maintain'd  at  the  rxpeuse  of  your  good  king: 

A  moderate  pension  shakes  full  many  a  sage, 
And  heroes  are  but  made  for  bards  to  sing, 

Which  is  still  better ;  thus  in  verse  to  wage 
Your  wars  eternally,  besides  enjoying 
Half-pay  for  life,  make  mankind  worth  destroying. 

XV. 

The  troops  already  disembark'd  push'd  on 
To  take  a  battery  on  the  right;  the  others. 

Who  landed  lower  down,  their  landing  done. 
Had  set  to  work  as  briskly  as  their  brothers : 

Being  grenadiers,  they  mounted,  one  by  one, 

Cheerful  as  children  climb  the  breasts  of  mothers, — 

O'er  the  entrenchment  and  the  palisade, 

Quite  orderly,  as  if  upon  parade. 

XVL 

And  this  was  admirable;  for  so  hot 

The  fire  was,  that  were  red  Vesuvius  loaded, 

Besides  its  lava,  with  all  «orts  of  shot 

And  shells  or  hells,  it  could  not  more  have  goaded. 

Of  officers  a  third  fell  on  the  spot, 

A  thing  which  victory  by  no  means  boded 

To  gentlemen  engaged  in  the  assault : 

Hounds,  when  the  huntsman  tumbles,  are  at  fault. 

XVM. 
But  here  I  leave  the  general  concern, 

To  track  our  hero  on  his  path  of  fame : 
He  must  his  laurels  separately  earn ; 

For  fifty  thousand  heroes,  name  by  name, 
Though  all  deserving  equally  to  turn 

A  couplet,  or  an  elegy  to  claim. 
Would  form  a  lengthy  lexicon  of  glory, 
And,  what  is  worse  still,  a  much  longer  story: 

XVHL 
And  therefore  we  must  give  the  greater  number 

To  the  gazette — which  doubtless  fairly  dealt 
By  the  deceased,  who  lie  in  famous  slumber 

In  ditches,  fields,  or  wheresoe'er  lliey  fell 
Their  olay  for  the  last  time  their  souls  encumber ; — 

Thrirc  linp|>y  he  whose  name  has  been  well  spelt 
In  the  dispatch ;  1  knew  a  man  whose  loss 
W;is  printed  Grove,  although  his  nrime  was  Grose,  ^ 


XIX. 

Juan  and  Johnson  joio'd  a  certain  corps, 

And  fought  away  with  might  and  main,  not  knowing 
The  way  which  they  had  never  trod  before, 

And  still  less  guessing  where  they  might  b*  going ; 
But  on  they  march'd,  dead  bodies  trampling  o'er. 

Firing,  and  thrusting,  slashing,  sweating,  glowing. 
But  fighting  thoughtlessly  enough  to  win. 
To  their  two  selves,  one  whole  bright  bulletin. 

XX. 

Thus  on  they  wallow'd  in  the  bloody  mire 

Of  dead  and  dying  thousands, — sometimes  gaining 

A  yard  or  two  of  ground,  which  brought  them  nigher 
To  some  odd  angle  for  which  all  were  straining ; 

At  other  times,  repulsed  by  the  close  fire. 
Which  really  pour*d  as  if  all  hell  were  raining. 

Instead  of  heaven,  they  stumbled  backwards  o'er 

A  wounded  comrade,  sprawling  in  his  gore. 

XXL 

Though  'twas  Don  Juan's  first  of  fields,  and  though 
The  nightly  muster  and  the  silent  march 

In  the  chill  dark,  when  courage  does  not  glow 
So  much  as  under  a  triumphal  arch, 

Perhaps  might  make  him  shiver,  yawn,  or  throwr 
A  glance  on  the  dull  clouds  (as  thick  as  starch. 

Which  stiffen'd  lieaven)  as  if  he  wish'd  for  day — 

Yet  for  all  this  he  did  not  run  away. 

XX  n. 

Indeed  he  could  not.     But  what  if  he  had 
There  have  been  and  are  heroes  who  begnn 

With  something  not  much  better,  or  as  bad : 

Frederick  the  Great  from  Molwitz  deign  d  to  mn. 

For  the  first  and  last  time;  for,  like  a  pad. 
Or  hawk,  or  bride,  most  mortals,  after  one 

W^arm  bout,  are  broken  into  their  new  trick«. 

And  fight  like  fiends  for  pay  orpoUtics. 

XXHL 

He  was  what  Erin  calls,  in  her  sublime 

Old  Erse  or  Irish,  or  it  may  be  Punic 
(The  antiquarians  who  can  settle  time. 

Which  settles  all  things,  Roman,  Greek,  or  Runic. 
Swear  that  Pal's  language  sprung  from  the  same  clin^ 

With  Hannibal,  and  wears  the  Tynan  tunic 
Of  Dido's  alphabet;  and  this  is  rational 
As  any  other  notion,  and  not  national); — < 

XXIV. 
But  Juan  was  quite  «<  a  broth  of  a  boy,» 

A  thing  of  impulse  and  a  child  of  song: 
Now  swimming  in  the  sentiment  of  joy, 

Or  the  sensation  (if  tliat  phrase  seem  wrong), 
.\nd  afterwards,  if  he  must  needs  destroy. 

In  such  good  company  as  always  throng 
To  battles,  sieges,  and  that  kind  of  pleasure, 
No  less  delighted  to  employ  his  leisure; 

XXV. 

Rut  always  without  malice.     If  he  warr'd 

Or  loved,  it  was  with  what  we  call  « the  best 

Intentions,^  which  form  all  mankind's  (rnm^>-cart/. 
To  be  produced  when  brought  up  to  the  test. 

The  statesman,  hero,  harlot,  lawyer — ward 
Off  each  attack  when  people  are  in  quest 

Of  their  designs,  by  sayiug  they  meant  well; 

T  is  pity  «  that  such  meanings  should  pave  hell.*  ^ 


DON  JUAN. 


639 


XXVI. 
I  almost  lately  hsTe  began  to  doubt 

Wlirther  beirt  pavement — if  it  be  so  pavtd — 
Hmsx.  not  have  latterly  been  quite  ivoni  out, 

Not  by  the  numbers  good  intent  bath  saved. 
But  by  the  mass  who  go  below  without 

Those  ancient  good  intentions,  which  once  shaved 
And  smooth'd  the  brimstone  of  that  street  of  hell 
Which  bears  the  greatest  likeness  to  Pftll  Mall. 

XXVIf. 
Juan,  by  some  strange  chance,  which  oft  divides 

Warrior  from  warrior  in  their  grim  career, 
Like  chastest  wives  from  constant  husbands*  sides, 

Ju«t  at  the  close  of  the  lirst  bridal  year. 
By  one  of  those  odd  turns  of  fortune's  tides, 

W^as  on  a  sudden  rather  puzzled  here, 
Whra,  after  a  good  deal  of  heavy  firing, 
lie  found  himself  alone,  and  friends  retiring. 

XXVIll. 
I  don't  know  bow  the  thing  occurred — it  might 

Be  that  the  greater  part  were  kill'd  or  wounded, 
And  that  the  rest  had  faced  unto  the  right 

About ;  a  circumstance  which  has  confounded 
Cx>ar  himself,  who,  in  the  very  sight 

Of  bis  whole  army,  which  so  much  abounded 
In  courage,  was  obliged  to  snatch  a  shield 
And  rally  back  his  Romans  to  the  field. 

XXIX. 

Juan,  who  had  no  shield  to  snatch,  and  was 
No  Caesar,  but  a  fine  young  lad,  who  fought 

He  knew  not  why,  arriving  at  this  pass, 
Stopp'd  for  a  minute,  as  perhaps  he  ought 

For  a  much  longer  time ;  then,  like  an  ass — 

(Start  not,  kind  reader;  since  great  Homer  thought 

This  simile  enough  for  Ajax,  Juan 

Perhaps  may  find  it  beUer  than  a  new  one)— 

XXX. 

Then,  like  an  ais,  he  went  upon  his  way. 

And,  what  was  stranger,  never  look'd  behind ; 

But  seeing,  flashing  forward,  like  the  day 
Over  the  hilli«,  a  fire  enough  to  blind 

Thooe  who  dislike  to  look  upon  a  fray. 
He  stumbled  on,  to  try  if  he  could  find 

A  path  to  add  his  own  slight  arm  and  forces 

To  corps,  the  greater  part  of  which  were  corses. 

XXXI. 

Perceiving  then  no  more  the  commandant 

Of  his  own  corps,  nor  even  the  corpa,  which  had 

Quite  disappear d— the  gods  know  how!  (I  can't 
Account  for  every  thing  which  may  look  bad 

In  history ;  but  we  at  least  may  grant 
It  was  not  marvellous  that  a  mere  lad. 

In  search  of  glory,  should  look  on  before. 

Nor  care  a  pinch  of  snuff  about  his  corps:)— 

xxxir. 

Perceiving  nor  commander  nor  commanded. 
And  left  at  large,  like  a  young  heir,  to  make 

His  way  to— where  he  knew  not— single-4iandcd ; 
As  travellers  follow  over  bog  and  brake 

An  « ignis  fatuus,*  or  as  sailors  stranded 
Unto  Uie  nearest  hut  themselves  betake, 

So  Juan,  following  honour  and  his  nose, 

Rusli'd  where  the  thickest  fire  announced  mort  foes. 


xxxni. 

He  knew  not  where  he  was,  nor  greatly  cared. 

For  he  was  dizzy,  busy,  and  his  veins 
Fill'd  as  with  lightning — for  his  spirit  shared 

The  hour,  as  is  the  case  with  lirely  brains; 
And,  where  the  hottest  fire  was  seen  and  heard. 

And  the  loud  cannon  peal'd  his  hoarsest  strains, 
He  rush'd,  while  earth  and  air  were  sadly  shaken 
By  thy  humane  discovery,  friar  Bacon !  ^ 

XXXIV. 
And,  as  he  rush'd  along,  it  came  to  pass  he 

Fell  in  with  what  was  bte  the  second  colwDn, 
Under  the  orders  of  the  general  Lascy, 

But  now  reduced,  as  is  a  bulky  volume. 
Into  an  elegant  extract  ( much  less  massy) 

Of  heroism,  and  look  bu  place  with  solemn 
Air,  'midst  the  rest,  who  kept  their  valiant  feces. 
And  levell'd  weapons,  still  against  the  glacis. 

XXXV. 

Just  at  this  crisis  up  came  Johnson  too. 
Who  had  «  retreated,*  as  the  phrase  is  when 

Men  run  away  much  rather  than  go  through 
Destruction's  jaws  into  the  devil's  den ; 

But  Johnson  was  a  clever  fellow,  who 
Knew  when  and  how  « to  cut  and  come  again,» 

And  never  ran  away,  except  when  running 

Was  nothing  but  a  valorous  kind  of  eunning. 

XXXVI. 

And  to,  when  all  his  corps  were  dead  or  dying, 
Except  Don  Juan — a  mere  iMvice,  whose 

More  virgin- valour  never  dream'd  of  flying. 
From  ignorance  of  danger,  which  indues 

Its  votaries,  like  innocence  relying 
On  its  own  strength,  with  careless  nerves  and  thews,— 

Johnson  retired  a  little,  just  to  rally 

Those  who  catch  cold  in  «  shadows  of  death's  valley.* 

XXX  VII. 

And  there,  a  little  sheltei'd  from  the  shot. 
Which  rain'd  from  bastion,  battery,  parapet. 

Rampart,  wall,  casement,  house — lor  there  was  not 
In  this  extensive  city,  sore  beset 

By  christian  soldiery,  a  single  spot 
Which  did  not  combat  like  the  devil  as  yet. 

He  found  a  number  of  chasseurs,  all  scatter  d 

By  the  resistance  of  the  chase  they  batter'd. 

XXXVIII. 
And  these  he  call'd  on;  and,  what 's  strange,  they  came 

Unto  his  call,  unlike  « the  spiriu  from 
The  vasty  deep,*  to  whom  you  may  exclaim. 

Says  Hotspur,  long  ere  they  will  leave  their  home. 
Their  reasons  were  uncertainty,  or  shame 

At  shrinking  from  a  bullet  or  a  bomb. 
And  that  odd  impulse,  which  in  wars  or  creeds. 
Makes  men,  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads. 

XXXIX. 

By  Jove!  he  was  a  noble  fellow,  Johnson, 
And  though  his  name  than  Ajax  or  Achilles 

Sounds  less  harmonious,  underneath  the  snn  soon 
We  shall  not  see  his  likeness:  he  could  kill  his 

Man  quite  as  quietly  as  blows  the  monsoon 
Her  steady  breath  (which  some  months  the  same  stfll  is) ; 

Seldom  he  varied  feature,  hue,  or  muscle, 

And  could  he  rery  busy  without  bustle. 


64o 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


XL. 

Ami  therefore,  when  he  rju  away,  he  did  so 

Upon  reflection,  knowing  that  beliind 
He  wonid  find  others  who  would  fain  he  rid  so 

Of  idle  apprehensions,  which,  like  wind, 
Trouble  heroic  stomachs.     Thou{,'li  their  lids  so 

Oft  are  soon  closed,  all  heroes  are  not  blind, 
But  when  they  light  upon  immediate  death. 
Retire  a  little,  merely  to  take  breath. 

XLl. 
But  Johnson  only  ran  off  to  return 

With  many  other  warriors,  as  we  said. 
Unto  that  rather  some  what  misty  bourn, 

Which  llamlei  tells  us  is  a  pass  of  dread. 
To  Jack,  howe'er,  this  gave  but  slight  concern: 

His  soul  (like  galvanism  upon  the  dead) 
Acted  upon  the  living  as  on  wire. 
And  led  them  back  into  the  heaviest  fire. 

XLH. 
Egad!  they  found  the  second  time  what  they 

The  fir<«t  time  thought  quite  terrible  enough 
To  fly  from,  malgrc  all  which  people  say 

Of  glory,  and  all  that  immortal  stuff 
Which  (ills  a  regiment  (besides  their  pay. 

That  daily  shilling  which  makes  warriors  tough)— 
Tlicy  found  on  their  return  the  self  snme  welcome. 
Which  made  some  Ounkj  and  others  Auuiv,  a  hell  come. 

xuir. 

They  foil  as  thick  as  harvests  benealh  hail, 

Grass  before  scythes,  or  corn  below  the  sickle, 

Proving  that  trite  old  truth,  that  life  s  as  frail 
As  any  other  boon  for  which  men  stickle. 

The  Turkish  batteries  thrash'd  them  like  a  Hail, 
Or  a  good  boxer,  into  a  sad  pickle 

Putting  the  very  bravest,  who  were  knock'd 

Upon  the  head  before  their  guns  were  cock'd. 

XLIV. 
The  Turks,  behind  the  traverses  and  flanks 

Of  the  next  bastion,  fired  away  like  devils, 
And  swept,  as  g.iles  sweep  foam  away,  whole  ranks: 

Howc\cr,  Heaven  knows  how,  the  Fate  who  levels 
Towns,  nations,  worlds,  in  her  revolving  pranks, 

So  ordoi'd  it,  amidol  these  sulphury  revels, 
That  Johnson,  and  some  few  who  had  not  scamper'd, 
Ftoacird  the  interior  talus  of  the  rampart. 

XLV. 
First  one  or  two,  then  five,  six,  and  a  dozen, 

Came  mounting  quickly  up,  for  it  was  now 
AH  neck  or  nothing,  as,  like  pilch  or  rosin. 

Flame  was  shower'd  forth  above  as  well  *s  below. 
So  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had  chosen, — 

The  gentlemen  that  were  the  first  to  show 
Their  martial  faces  on  the  parapet, 
Or  those  who  thought  it  brave  to  wait  as  yet. 

XLVI. 

Ilui  those  who  scaled  found  out  that  their  advance 
W'as  favourd  by  an  arridciit  or  bhimier: 

The  r.reok  or  Turkish  Cohorn's  ignorance 
Had  pahsarlo'd  in  a  way  y«ui  'd  woiuler 

To  SIC  in  ft)rts  of  Netherlands  or  Fr.incc — 

(Though  these  to  our  (librahar  must  knock  under) — 

Right  in  the  middle  of  the  parapet, 

Ju>t  named,  these  pilisades  were  primly  set. 


XLVH. 
So  that  on  cither  side  some  nine  or  ten 

P.iees  were  left,  whereon  you  could  contrive 
To  march;  a  great  convenience  to  our  men. 

At  least  to  all  those  who  were  left  alive. 
Who  thus  could  form  a  line  and  fight  again; 

And  that  which  further  aided  them  to  strive 
Was,  that  they  could  kick  down  the  paii>ades. 
Which  scarcely  rose  much  higher  than  grass  bladevT 

XLVHI. 
Among  the  first, — I  will  not  say  the ^rst. 

For  such  precedence  upon  such  occasions 
Will  oftentimes  make  deadly  quarrels  burst 

Out  between  friends  as  well  as  allied  nations; 
The  Briton  must  be  bold  who  really  durst 

Put  to  such  trial  John  Hull's  partial  patience. 
As  say  that  Wellington  at  Waterloo 
Was  beaten, — though  the  Prussians  say  so  too; — 

XLIX. 

And  that  if  BInchcr,  Bulow,  Gneisenau, 

And  Cod  knows  who  besides  in  «  auw  and  «ob,> 

Had  not  come  up  in  time  to  cast  an  awe 

Into  the  hearts  of  those  who  fought  till  now 

•Vs  tigers  combat  with  an  empty  craw. 

The  Duke  of  Wellington  had  ceased  to  show 

His  orders,  also  to  receive  his  pensions. 

Which  arc  the  heaviest  that  our  history  mentions. 

L 

But  never  mind; — uGod  save  the  king!*  and  kings! 

For  if  he  don't,  I  doubt  if  meit  will  longer. — 
\  think  I  hear  a  httic  bird,  who  sings. 

The  people  by  and  by  will  be  the  stronger; 
The  veriest  jade  will  wince  whose  harness  wrings 

So  much  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  her 
Beyond  the  rules  of  posting, — and  the  mob 
At  last  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job. 

LI. 
At  first  it  grumbles,  then  it  swears,  and  then. 

Like  David,  flings  smooth  pebbles  'gainst  a  jiaoi; 
.Vt  last  it  takes  to  weapons,  such  as  men 

Snatch  when  despair  makes  human  hearts  le>s  pltior 
Then  «  comes  the  tug  of  war;»^'t  will  come  agJia. 

1  rather  doubt;  and  I  would  fain  say  «  fie  ou  't.* 
If  I  had  not  perceived  that  revolution 
Alone  can  save  the  earth  from  hell's  pollution. 

LH. 

But  to  continue: — I  say  not  Ote  first. 

But  of  the  first,  our  little  friend  Don  Juaa 

Walk'd  o'er  the  walls  of  Ismail,  as  if  nursed 

Amidst  such  scenes —  though  this  was  quite  a  new  <  .. 

To  him,  and  I  should  hope  to  most.     The  thirst 

Of  glory,  which  .so  pierces  through  and  through  ofr* 

Pervaded  him — although  a  generous  creature, 

.Vs  warm  in  heart  as  feminine  in  feature. 

LIH. 
And  here  he  was — who,  upon  woman's  breast, 

\L\cu  from  a  child,  felt  like  a  child;  howerr 
The  man  in  all  the  rest  might  be  confess 'd; 

To  him  it  was  Mlysium  to  be  there; 
And  he  couhl  even  withstand  that  awkward  test 

Which  Rousseau  points  out  to  the  dubious  fair, 
«  Observe  your  lo\er  when  he  feaveiyour  arms;^ 
hut  Juan  never  left  them  while  they  d  charius« 
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LIV. 
Unless  compeird  by  fate,  or  wave,  or  wind. 

Or  near  relations,  who  are  much  the  same. 
But  here  he  was  ! — where  each  tie  that  can  bind 

Humanity  must  yield  to  steel  and  flame : 
And  he,  whose  very  body  was  all  mind, — 

Flung  here  by  fiaie  or  circumstance,  which  tame 
The  loftiest, — hurried  by  the  time  and  place, — 
Dash'd  on  like  a  spurr'd  blood-horse  in  a  race. 

LV. 

So  was  his  blood  stirr'd  while  lie  found  resistance, 

As  is  the  hunter's  at  the  five-bar  gate, 
Or  double  post  and  rail,  where  the  exi<(tence 

Of  Britain')*  youth  depends  upon  their  weight, 
The  lightest  being  the  safest :  at  a  distance 

He  hated  cruelty,  as  all  men  hate 
Blood,  until  heated — and  even  there  his  own 
At  times  would  curdle  o'er  some  heavy  groan. 

LVI. 
The  General  Lascy,  who  had  been  hard  press'd. 

Seeing  arrive  an  aid  so  opportune 
As  were  some  hundred  youngsters  all  abreast, 

Who  came  as  if  just  dropp'd  down  from  the  moon. 
To  Juan,  who  was  nearest  him,  a<ldress*d 

Hi«  thanks,  and  hopes  to  take  the  city  soon. 
Not  reckoning  him  to  be  a  «  base  Bezoniam* 
( As  Pistol  calls  it),  but  a  young  Livonian. 

LVII. 
Juan,  to  whom  he  spoke  in  (ycrman,  knew 

As  much  of  German  as  of  Sanscrit,  and 
111  answer  made  an  inclination  to 

The  general  who  held  him  in  command; 
For,  seeing  one  with  riband,  black  and  blue, 

Stars,  medals,  and  a  bloody  sword  in  hand, 
Addressing  bim  in  tones  which  seem'd  to  tliank. 
He  recognized  an  officer  of  rank. 

LVIIl. 

Short  speeches  pass  between  two  men  who  speak 
No  common  language;  and  besides,  in  time 

Of  war  and  taking  towns,  when  many  a  shriek 
Rings  o'er  the  dialogue,  and  many  a  crime 

Is  perpetrated  ere  a  word  can  break 

I'pon  the  ear,  and  sounds  of  horror  chime 

In,  like  church-beUs,  with  sigh,  howl,  groan,  yeU, prayer, 

Ttiere  cannot  be  much  conversation  tliere. 

LIX. 
And  therefore  all  we  have  related  in 

Two  long  octaves,  pass'd  in  a  little  minute; 
But  in  the  same  small  minute,  every  sin 

Contrived  to  get  itself  comprised  within  it. 
The  very  cannon,  dcafcn'd  by  the  diu, 

Grew  dumb,  for  you  might  almost  hear  a  linnet, 
As  soon  as  thunder,  'midst  the  general  noise 
Of  liumaa  nature's  agoniiing  voice ! 

LX. 

The  town  was  enter'd.     Oh  eternity  I — 

a  God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town,n 
So  Cowpcr  says — and  I  begin  to  be 

Of  his  opinion,  when  I  sec  cast  down 
Rome,  IJabylon,  Tyre,  Carthage,  Nineveh — 

All  walls  men  know,  and  many  never  known ; 
And,  pondering  on  the  present  and  the  past, 
To  drenn  the  woods  shnii  be  our  home  at  last. 


LXI. 
Of  all  men,  saving  Sylla  the  man-slayer. 

Who  passes  for  in  life  and  death  most  lucky. 
Of  the  great  names  which  in  our  faces  stare, 

The  General  Boon,  back-woodsman  of  Kentucky, 
Was  liappiest  amongst  mortals  any  where; 

For  killing  nothing  but  a  bear  or  buck,  he 
Enjoy'd  the  lonely,  vigorous,  harmless  days, 
Of  his  old  age  in  wilds  of  deepest  mate. 

I^II. 
Crime  came  not  near  him — she  is  not  the  child 

Of  solitude;  health  shrank  not  from  him — for 
ller  home  is  in  the  rarely-trodden  wild. 

Where  if  men  seek  her  not,  and  dealli  be  more 
Their  choice  tlian  life,  forgive  them,  as  beguiled 

By  habit  to  what  their  own  hearts  abhor — 
In  cities  caged.     The  present  case  in  point  I 
Cite  is,  that  Boon  lived  hunting  up  to  ninety ; 

LXIII. 
And  what 's  still  stranger,  left  behind  a  name — 

For  which  men  vainly  decimate  the  throng, — 
Not  only  famous,  but  of  that  good  fame 

Without  which  glory's  but  a  tavern  song — 
Simple,  serene,  the  antipodes  of  shame, 

Which  hate  nor  envy  e'er  could  tinge  with  wrong; 
An  active  hermit,  even  in  age  the  child 
Of  nature,  or  the  Man  of  Ross  run  wild. 

LXIV. 
'T  is  true  he  shrank  from  men,  even  of  his  nation, 

When  they  built  up  unto  his  darling  trees. 
He  moved  some  hundred  miles  off,  for  a  station 

Where  there  were  fewer  houses  and  more  ease — 
The  inconvenience  of  civilization 

Is,  that  you  neither  can  be  pleased  nor  please ; — 
But,  where  he  met  the  individual  man, 
He  show'd  himself  as  kind  as  mortal  can. 

LXV. 
He  was  not  all  alone :  around  him  grew 

A  sylvan  tribe  of  children  of  the  chase. 
Whose  young,  unwaken'd  worhl  was  ever  new, 

For  sword  nor  sorrow  yet  had  left  a  trace 
On  her  unwrinkled  brow,  nor  could  you  view 

A  frown  on  nature's  or  on  human  face;  — 
The  free-born  forest  found  and  kept  them  free, 
And  fresh  as  is  a  torrent  or  a  tree. 

LXVI. 
And  tall  and  strong  and  swift  of  foot  were  they. 

Beyond  the  dwarfing  city's  pale  abortions, 
Becanse  their  thoughts  had  never  been  the  prey 

Of  care  or  gain :  the  green  woods  were  their  portions; 
No  sinking  spirits  told  them  they  grew  grey; 

No  fashion  made  them  apes  of  her  distortions ; 
Simple  they  were,  not  savage;  and  their  rifles. 
Though  very  true,  were  not  yet  used  for  trifles. 

LXVII. 

Motion  was  in  their  days,  rest  in  their  slumbers. 
And  cheerfulness  the  handmaid  of  their  toil; 

Nor  yet  too  many  nor  too  few  their  numbers; 
Corruption  could  not  make  tlieir  hearts  her  soil : 

The  lust  which  stings,  the  splendour  which  encumlMTs 
With  the  free  foresters  divide  no  spoil ; 

Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  solitudes 

Of  this  unsighing  people  of  the  woods. 
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LXYIU. 
So  much  for  nature :  —  by  way  of  variety, 

Now  back  to  thy  i;reJt  joys,  civih^ation! 
Autl  the  sweet  con^equeuce  of  lar^je  society, — 

War,  pestileure,  llie  de^.pols  desolation, 
The  kinyly  scouqje,  the  lust  of  notoriety, 

The  niiUious  sl.nn  by  soldiers  for  tiieir  ration, 
The  scenes  like  Catharine's  boudoir  at  three-i^core, 
With  Ismail's  storm  to  soften  it  the  more. 

LXIX. 

The  town  was  enter'd  :  first  one  column  made 
Its  «;an{juinary  May  good — tlien  another; 

The  reeking;  bayonet  and  the  llashinti;  blade 

Clasli'd  'gainst  the  scimitar,  and  babe  and  mother 

With  di&lani  shrieks  were  heard  heaven  to  upbraid; — 
Still  closer  sulphury  clouds  began  to  smother 

The  breath  of  morn  and  man,  where,  foot  by  foot, 

The  raadden'd  Turks  their  city  still  dispute. 

LXX. 

Koutousow,  he  who  afterwards  beat  back 

(With  some  assistance  from  the  frost  and  snow) 
Napoleon  on  his  bold  and  bloody  track, 

It  happen'd  was  himself  beat  back  just  now. 
lie  was  a  jolly  fellow,  and  could  crack 

His  jest  alike  in  face  of  friend  or  foe, 
Though  life,  and  death,  and  victory  were  at  stake- 
But  here  it  seem'd  his  jokes  ha«l  ceased  to  take. 

LXX  I. 

For,  having  thrown  himself  into  a  ditch, 
FoUow'd  in  haste  by  various  grenadiers. 

Whose  blood  the  puddle  greatly  did  enrich. 
He  climb'd  to  wliere  the  parapet  appears; 

But  there  his  project  reach'd  its  utmost  pilch — 
('Mongst  other  deaths  the  (ieneral  Ribaupierre's 

Was  much  regreitedj — for  the  Moslem  men 

Threw  Uicm  all  down  into  the  ditch  again : 

LXX  II. 
And,  had  it  not  been  for  some  stray  troops,  landing 

They  knew  not  where, — being  carried  by  the  stream 
To  some  spot,  where  they  lost  their  understanding. 

And  wander'd  up  and  down  as  in  a  dream. 
Until  they  reach'd  as  day-break  was  expanding. 

That  which  a  portal  to  their  eyes  did  seem, — 
The  great  and  gay  Koutousow  might  have  lain 
WUiere  three  parts  of  his  column  yet  remain. 

LXXHL 

And,  scrambling  round  the  rampart,  these  same  troops, 

After  the  taking  of  the  «  cavalier," 
Just  as  Koutousow's  most  «  forlor»i»  of  «  hopcs" 

Took,  like  eameleons,  some  slight  tinge  of  fear, 
Opend  tlie  gale  call  d  «  Kilia»  to  llie  groups 

Of  haflh-d  herofS  who  stood  shyly  near, 
Sliding  knee-deep  in  lalely-frozen  mud, 
Now  thaw'd  into  a  marsh  of  human  blood. 

LXXIV. 

Till'  Co/;iks,  or  if  so  you  pie  isc,  Cossacks — 

(  I  don't  much  pique  niys«'lf  upon  orthography, 

So  that  I  do  not  grossly  err  in  facts, 

Slatislic>,  tactics,  i)oliti<s,  and  gfognphy)  — 

Having  been  used  to  serve  on  horses  backs, 
.And  no  great  dilettanti  in  lopogiapliy 

Of  fortrrsM  >,  but  h(;hting  when*  it  j)lea>f  s 

Their  chief*  to  order. —  were  all  rut  to  pieces. 


LXXV. 

Their  column,  though  the  Furkish  batteries  thuuderd 
Upon  them,  ue'ertheless  had  reachd  the  rampart. 

And  naturally  thought  they  could  have  plunder  d 
The  city,  without  being  further  hamper'd; 

r.ut,  as  it  hai)peus  to  brave  men,  they  bluuder'd — 
The  Turks  at  first  pretended  to  have  scamperd 

Only  to  draw  them  'twixt  two  bastion  corners. 

From  whence  they  sallied  on  those  Christian  icoraers. 

LXXVI. 

Then  being  taken  by  the  tail — a  taking 

Fatal  to  bishops  as  to  soldiers — these 
Cossacks  were  all  cut  off  as  day  was  breaking. 

And  found  their  lives  were  let  at  a  short  lease — 
l;ut  perish'd  without  shivering  or  shaking. 

Leaving  as  ladders  their  heap'd  carcasses. 
O'er  which  Lieutenant-Colonel  Yesouskoi 
March'd  with  the  brave  battalion  of  Polouzki  : — 

LXXVII. 

This  valiant  man  kill'd  all  the  Turks  he  met. 
But  could  not  eat  them,  being  in  his  turn 

Slain  by  some  Mussulmans,  who  would  not  yet, 
Without  resistance,  see  their  city  burn. 

The  walls  were  won,  but 't  was  an  even  bet 

Which  of  the  armies  would  have  cause  to  mourn . 

T  was  blow  for  blow,  disputing  inch  by  inch. 

For  one  Mould  not  retreat,  nor  t'  other  ilinch. 

LXXVIII. 
Another  column  also  suffer'd  nitich: 

And  here  we  may  remark  with  the  historian. 
You  should  but  give  few  cartridges  to  sucU 

Troops  as  are  meant  to  march  with  greatest  glory  on  . 
When  matters  must  be  carried  by  the  touch 

Of  the  bright  bayonet,  and  they  all  should  hurry  oa. 
They  sointtimes,  with  a  hankering  for  existence. 
Keep  merely  firing  at  a  foolish  distiince. 

LXX  IX. 

A  junction  of  the  General  Meknop's  men 

(Without  the  General,  who  had  fallen  some  time 

before,  being  badly  seconded  just  then) 

Was  made  at  length,  with  those  who  dared,  to  diai 

The  death-disgorging  rampart  once  again; 

And,  though  the  Turk's  resistance  was  sublime. 

They  took  the  bastion,  which  the  Seraskier 

Defended  at  a  price  extremely  dear. 

LXXX. 

.luaii  and  .Tohnson,  and  some  volunteers. 

Among  the  foremost,  offer'd  him  good  quarter, 

A  word  which  little  suits  with  Seraskiors 
Or  at  lea>t  suited  not  this  valiant  Tartar. — 

He  died,  deserving  well  his  country's  tears, 
A  savage  sort  of  military  martyr. 

An  English  naval  oflicer,  who  wish'd 

To  make  him  prisoner,  was  also  dish'd. 

LXXXl, 

For  all  rhe  answer  to  his  proposition 

Was  frum  a  pistol-shot  that  laid  him  dead  ; 

On  which  the  rest,  without  more  intermission. 
Began  to  l.^y  about  with  steel  and  lead, — 

The  pious  metals  most  in  requisition 
On  such  occasions:  not  a  single  head 

Was  sp.ned, — time  thousand  Moslems  perish'd  litre. 

And  sixteen  bayonets  pierced  the  Seraskier. 
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LXXXII. 
Th«  city  t  taken — only  part  by  part — 

And  death  it  drunk  with  gore:  there's  not  a  street 
Where  fighlt  not  to  the  la«t  some  desperate  heart 

For  those  for  whom  it  soon  sliall  cease  to  beat. 
Here  War  forgot  his  own  destructive  art 

In  more  destroying  nature ;  and  the  heat 
OF  carnage,  hke  the  Nile's  sun-sodden  shme, 
tngcnder  d  monstrous  shapes  of  every  crime. 

LXXXIII. 
A  Russian  officer,  in  martial  tread 

Over  a  heap  of  bodies,  fell  his  heel 
Seized  ^t,  as  if 't  were  by  the  Serpent's  head, 

Whose  fangs  Eve  taught  her  human  seed  to  feel. 
In  vain  he  kick'd,  and  swore,  and  writhed,  and  bled, 

And  howl'd  for  help  as  wolves  do  for  a  meal— 
The  teeth  still  kept  thpir  gratifying  hold, 
As  do  the  subtle  snakes  described  of  old. 

LXXXIV. 
A  dying  Moslem,  who  had  felt  the  f«ot 

Of  a  foe  o'er  him,  snatch'd  at  it,  and  bit 
The  very  tendon  which  i«  most  acute — 

(That  which  some  ancient  muse  or  modem  wit 
Named  after  thee,  Achilles)  and  quite  throagb  't 

He  made  the  teeth  meet ;  nor  relinquish'd  it 
Even  with  his  life — for  (but  they  lie)  't  is  said 
To  the  live  leg  still  clung  the  sever'd  head. 

LXXXV. 

However  this  may  be,  *t  is  pretty  sure 
The  Russian  officer  for  life  was  lamed, 

For  the  Turk's  teeth  stuck  fsster  than  a  skewer. 
And  left  him  'midst  the  invalid  and  maim'd : 

The  regimental  surgeon  could  not  cure 

His  patient,  and  perhaps  was  to  be  blamed 

More  titan  the  head  of  the  inveterate  foe. 

Which  was  cut  off,  and  scarce  even  then  let  go. 

rxxxvi. 

But  then  the  fact 's  a  fact — and  't  is  the  part 

Of  a  true  poet  to  escape  from  fiction 
Whene'er  jie  can  ;  for  there  is  little  art 

In  leaving  verse  more  free  from  the  restriction 
Of  truth  than  prose,  unless  to  suit  the  mart 

For  what  is  sometimes  call'd  poetic  diction. 
And  that  outrageous  appetite  for  lies 
Which  Satan  angles  with  for  souls  like  flies. 

LXXXVII. 
The  city 's  taken,  but  not  render'd ! — No ! 

There's  not  a  Moslem  that  hath  yielded  sword: 
The  blood  may  gush  out,  as  the  Danube's  flow 

Roils  by  the  city  wall ;  but  deed  nor  word 
Acknowledge  aught  of  dread  of  death  or  foe : 

In  vain  the  yell  of  victory  is  roar'd 
By  the  advancing  Muscovite — the  groan 
Of  the  last  foe  is  echoed  by  his  own. 

LXXXVIII. 
The  bayonet  pierces  and  the  sabre  cleaves. 

And  human  lives  are  lavi^h'd  every  where. 
As  the  year  closing  whirls  the  scarlet  leaves 

When  the  stripp'd  forest  bows  to  the  bleak  air. 
And  groans;  and  thus  the  peopled  city  grieves. 

Shorn  of  its  best  and  loveliest,  and  left  bare; 
But  still  it  falls  with  vast  and  awful  splinters. 
As  oaks  blovrn  down  with  all  their  thousand  winters. 


LXXXIX. 

It  is  an  awful  topic — but 't  is  not 

My  cue  for  any  time  to  be  terrific : 
For  chequer'd  as  is  seen  our  human  lot 

With  good,  and  bad,  and  worse,  alike  prolific 
Of  melancholy  merriment,  to  quote 

Too  much  of  one  sort  would  be  soporific;— 
Without,  or  with,  offence  to  friends  or  foet, 
1  sketch  your  world  exactly  as  it  goes. 

XC 
.\nd  ooe  good  action  in  the  midst  of  crimes 

Is  «  quite  refreshing  w — in  the  affected  phraat 
OF  ihese  ambrosial,  Pharisaic  limes, 

With  all  their  pretty  milk-and-water  ways,— 
And  may  serve  tlierefore  to  be<)ew  these  rhymes, 

A  little  scorch'd  at  present  with  the  blaie 
Of  conquest  and  its  con^uences,  which 
Make  epic  poesy  so  rare  and  rich. 

XCI. 

(Tpon  a  taken  bastion,  where  there  lay 
Thousands  of  slaughter  d  men,  a  yet  warm  group 

Of  murder'd  women,  who  had  found  their  way 
To  this  vain  refuge,  made  the  good  heart  droop 

And  shiidder; — while,  as  beautiful  as  May, 
A  female  child  of  ten  years  tried  to  stoop 

And  hide  her  little  palpitating  breast 

Amidst  the  bodies  luU'd  in  bloody  rest. 

xcn. 

Two  villanous  Cossacks  pursued  the  child 

\Vith  Hnshing  eyes  and  weapons:  mateh'd  with  them, 

The  rudest  "brute  Hiat  roams  Siberia's  wild 
Has  fcelin(;s  pure  and  polish'd  as  a  gem, — 

The  bear  is  civilized,  the  wolf  is  mild  ; 

And  whom  for  this  at  last  must  we  condemn? 

Their  natures,  or  their  sovereigns,  who  employ 

All  arts  to  teach  their  subjects  to  destroy? 

XCIII. 
Their  sabres  glitter'd  o'er  her  little  hftid. 

Whence  her  fair  hair  rose  twining  with  affright. 
Her  hi<lden  face  was  plunged  amidst  the  dead  : 

When  Juan  caught  a  glimpse  of  this  sad  sight, 
I  >hall  not  exactly  say  what  he  iaid. 

Because  it  might  not  solace  dears  polite  ;n 
I  lit  what  he  did^  was  to  lay  on  their  backs, — 
1  be  readiest  way  of  reasoning  with  Cossacks. 

XCIV, 
(^oe's  hip  he  slasb'd,  and  split  the  other's  shoulder. 

And  drove  them  with  their  bmul  yells  to  seek 
If  there  might  be  chirurgeons  who  could  solder 

The  wounds  they  richly  merited,  and  shriek 
Their  baftled  rage  and  pain;  while  waxing  colder 

As  he  tum'd  o'er  each  pale  and  gory  cheek, 
I>on  Juan  raised  his  little  captive  from 
The  heap  a  moment  more  liad  made  her  tomb. 

XCV. 
And  she  was  chill  as  they,  and  on  her  face 

A  slender  »treak  of  blood  announced  how  near 
Her  fate  had  been  to  that  of  all  her  rare; 

For  the  same  blow  which  laid  her  mother  here 
Had  scarr'd  her  brow,  and  left  its  rrimsnn  trace 

As  tlie  last  link  with  all  ^he  had  held  dear; 
Rut  else  unhurt,  Mie  open'd  her  large  eyes. 
And  gaied  on  Juon  with  a  wild  surprise. 
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XCVI. 

Ju-il  at  lliis  in«(.int,  m'IjiIp  tlieir  eyes  were  lix'd 

I'pon  cacli  other,  with  dilalod  ylance. 
Id  Ju.iii"s  look,  pain,  pleasure,  liopp,  fear,  niix'd 

Willi  joy  to  save,  and  dre.id  of  ^onu•  niiscliauce 
rmoliis  proi.'-{;ee  ;  while  her*.,  transhx'd 

NVilh  infant  terrors,  ijl.iredas  from  a  tranee, 
A  pure,  transparent,  pale,  yet  radiant  face, 
Like  to  a  lijjhtCil  alabaster  vase;  — 

xcvn. 

I'p  c.ime  John  Johnson — (I  will  not  say  >^Jttck,  » 
I'or  that  were  vul^;ar,  cold,  and  common-place 

On  (jreat  occasions,  such  as  an  attack 

On  cities,  as  hath  been  the  present  case)  — 

I'p  Johnson  came,  >»ith  hnndrodsat  his  hack, 
Kxcl.iimtnc  : — «Juan!  Juan!     On,  hoy!  brace 

Your  arm,  and  I   U  bet  Moscow  to  a  dollar, 

1  hat  you  and  I  \>ill  ^in  S.iint  (leorge's  collar.'* 

xcviir. 

.«  The  Seraskier  is  knock'd  upon  the  head, 

But  the  stone  bastion  still  remains,  wherein 
The  ohl  pacha  sits  amon[j  some  hundreds  dead. 

Smoking  his  pi}»c  quile  calmly 'mid«.l  the  din 
Of  our  artillery  and  his  own  :   l  is  said 

Our  kill'd.  already  i)iled  up  to  the  chin. 
Lie  rouml  the  battery  i  hut  still  it  baiters, 
And  (jrapein  volleys,  like  a  vineyard,  scatters. 

XCIX. 
"Then  up  with  mel»> — But  Juan  answcrd,  <«  Look 

I'pon  this  child — I  saved  her — must  not  leave 
Her  life  to  chance;  but  point  me  out  <omc  nook 

Of  safety,  where  she  less  may  shrink  and  jjrieve. 
And  I  am  vxith  you.» — Wher'^on  Johnson  took 

A  glance   anumd — and    shrii(;{|'d  — and    tvitdul   hi^ 
sleeve 
\iul  Mark  silk  n<*  keloth  —  and  replied,  «<  You're  riijhl; 
Poor  thin{; !  what  >  to  be  done?      I   in  pn//led  (piile." 

C 
Siul  Juan — K  \Vhaisoe\er  is  to  be 

Done,  I   II  ti(»r  fjiiil  her  till  she  setins  seeun- 
<  »|  present  hfe  a  i;ood  <le.d  more  ihan  we  .. — 

Ouoth  Juhnson  — "  A>i//it'r  will  I  ipiile  insure. 
Hut  at  the  least  ynn  may  die  (;loriously.i< 

Juan  nplicd — ««Al  hast  I  will  endure 
VVhateer  is  to  be  borne  —  but  not  resi.>ri 
This  child,  who  is  paientless,  and  llier»fore  mine..< 

CI. 
Johnson  said — «  Juan,  we  *ve  no  time  t<)  lose; 

The  chihl  s  a  pretty  chiM — i  very  pretty — 
1  never  saw  such  eyes — but  h.irk'  now  <  huse 

Uetwcen  your  fame  and  f(  e|iii;;s,  pride  and  pily  • 
II. nk  !  Im»w  the  roar  incrc  iscs  I — no  exeuse 

Will  v.-rve  when  iIktc  is  plunder  in  a  eitv  ;  — 
I  sliould  be  loth  to  m  ireh  williont  you,  but, 
!'.v  (Iinl!  v\e   11  be  K-o  bile  for  the  lirst  cut.» 

CI  I. 
Ihil  Juan  Was  inimoN.vlile;  until 

Johnson,  who  really  lo\efl  him  in  his  w.iy, 
Piektl  out  amouj^jst  his  f«»llo\vei>,  v\uh  some  skill 

Sueli  as  he  thouf.ht  the  least  j;iven  uj)  to  prey  : 
Ami  s\><  uio;;  if  tin"  iiduU  came  to  ill 

That  tin  V  should  all  be  slmi  on  the  nexl  day. 
r>ti(  if  she  wen-  deh\er'd  saf<'  .nid  soiii'.d, 
TlitN   ^llOllld  al  l.a>tb.ive  iillN  i  culdrs  round. 


cm. 

And  all  allowances  besides  of  plunder 

In  fair  jiroportion  with  their  comrades;— lUen 

Juan  consented  to  march  on  through  thunder, 
NVbich  thinn'd  at  every  step  their  rmks  of  men : 

And  yet  the  rest  rushd  eagerly — no  wonder, 
For  they  were  heated  by  the  hope  of  gain, 

A  thing  v^hich  happens  every  where  each  d.iy — 

No  hero  trusteth  wholly  to  half-pay. 

CIV. 

And  such  is  victory,  and  such  is  man! 

At  least  nine-tenlhs  of  what  we  call  so;— God 
!May  ha\c  anoiher  name  for  half  we  scan 

As  human  beings,  or  his  ways  are  odd. 
I!ul  to  our  subject,  a  brave  Tartar  Khan, — 

Or  w  jii/frtM,»  as  the  author  (to  whose  nod 
111  prose  I  bend  my  humble  verse)  doth  call 
This  chieftain — somehow  would  not  yield  at  all  ; 

CV. 

Hut,  flank'd  by  /lue  brave  sons  (such  is  polygamy. 
That  she  spawns  warriors  by  the  score,  where  aooe 

Are  prosecuted  for  that  false  crime  bijjamy) 
He  never  would  believe  the  city  won 

While  rourage  clim{;  but  to  a  single  twijj. — Am  I 
Describing  Priam's.  IVleus',  or  Joves  son? 

Neither, — but  a  goo<l,  plain,  old,  temperate  man, 

\\'ho  fought  with  his  ti\e  children  in  the  van. 

CVl. 

To  take  him  was  the  point.     The  truly  bravp. 

When  they  behold  the  brave  oppressd  ^itli  odd«. 
Are  tonchd  with  a  desire  to  shield  and  save;  — 

A  mixture  of  wild  beasts  and  demi-gods 
Are  they — now  furious  as  the  sweeping  wave, 
(      Now  moved  with  pity :  even  as  sometimes  ntxls 
I  The  rugged  tree  unto  the  summer  wind, 
I  Compassion  breathe;  ahmg  the  savage  miud. 

]  evil. 

;  bill  he  would  not  be  token,  and  r*»plled 

j      To  all  the  |iro]>osilions  of  surrender 
by  mowing  (^hrisiians  down  on  every  side, 

'       .\s  (djstinate  as  Swedi-h  Chirlcs  at  [lender. 

j  His  live  brave  boys  no  less  the  foe  defied  ; 

Whereon  the  Russi.ui  pathos  grew  less  tender, 
As  being  a  viruic,  like  leireslrial  patience. 
Apt  to  wear  out  on  trilling  provocaii«us. 

CVHf. 

.Vn»l  spire  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  who 
Kxpended  all  their  eastern  phraseology 

111  bejigiiij;  him,  for  Cod  s  sake,  just  to  sliow 
.>«>  niiub  less  light  as  might  form  an  apolo*;y 

Foi  tftf}>i  ill  saving  such  a  desperate  foe — 
lie  h-wM  awav,  like  doctors  of  theology 

When  th»  V  disjMiie  with  sreplics;  and  with  cur«^^ 

Slnick  at  his  friends,  as  babies  be  it  their  nurses 

CIX. 

Nay,  he  hail  vouiuted.  though  but  slightly,  both 
Jnaii  aiul  Johnson,  whereupon  they  fell — 

riie  III  si  vvitii  sighs,  the  second  with  an  oath — 
rpou  his  angry  sullanship,  pell-mell, 

.\iid  all  arouml  were  gr<^wn  exceeding  wruili 
At  sucli  .1  jieriinaeKtus  infidel, 

.\nd  pour  d  upon  him  and  his  sons  !ike  rain, 

Wlii(li  ihev  rcMsietl  like  (  sandy  plain, — 
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fli.it  drinks  and  still  Ls  dry.     At  la&(  they  perish'd  : — 

ni<>  ^cood  son  was  IcvcU'd  by  a  shot; 
ni%  third  was  sabred;  and  the  fourth,  roost  cherish'd 

Of  nil  the  five,  on  bayonets  met  his  lot; 
The  lifth,  who,  by  a  Christian  mother  oourisb'd, 

II. id  been  ne(j;lec(ed,  ill-used,  and  what  not, 
fWrause  deform'd,  yet  died  all  game  and  iMttom, 
To  !»ave  a  sire  who  bla<>b'd  that  be  be(;ot  him. 

CXI. 

1  he  elilrst  was  a  true  and  tameless  Tartar, 

As  i; rr.it  a  scorner  of  the  Nazareiie 
A%  ever  Mahomet  pick'd  out  for  a  martyr, 

Who  only  saw  the  blark-eyinl  j^irls  iu  green. 
Who  make  tlie  beds  of  those  who  won't  take  quarter 

On  i>;irtli,  in  Paradise;  aud,  when  once  seen, 
Thos4>  liouri«,  like  all  other  pretty  creatures, 
Do  just  whate'er  they  please,  by  dint  of  features. 

CXII. 

And  what  they  pleased  to  do  with  the  young  Khan 
In  hraven,  I  know  not,  nor  pretend  to  guess ; 

but  doubtless  they  prefer  a  fine  young  man 
To  tough  old  heroes,  and  can  do  no  less ; 

And  I  hat  s  the  cause,  no  doubt,  why,  if  we  scan 
A  held  of  battle's  ghastly  wilderness, 

Ki»r  one  rough,  weathrr-beaten,  veteran  body, 

Vou  11  find  ten  thousand  handsome  coxcombs  bloody. 

CXIII. 
Your  houris  also  have  a  natural  pleasure 

hi  lopping  off  your  lately  married  men 
Cr'fore  the  bridal  hour>  have  danced  their  measure, 

And  (he  sad  second  moon  grows  dim  again, 
Or  thill  Repentance  hnth  had  dreary  leisure 

I  o  wish  him  back  a  bachelor  now  and  then. 
And  thus  your  houri  (it  may  be)  disputes 
<  >f  ihcbP  brief  blossoms  the  immediate  fruits. 

CXIV. 

riiiiv  (he  yonng  Khan,  with  houris  in  his  sight. 

Thought  not  upon  l^e  charms  of  four  young  brides, 

iWit  hravely  rush'd  on  his  tirst  heavenly  night. 
In  short,  howe'er  our  better  faith  derides, 

'i  licoc  black-eyed  virgins  nuike  the  Moslems  fight. 

As  (hough  (here  were  one  lieaven  and  none  besides, — 

Wlirrras,  if  all  be  (rue  we  hear  of  heaven 

And  hell,  there  must  at  ItMst  be  six  or  seveu. 

cxv, 

.^o  fully  Hash'd  the  phantom  on  his  eyes. 
That  when  the  very  la nre  was  in  his  heart, 

III'  slinn(cd  m  Allah !»  and  <uiw  Paradise 
Widi  all  its  veil  of  my&(ery  drawn  apart, 

Viid  bright  eternity  without  disguise 
On  his  ^oiil,  like  a  reaseloss  snurisc,  dart, — 

With  prophets,  houris.  angels,  saints,  descried 

111  one  \oluptuous  blaze, — and  (hen  he  died  : 

CXVI. 

lUK,  with  a  heavenly  rapture  on  his  face, 

The  good  old  Khan — who  long  had  ceased  to  sec 

Houris,  or  aught  except  his  florid  race, 

Who  grew  like  cedars  round  him  gloriously — 

When  he  beheld  his  latest  hero  grace 

The  earth,  which  he  became  like  a  fell'd  tree, 

fVnivd  for  a  moment  from  (he  fight,  and  cast 

A  glance  on  that  slain  son,  his  first  and  last. 


cxvii. 

The  soldiers,  who  beheld  him  drop  his  point, 
Stopp'd  as  if  once  more  willing  to  concede  - 

Ouarter,  in  case  he  bade  them  not  «  aroint !» 
As  he  before  bad  done.     He  did  not  heed 

Their  pause  nor  signs  :  his  heart  was  out  of  joint. 
And  shook  (till  now  unshaken)  like  a  reed, 

As  he  look'd  down  upon  his  children  gone. 

And  felt — though  done  willi  life — he  was  alone. 

CXVIII. 
But 't  was  a  transient  tremor  : — with  a  spring 

Upon  the  Russian  siteel  his  breast  he  flung, 
As  carelessly  as  hurls  the  moth  her  wing 

Against  the  light  wherein  she  dies :  he  clung 
Qoser,  that  all  the  deadlier  they  might  wring. 

Unto  the  bayonets  which  had  pierced  his  youog ; 
Aud,  throwing  back  a  dim  look  on  his  sons. 
In  one  wide  wound  pour  d  forth  bis  soul  at  ooce. 

CXIX. 
T  is  strange  enough — the  rough,  tough  soldien,  who 

Spared  neither  sex  nor  age  in  their  career 
Of  carnage,  when  this  old  man  was  pierced  through, 

And  lay  before  them  with  his  children  near, 
Touch'd  by  the  heroism  of  him  they  slew. 

Were  melted  for  a  moment ;  though  no  tear 
Flow'd  from  their  blood-shot  eyes,  all  red  with  strife. 
They  honour'd  such  determined  scorn  of  life. 

cxx. 

[»ut  the  stone  bastion  still  kept  up  its  fire. 
Where  the  chief  Pacha  calmly  held  his  post : 

Some  twenty  times  he  made  the  Russ  retire, 
Aud  baffled  the  assaults  of  all  their  host; 

At  length  he  condescended  to  inquire 
If  yet  the  city's  rest  were  won  or  lost ; 

And,  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a  Bey 

To  answer  Riha's  summons  to  give  way. 

CXXI. 

In  the  mean  time,  cross-legg'd,  with  great  sang-froid. 
Among  (he  scorching  ruins  he  sat  smoking 

Tobacco  on  a  little  carpel; — Troy 

Saw  nothing  like  tlie  scene  around;— yet,  looking 

Willi  martial  stoicism,  nought  seem'd  to  annoy 
His  stern  philosophy  :  hut  gently  stroking 

His  beard,  he  puffd  his  pipe's  ambrosial  gales, 

As  if  he  had  tliree  lives  as  well  as  tails. 

CXXH. 

The  town  was  taken — whether  he  might  yield 
Himself  or  bastion,  little  matter'd  now ; 

His  stubborn  valour  was  no  future  shield. 
Ismail  is  no  more!     The  crescent's  silver  bow 

Sunk,  antl  the  crimson  cross  glared  o'er  the  field, 
But  red  with  no  redeeming  gore  :  the  glow 

Of  burning  streeU,  Hke  moonlight  on  the  water. 

Was  imaged  back  in  blood,  the  sea  of  sbughter. 

CXXIII. 
All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  from  of  excesses; 

All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad; 
All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man's  distresses; 

All  that  the  devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad; 
All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses; 

All  by  which  hell  is  peopled,  or  as  sad 
As  hell— mere  moruls  who  their  power  abuse,— 
Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  since)  let  loose. 
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CXXIV. 
If  here  and  iherc  som«»  traiisirnt  trait  of  pity, 

Was  shown,  and  some  morr  noblclicart  broke  throii(;li 
Tts  bloody  bond,  and  saved  perhaps  some  pretty 

Chihl,  or  an  a^;ed  hrlph>ss  man  or  two — 
What's  this  in  one  annihilated  riiy, 

Where  ihoiisand  loves,  and  ties,  and  duties  prow? 
Cockneys  of  liondon!  Miicc.ulms  of  Paris! 
Just  ponder  what  a  p:ou<.  pastime  war  is. 

cxxv. 

Think  how  the  joys  of  reading  a  gazette 
Are  purchased  by  all  a{;ouies  and  crimes: 

Or,  if  these  do  not  move  you,  dont  for{;el 
Such  doom  may  be  your  own  in  after  times. 

Meantime  the  taxes,  Casilereajjli,  and  debt, 
Are  hints  as  good  ns  sermons,  or  as  rhymes. 

Head  your  own  hearts  and  Treland's  present  story, 

Then  feed  her  famine  fat  with  Wellesley's  glory. 

CXXVI, 
Hut  still  there  is  unto  a  patriot  nation, 

Which  loves  so  well  its  country  and  its  king, 
A  subject  of  sublimest  exultation — 

Bear  it,  ye  .Muses,  on  your  brightest  wing! 
Ilowcer  the  mighty  locust,  Desolation, 

Strip  your  green  Helds,  and  to  your  harvests  cling, 
Gaunt  Famine  neser  shall  approach  the  throne — 
Tiiough  Ireland  siarvc,  great  George  weighs  twenty  stone. 

cxxvn. 

But  let  me  put  an  end  unto  my  theme  : 

There  was  an  end  of  Ismail — hapless  town  I 

Far  flash'd  her  burnini;  towers  o'er  Danube's  stream. 
And  redly  ran  his  blushing  waters  down. 

The  liorrid  war-whoop  and  the  shriller  scream 
Hose  still;   but  fainter  were  the  thunders  grown: 

Of  forty  thousand  who  had  maun'd  the  wall. 

Some  hundreds  breathed — the  rest  were  silent  all  ! 

CXXVIII. 

In  one  thing  ne'ertheless  't  is  fit  to  praise 

The  (Uis>i.ui  army  upon  this  occasion, 
A  virtue  much  in  f.ishion  now-a-days, 

And  th.^reforr-  worthy  of  commemoration  : 
The  topic  s  tcntlf-r.  so  «.|i;»l|  be  my  j)|irase — 

Peril  i|)s  the  season's  chill,  and  lluir  long  station 
In  winters  depth,  or  want  of  n-si  .md  victual. 
Ibid  made  them  chaste; — they  ra>is!i'd  very  little. 

CXXIX. 

Much  di«l  they  slay,  more  plunder,  and  no  less 
.Might  lit-re  and  there  occur  some  violation 

In  (he  other  line  ; — but  not  to  such  excess 
As  when  the  French,  that  dissipated  nation, 

Take  towns  by  storm  ;  no  cansrs  can  I  iTuess, 
Except  cold  weather  and  commiseration  ; 

But  all  the  lailies,  save  some  twenty  score, 

Were  almost  as  much  virgins  as  before. 

CXXV. 

Some  odd  mistakes  too  h append  in  the  <lark. 
Which  show'tl  a  want  oflanihorns,  or  of  taste — 

ln«lee»l  (lie  <imoke  was  such  lliey  scarce  could  mark 
Their  frieiuls  from   foes, —  brsidcs  nucIi  things  from 
ha«-le 

Occur,  though  rarely,  when  liiere  is  a  s])ark 
Of  light  to  «;ave  the  venir.d>ly  cliastc: — 

r.iit  six  old  d  inisrls,  each  of  se\entv  vears, 

Were  all  de(l<>>\or(l  by  diffor-iil  grenadiers. 


CXXXI. 

But  on  the  whole  their  continence  was  great; 

So  that  some  disappointment  there  ensued 
To  those  who  had  felt  the  inconvenient  state 

Of  («  single  blessedness, »  and  thought  it  good 
fSince  it  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  fate. 

To  bear  these  crosses)  for  each  waning  prude 
To  make  a  Boman  sort  of  Sabine  weddinf^. 
Without  the  expense  and  the  suspense  of  bedding. 

CXXXII. 

Some  voices  of  the  buxom  middle-aged 

Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din 
^Widows  of  forty  were  these  birds  long  caged) 

«  Wherefore  the  ravi.shiug  did  not  bejjin  !» 
Rut,  while  the  thirst  for  gore  and  plunder  ra^ed. 

There  was  small  leisure  for  superfluous  siD  ; 
but  whether  they  escaped  or  no,  lies  hid 
In  darkuess — I  can  only  hope  they  did. 

CXXXIII. 

Suwarrow  now  was  conqueror — a  match 

lor  Timor  or  for  Ziughis  in  his  trade. 
While  mo<(|ues  and  streets,  beneath  his  eye*,  like  itai.  i 

Blazed,  and  the  cannon's  roar  was  scarce  allay'd. 
With  bloody  hands  he  wrote  his  first  dispatch; 

And  here  exactly  follows  what  he  said  : — 
«  Glory  to  Cod  aud  to  the  Empress !»  [Powers 
Eternal!  such  names  mingled  !)  «  Ismail  *s  ours  !»:> 

CXXXIV. 

Methinks  these  are  the  most  tremendous  words. 
Since  «<  3lenc,  .Mene,  Tckel,»  and  «  Upbarsio,* 

Which  hands  or  p  ns  have  ever  traced  of  swords. 
Heaven  help  me  !   I  'm  but  little  of  a  parson  : 

What  Daniel  read  was  short-hand  of  the  Lord's, 
Severe,  sublime  ;   the  prophet  wrote  no  farce  on 

Tlie  fate  of  nations; — but  this  Russ,  so  witty. 

Could  rhyme,  like  Nero,  o'er  a  burning  city. 

CXXXV. 

He  wrote  this  polar  melody,  and  set  it. 
Duly  accompanied  byshrieks^ud  groans. 

Which  few  will  sing,  I  trust,  but  none  forgc-f  it — 
For  1  will  tench,  if  possible,  the  stones 

To  rise  against  earths  tyrants.     Never  let  it 
Be  said,  that  we  still  truckle  unto  throne-s; — 

l!ut  ye — our  children's  children!  think  how  we 

Show'd  what  thimji  were  before  the  world  was  frri-* 

CXXXV  I. 

That  hour  is  not  for  us,  but  't  is  for  yon; 

And  as,  in  th*^  great  joy  of  your  millennium. 
You  hardly  will  believe  such  things  were  true 

As  now  occur,  1  thought  that  I  would  pen  you  ''is 
Ihit  may  their  very  memory  perish  too  !  — 

Yet.  if  perchance  remembcr'd,  still  disdain  vou   -n. 
y]orp  than  you  scorn  the  savages  of  yore. 
Who  painted  their  bare  limbs,  but  not  with  g^r*-. 

CXXXVII. 

.\nd  when  you  hear  historians  talk  of  throne*. 
Anil  ilmsc  ihit  sate  upon  ihem.  let  it  be 

As  >»e  now  ga7e  upon  the  Mammoth's  bones, 

.\ii<l  wiMiiler  vhit  old  world  such  lliiugs  could  -^- 

Or  biero;;lvpliic«.  on  Kgvpt'an  stones, 
Tlie  pleasant  liilcjlcs  of  futurity — 

(".uessuig  al  >*hat  shall  happily  be  hid 

A"i  the  real  pnr|)o-.c  of  a  ])yraniid. 
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CXXXVIII. 
Arader!  I  luve  kept  my  word, — at  least  so  far 

A«  the  first  cMiiio  prooiiscd.     You  have  now 
Uad  skitclies  of  love,  tempest,  (ravel,  war — 

All  very  accurate,  you  must  allow. 
And  epic,  if  plain  truth  should  prove  no  bar: 

For  i  have  drawn  much  less  with  a  long  bow 
Thau  my  fore-runners.     Circlessly  1  sing, 
But  Plioebus  lends  me  now  and  then  a  string, 

CXXXIX. 

>^'ith  which  I  still  can  harp,  and  carp,  and  fiddle. 

What  further  bath  befalleo  or  may  befal 
The  hero  of  this  grand  poetic  riddle, 

I  by  and  by  may  tell  you,  if  at  all : 
But  uow  I  chuse  to  break  off  io  the  middle. 

Worn  out  with  battering  Ismail's  stubborn  wall, 
l^'hile  Juan  is  sent  off  with  the  dispatch, 
For  which  all  Petersburgh  is  on  the  watch. 

CXL. 
This  special  honour  was  conferr'd,  because 

He  bad  behaved  with  courage  and  humanity; — 
'Which  last  men  like,  when  they  have  time  to  pause 

From  their  ferocities  produced  by  vanity. 
His  little  captive  gain'd  him  some  applause, 

For  solving  her  amidst  the  wild  insanity 
Of  carnage,  and  I  think  he  wa<i  more  glad  in  her 
Safety,  than  bis  new  order  of  St  Vladimir. 

CXLI. 
The  Moslem  orphan  went  with  her  protector. 

For  she  was  homeless,  houseless,  helpless:  tU 
Her  friends,  like  the  sad  family  of  Hector, 

Had  perifth'd  in  the  field  or  by  the  wall: 
Her  very  place  of  birth  was  but  a  spectre 

Of  what  it  had  been;  there  the  Muezzin's  caU 
To  prayer  was  heard  no  more! — and  Juan  wept. 
And  made  a  tow  to  shield  her,  which  he  kept. 


CANTO  IX. 


I. 

Oh,  Wellington!  (or  o  Vilaintonn— for  fame 

Sounds  the  heroic  syllables  both  ways ; 
France  could  not  even  conquer  your  great  name, 
But  punn'd  it  down  to  this  facetious  phrase- 
Beating  or  beaten  she  will  laugh  the  same)— 

You  have  ohtain'd  great  pensions  and  much  praise; 
Glory  like  yours  should  any  dare  gainsay, 
Humanity  would  rise,  and  thunder  « Nay!  » * 

II. 

I  don't  think  that  you  used  K— n— rd  quite  well 
In  IHarinet't  affair—  in  fact  t  was  shabby. 

And,  like  some  other  things,  wont  do  to  tell 
Upon  your  tomb  in  W^estroinster's  old  abbey. 

Upon  the  rest  t  is  not  worth  while  to  dwell. 

Such  ules  being  for  the  tea  hours  of  some  ubby ; 

But  though  your  years  as  man  tend  fast  to  zero. 

In  fact  your  grace  is  still  but  a  youny  hero. 


UI. 
Though  Britain  owes  ( and  pays  you  loo)  so  much. 

Yet  Europe  doubtless  owes  you  greatly  morei 
You  have  repair'd  legitimacy's  crutch — 

A  prop  not  quite  so  certain  as  before: 
The  Spauish,  and  the  French,  as  well  as  Dutch, 

Have  seen,  and  felt,  how  strongly  you  rtstort; 
And  Waterloo  has  made  the  world  your  debtor — 
( I  wish  your  bards  would  sing  it  rather  better.) 

IV. 
You  are  «  the  best  of  cut-throats :» — do  not  start; 

The  phrase  is  Sliakspeare's,  and  not  misapplied : 
War  *s  a  brain-spattering,  windpipe-slitting  art, 

Unless  her  cause  by  right  be  sanctified. 
If  you  have  acted  once  a  generous  part, 

The  world,  not  the  world's  masters,  will  decide, 
And  I  shall  be  delighted  to  learn  who. 
Save  you  and  yours,  have  gain'd  by  Waterloo  I 

V. 
I  am  no  flatterer — you  *ve  supp'd  full  of  flattery : 

They  say  you  hke  it  too^'t  is  no  great  wonder: 
He  whose  whole  life  has  been  assault  and  battery. 

At  last  may  get  a  little  tired  of  thunder; 
And,  swallowing  eulogy  much  more  than  satire,  he 

May  like  being  praised  for  every  lucky  blunder: 
Call'd  «  Saviour  of  the  Nations* — nut  yet  Mved, 
And  «  Europe's  Liberaton* — still  enslaved. 

VI. 

I  've  done.     Kow  go  and  dine  from  off  the  plate 

Presented  by  the  Prince  of  the  Brazils, 
And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  gate, 

A  slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals:* 
He  fought,  but  has  not  fed  so  well  of  late. 

Some  hunger  too  they  say  the  people  feels: 
There  is  no  doubt  that  you  deserve  your  ration- 
But  pray  give  back  a  little  to  the  nation. 

VU. 
I  don't  mean  to  reflect — a  man  so  great  as 

You,  my  Lord  Duke !  is  for  above  reflection. 
The  high  Roman  foshion  too  of  Cincinnatua 

With  modern  history  has  but  small  connexion : 
Though  as  an  Iri.shman  you  love  potatoes. 

You  need  not  take  them  under  your  direction ; 
And  half  a  million  for  your  Sabine  farm 
Is  rather  dear! — I  'm  sure  I  mean  no  harm. 

vni. 

Great  men  have  always  scorn'd  great  recompenses; 

Epaminondas  saved  his  Thebes,  and  died. 
Not  leaving  even  his  funeral  expenses: 

George  Washington  had  thanks  and  nought  beside, 
Except  the  all-cloudless  glory  ( which  few  men's  is) 

To  free  his  country:  Pitt  too  had  his  pride. 
And,  as  a  high-soul'd  minister  of  state,  it 
Renown'd  for  ruining  Great  Britain  gratis. 

IX. 
Never  had  mortal  man  such  opportunity. 

Except  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more : 
You  might  have  freed  fall'n  Europe  from  the  unity 

Of  tyrants,  and  been  bless'd  from  shore  to  shore ; 
And  now — what  is  your  fiime?Sliall  the  muse  tune  it  ycT 

Now — that  the  rabble's  first  vain  shouts  are  o'erT 
Go,  hear  it  in  your  fomish'd  country's  criea ! 
Behold  tlie  world !  and  curse  your  victories ! 
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X. 

As  these  new  cantos  touch  on  warUke  feats, 
To  you  the  unflattering  muse  deijjus  to  inscribe 

Trutlis  that  you  will  not  road  in  the  (ja/ettes, 
But  which,  t  is  lime  to  teach  the  hirchnf^  tribe 

Wlio  fatten  on  their  country's  gore  and  debts, 
Must  be  recited,  and — without  a  bribe. 

You  did  (freat  things;  but,  not  being  great  in  mind, 

Have  h'fl  undone  the  greatest — and  ni;inkind. 

XI. 

Death  laughs — Go  ponder  o'er  the  skeleton 

With  wliich  men  image  out  the  unknown  thing 

That  hides  the  past  world,  like  to  a  ^et  sun 

Which  still  elsewhere  may  rouse  a  brighter  spring: 

Death  laughs  at  all  you  weep  for; — look  upon 
This  hourly  dread  of  all  whose  tiircntend  sting 

Turns  life  to  terror,  even  though  in  its  sheath! 

Mark!  how  its  lipless  mouth  grius  without  breath! 

XII. 
Mark!  how  it  laughs  and  scorns  at  all  yon  are! 

And  yet  ivas  what  you  are:  from  ear  to  ear 
It  laughs  not — there  is  now  no  fleshy  bar 

So  call'd ;  the  antic  long  hath  ceased  to  hear. 
Rut  still  he  smiles;  and  whether  near  or  far 

He  strips  from  man  that  mantle — l^far  more  dear 
Tlrtu  even  the  tailor's^  —  his  incarnate  skin, 
While,  black,  or  copper — the  dead  bones  will  grin. 

XIII. 

And  thus  Death  laughs  : — it  is  sad  merriment, 
But  still  it  ii  so;  and  with  such  example 

Why  should  not  Life  be  equally  content, 
With  his  superior,  in  a  smile  to  trani[)lc 

I'pon  the  nothings  which  are  daily  spent 
Like  bubbles  on  an  ocean  much  Icss  amj)lc 

Than  the  eternal  deluge,  which  devours 

Sun^  as  rays — worlds  like  atoms — years  like  hours;' 

XIV. 
« To  be,  or  not  to  be!  that  is  the  rpiesiion,** 

Says  Shakspeare,  who  just  imw  is  much  in  fashion. 
I  am  neither  Alexander  nor  lleph.estion, 

Nor  ever  had  for  abstract  fame  much  pas<.ion; 
But  would  much  rather  have  a  sound  digestion, 

Than  Bonaj)arte's  cancer: — could  I  dash  ou 
Through  lifly  victories  to  shame  or  fame, 
i    Without  a  stomach — what  were  a  good  name! 

XV. 

«0h,  dura  ilia  messorum!»  —  «0h. 
Ye  rigid  gnts  of  reapers!" — I  translate 

For  the  great  benefit  of  those  who  know 
What  indigestion  is — that  inward  fate 

Which  makes  all  Styx  through  one  small  liver  flow, 
A  pe;is;uU  s  sweat  is  worth  his  lords  estate; 

Let  tliii  one  toil  for  bread — that  rack  for  rent, — 

He  who  slee])S  best  may  be  the  m<»st  content. 

XVI. 
"To  he,  or  not  to  be!»» — Ere  I  decide, 

1  should  be  glad  to  know  tliU  which  i<  being. 
T  is  true  we  speculate  hoili  far  and  wide. 

And  deem,  bec;iuse  we  see,  mc  arf  (dl-sccing  : 
For  my  part,  I    11  enlist  on  neither  side, 
I'ntd  I  see  both  sides  for  once  agreeing, 
j    For  me,  I  sometmies  think  ll«at  life  is  death, 
:   Uaiher  than  life  a  mere  affair  of  hre  ith. 


XVII. 

««Oue  sais-je?  >'  was  the  motto  of  Montaigne, 

As  aho  of  the  first  academicians: 
That  all  is  dubious  which  man  may  attain. 

Was  one  of  their  most  favourite  positions. 
There  's  no  such  thing  as  certainly,  thai  "s  plain 

As  any  of  mortality's  conditions: 
So  little  do  we  know  what  we  're  about  in 
This  world,  I  doubt  if  doubt  itself  be  doubtiug. 

XVHL 

It  is  a  pleasant  voyage  perhaps  to  float, 

Like  Pyrrho,  on  a  sea  of  speculation; 
But  what  if  carrying  sail  capsi/e  the  boat? 

Your  wise  men  don't  know  much  of  na\i^aiion ; 
And  swimming  long  in  the  abyss  of  thought 

Is  apt  to  tire:  a  calm  and  shallow  station 
Well  nigh  the  shore,  where  one  sloops  down  and  gaih-  r- 
Some  pretty  shell,  is  best  for  moderate  bathers. 

XIX. 

"But  heaven, >>  as  Cassio  says,  "is  above  all. — 

No  more  of  this  then, — let  us  pray!»»     We  have 
Souls  to  save,  since  K\e's  slip  and  Adam's  fall. 

Which  tumbled  all  mankind  into  the  gntvc. 
Besides  fish,  beasi«,  and  birds.     «<Thc  sparrow's  fall 

Is  special  provi<leuce,»»  ihough  how  it  gave 
Offence,  we  know  not;  probably  it  perchd 
Lpon  the  tree  which  E>e  so  fondly  search  d. 

XX. 
Oh,  ye  immortal  gods!  what  is  theogony? 

<.)h,  thou  loo  mortal  man!  what  is  philanthropy! 
Oh,  world,  which  was  and  is!  what  is  cosmogony  " 

Some  people  have  accused  me  of  misiintliropv; 
And  yet  I  know  no  more  than  the  mahogany 

That  forms  this  desk,  of  what  they  mean: — L-\Knn- 
thropy 
I  comprehend;  for,  without  transformation, 
Men  Ijecome  wolves  on  any  slight  occasion. 

XXL 
But  I,  the  mildest,  meekest  of  mankind. 

Like  Moses,  or  Melancthon,  who  have  ne'er 
Done  any  thing  exceedingly  unkind, — 

And  [  ihou{;h  I  could  not  now  and  then  forbear 
Following  ihe  bent  of  body  or  of  mind) 

Have  always  had  a  lentlency  to  spare, — 
W'hy  do  they  call  me  misatithrope?     Becaus<? 
They  hate  me,  not  I  them: — x\ud  here  we  'U  pau«*. 

XXIL 
T  is  time  we  should  p.-'occed  with  our  good  poem. 

For  I  maintain  that  it  is  really  good, 
Not  only  in  the  body,  but  the  proem. 

However  little  both  are  understood 
Just  now, — but  by  and  by  the  truth  will  shov  em 

Hersf  If  in  her  6nl)limest  attitude: 
And  till  she  doth,  J  fain  must  be  content 
To  share  her  beauty  and  her  banishment. 

xxni. 

Our  hero  'and.  I  trust,  kind  reader!  yours)  — 
\\';is  left  upon  his  May  to  the  chief  city 
j  Of  the  iuinn»rlal  Peters  jioHsh'd  boors, 
[       Wlio  still  have  shown  theniseltes  more  bn^ve  tli.io 

witty; 
1  I  know  its  mighty  emjiire  now  allures 
j       Mu*  h  Mattery — e\*Mj  Voltaire's,  and  that  "s  a  piiy 
lor  me,  I  deem  an  ahsohile  autocrat 
Xvt  :\  harhanan.  but  mucii  worst;  than  that. 
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XXIV. 

And  I  will  wir,  tt  least  io  wonU  (and — ihoiild 
My  chaoce  fo  happeo— deecis)  with  all  who  war 

With  thought,— and  of  thouglit's  foai  by  fiir  most  rude, 
Tyraola  and  sycophants  have  been  and  are. 

I  know  not  who  may  conquer :  if  1  coold 
Have  such  a  prescience,  it  should  be  no  bar 

To  this  my  plain,  sworn,  downright  detestatioo 

Of  every  despotism  in  every  nation. 

XXV. 

It  is  not  that  I  adulate  the  people : 

Witliout  Me  there  are  demagogues  enough, 

And  in6dels  to  pull  down  evrry  steeple, 

And  set  up  in  their  stead  some  proper  stuff. 

Whether  they  may  sow  scepticism  to  reap  liell. 
As  is  the  christian  dogma  rather  rough, 

I  do  not  know; — I  wish  men  to  be  free 

As  much  from  mobs  as  kings — from  you  as  me. 

XXVI. 

The  consequence  k,  being  of  no  party, 
I  shall  offend  all  parties : — never  mind ! 

My  words,  at  least.,  are  more  sincere  and  hearty 
Than  if  I  sought  to  sail  before  the  wind. 

He  who  has  nought  to  gain  can  have  small  art :  he 
Who -neither  wishes  to  be  bound  nor  bind 

May  still  expadaie  freely,  as  will  I, 

Nor  give  my  voice  to  slavery's  jackal  cry. 

xxvir. 

'Tha(t  an  appropriate  simile.  Via t  jackal; 

r  ve  heard  them  in  the  Ephe&ian  ruins  howl 
By  night,  as  do  that  mercenary  pack  all, 

Power's  base  purveyors,  who  for  pickings  prowl. 
And  scent  the  prey  their  masters  would  attack  all. 

However  the  poor  jackals  are  less  foul 
(As  being  the  brave  lions'  keen  providers) 
Than  human  insects,  catering  for  spiders. 

XXVUI. 
Raise  but  tn  arm !  't  will  brush  their  web  away. 

And  without  that,  their  poison  and  their  claws 
Are  useless.     Hind,  good  people!  what  I  say— > 

(Or  rather  peoples) — go  on  without  pause ! 
The  web  of  these  tarantulas  each  day 

Increases,  till  you  shall  make  common  cause: 
None,  save  tlie  Spanish  ily  and  Attic  bee. 
As  yet  areatrongiy  stinging  to  be  free. 

XXIX. 

Don  Juan,  who  had  shone  in  the  late  slaughter, 
Was  left  upon  his  way  with  the  dispatch. 

Where  blood  was  tnlk'd  of  as  we  would  of  water; 
And  carcasses  that  lay  as  thick  as  thatch 

O'er  silenced  cities,  merely  served  to  flatter 

Fair  Catherine's  pastime— who  look'd  on  the  match 

Between  these  nations  as  a  main  of  cocks* 

Wherein  she  liked  her  own  to  stuul  like  rocks. 

XXX. 

And  there  in  a  kikitka  he  roll'd  on 

(A  cursed  sort  of  carriage  without  springs. 

Which  on  rough  roads  leaves  scarcely  a  whole  bone). 
Pondering  on  glory,  chivalry,  and  kings. 

And  orders,  and  on  all  that  he  had  done — 
And  wishing  that  post-horses  had  llie  wings 

Of  Pegasus,  or  at  the  least  post-chaises 

Had  fetthen,  when  a  traveller  on  deep  ways  is. 


XXXI. 

At  every  jolt— and  there  were  many--still 

He  tum'd  his  eyes  upon  his  little  charge, 
As  if  he  wish'd  that  she  should  bre  less  ill 

Than  he,  in  these  sad  bighwa]^  left  at  large 
To  ruts  and  flints,  and  lovely  nature's  skill, 

Who  is  no  paviour,  nor  admits  a  barge 
On  her  canals,  where  God  takes  sra  and  land. 
Fishery  and  farm,  both  into  his  own  hand. 

XXXII. 

At  lesMt  he  pays  no  rent,  and  has  best  right 

To  be  the  first  of  what  we  used  to  call 
«  Centlemen  farmersw — a  race  worn  out  quite. 

Since  lately  there  have  been  no  rents  at  all. 
And  «  geotlemens  are  in  a  piteous  plight. 

And  «  farmers*  can't  raise  Ceres  from  her  fall : 
She  fell  with  Bonaparte  :~What  strange  thoughts 
Arise,  when  we  see  emperors  fsU  with  oats ! 

XXXIII. 
Out  Juan  tum'd  his  eyes  on  the  sweet  child 

Whom  he  had  saved  firom  slau^iter — what  a  trophy! 
Oh!  ye  who  build  up  monuments,  defiled  ^ 

With  gore,  like  Nadir  Shah,  that  costive  Sophy, 
Who,  after  leaving  Hindostan  a  wild, 

And  scarce  to  the  Mogul  a  cup  of  coffee 
To  soothe  his  woes  withal,  was  dain,  the  sinner! 
Because  he  cenld  no  more  digest  his  dinner  t-*' 

XXXIV. 

Oh  ye !  or  we !  or  she !  or  he !  reflect. 

That  one  life  saved,  especially  if  young 
O-  pretty,  is  a  thing  to  recollect 

Far  sweeter  than  the  greenest  laurels  sprung 
From  tlie  numnre  of  human  clay,  though  deck'd 

With  all  the  praises  ever  said  or  sung : 
Though  hymn'd  by  every  harp,  unless  within 
Tour  heart  joins  chorus,  fame  is  but  a  din. 

XXXV. 

Ob,  ye  great  authors  Inminous,  voluminous! 

Te  twice  ten  hundred  tliousand  daily  scribes ! 
Whose  pamphlets,  volumes,  newspapers  illumine  us ! 

Whether  you  're  paid  by  government  in  bribes, 
To  prove  the  public  debt  is  not  consuming  us— 

Or,  roughly  treadmg  on  the  «  courtier's  kibes* 
With  clownish  heel,  your  popular  circulation 
Feeds  you  by  priming  half  the  realm's  starvation.— 

XXXVI. 

Oh,  ye  great  authors!—*  A-propos  de  bottes*— 

I  have  forgotten  what  I  meant  to  say, 
As  eomelimes  have  been  greater  sages'  lots: 

T  was  something  calculated  to  allay 
All  wrath  in  barracks,  palaces,  or  cots: 

Gertes  it  would  have  been  but  thrown  away. 
And  that 's  one  comfort  for  my  lost  advice. 
Although  no  doubt  it  was  beyond  all  price. 

XXX  vu. 

But  let  it  go:— it  will  one  day  be  found 

With  other  relics  of  «  a  former  world,* 
When  this  worid  shall  be/braier,  underground. 

Thrown  topsy-turvy,  twisted,  crisp'd,  and  curTd, 
Baked,  fried,  or  burnt,  tum'd  inside  out,  or  drown'd. 

Like  til  the  worlds  before,  which  have  been  hurfd 
First  out  of  and  then  back  again  to  chaos, 
The  superstratum  which  will  overlay  us, 
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XXXVITI. 

So  Ciivior  says; — and  then  siiall  come  agaia 

Unto  the  new  creniion,  rising  out 
From  our  olil  crash,  aome  mystic,  ancient  sfr.iin 

Of  ihingff  destroy  d  and  left  in  airy  doubt: 
Like  to  the  notions  we  now  entertain 

Of  Titans,  cianlH,  fellowft  of  about 
Some  hundred  feet  in  hei(;ht,  not  to  say  mi7es, 
And  mammoths,  and  your  winded  crocodiles. 

XXXIX. 

Think,  if  then  George  the  Fourth  should  be  dug  up! 

How  the  new  worldhogs  of  the  then  new  east 
Will  wonder  where  such  animals  could  sup! 

(For  they  themselves  will  be  hut  of  the  least: 
Even  worlds  miscarry,  when  loo  oft  they  pup, 

And  every  new  creation  hath  dccrea&<Hl 
In  size,  from  overworking  tlic  material — 
Men  are  but  Dia({gots  of  some  huije  earth's  burial.) — 

XL. 

How  will — to  these  young  people,  just  thrust  out 
From  some  fresih  paradise,  and  set  to  plough, 

And  dig,  and  sweat,  and  turn  diemselvcs  about. 
And  plant,  and  reap,  and  spin,  and  grind,  and  sow. 

Till  all  (he  arts  at  length  are  brought  about. 
Especially  of  war  and  taxing, — how, 

I  say,  will  tlie^e  great  relics,  when  they  see  'em, 

Look  like  the  monsters  of  a  new  museum ! 

XLI. 
But  I  am  apt  to  grow  too  metaphysical  : 

«  The  time  is  out  of  joint,» — and  so  am  I; 
I  quite  forget  this  poem  's  merely  quizzical. 

And  deviate  into  matters  rather  dry. 
I  ne'er  decide  what  1  shall  say,  and  this-f  call 

Much  too  poetical:  men  should  know  why 
They  write,  and  for  what  end;  but,  note  or  text, 
I  never  know  the  word  which  will  come  next. 

XLII. 
So  on  I  ramble,  now  and  then  narrating. 

Now  pondering.   It  is  time  we  should  narrate: 
I  left  Don  Juan  with  his  horses  baiting — 

Now  we  'II  get  o'er  the  ground  at  a  great  rate. 
I  shall  not  be  particular  in  stating 

His  journey — wc  've  so  ma  ay  tours  of  late : 
Suppose  him  then  at  Petersburgh;  suppose 
That  pleasant  capital  of  painted  snows; 

XLITI. 

Suppose  him  in  a  handsome  uniform ; 

A  scarlet  coat,  bl:ick  facings,  a  long  plume. 
Waving,  like  sails  new  shiver'd  in  a  storm, 

Over  a  rock'd  hat,  inii  crowded  room, 
And  brilliant  breeches,  bright  as  a  Giirn  Gorme, 

Of  yellow  kerseymere  we  may  presume. 
White  stockings  drawn,  uncurdlcd  as  now  milk. 
O'er  limbs  whose  symmetry  set  off  the  silk : 

XLIV. 
Suppose  him,  sword  by  side,  and  hat  in  hnnd. 

Made  up  l»y  youth,  fame,  and  an  army  tailor— 
That  great  enchanter,  at  whose  rod's  roinmand 

lleaitty  springs  forth,  and  nature's  self  turns  paler, 
Srcing  how  art  can  make  her  work  more  ['rand, 

(When  she  don't  pin  men's  limbs  in  like  a  jailor)  — 
Behold  him  placed  as  if  upon  a  pillar!     He 
Srcms  fiOvr  (iirn'd  a  liriitenaiit  of  nrlillerv! 


XLV. 

Ilis  bandage  slipp'd  dowa  into  a  cravat ; 

His  wings  subdaed  to  epauktx ;  bis  quiver 
Shrunk  to  a  scabbard,  with  hia  arrows  ac 

Ilis  side  as  a  small  sword,  but  aliarp  as  ever ; 
His  bow  converted  into  a  cock'd  hat; 

But  still  so  like,  that  Fsycbe  were  more  devcr 
Than  some  wives  (who  make  blnndrrs  oo  Icaa  aiapid) 
If  slie  had  not  mistaken  him  for  Capid. 

XL  VI. 

The  courtiers  stared,  the  ladies  whisper'd,  and 

The  empress  smiled ;  the  reigning  favourite  frownd— 

I  quite  forget  which  of  them  was  in  hand 

Just  then,  as  they  are  railter  numerons  fooad. 

Who  took  by  turns  that  difficult  coramaod. 
Since  fin>t  her'majesty  was  singly  crown'd: 

But  they  were  mostly  nervous  six-foot  fellows. 

All  fit  to  make  a  Paugonian  jealous. 

XLVII. 
Juan  was  none  of  these,  but  slight  and  slioi^ 

Blushing  and  beardless;  and  yet  iic'ertbelew 
There  was  a  something  in  his  turn  of  limb. 

And  slill  more  in  his  eye,  which  seem'd  to 
That  though  he  look'd  one  of  tlie  ceraphim. 

There  lurk'd  a  man  beneath  the  apirit'a  di 
Resides,  the  empress  sometimes  likeil  a  boy. 
And  had  just  buried  the  fair-faced  Laatkai;4 

XLVIU. 
No  wonder  then  that  Yermoloff,  or  lfAmonoCF» 

Or  Scherbatoff,  or  any  other  0//, 
Or  on,  might  dread  her  majesty  had  not  room  esoo^ 

Within  her  bosom  (which  was  not  too  tough) 
For  a  new  (lame ;  a  thought  to  cast  of  glo— i  eaoojh 

Along  the  aspect,  wbeclier  smooth  or  rough. 
Of  him  who.  in  the  langnage  of  his  station. 
Then  held  that  m  high  official  situation.* 

XLIX. 
Oil,  gentle  ladies!  should  yon  seek  to  knew 

The  import  of  this  diplomatic  plaratc. 
Rid  Ireland's  Londonderry's  Marquess*  show 

Ilis  parts  of  speech ;  and  in  tlie  straoge  diaplays 
Of  that  o<ld  string  of  words  all  in  a  row, 

Which  none  divine,  and  every  one  obeya. 
Perhaps  yon  may  pick  out  some  queer  noHnenning. 
Of  that  weak  wordy  harvest  the  sole  gleanoig. 

L. 
I  think  1  can  explain  myself  withont 

That  sad  inexpKcable  beast  of  prey— 
Thnt  sphinx,  whose  words  would  ever  be  a  docib«« 

Did  not  his  deeds  nnriddlc  Uiem  each  day— 
That  monstrous  hieroglyphic — that  long  sfoot 

Of  blood  and  water,  leaden  Castlaraaghl 
And  here  I  must  an  anecdote  relate. 
Rut  luckily  of  uo  great  length  or  weighL 

U. 

An  English  lady  ask'd  of  an  Italian, 

What  were  the  actual  and  odicial  dtittea 

Of  the  strange  thing  some  women  set  a  value  on, 
Wliirli  hovers  oft  about  some  married  h«autM% 

Call'il  «  Cavalier  Servenle?i»— a  Pygnalioo 

Whose  sutues  warm  (I  fear,  alasf  loo  true  *c  is) 

Beneath  his  art.     The  dame,  pres&'d  to  diaclose  (brai, 

Snid— >«  Lady,  1  beseech  you  to  impipoie  tk* 
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ui. 

And  chuii  I  tappliesi*  your  Mkpf>oiill«% 
And  mildeci,  niatrMi-Uk«  iai«q»«taiiQa 

Of  the  imperial  favouriie't  condiiiom 

T  vaa  «  iMfb  plaoc,  Um  high«t  io  lk«  uIihi 

In  fact,  if  oot  lO  rank;  and  the  tuapicMA 
Of  any  oac'a  atiaining  to  his  siaiioa. 

No  dottbt  cave  psM,  iibcre  each  mm  pair  of  aliMiMcn, 

If  rather  brood,  aade  tlocka  riaa  oad  their  hohltra. 

UIL 
Juan,  I  laid,  wa«  o  Moat  beanlaooa  boy. 

And  bad  reuio'd  hit  boyUb  loob  beyond 
The  oMiol  bimile  Masons  which  destroy. 

With  baoids  and  vhiskers  and  the  liho,  tha  fowl 
Parisiam  aspect  wbieb  Mpael  oU  Troy 

And  fsundad  Doctor's  Gommona:— I  botoeonn'd 
The  history  of  divorces,  which,  thoof  b  cheqoer'd, 
Calla  Uioa't  iha  first  doaM^es  oo  meord. 

UV. 
AndCalhflfiiM,  wholovMi  aU  things  (sato  herbrd. 

Who  was  (one  lo  hia  place),  and  pass'd  0sr  much, 
Admiring  those  (by  dainty  dames  abhorr'd) 

Gigantic  gmltmen,  yot  had  a  touch 
Of  leoiinient;  and  he  she  most  adored 

Was  the  lamented  Lansboi,  wbo  was  snch 
A  lover  as  had  cost  her  many  a  tear. 
And  yet  but  mado  «  middling  grenadier. 

LT. 

Oh,  thoa  m  telerrima  cau8a»  of  all «  belli!*— 
Thou  gate  of  life  and  dmth! — ibon  noodescripit! 

Whence  is  onr  nit  and  our  entrance,— well  1 
May  pause  in  pondering  bow  all  aoula  are  dipp'd 

la  tliy  perennial  fountain  :— >how,  man/ell,  I 

Know  not,  since  knowledge  saw  bet  branelMastripp'd 

Of  her  first  fruit ;  but  bow  lie  lolls  and  rises 

Since f  fbeu  bast  setlbHl  beyond  all  snrmiies. 

IVI, 
Some  call  thee  •  the  wont  eanae  of  war,»  bat  I 

Mainuin  thou  art  the  ktst:  for,  after  all, 
From  thee  we  come,  to  thee  we  go;  and  why. 

To  get  at  thee,  not  baiter  down  o  wall. 
Or  waste  a  world!    8iace  no  oae  can  deny 

Thou  dost  roplanish  worlds  both  great  and  small : 
Witb,  or  without  ihos,  all  ibiogs  at  a  stand 
Are,  or  woold  be,  thou  sea  of  Ufcs  dry  laud  I 

LYll. 

Catherine,  wbo  was  the  grand  epitome 
Of  that  great  cause  of  war,  or  peace,  or  what 

Yoo  please  (it  causes  all  the  things  which  be. 
So  you  may  take  your  choice  of  this  or  that}— 

Catherine,  I  nay,  was  very  glad  to  see 
The  baodiome  herald,  on  whone  plnmnge  sat 

Victory ;  and,  pAutiag  as  she  saw  him  kneel 

With  his  dispatch,  fargot  to  brtak  the  seal. 

LVIIL 

Then  recollectinf;  the  whole  empms,  nor 

Forgetting  quite  the  woman  ( which  oorapostd 

At  lra»t  thrse  parts  of  this  great  whole),  she  taro 
The  letter  open  with  an  air  which  poied 

The  court,  that  watch'd  each  look  her  vimge  wore. 
Until  a  royal  smile  at  length  disclosed 

Fair  weaiher  for  the  day.     Though  ratlier  spacious, 

Her  bee  was  noble,  her  eyes  fine,  moulb  gradooa. 


MX. 
Great  joy  was  ban,  or  irniber  joys«  the  fltsi 

Was  a  U'en  city,  thirty  thousand  slain : 
Glory  and  triumph  o'er  her  aspect  burst, 

As  an  Easl-lodian  aunrisa  on  ibo  main. 
These  quenchd  a  moment  her  ambsiionii  thirst— 

So  Arab  deserts  drink  in  summer's  rain  : 
In  vain!~As  fall  the  dews  on  qnanrhism  sands, 
Ulood  only  sorvaa  to  waah  amhsiion's  handa! 

LX. 
Her  neal  amnaaaaent  was  asora  fanciful  { 

She  smiled  at  aud  Snwarrow's  rhymes,  wbo  lb 
luto  a  Russian  couplet,  rather  duU, 

The  whole  gasetie  of  ihonsaada  whom  be  slew. 
Her  third  was  feminine  enough  lo  annul 

The  shudder  which  runs  imtnrally  through 
Our  veins,  when  things  ealled  sovereigns  think  it 
To  kill,  and  gaacrals  turn  it  into  jesl. 

LXI. 

The  two  first  feelings  ran  their  course  complete , 
And  lighted  first  her  eye  and  then  her  mouth : 

The  whole  court  look'd  immediately  most  sweet, 
Like  flowers  well  water d  after  a  long  drouth: — 

Dut  when  on  the  lieutenant,  at  her  feet. 
Her  majcsiy-<-who  liked  to  gaae  on  youth 

Almost  as  much  as  on  a  new  dispateh— 

Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  waa  on  the  watch. 

LXII. 
Though  somewhat  large,  eiuhcrant,  and  tiuenlent. 

When  wmlk  ,*  while  jtUased^  slie  was  as  fine  a  figure 
As  those  who  like  ibiogs  rosy,  ripe,  aod  succulent. 

Would  wish  to  look  on,  wliile  they  are  in  vigour. 
She  could  repay  each  amatory  look  you  lent 

With  interest,  and  in  turn  was  wout  with  rigour 
To  exact  of  Cupid's  bills  the  full  amount 
At  sight,  nor  would  permit  you  to  disaouot. 

LXIU. 
With  hfr  tlie  latter,  though  at  timm  eoovaaicnt. 

Was  not  so  necessary  :  for  they  lell 
That  she  was  handsome,  and,  though  fieroe^  laeA'dlaoieaff, 

And  always  used  her  iavouriies  too  well, 
if  ouce  beyond  her  boudoir's  praciocu  in  ya  want. 

Your  «  fortune*  was  in  a  fair  way  « lo  swell 
A  man,*  as  Giles  says  ;£  for,  though  she  would  widow  all 
Nations,  she  likad  man  as  an  individnaL 

ULIV. 

What  a  strange  thing  is  man !  and  what  a  stranger 
b  woman  I     What  a  whirlwind  is  her  hand. 

And  what  a  wbiripool  full  of  depth  and  danger 
Is  all  the  rest  about  her  1  whether  wed. 

Or  widow,  m4id,  or  mother,  she  cau  change  bfr 
Mind  like  llie  wind;  whatever  she  has  said 

Or  done,  is  light  lo  what  she'll  my  or  do;— 

The  oldest  tluag  on  recordi  aod  yet  new ! 

LXV. 

Ob,  Catherine!  (for  of  all  iolcrjecliona 
To  thee  both  ohi  and  «A/  belong  of  right 

In  love  and  war)  how  odd  are  the  conneaioiM 
Of  human  thoughts,  which  jostle  in  their  flight! 

Just  now  yours  were  cut  out  in  different  sections: 
Firil,  IsmaiFs  capture  caught  your  Eaocy  quite; 

Next,  of  new  knigliia  the  fresh  and  glorious  baicli ; 

And  thirdly^  he  who  brought  you  the  dispatch ! 
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LXVI. 
Shakspeare  talks  of  «  the  herald  Mercury 

New  lighted  oa  a  heaven-kissing  hill ;» 
And  some  such  visions  cross'd  her  majesty. 

While  her  young  herald  knell  before  her  still. 
T  is  very  true  the  hill  seem'd  rather  high 

For  a  lieutenant  to  cHmb  up;  but  skill 
Smooth'deven  the Simplons  steep,  and,  by  God's  blessing. 
With  youth  and  health  all  kisses  arc  «  heaven-kissing. » 

LXVII. 
Her  majesty  look'd  down,  the  youth  look'd  up— 

And  so  they  fell  in  love  ;— she  with  his  face, 
His  grace,  his  Cod-knows- what ;  for  Cupid's  cup 

With  the  first  draught  intoxicates  apace, 
A  quintessential  laudanum  or  «<  black  drop» 

Which  makes  one  drunk  at  once,  -without  the  base 
Expedient  of  full  bumpers;  for  Ihe  eye 
In  love  drinks  all  life's  fouuLiins  (save  tears)  dry. 

Lxvni. 

Ho,  oil  the  other  hand,  if  not  in  love. 
Fell  into  that  no  less  imperious  prission, 

Self-love— which,  when  some  sort  of  thing  above 
Ourselves,  a  singer,  dancer,  much  in  f.istiiou. 

Or  duchess,  princess,  empress,  «  deigns  to  prove, » 

("Ti ,  Pope's  phrase)  a  great  longing,  though  a  rash  one, 

For  one  especial  person  out  of  many, 

Make:*  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  as  any. 

LXIX. 

Besides,  he  was  of  that  delighted  aj-c 

Which  makes  all  female  ages  equal — when 

Wc  don't  much  care  with  whom  we  may  engage, 
As  bold  as  Danilc  in  the  lions'  den, 

So  that  wc  can  our  native  sun  assuage 

In  the  next  ocean,  which  may  (low  just  tlien. 

To  make  a  twilight  in— just  as  Sols  heat  is 

Quench'd  in  the  lap  of  the  salt  sea,  or  Theib. 

LXX. 

And  Catherine  (we  must  say  thus  much  for  Catherine), 
Though  bold  and  bloody,  vas  the  kind  of  thing 

Whose  temporary  passion  was  quite  tla tiering, 
l>ecause  each  lover  look'd  a  sort  of  king, 

Mide  up  upon  an  amatory  putierri — 
A  royal  husband  in  all  save  the  rimj — 

Which  being  tlic  damn'dest  part  of  matrimony, 

Seem'd  taking  out  the  sting  to  leave  tiie  honey. 

LXXI. 
And  when  you  add  to  this,  her  womanhood 

In  its  meridian,  her  blue  eyes,  or  grey — 
(The  last,  if  they  have  soul,  are  quite  as  good, 

Or  belter,  as  the  best  examples  say: 
Napoleon's,  Mary's  (Oucen  of  Scotland)  should 

Lend  to  that  colour  a  transccndnnt  riy; 
And  Pallas  also  sanctions  the  same  hue — 
Too  wise  to  look  through  optics  black  or  blue; — 

LXX  II. 
Her  sweet  smile,  and  her  then  majestic  figure, 
Her  plumpness,  her  imperial  condescension, 
Her  preference  of  a  boy  to  men  much  bigger 

(Fellows  whom  .Messalina's  self  would  pension). 
Her  prime  of  life,  just  now  in  juicy  vi|;our, 

Willi  other  extrai  which  we  need  not  mention, — 
All  these,  or  any  oue  of  lliese,  explain 
I    Lnoii|;h  lo  make  a  stripling  verv  vain. 


LXXIH. 

And  that 's  enough,  for  love  is  vanity, 

Selfish  in  its  beginning  as  its  end, 
Except  where  'tis  a  mere  insanity, 

A  maddening  spirit  which  would  strive  to  blend 
Itself  with  beauty's  frail  inanity, 

On  which  the  passion's  self  seems  to  depend: 
And  hence  some  heathenish  philosophers 
Make  love  the  main-spring  of  the  universe. 

LXX  IV. 
Besides  Platonic  love,  besides  the  love 

Of  God,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  loving 
Of  faithful  pairs — (I  needs  must  rhyme  with  dove. 

That  good  old  sieam-boat  which  keeps  verses  moving 
'Gainst  reason — reason  ne'er  was  hand-and-glove 

With  rhyme,  but  always  Ican'd  less  lo  improving 
The  sound  than  sense) — besides  all  these  preteaces 
To  love,  there  are  those  things  which  words  nanne  senses ; 

LXXV. 
Those  movements,  those  improvements  in  our  bodies, 

WMiich  make  all  bodies  anxious  to  get  out 
Of  their  own  sand-pits  to  mix  willi  a  goddess^ 

For  such  all  women  are  at  first,  no  doubt. 
How  beautiful  that  moment !  and  how  odd  is 

That  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  rout 
Of  our  sensations!     What  a  curious  way 
The  whole  thing  is  of  clothing  souls  in  clay ! 

LXXVL 

The  noblest  kind  of  love  is  love  Platonical, 
To  end  or  lo  begin  with;  the  next  grand 

Is  ihit  which  may  be  christen'd  love  canonical, 
Because  the  clergy  take  the  thing  in  hand; 

The  third  sort  to  be  noted  in  our  chronicle. 
As  flourishing  in  every  christian  land, 

Is,  when  cha.-«lc  matrons  to  their  other  tics 

Add  what  may  be  cali'd  marriage  in  disguise. 

LXXVII. 

Well,  we  won  t  analyse — our  story  must 
Tell  fur  itself:  the  sovereign  was  smitten, 

Juan  much  (latter'd  by  her  love,  or  lust;  — 
I  cannot  sloop  to  alter  words  once  written. 

And  the  two  are  so  mix'd  with  human  dust. 

That  he  who  names  one,  both  perchance  may  hit  on  : 

But  iu  such  matters  Biissia's  mighty  empresm 

Behaved  no  better  than  a  common  sempstress. 

LXXVIH. 

The  whole  court  melted  into  one  wide  whisper. 

And  all  lips  were  applied  unto  all  ears! 
The  elder  ladies'  wrinkles  curl'd  much  crisper 

A%  they  beheld;  the  younger  cast  some  leer« 
On  one  another,  and  each  lovely  lisper 

Smiled  as  she  talk'd  the  matter  o'er;  but  text* 
Of  rivalship  rose  iu  each  clouded  eye 
Of  all  the  standing  army  who  stood  by. 

LXX  IX. 

All  the  ambassadors  of  all  the  powers 

Inquired,  who  was  this  very  new  young  man. 

Wlio  promised  to  be  great  in  some  few  hours? 
Which  is  full  soon  (lhou(>h  life  is  but  a  span)  : 

Already  they  beheld  the  silver  showers 
Of  roubles  rain,  as  fast  as  specie  can. 

Upon  his  cabinet,  besides  the  presents 

Of  seventi  ribands  and  some  thousand  peasants. 
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LXXX. 

Catherine  was  generons ; — all  tttch  ladies  an : 
Love,  ihat  greal  opener  of  the  heart  and  all 

The  ways  that  lead  there,  be  ihey  near  or  far, 
Above,  below,  by  turnpike*  great  or  •mall,— 

Love — (though  the  had  a  cursed  taste  for  war. 
And  was  not  the  best  wife,  unless  we  call 

Such  Gylemncstra ;  though  perhaps  't  is  better 

That  one  should  di«,  than  tvo  drag  oa  the  fietler)-^ 

LXXXL 

Love  had  made  Catherine  make  each  lover's  fertiue, 

Unlike  oar  own  lialf-cliasie  Elizabeth, 
Whose  avarice  all  dbbnrsements  did  importune. 

If  history,  the  grand  liar,  ever  saitfa 
The  (ruth ;  and  (hough  grief  her  old  age  might  shorfen, 

because  she  put  a  fovourite  to  death. 
Her  vile  ambiguous  method  of  flirtation. 
And  stinginess,  disgrace  her  sex  and  station. 

Lxxxn. 

But  when  the  levee  rose,  and  all  was  bustle 

la  the  dissolving  circle,  all  the  nations' 
Ambassadors  began  as  't  were  to  hustle 

Round  (he  young  man  wiih  their  congratulations; 
Also  the  softer  silks  were  heard  to  rustle 

Of  gentle  dames,  among  whose  recreations 
It  is  to  speculate  on  handsome  feces. 
Especially  when  such  lead  to  high  places. 

Lxxxm. 

Juan,  who  found  himself,  he  knew  not  how, 

A  general  object  of  attention,  made 
Bis  answers  with  a  very  graceful  bow. 

As  if  bom  for  the  ministerial  trade. 
Though  modest,  on  his  unembarrass'd  brow 

Nature  had  written  «geotlemaa.i»     He  said 
Litlle,  but  to  the  purpose;  and  his  manner 
Flung  hovering  graces  o'er  him  like  a  banner. 

LXXXIV. 

An  order  from  her  majesty  coosign'd 
Our  young  lieutenant  to  the  geoial  care 

Of  those  in  office  :  all  the  world  look'd  kind 
(Ak  it  will  look  sometimes  with  the  first  stare. 

Which  youth  would  not  act  ill  to  keep  in  mind) ; 
As  also  did  Miss  Protosoff  then  there. 

Named,  from  her  mystic  office,  «  TEprouTeuse,* 

A  term  inexplicable  to  the  muse. 

LXXXV. 

With  her  then,  as  in  humble  duty  bound, 

Juan  retired, — and  so  will  1,  until 
My  Pegasus  shall  tire  of  touching  ground. 

We  have  just  lit  on  a  «  lieaTen-kUsiug  hill,» 
So  lofly  that  I  feel  my  brain  turn  round. 

And  all  my  fancies  whirling  like  a  mill; 
W^hicli  is  a  signal  to  my  nerves  and  brain 
To  take  a  quiet  ride  in  some  green  lane. 


CANTO  X. 


L 
WaiN  Mewton  saw  an  apple  fall,  he  found 

In  that  slight  startle  from  his  contemplatioiH~ 
T  is  iaid  (for  I  'II  not  answer  above  ground 

For  any  sage 's  creed  or  calculation) — 
A  mode  of  proving  that  the  earth  tnrn'd  round 

In  a  most  natural  whirl,  calFd  « gravitation;* 
And  thus  is  the  sole  mortal  who  could  grapple, 
Since  Adam,  with  a  Inall  or  with  an  apple. 

If. 
Man  fell  with  apples,  and  with  apples  rote. 

If  this  be  true;  for  we  must  deem  the  mode 
In  which  Sir  Isaac  Newton  could  disclose. 

Through  the  then  nnpaved  stars  the  turnpike  rond, 
A  thing  to  counterbalance  human  woes; 

For,  ever  since,  tmmorul  nun  hath  glow'd 
With  all  kinds  of  mechanirs,  and  full  soon 
Steam-engines  will  conduct  him  to  the  moon. 

III. 

And  wherefore  this  exordium  ?— -Why,  just  now, 
In  taking  up  this  paltry  sheet  of  paper, 

My  bosom  underwent  a  glorious  glow, 
And  my  internal  spirit  cut  a  caper  : 

And  though  so  much  inferior,  as  1  know. 
To  those  who,  by  the  dint  of  glass  and  Taponr, 

Discover  stars,  and  sail  in  the  wind's  eye, 

I  wish  to  do  as  much  by  poesy. 

IV. 

In  the  wind's  eye  I  have  sail'd,  and  sail ;  but  for 

The  stars,  I  own  my  telescope  is  dim ; 
But  at  the  least  I  've  shunn'd  the  common  shore, 

And,  leaving  land  far  out  of  sight,  would  skim 
The  ocean  of  eternity :  the  roar 

Of  breakers  has  not  daunted  my  slight,  trim, 
But  ftjil  sea-worthy  skiff;  and  she  may  float 
Where  ships  have  founder'd,  as  doth  many  a  boat. 

V. 
We  left  our  hero  Juan  in  the  bloom 

Of  favouritism,  but  not  yet  in  the  hluA; 
And  far  be  it  from  my  Jf  lue*  to  presume 

(For  I  have  more  than  one  Muse  at  a  push) 
To  follow  him  beyond  the  drawing  room  : 

It  is  enough  that  fortune  found  him  flush 
Of  youth  and  vigour,  beauty,  and  those  things 
Which  for  an  insunt  clip  enjoyment's  wings. 

VL 
But  soon  they  grow  again,  and  leave  their  nest. 

«  Oh!"  saith  the  Psalmist,  « that  I  had  a  dove's 
Pinions,  to  flee  away  and  be  at  rest !» 

And  who,  that  recollects  young  years  and  loves, — 
Though  hoary  now,  and  with  a  withering  breast. 

And  pakied  fancy,  which  no  longer  roves 
Beyond  its  dimm'd  eye  s  sphere,— but  would  much  rather 
Sigh  like  his  sou,  than  cough  like  his  grandfiuherl 
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LXVI. 

Shakspeare  talks  of  u  the  herald  Mercury 

New  lighted  oo  a  heaven-kiting  hill ;» 
And  some  such  visions  cross'd  her  mfljesty. 

While  her  young  herald  knelt  before  her  still. 
T  is  very  true  the  hill  scem'd  rather  high 

For  a  lieutenant  to  climb  up,*  but  skill 
Smooth'd  even  the  Siraplon's  steep,  and,  by  God's  blessing, 
With  youth  and  health  all  kisses  arc  «  heaven-kissing. » 

LXVI  I. 
Her  majesty  look'd  down,  the  youth  look'd  up — 

And  so  they  fell  in  love ;  —she  with  his  face, 
His  grace,  his  God-knows-what :  for  Cupid's  cup 

With  the  first  draught  intoxicates  apace, 
A  quiutesjiential  laudanum  or  •<  black  drop» 

Which  makes  one  drunk  at  once,  without  the  base 
Expedient  of  full  bumpers;  for  the  eye 
In  love  drinks  all  life's  fouuLiins  (save  tears)  dry. 

LXVIII. 
lie,  on  the  other  hand,  if  not  in  lo\e. 

Fell  into  that  no  less  imperious  prission. 
Self-love— which,  when  some  sort  of  thing  above 

Ourselves,  a  biuger,  dancer,  mueli  in  fashion. 
Or  ducht-ss,  |)rinc«'ss,  empress,  u  deigns  to  prove,» 

(  T  is  Pope's  phrase)  a  grt-at  longing,  though  a  rash  one, 
For  one  especial  person  out  of  many. 
Makes  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  as  any. 

LXIX. 

besides,  he  was  of  liiat  delighted  a{;e 

Which  makes  all  female  ages  equal — when 

We  don't  much  care  with  whom  we  may  engage, 
As  bold  as  Danilc  in  the  lions'  den. 

So  that  we  can  our  native  sun  assuage 

In  the  next  ocean,  which  may  flow  just  then. 

To  m.ike  a  twilight  in— jnst  as  Sol's  heat  is 

Ouench'd  in  the  lap  of  iljc  salt  sea,  or  Thelis. 

LXX. 

And  Catherine  (we  must  say  thus  much  for  Catlierine), 
Though  bold  and  bloody,  was  the  kind  of  tliing 

Whose  temporary  passion  was  quite  tlnttering, 
llecause  each  lover  look'd  a  sort  of  king, 

M  ide  up  upon  an  amatory  pattern — 
A  royal  hushand  in  all  save  tlie  rimj — 

Which  being  ilic  damn'dest  part  of  matrimony, 

Scem'd  takmg  out  the  sting  to  leave  the  honey. 

LXXI. 

And  when  you  add  to  this,  her  womaniiood 
In  its  meridian,  her  blue  eyes,  or  grey — 

(The  last,  if  they  have  soul,  are  quite  as  good. 
Or  belter,  as  the  best  ex.imples  say: 

Nnjioleou's,  Mary's  (Oucen  of  Scotland)  shoiUd 
Lend  to  that  colour  a  transcrndaot  rav; 

And  Pallas  also  sanctions  the  same  Inic — 

Too  wise  to  look  through  optics  LLu  k  or  blue) — 

LXXIL 
Her  sweet  smile,  and  her  then  mijeslic  figure. 

Her  plumpness,  her  imperial  condescension. 
Her  preference  of  a  boy  to  men  much  bigger 

(Fellows  whom  Mes<alina's  s<'lf  would  pension;. 
Her  prime  of  life,  just  now  in  juicy  vigour, 

Willi  other  extrui  whiili  we  n<»ed  not  mention, — 
All  these,  or  any  one  of  ihese,  explain 
Lnoiigh  to  make  a  stripling  very  vain 


LXXITL 

And  that's  enough,  for  love  is  yanity. 

Selfish  in  itt  beginning  as  it»  end, 
Except  where  'tis  a  mere  insanity, 

A  maddening  spirit  which  would  strive  to  Llend 
Itself  with  beauty's  frail  inanity, 

On  which  the  passion's  self  seems  to  depend: 
And  lience  some  heathenish  philosophers 
Make  love  the  main-spring  of  the  uniyene. 

LXXIV. 

Resides  Platonic  love,  besides  the  loye 
Of  God,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  loyinfj; 

Of  faithful  pairs — (1  needs  must  rhyme  with  dove. 
That  good  old  steam-boat  which  keeps  verves  mOTiDg 

'Gainst  reason — reason  neer  was  hand-and-glove 
With  rhyme,  hut  always  lean'd  less  to  improyinj* 

The  sound  than  sense) — hesideit  all  these  pretences 

To  love,  there  are  those  things  which  words  name  senses ; 

LXXV. 
Those  movements,  those  improvements  in  onr  bodies. 

Which  make  all  bodies  anxious  to  get  out 
Of  their  own  sand-pits  to  mix  with  a  goddess — 

For  such  all  women  are  at  first,  no  doubt. 
How  beautiful  that  moracnC  1  and  how  odd  is 

That  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  rout 
Of  our  sensations !     What  a  curious  way 
The  whole  thing  is  of  clothing  souls  in  clay! 

LXXVL 

The  noblest  kind  of  love  is  love  Platouical, 
To  end  or  to  begin  with ;  the  next  grand 

Is  that  which  may  be  rhristcn'd  love  canonical, 
Because  the  clergy  lake  the  thing  in  hand; 

The  third  sort  to  be  noted  in  our  chronicle. 
Ah  flourishing  in  every  christian  land. 

Is,  when  chaste  matrons  to  their  other  tics 

Add  what  may  be  calld  mnrriage  in  disguise. 

LXXVIL 
Well,  we  wont  analyse — our  story  must 

Tell  for  itself :  the  sovereign  was  smitten, 
Juan  much  flatter'd  by  her  love,  or  lust;  — 

I  cannot  stoop  to  alter  words  once  written. 
And  the  two  are  so  mix'd  with  human  dust. 

That  he  who  names  one,  both  percliance  may  hit  oo . 
Out  iu  such  matters  Uussia's  mighty  empress 
Behaved  no  better  than  a  common  sempstress. 

LXXVIIL 

The  whole  court  melted  into  one  wide  whisper, 

And  all  lips  were  applied  unto  all  ears! 
The  elder  ladies'  wrinkles  curl'd  much  crisper 

As  they  beheld ;  the  younger  cast  some  leers 
On  one  another,  ami  each  lovely  lisper 

Smiled  as  she  talk'd  the  matter  o'er;  but  tesrs 
Of  rivaUhip  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 
Of  ail  tlie  standing  army  who  stood  by, 

LXXIX. 

All  the  ambassadors  of  all  the  powers 

In(|uired,  who  was  this  very  new  young  man. 

Who  promised  to  be  great  in  some  few  hours! 
Which  is  full  soon  (though  life  is  but  a  span) 

Already  they  beheld  the  silver  showers 
t)f  roubles  rain,  as  fast  as  specie  can. 

Upon  his  cabinet,  besides  the  presents 

Of  several  riband.s  and  some  thousand  {leasants. 


XXT. 

Don  Jmo  grew  a  veiy  poKah'd  Rusriaa— 
Bom  we  wcMi't  fneocion,  tvAj  we  need  not  ny : 

Few  youibful  raimlt  ceo  fttand  ttie  tirodp  coactittion 
Of  eoy  dight  letnptatioa  in  their  way; 

Tut  his  just  DOW  were  spread  at  is  a  cuthkm 
Smooik'd  far  a  monarcirs  seal  of  honour :  gay 

Damseln,  and  daoem,  revels,  ready  money, 

Made  ice  seem  paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 

XXfl. 

The  FsTonr  of  the  cmpreaii  was  a(pieeable ; 

And  tboQgh  the  duty  wax'd  a  little  hard. 
Young  people  at  his  time  of  life  should  be  able 

To  come  olV  handsomely  in  that  regard. 
He  now  was  growing  up  like  a  green  tree,  abla 

For  love,  war,  or  ambifioo,  which  reward 
Their  luckier  Totaries,  till  old  age's  tedium 
Make  some  prefer  the  circulating  medium. 

xxnr. 

About  this  tioBe,  as  might  have  been  aiNicipaled, 
Seduced  by  youth  and  dangerous  examples, 

Don  Juan  grew,  1  fear,  a  little  diwipated ; 
Which  is  a  sad  thinn.,  and  not  only  tramples 

On  our  fresh  feeKogs,  but — as  being  participated 
With  ail  kinds  of  incorrigible  samples 

OF  Frail  humanity— must  make  us  selfish, 

And  shut  our  souls  up  in  us  like  a  shelt-ish. 

XXIV. 
Tins  we  pass  over.    We  will  also  pass 

The  usual  progress  of  intrigues  between 
Unequal  maicliea,  such  as  are,  alas! 

A  young  Kentenant's  with  a  nol  aU  qneea, 
Bat  one  who  is  not  so  youthful  as  she  was 

In  all  tlie  royalty  of  sweet  seventeen. 
Sovereigns  may  sway  materia U,  but  not  matter, 
And  wrinklaa  (the  d— d  democrats)  woa'«  flatter: 

XXV. 

And  Death,  the  aovereign  s  sovereign,  tbon^  the  great 

Gracchus  of  all  oaortajiiy,  who  levels 
With  bis  jtgrarian  laws,  the  high  estate 

Of  him  wha  feasts,  and  fighu,  and  roars,  and  revels 
To  one  small  grass>grown  patch  (which  must  await 

Corruptiau  for  its  crop)  with  the  poor  devila 
Who  never  had  a  foot  of  land  till  now,— > 
Death  s  a  Mfarmar,  aJI  men  most  allow. 

XXTI. 

He  lived  (aac  Death,  but  Juan)  in  a  hurry 
Of  waste,  and  haste,  and  glare,  aad  gloss,  and  glincr 

In  this  gay  dime  of  bear'skins  black  and  ferry~ 
Which  (though  I  hale  to  say  a  thing  that 's  bitter) 

Peep  out  sometiaMs,  when  things  are  in  a  flurry, 
Through  all  ihe«  purple  and  fine  liaea,»  filter 

For  Babylon's  than  Russia's  royal  harlot— 

And  neutmlise  her  outward  show  of  scarlet. 

XXVIL 

And  this  same  state  we  won't  describe:  we  would 
Perhaps  from  hearsay,  or  from  rrcollection; 

But  getting  nigh  grim  Dante's  «  obscure  wood,* 
Tliat  horrid  equinox,  that  hateful  sectioa 

Of  human  years,  that  half-way  house,  that  ruda 
Hut,  whence  wise  tcavellers  drive  with  ctreuaBspeelion 

Life's  sad  post-horses  a'er  the  draary  frontier 

Of  age,  and,lookiiif  back  10  youth,  give  one  taar;^ 


xxniT. 

I  won't  describe— that  is,  if !  can  help 
Description :  a«d  I  won't  reflect— ^hac  ia. 

If  1  can  stave  off  thought,  which— as  a  whelp 
Clings  to  its  teat — sticks  (o  me  chroogh  the  abyss 

Of  this  odd  labyrintli ;  or  as  the  kelp 
Holds  by  the  rock;  or  as  a  lover's  kiss 

Drains  its  first  draught  of  lips:  but,  as  1  said, 

I  uwn't  philaaopbise,  and  wiU  be  read. 

XXIX. 

Juan,  instead  of  courting  courts,  was  courted, 
A  thing  which  liappeos  rarely ;  this  he  owed 

Much  to  his  youth,  and  much  to  bis  reported 
Valour ;  much  also  to  the  blood  he  sliow'd. 

Like  a  raoe^iorse ;  much  to  each  dresa  he  sported, 
Which  set  the  beauty  off  io  which  he  glow'd, 

As  purple  clouds  befringe  the  sun ;  but  moat 

He  owed  to  aa  aid  woman  and  his  post. 

XXX. 

He  wrote  to  Spain :— and  all  hia  aear  relations. 

Perceiving  he  vras  in  a  handsome  way 
Of  getting  on  himself,  and  finding  stations 

For  cousins  also,  aoswer'd  the  same  day. 
Several  prepared  themselves  far  emigrations; 

And,  eating  ices,  were  o'erheard  to  say. 
That  with  the  addition  of  a  slight  pelisse, 
Madrid's  and  Moscow's  climes  were  of  a-picce. 

XXXI. 
His  mother,  lloana  laei.  finding  to6 

That  in  the  lieu  of  drawing  on  his  banker, 
Where  his  asaefs  were  vraxing  rather  few, 

He  had  brought  his  spending  to  a  luindsome  anehor,— 
Replied,  ■  that  she  was  glad  to  see  him  thratigh 

Those  pleasures  af^er  which  wild  youth  wiU  hanker ; 
As  the  sole  sign  of  man's  being  in  his  seaset 
Is,  learning  to  nsduce  his  past  expenses. 

XXXU. 

«  She  also  recommended  him  to  God, 
And  no  leu  to  God's  Son,  as  well  as  Mother, 

Warn'd  him  against  Greek-worsliip,  which  looks  odd 
In  Catholic  eyes ;  but  told  him  toe  to  smother 

Outward  dislike,  which  don't  look  weU  abroad  : 
Inform'd  him  that  he  had  a  little  brother 

Born  in  a  second  wedlock;  and  above 

All,  praised  the  empress'*  mattmml  love. 

XXXIII. 
■  She  coald  ant  won  much  give  her  approbation 

Unto  an  emprevi,  who  preferr'd  yoaog  men 
Whose  age,  and,  what  was  better  srill,  whose  nation 

And  climate,  stopp'd  all  scandal  (now  and  then):— 
At  home  it  might  have  given  her  some  vexation; 

But  where  tbermameters  sunk  down  to  ten, 
Or  five,  or  one,  or  irro,  she  could  never 
Believe  that  virtue  thaw'd  befora  the  rivcr.a 

XXXIV. 

Oh  for  mforty-pamn  power ^  to  chanat 
Tliy  priiise,  IrypocriKy!     Oh  for  a  hymn 

Loud  as  the  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  vauot. 
Mot  practise !    Oh  for  trumps  of  cherubim! 

Or  the  ear-trumpet  of  my  good  old  auat, 
Who,  iliougli  her  spectacles  at  last  grew  dim, 

Drew  quiet  consolation  through  its  hint. 

When  she  no  more  could  read  the  pious  print. 
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VII. 
But  fiitjhs  Hubside,  and  tears  (even  widows')  bhriDk 

Like  Atdo,  in  the  summer,  (o  a  siiallow, 
So  narrow  as  to  shame  their  wintry  brink, 

Which  threatens  iaundations  deep  and  yellow! 
Such  difference  doth  a  few  months  make.  You  'd  think 

Grief  n  rich  field  which  never  would  lie  faliow; 
No  more  it  doth,  its  ploughs  but  chanj^e  their  boys, 
Who  furrow  &ome  new  soil  to  sow  for  joys. 

Vill. 

Rut  coughs  will  come  when  sighs  depart— and  now 
And  then  before  sighs  cease;  for  oft  the  one 

Will  bring  the  olJier,  ere  the  lake-like  brow 
Is  ruffled  by  a  wrinkle,  or  ihe  sua 

Of  life  reach'd  ten  o'clock :  and,  while  a  glow, 
Ilcciic  aud  brief  as  summer's  day  nigh  done, 

O'crsprcads  the  cheek  which  seems  too  pure  for  clay, 

Thoiuuuds  blaze,  love,  hope,  die — how  happy  ibeyl 

IX. 

Rut  Jum  was  not  meant  to  die  so  soon. 

We  left  him  in  the  focus  of  such  glory 
As  may  be  won  by  favour  of  the  moon, 

Or  ladies'  fancies — rather  transitory 
Perhaps  :  but  who  would  scorn  the  month  of  June, 

Decaiisc  December,  with  his  breath  so  hoary. 
Must  come?  Much  rather  should  he  court  the  ray, 
To  hoard  up  warmth  against  a  wintry  day. 

X. 

Bcsidc$,  he  had  some  qualities  which  fix 
Middle-aged  ladies  even  more  than  young: 

The  former  know  what's  what;  while  new-fledged  chicks 
Know  little  more  of  love  than  what  is  sung 

In  rhymes,  or  drcam'd  (for  fancy  will  play  tricks) 
In  visions  of  those  skies  from  whence  love  sprung. 

Some  reckon  women  by  their  suns  or  years — 

I  rather  think  the  moon  should  date  ibc  dears. 

xr. 

And  why?  bccau«e  she  's  changeable  and  chaste. 

I  know  no  other  reason,  whatsoe'er 
Suspicious  people,  who  find  Biult  in  liaste, 

Blay  chuse  to  tax  me  with ;  which  is  not  fair, 
Nor  flattering  to  «  their  temper  or  their  taste,» 

As  my  fri«*nd  Jeffrey  write*  with  such  an  air: 
However,  I  forgive  him,  and  1  trust 
lie  will  forgive  himself; — if  not,  I  must. 

XII. 

Old  enemies  who  have  become  new  friends 
Should  so  contintio — 't  is  a  point  of  honour; 

And  I  know  nothing  which  could  make  amends 
For  a  return  to  h  itred :  i  would  shun  her 

Like  girlick,  howsoever  she  extends 

llcr  hundred  arms  and  legs,  and  fain  outrun  her. 

Old  flames,  new  wives,  hccome  our  bitterest  foes — 

Converted  foes  should  scoru  to  join  with  those. 

Xlll. 
This  were  the  worst  desertion  :  renegadoes, 

Lveii  shuftliug  Southey — that  incarnate  lie — 
Would  scarcely  join  again  the  ««reformiidocs,»' 

Wliom  he  forsook  to  fill  the  laureate's  sty : 
And  honest  men,  from  Iceland  to  Uarbadoes, 

WlicMher  in  Caledon  or  Italy, 
Should  not  veer  round  with  every  breath,  nor  sei/e, 
To  pain,  the  moment  when  you  cease  to  please. 


XIV. 

The  lawyer  and  the  critic  but  behold 

The  baser  sides  of  literature  and  life, 
And  nought  remains  unseen,  but  raucb  untold, 

Uy  those  who  scour  ibo<«e  double  vales  of  strifie. 
While  common  men  grow  ignorantly  old. 

The  lawyer  s  brief  i*  like  the  surgeon's  kniCi^ 
Dissecting  the  whole  inside  of  a  question. 
And  with  it  all  the  process  of  digestioa. 

XV. 

A  legal  broom  's  a  moral  chtroney>s«eeper. 
And  that 's  the  reason  he  himself 's  so  dirty; 

The  endless  soot '  bestows  a  tint  far  deeper 
Than  can  be  hid  by  altering  bis  shirt;. he 

Retains  the  sable  stains  of  the  dark  creeper — 
At  least  .some  twenty-nine  do  out  of  thirty. 

In  all  their  habits:  not  so /ou,  I  own; 

As  Ce^ar  wore  his  robe  you  wear  your  gown. 

XVL 

And  all  our  little  feuds,  at  least  all  mine. 
Dear  Jeffrey,  once  my  most  redoubted  foo 

(As  far  as  rhyme  and  criticism  combine 

To  make  such  puppets  of  us  things  below). 

Are  over :  Here  's  a  Itealth  to  «  Auld  Lang  Syue!» 
I  do  not  know  you,  and  may  never  know 

Your  face, — but  you  have  acted  on  the  whole 

Most  nobly,  and  1  own  it  from  my  soul. 

XVII. 

And  when  1  use  the  phrase  of  «  Auld  Lang  Synel* 

'T  is  not  address'd  to  you — the  more  's  the  pity 
For  me,  for  1  would  rather  take  my  wine 

With  you,  than  aught  (save  Scott)  in  your  proadcity. 
but  somehow, — it  may  seem  a  schoolboy's  whiae. 

And  yet  1  seek  not  to  be  graud  nor  witty, 
Dut  I  am  half  a  Scot  by  birth,  aud  bred 
A  whole  one,  and  my  heart  flies  to  my  head  : — 

XVIIL 
As  M  Auld  Lan{[  Syne»  brings  Scotland,  one  and  all, 

Scotch  plaids,  Scotch  snoods,  the  blue  hills,  nod  clear 
streams. 
The  Dee,  the  Don,  Baljjounie's  Brig's  black  wall^^ 

All  my  boy  feelings,  nil  my  gentler  dreams 
Of  what  I  then  dreamt,  clothed  in  their  own  pall. 

Like  Banquo's  off>pring — floating  past  me  s^ema 
My  childhood  in  this  childi>.hncss  of  mine: 
I  care  not — 't  is  a  glimpse  of  «  Auld  Lang  Syne.w 

XIX. 
And  though,  as  you  remember,  in  a  fit 

Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juvenile  and  curly, 
I  rail'd  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit. 

Which  must  be  own'd  was  sensitive  and  surly. 
Yet  't  is  in  vain  such  sallies  to  permit— 

They  cannot  quench  young  feeling*  fresh  and  early  . 
1  «  scoUhd,  not  kill'd.M  the  Scotchman  in  my  blood. 
And  love  the  land  of  u  mountaiu  and  of  flood.* 

XX. 

Don  Juan,  who  was  real  or  ideal, — 

For  both  are  much  the  fame,  since  what  men  think 
Exists  when  the  once  thinkers  are  less  real 

Than  what  they  thought,  for  mind  can  never  sink. 
And  'gainst  the  body  makes  a  strong  appeal; 

And  yet  t  is  very  puzzling  on  the  brink 
Of  what  is  calTd  eternity,  to  stare. 
And  know  no  more  of  what  is  here  than  lliere  : — 
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XXI. 

Don  Jtun  fgrem  %  terf  polisli'd  RaMian — 
How  we  iroii*!  mentkMi,  n»hy  we  need  not  my: 

Few  youthful  minds  can  stand  ttie  stronf^  concussion 
Of  any  slight  teoiplalioa  in  their  way; 

I'ut  his  just  now  were  spread  as  is  t  cushion 
Smooth'd  for  a  monardrs  seat  of  honour :  (ay 

Dam&eU,  and  dances,  revels,  ready  money. 

Made  ice  seem  paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 

XXII. 

The  favour  of  the  empress  was  a^preeable ; 

And  cfaongh  the  duty  wax'd  a  little  hard, 
Youni;  people  at  hKi  time  of  life  should  be  able 

To  come  off  handsomely  in  that  re^rd. 
He  now  was  growing  up  like  a  i^reeo  tree,  able 

For  love,  war,  or  ambiiioa,  which  reward 
Their  luckier  votaries,  till  old  a^e's  tedium 
Make  some  prefer  the  circulating  medinm. 

XXIII. 
About  this  tine,  at  might  have  been  aiNicipalcd, 

Seduced  by  youth  and  dangerous  examples, 
Don  Juan  grew,  I  fear,  a  Hltle  dissipated  ; 

Which  is  a  sad  thini»,  and  net  only  tramples 
On  our  fresh  feeKngs,  hot — as  being  participated 

With  all  kinds  of  incorrigible  samples 
Of  frail  humanity— must  make  us  selfish. 
And  shut  our  souk  up  in  ns  like  a  riiell4Ufa. 

XXIV. 
This  we  pass  o««r.    We  will  also  pass 

The  usual  progress  of  imrigues  between 
Unequal  maiclico,  soch  as  are,  alas ! 

A  young  Mentenant's  with  a  not  Md  tjoeen, 
Bat  one  who  it  not  so  youthful  as  she  was 

In  all  the  royalty  of  sweet  seventeen. 
Sovereigns  may  sway  materials,  but  not  matter, 
And  wrinklaa  (tha  d— d  democrats)  won't  flatter: 

XXV, 

And  Death,  the  aovereign's  sovereign,  though  the  great 

Gracchus  of  all  mortality,  who  levels 
With  bis  Agrarian,  laws,  the  high  estate 

Of  him  who  feasts,  and  fights,  and  roars,  and  revels 
To  one  small  grass-grown  patch  (which  must  await 

Corruptiea  for  its  crop)  with  the  poor  devila 
Who  never  bad  a  foot  of  land  till  now,'- 
Deatb  't  a  rtfonnar,  all  men  mnu  nllow;. 

XXVI. 

He  lived  (not  Dendi,  but  Juan)  in  a  hnrry 
Of  waste,  and  haste,  and  ghwe,  and  gloss,  and  glitter 

In  this  gay  elime  of  bearskins  Mack  and  Asrry— > 
Which  (though  I  hate  to  say  a  thing  that 's  bitter) 

Peep  out  sometimes,  when  things  are  in  a  flurry, 
Through  all  the  «  purple  and  fine  Ihien,*  filter 

For  Babylon's  than  Russia's  royal  harlot— 

And  neutralise  her  outward  show  of  scarlcc 

XXVII. 
And  this  same  state  we  won't  describe:  we  wonid 

Perhaps  from  hearsay,  or  from  recollection; 
But  getting  nigh  grim  Dante's  «  obscure  wood,* 

That  horrid  equtoox,  that  hateful  section 
Of  human  years,  that  half-way  house,  that  rude 

Hut,  whence  wiae  tcavellers drive  with  cifcumapeelton 
Lifc'x  sad  post-horsca  o'er  the  dreary  frontier 
Of  age,  and,  looking  back  to  youth,  give  one  tear;— 


XXVIIf. 
I  won't  describe— that  is,  if  I  cnn  help 

Description :  and  I  won't  reflect— that  is. 
If  I  can  stave  off  thought,  which — as  a  whelp 

Qings  to  its  teat — sticks  to  me  through  the  abyss 
Of  this  odd  labyrinili ;  or  as  the  kelp 

Holds  by  the  rock;  or  as  a  lover's  kiss 
Drains  its  first  draught  of  lips:  but,  as  1  said, 
I  won't  philoaophise,  and  wiU  be  read. 

XXIX. 

Juan,  instead  of  courting  courts,  was  courted, 
A  thing  which  happens  rarely ;  this  he  owed 

Much  to  his  youth,  and  much  to  hn  reported 
Valour ;  much  also  to  the  blood  he  show'd, 

Like  a  race-horse ;  much  to  each  dress  he  sported, 
Which  set  the  beauty  off  in  which  he  glow'd. 

As  purple  clouds  befringe  the  sun ;  but  moat 

He  owed  to  an  oM  woman  and  his  post. 

XXX. 

He  wrote  to  Spain :— and  all  hit  near  relations. 

Perceiving  he  was  in  a  handsome  way 
Of  getting  on  himself,  and  finding  stationa 

For  cous'ins  also,  anewer'd  the  mme  day. 
Several  prepared  themselves  for  emigratioiK; 

And,  eating  ice<s,  were  o'erheard  to  say, 
That  with  the  addition  of  a  slight  pelisse, 
Miidrid's  and  lloaeoVs  climes  were  of  a>friect. 

XXXi. 
His  mother.  Donna  Inec.  finding  too 

That  in  the  lieu  of  dmwiag  on  his  banker, 
Where  his  asaets  were  waxing  rather  few. 

He  had  brought  his  spending  tea  handsome  anchor, — 
Replied, «  that  ^he  was  glad  to  see  htm  through 

Those  pleasures  af^er  which  wild  youth  will  hanker ; 
As  the  sole  sign  of  man's  being  in  his  senses 
Is,  learning  to  i>;duce  his  past  expenses. 

XXXII. 
«  She  also  recooamended  him  to  God, 

And  no  less  to  God's  Son,  as  well  as  Mother, 
Warn'd  him  against  Greek-worriiip,  wtiicb  looks  odd 

In  Catliolic  eyes ;  but  told  him  too  to  smother 
Outward  difJIke,  which  don't  look  well  abiwnd  : 

Infbrm'd  Um  that  he  had  a  little  brather 
Born  in  a  secoiMl  wedlock ;  and  above 
All,  praised  the  empress's  ainienMil  love. 

XXXIII. 
«  She  could  not  too  much  give  her  apprabatioa 

Unto  an  emprets  who  preferr'd  yonng  men 
Whose  age,  and,  what  was  better  still,  whose  nation 

And  dimaie,  stopp'd  all  tflindal  (now  and  then):— 
At  home  it  might  have  given  her  some  vexation; 

Bilt  where  tliermometers  sunk  down  to  ten, 
Or  five,  or  one,  or  tero,  she  could  never 
Believe  that  virtne  thaw'd  befbra  the  river. » 

XXXIV. 

Oh  for  tLfortf-pmtton  power i  to  ehaunt 
Thy  praise,  hypocrisy!     Oh  for  a  liynm 

Loud  as  the  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  vaunt. 
Mot  practise !    Oh  for  trumps  of  cherubim! 

Or  the  ear-irumpet  of  my  good  old  aunt, 
Who,  ihougli  hor  spectacles  at  last  grew  dhn, 

Drew  quiet  consolation  through  its  hint, 

When  she  no  more  conld  read  the  pious  print 
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XXXV. 

She  was  no  hypocrite,  at  least,  poor  soul! 

Rut  wput  to  heaven  id  <is  sincere  a  way 
As  any  hody  on  the  elected  roll, 

Which  portions  out  upon  the  judgment  day 
Heaven's  freeholds,  in  a  sort  of  doonrjs<lay  scroll. 

Such  as  the  conriueror  WiUiam  did  repay 
His  knights  with,  lotting  other*'  properties 
Into  some  sixty  thou&aud  ucw  knights'  fees. 

xxxvr. 

I  can't  complain,  whose  ancestors  are  there, 
Erneis,  Radulphus— eighi-and-forty  manors 

(If  that  my  memory  doih  not  greatly  err) 

Wore  their  reward  for  following  Billy's  banners; 

And,  though  I  can't  help  thinking  l  was  scarce  fair 
To  strip  the  Saxons  of  their  hydes}  like  tanners, 

Yet  as  they  fouiulfd  churches  with  the  produce. 

You  '11  deem,  no  doubt,  they  put  it  to  a  good  use. 

XXXVU. 
The  Identic  Juan  ilourish'd,  thou|!h  at  times 

lie  fell  like  other  plants — calld  sensitive, 
Which  shrink  from  touch,  as  monarchs  do  from  rhymes 

Si\e  such  as  Souihey  can  afford  to  give. 
Perhaps  he  long'd,  in  bitter  frosts,  for  climes 

In  i»hich  the  Neva's  ice  would  cease  to  live 
Before  May-day  :  perhaps,  despite  his  duty. 
In  royalty's  vast  arms  he  sigh'd  for  beauty: 

XXXVIIf. 
Perhaps, — but,  sans  pcrhips,  we  need  not  seek 

For  causes  young  or  old  :  the  canker-worm 
Will  feed  upon  the  fairest,  freshest  cheek, 

As  well  as  further  drain  the  wither'd  form  : 
Care,  like  a  housekeeper,  brings  e\ery  week 

liis  bills  iu,  and,  however  wc  may  storm. 
They  n'xist  be  paid  ;  though  six  days  smoothly  run, 
The  seventh  will  bring  blue  devils  or  a  dun. 

XXXIX. 

I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  he  grew  sick : 
The  empress  was  alarm'd,  and  her  physician 

(The  same  who  physirk'd  Peter)  found  the  tick 
Of  his  fierce  pulse  betoken  a  condition 

Which  augur'd  of  the  dead,  however  quick 
Itself,  and  show'd  a  feverish  disposition; 

At  which  the  whole  court  was  extremely  troubled. 

The  sovereign  shock'd,  and  all  his  medicines  doubled. 

XL. 

Low  were  the  whispers,  manifold  the  rumours: 
Some  said  he  had  been  poison'd  by  Potemkin; 

Otiiers  talk'd  learnedly  of  certain  tumours. 
Exhaustion,  or  disorders  of  ihc  same  kin; 

Some  said  't  was  a  concoction  of  the  humours. 
Which  with  the  blood  too  readily  will  claim  kin; 

Others  again  were  ready  to  maintain, 

M  'T  was  only  the  fatigue  of  last  campaigu.M 

XLI. 
But  here  is  one  prescription  out  of  miny  : 

uSodx-sulphit.  3.  vi.  3.  s.     Maun%-optiro. 
Aq.  fervent.  F.  3.  iss,  3.  ij.  tinct.  Senna 

llanstus»  (and  here  the  surgeon  came  and  cupp'd  him). 
«( R.  Pulv.  Com.  gr.  iii.     Ipecacuanhxn 

(Willi  more  beside  if  Juan  had  not  stopp'd  'em), 
«  Bolus  potassx  sulphuret.  snmendus, 
Et  haustus  ter  in  die  capicndns.» 


XLIT. 
This  is  the  way  physicians  mend  or  end  us. 

Secundum  artcm  :  but  although  we  sneer 
In  health — vihen  ill,  we  call  them  to  attend  lu. 

Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer  : 
While  that  u  hiatus  mjxime  detlendus,** 

To  be  fill'd  up  by  spade  or  mattock,  "s  near. 
Instead  of  gliding  graciously  down  Lethe, 
We  tease  mild  Baillie,  or  soft  Abcrnclliy. 

XLIII. 
Juan  demurr'd  at  this  first  notice  to 

Quil{  and,  though  death  had  ihreaten'd  an  ejection, 
liis  youth  and  constitution  bore  him  through. 

And  sent  the  doctors  in  a  new  direction. 
Rut  still  his  state  was  delicate  :  the  hue 

Of  health  but  flicker'd  with  a  faint  reOectioa 
Along  his  wasted  cheek,  and  seem'd  to  gravel 
The  faculty — who  said  that  he  must  travel. 

XLIV. 

The  climate  was  too  cold,  they  said,  for  him. 
Meridian-born,  lo  bloom  in.    This  opinion 

?Made  the  chaste  Catherine  look  a  little  grim. 
Who  did  not  like  at  tirsl  to  lose  her  mioioa  : 

Rut  when  she  saw  his  dazzling  eye  was  dim. 

And  drooping  like  an  eagle's  with  clipp'd  pioioa. 

She  then  resolved  to  send  him  on  a  mis«ioo. 

But  in  a  style  becoming  his  couditioa. 

XLV. 

There  was  just  then  a  kind  of  a  discussion, 

A  sort  of  treaty  or  negotiation 
Between  the  Hniisli  cabinet  and  Russian, 

Maintain'd  with  all  the  due  prevarication 
With  which  great  states  such  things  are  apt  to  posh  oa 

Something  about  the  Baltic's  nuvigatioo. 
Hides,  train-oil,  tallow,  and  the  rights  of  Thetis, 
Which  Britons  deem  their  m  mi  possidetis.* 

XLVL 

So  Catherine,  who  had  a  handsome  way 

Of  lining  out  her  favourites,  ronferr'd 
This  secret  charge  on  Juan,  lo  display 

At  once  her  roy  il  <^plcndour,  and  reward 
His  services.    He  kivs'd  hand«  the  next  day. 

Received  instructions  how  tn  play  his  card, 
Was  laden  with  all  kinds  of  gifts  and  honours. 
Which  show'd  what  great  discernment  was  the  donor ». 

XLVII. 
But  she  was  lucky,  and  luck  's  all.  Your  queens 

Are  generally  prosperous  in  rci'^niug; 
Which  piiizles  us  to  know  what  fortune  raeaos. 

But  to  continue  :  though  her  years  were  waning. 
Her  climacteric  teased  her  like  her  teens; 

And  though  her  dignity  brook'd  no  complaining. 
So  much  did  Juan's  setting  off  distress  her. 
She  could  uot  find  at  first  a  fit  successor. 

XLvni. 

But  time,  \\xt  comforter,  will  come  at  last ; 

Anii  four-and-tweniv  hours,  and  twice  that  nnmber 
Of  candidates  requesting  to  be  placed. 

Made  Catherine  taste  next  night  a  quiet ' 
Not  that  she  meant  to  fix  again  in  haste, 

Nor  did  she  find  the  quantity  encumber. 
But  always  chusing  with  deliberation. 
Kept  the  place  open  for  their  emulation. 
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XLIX. 
While  this  high  pott  of  hooour  's  io  abeyance. 

For  one  or  two  days,  reader,  we  request 
You  'U  mouot  with  our  youog  hero  the  cooTeyance 

Which  vafted  him  from  Petersburgh ;  the  best 
Barouche,  which  Itad  the  glory  to  display  once 

The  fair  Csarina's  autocratic  crest 
(When,  a  new  Iphigene,  she  went  to  Tauris), 
Was  given  to  her  favourite,  ^  and  now  6ore  his. 

L. 
A  bull-dog,  and  a  boU-finch,  and  an  ermine. 

All  private  fdvouriies  of  Don  Juan;  for 
(Let  deeper  sages  the  true  cause  determine) 

He  had  a  kiod  of  ioclioatioo,  or 
Weakness,  for  what  most  people  deem  mere  vermin — 

Live  animals : — an  old  maid  of  threescore 
For  cats  and  birds  more  penchant  ne'er  display'd. 
Although  he  was  not  old,  nor  even  a  mai<L 

LL 
The  animals  aforesaid  occupied 

Their  sution :  there  were  valets,  secretaries. 
In  other  vehicles;  but  at  his  side 

Sat  little  Leila,  who  survived  the  parries 
He  made  'gainst  Cossack  sabres,  in  the  wide 

Slaughter  of  Ismail.    Though  my  wild  muse  varies 
Her  note,  she  don't  forget  the  infant  girl 
Whom  he  preserved,  a  pure  and  living  pearl. 

LII. 
Poor  little  thing !     She  was  as  fair  as  docile, 

And  with  thit  gentle,  serious  character, 
As  rare  in  living  beings  as  a  fo^sile 

M'tn,  'midst  thy  mouldy  mammoths, «  grand  Gnvier !» 
Ill  6tled  with  her  ignorance  to  jostle 

With  this  o'erwhelming  world,  where  all  must  err : 
But  she  was  yet  but  ten  years  old,  and  therefore 
Was  tranquil,  though  she  knew  not  why  or  wherefore. 

LIII. 
Don  Juan  loved  her,  and  she  loved  him,  as 

Nor  brother,  father,  sister,  daughter  love. 
I  cannot  tell  exactly  what  it  wa^; 

He  was  not  yet  quite  old  enough  to  prove 
Parental  feelings,  and  the  other  class, 

Call'd  brotherly  affection,  could  not  move 
Bis  bosom — for  he  never  had  a  sister : 
Ah!  if  he  had,  how  much  he  would  have  miss'd  her! 

LIV. 

And  still  less  was  it  sensual;  for  besides 
That  he  was  not  an  ancient  debauchee 

(Who  like  sour  fruit  to  stir  their  veins'  salt  tides. 
As  acids  rouse  a  dormant  alkali). 

Although  {'t  wiU  happen  as  our  planet  guides) 
His  youth  was  not  the  chastest  that  might  be. 

There  was  the  purest  platonism  at  bottom 

Of  all  his  feelings— only  he  forgot  'em. 

LV. 
Just  now  there  was  no  peril  of  temptation ; 

He  loved  the  infant  orphan  be  had  saved, 
As  patriots  (now  and  then)  may  love  a  nation ; 

His  pride  too  felt  that  she  was  not  enslaved, 
Owing  to  him;— as  also  her  salvation. 

Through  his  means  and  the  church's,  might  be  paved. 
But  one  thing  's  odd,  which  here  must  be  inserted^ 
The  little  Turk  refused  to  be  converted. 
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LVI. 
'T  was  strange  enough  she  should  retain  the  impression 

Through  such  a  scene  of  change,  and  dread,  and 
slaughter; 
But.  though  three  bishops  told  her  the  transgression. 

She  show'd  a  great  dislike  to  holy  water : 
She  also  had  no  passion  for  confession; 

Perhaps  she  bad  nothing  to  confess: — no  matter; 
Whate'er  the  cause,  the  church  made  little  of  it- 
She  still  held  out  that  Mahomet  was  a  prophet. 

Lvn. 

In  fsct,  the  only  Ghrittian  she  could  bear 
Was  Juan,  whom  she  seem'd  to  have  selected 

In  place  of  what  her  home  and  friends  once  were. 
He  luituratly  loved  what  he  protected ; 

And  thus  they  fbrm'd  a  rather  carious  pair : 
A  guardian  green  in  years,  a  ward  connected 

In  neither  elime,  time,  blood,  with  her  defender; 

And  yet  this  want  of  tiles  made  theirs  more  tender. 

LVIII. 
Theyjoumey'd  on  throngli  Pohind  and  through  Wanaw, 

Famous  for  mines  of  salt  and  yokes  of  iron : 
Through  0>arlaod  also,  which  tliat  famous  farce  saw 

W*hich  gave  hw  dukes?  the  graceless  nameof  aBiron.* 
T  is  the  same  landscape  which  the  modern  Han  saw, 

Who  march'd  to  Moscow,-  led  by  fiime,  the  syren ! 
To  lose,  by  one  month's  ht»st,  some  twenty  years 
Of  conquest,  and  liis  guard  of  grenadiers. 

LIX. 

Let  not  this  seem  an  anti-climlx: — «Oh! 

My  guard !  my  old  guard !»  exclaim'd  that  god  of  clay — 
Think  of  the  Ihunderer's  ftilling  down  below 

Carotid-artery-cutting  Castlereagh  !— 
Alas!  that  glory  should  be  chill'd  by  snow ! 

But,  should  we  wish  to  warm  us  on  our  way 
Through  Poland,  there  is  Kosciusko's  name 
Might  scatter  fire  through  ice,  like  Hecla's  flame. 

LX. 

From  Poland  they  came  on  through  Prussia  Proper, 
And  Koningsberg  the  capital,  whose  vaunt. 

Besides  some  veins  of  iron,  lead,  or  copper. 
Has  lately  been  the  great  Profvssor  ILant. 

Juan,  who  cared  not  a  tobacco^topper 
About  philosophy,  pursued  his  jaunt 

To  Germany,  whose  somewhat  tardy  millions 

Have  princes  who  spur  more  ibau  their  postilicHis. 

LXI. 
And  thence  through  Berlin,  Dresden,  and  the  like, 

Until  he  reach'd  the  castellated  Rhine : — 
Ye  glorious  Gothic  scenes!  how  much  ye  strike 

All  phantasies,  not  even  excepting  mine : 
A  grey  wall,  a  green  ruin,  rusty  pike, 

Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  hover 
Upon  their  airy  confine,  half-seas-over. 

LXII. 
But  Juan  posted  on  through  Manheim,  Bonn, 

Which  Drachenfels  ^wna  over,  like  a  spectre 
Of  the  good  feudal  times  for  ever  gone, 

On  which  I  have  not  time  just  now  to  lecture. 
From  thence  he  was  drawn  onwards  to  Cologne, 

A  city  which  presentt  to  the  inspector 
Eleven  thousand  maidenheads  of  bone, 
The  greatest  number  flesh  hath  ever  known.* 
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Lxrii. 

From  iheocc  to  Holland's  Hague  and  Helvoetsluys, 
Tliat  water  land  of  Dutchmen  and  oF  ditches, 

Where  juniper  expresses  its  best  juice — 

The  poor  man's  sparklini;  .substitute  for  riches. 

Senates  and  sayes  have  condemn'd  its  use — 
But  to  deny  the  mob  a  cordial  which  is 

Too  often  all  the  clothini;,  meat,  or  fuel, 

Good  government  has  left  them,  seems  but  cruel. 

LXIV. 
Here  he  emb.irk'd,  and,  with  a  flowing  sail. 

Went  hounding  for  the  island  of  the  free, 
Towards  which  the  impatient  wind  blew  half  a  gale; 

High  dash'd  the  spr.jy,  the  bows  dipp'd  in  the  sea, 
And  sea-sick  passengers  turn'd  somewhat  pale  : 

Rut  Juan,  season'd,  as  he  well  might  be 
By  former  voyages,  sloo<i  to  watch  the  skiffs 
Which  pass'd,  or  catch  the  Hrst  glimpse  of  the  chffs. 

LXV. 
At  length  they  rose,  like  a  white  wall  along 

The  blue  sea's  border;  and  Don  Juan  felt — 
What  even  young  strangers  feel,  a  little  strong 

At  the  first  sight  of  Albion's  chalky  belt — 
A  kind  of  pride  that  he  should  be  among 

Those  haughty  shopkeepers,  who  sternly  dealt 
Tlieir  goods  and  edicts  out  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  made  the  very  billows  pay  them  toll. 

LXVf. 
I  have  no  great  cause  to  love  that  spot  of  earth, 

Which  holds  whatm}<//t(/t/ive  6eeri  the  noblest  nation: 
but,  though  I  owe  it  little  but  my  birth, 

I  feel  a  mix'd  regret  and  veneration 
For  its  decaying  fame  and  former  worth. 

Seven  years  (the  usual  term  of  transportation) 
Of  absence  lay  one's  old  resentments  level, 
When  a  mans  country  's  going  to  the  devil. 

Lxvn. 

Alas',  could  she  but  fully,  truly,  know 

How  her  great  name  is  now  throughout  abhorr'd; 
How  e.iger  all  the  earth  is.  for  the  blow 

Which  shall  lay  hare  hrr  bosom  to  the  sword; 
How  all  the  nations  deem  her  their  worst  foe, 

That  worse  than  worst  of  foes— the  once  adored 
False  friend,  who  held  out  freedom  to  mankind, 
And  now  would  chain  ihem  to  the  very  mind; — 

LXVIH. 

Would  she  be  proud,  or  bonst  herself  the  free. 
Who  is  but  first  of  slaves!     The  nations  are 

In  prison;  but  the  jailor,  what  is  he? 
No  less  a  victim  to  the  bolt  and  linr. 

Is  the  poor  privilege  to  turn  the  key 

rpon  the  captive,  freedom?  He  "s  as  far 

From  the  enjoyment  of  the  earth  and  air 

Who  watches  o'er  the  chain,  as  they  who  wear. 

LXIX. 
Don  Juan  now  saw  Albion's  earliest  beauties — 

Thy  cliffs,  denr  Dover!  harbour,  and  hotel; 
Thy  rusloni-house  with  all  its  delicate  duties; 

Thy  waiters  running  mucks  at  every  bell ; 
Thy  packets,  all  whose  passengers  are  booties 

To  those  who  upon  land  or  water  dwell; 
And  last,  not  least,  to  strangers  uninstrucied. 
Thy  long,  long  bills,  whence  nothing  is  deducted. 


LXX. 

I  Juan,  though  careless,  young,  and  magnifiqne. 
And  rich  in  roubles,  diamonds,  cash,  and  credit. 
Who  did  not  limit  much  his  bills  per  week. 

Yet  stared  at  this  a  little,  though  he  paid  it— 
(Ilis  maggior  diiomo,  a  smart  subtle  Greek, 

Before  him  summ'd  the  awful  scroll  and  read  it :) 
!  Rut  doubtless  as  the  air,  though  seldom  sunny. 
Is  free,  tlie  respiration  's  worth  the  money. 

LXXI. 
On  with  the  horses!  Off  to  Canterbury! 

Tramp,  tramp  o'er  pebble,  and  splash,  splash  ihrongh 
puddle. 
Hurrah !  how  swiftly  speeds  the  post  so  merry! 

Not  like  slow  Germany,  wherein  they  muddle 
Along  the  road,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 

Their  fare;  and  also  paase,  besides,  to  fuddle 
With   M  schnappsn — sad   dogs  !  whom  «  Hundsfbt*  or 

M  Ferflurter» 
Affect  no  more  than  lightning  a  conductor. 

LXXI  I. 
Now,  there  is  nothing  gives  a  man  such  spirits. 
Leavening  his  blood  as  Cayenne  doth  a  curry. 
As  going  at  full  speed — no  matter  where  its 

Direction  be,  so  't  is  but  in  a  hurry. 
And  merely  for  the  snkc  of  its  own  merits : 

For  the  less  cause  there  is  for  all  this  flurry, 
The  greater  is  the  pleasure  in  arriving 
At  the  great  end  of  travel — which  is  driving^. 

Lxxiir. 

They  saw  at  Canterbury  the  Cathedral; 

Black  Kd ward's  helm,  and  Recket's  bloody  stone. 
Were  pointed  out  as  usual  by  the  bedral. 

In  the  same  quaint,  uninterested  tone  : 
There  s  glory  again  for  you,  gentle  reader  !  aH 

Ends  in  a  rusty  casque  and  dubious  bone. 
Half-solved  into  those  sodas  or  magnesias. 
Which  form  that  bitter  draught,  the  human  species. 

LXXIV. 
The  effect  on  Juan  was  of  course  sublime : 

He  l)re;«thed  a  thousand  Crcssys,  as  he  saw 
That  casque,  which  never  stoop'd,  except  to  Time. 

Even  the  hold  churchman's  tomb  excite<l  awe. 
Who  died  in  the  then  great  attempt  to  climb 

Oer  kings,  who  now  at  least  must  talk  of  law. 
Before  they  butcher.     Li  I  tic  Leila  gazed, 
And  ask'd  why  such  a  structure  had  been  raised  : 

LXXV. 
And  being  told  it  was  w  God's  liouse,M  she  said 

He  was  well  lodged,  but  only  wonder'd  how 
He  sufferd  infidels  in  his  home-stead, 

The  cruel  Nazarenes,  who  had  laid  low 
His  holy  temples  in  the  lands  which  bred 

The  true  believers; — aud  her  infant  brow 
Was  bent  with  grief  that  Mahomet  should  resign 
A  mosque  so  noble,  flung  like  pearls  to  swiue. 

LXX  VI. 
On,  on  !  through  meadows,  managed  like  a  garden, 

A  paradise  of  hops  and  high  production; 
For,  after  years  of  travel  by  a  hard  in 

(Countries  of  greater  heat  hut  lesser  suction, 
A  green  held  is  a  sight  which  makes  him  pardon 

The  absence  of  that  more  sublime  construction. 
Which  mixes  up  vines,  olives,  precipices, 
Glaciers,  volcanos,  oranges,  and  ices. 
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And  when  I  thiok  npon  a  pot  of  beer 

But  I  vob'C  weep ! — nod  so,  dnve  oo,  poetilion* ! 

As  the  tmart  boy«  tpurr'd  ^l  in  their  career, 
Juan  admired  thcte  bi0fafray«  of  free  millioaf; 

A  country  in  all  sennet  the  most  dear 

To  foreigner  or  native,  save  Nome  silly  ones, 

Wbo  ■  kick  against  tbe  pricksn  just  at  this  juncture. 

And  for  their  pains  get  only  a  fresh  paoctarr. 

LXXV11I. 

What  a  delightful  thing  s  a  turnpike  road! 

So  smooth,  so  level,  such  a  mode  of  shaving 
The  earth,  as  scarce  the  eagle  in  tbe  broad 

Air  can  accomplish,  with  his  wide  vings  waving. 
Had  such  been  cut  in  Pliaeton's  lime,  the  god 

Bad  lold  his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 
With  the  York  mail;— but,  onward  as  we  roll, 
M  Surgit  amari  aiiquid*— the  toll ! 

LXXIX. 

Alas !  how  deeply  painful  is  all  payment! 

Take  lives,  take  wives,  take  auglii  except  men'spurses: 
As  Macliiavel  shovra  those  in  purple  raiment. 

Such  is  the  Uiortest  way  lo  general  curses. 
They  bate  a  murderer  much  1ms  tbau  a  claimant 

On  that  sweet  ore,  which  every  body  nurses : 
Kill  a  man's  femily,  and  he  may  brook  it — 
But  keep  your  hands  out  of  bis  breeches'  pocket. 

LXXX. 

So  said  the  Florentine :  ye  mouarchu,  liearken 
To  your  instructor.    Juan  now  was  borne. 

Just  as  tbe  day  began  to  wane  and  darken, 
O'er  the  high  hill  which  looks  with  pride  or  scorn 

Toward  the  great  city: — ye  who  have  a  spark  in 
Your  veins  of  Cockney  spirit,  smile  or  mourn, 

According  as  you  take  things  well  or  ill — 

bold  ttritons,  we  are  now  on  Shooter's  Hill ! 

LXXXI. 
The  sun  went  down,  the  smoke  rose  up,  as  from 

A  half-unqueocb'd  volcano,  o'er  a  space 
Which  well  bneem'd  tbe  «  Devil's  drawing-room,* 

As  some  have  qualified  that  wondrous  place. 
But  Juan  fielt,  though  not  approaching  /lome. 

As  one  wbo,  though  lie  were  not  of  the  race. 
Revered  the  soil,  of  those  true  sons  the  mother. 
Who  butcher'd  half  the  earth,  and  bullied  t'  other.  9 

LXXXir. 
A  mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  shipping, 

Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
Could  reach,  with  here  and  there  a  sail  jnst  skipping 

In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  tbe  forestry 
Of  masts ;  a  wilderness  of  steeple*  peeping 

On  tiptoe,  through  their  sra-roal  canopy; 
A  huge  dun  cupola,  like  a  fooUc.ip  rrown 
On  a  fool's  head — and  there  is  London  town ! 

LXXXIII. 
But  Juan  saw  not  this  :  each  wreath  of  smoke 

Appear'd  to  him  but  as  the  magic  vapour 
Of  some  alchymic  furnace,  from  whence  broke 

The  wealth  of  worlds  (a  wealth  of  tax  and  paper) ; 
The  gloomy  clouds,  which  o'er  it  as  a  yoke 

Are  bow'd,  and  put  the  sun  out  like  a  taper, 
Were  nothing  but  tbe  natural  atmosphere— 
Extremely  wholesome,  though  but  rarely  clear. 


LXXXIV. 
He  paused — and  so  will  I— as  doth  a  crew 

Before  they  give  their  broadside.     By  and  by, 
My  gentle  countrymen,  we  will  renew 

Our  old  acquaintance,  and  at  least  I  *ll  try 
To  tell  you  (ruths  you  will  not  take  as  true. 

Because  they  arc  so,--«  male  Mrs  Fry, 
With  a  sofk  besom  will  I  sweep  your  halls. 
And  broth  a  web  or  two  from  off  the  wails. 

LXXXV. 
Ob,  Mrs  Fry !  why  go  to  Newgaiet  Why 

Preach  to  poor  rogues  I  And  wherefore  not  begin 
With  C— It— n,  or  with  other  houses  7  Try 

Your  band  at  bardcn'd  and  imperial  sin. 
To  mend  tlie  people 's  an  absurdity, 

A  jargon,  a  mere  philanthropic  din, 
Unless  you  make  their  betters  better :— Fie  f 
1  thought  you  had  more  religion,  Mrs  Fry. 

LXXXYI. 
Teach  them  the  decencies  of  good  threescore: 

Cure  tliem  of  tours.  Hussar  and  Highhnd  dremes  : 
Tell  them  that  youth  once  gone  returns  no  more; 

That  hired  bunas  redeem  no  land's  distresses  : 
Tell  them  Sir  W^l-m  C<^-«  is  a  bore, 

Too  dull  even  for  the  dullest  of  excesses— 
The  witless  Falstaff  of  a  hoary  Hal, 
A  fool  whose  bells  have  ceased  to  ring  at  all;— 

tXXXVII. 
Tell  them,  though  it  may  be  perhaps  too  late. 

On  life's  worn  confine,  jaded,  bloated,  sated. 
To  set  up  vain  pretences  of  being  great, 

T  is  not  so  to  be  good ;  and  be  it  suted. 
The  worthiest  kings  have  ever  loved  least  state; 

And  tell  them bi|t  you  won't,  and  I  have  prated 

Just  now  enough ;  but  by  and  by  1  '11  prattle 
Like  Roland's  born  in  Roncesvalles'  battle. 


CANTO  XI. 


I. 

Whin  Bishop  Berkeley  said  « there  was  no  matter,* 
And  proved  it— 't  was  no  matter  wiiat  he  said  : 

They  say  his  system  'I  b  in  vain  to  batter. 
Too  subtle  for  the  airiest  human  bead; 

And  yet  who  can  believe  it?    I  would  shatter, 
Gbdiy,  all  matters  down  to  stone  or  lead. 

Or  adamant,  to  find  tbe  world  a  spirit, 

And  wear  my  head,  denying  that  I  wear  it. 

U. 

What  a  sublime  discovery 't  was  to  make  the 

Universe  universal  egotism ! 
That  all  s  id  en  I— nil  ourseivesr  I  '11  stake  the 

World  (be  it  what  you  will)  that  that  '$  no  schism 
Oh.doubt!— if  thou  be'stdoubt,for  which  some  take  thee, 

But  which  I  doubt  extremely— tliou  sole  prif  m 
Of  the  truth's  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught  of  sp'rit ! 
Heaven's  brandy — though  our  brain  can  hardly  bearit. 
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IIT. 

For,  ever  and  anon  comes  indigestion 

(Not  the  most  « dainty  Arie]»).  and  perplexes 

Obr  soarin{*s  vritli  another  sort  of  question  : 
And  that  which,  after  all,  my  spirit  vexes 

Is,  that  I  find  no  spot  where  man  can  rc.<;t  eye  on, 
Without  confusion  of  the  sorts  and  sexes, 

Of  beintjs,  stars,  and  this  unriddled  wonder. 

The  world,  which  at  the  worst  's  a  glorious  bliudcr — 

IV. 

If  it  be  chance;  or  if  it  be  according 

To  the  old  text,  still  boiler!  lest  it  should 

Turn  out  so,  we  '11  sny  nothing  'gninst  the  wording, 
As  several  people  think  such  hazards  rude : 

They  're  right;  our  days  are  too  brief  for  affording 
Space  to  dispute  what  no  one  ever  could 

Decide,  and  every  body  one  day  will 

Know  very  clearly — or  at  least  lie  still. 

V. 

And  therefore  will  I  leave  off  metaphysical 
Discussion,  which  is  neither  here  nor  there  : 

If  I  agree  that  what  is,  is — then  this  I  call 
Deing  quite  perspicuous  and  extremely  fair. 

The  truth  is,  I  've  grown  lately  rather  phthisical: 
I  don't  know  what  the  reason  is — the  air 

Perhaps  ;  but  as  1  suffer  from  the  shocks 

Of  illness,  I  grow  much  more  orthodox. 

VI. 
The  first  attack  at  once  proved  tlic  divinity 

(Rut  Uiat  I  never  doubted,  nor  the  devil); 
The  next,  the  Virgin's  mystical  virginity; 

The  third,  the  usual  origin  of  evil ; 
The  fourth  at  once  estahlish'd  the  whole  Trinity 

On  so  incontrovertible  a  level, 
That  I  devoutly  wish  the  three  were  four. 
On  purpose  to  believe  so  much  the  more. 

VII. 
To  our  theme :  — The  man  who  has  stood  on  the  Acropolis, 

And  look'd  down  over  Attica;  or  he 
Who  has  sail'd  where  picturesque  Constantinople  is, 

Or  seen  Tombuetoo,  or  hath  taken  tea 
In  small-cyoil  China's  crockery-ware  metropolis, 

Or  sat  amidst  the  bricks  of  Nineveh, 
M.iy  not  think  much  of  London's  first  appearance — 
but  ask  him  what  he  thinks  of  it  a  year  hence? 

VIII. 
Don  Juan  had  got  out  on  Shooter's  Hill — 

Sunset  the  time,  the  place  the  same  declivity 
Which  looks  along  that  vale  of  good  and  ill 

Where  London  streets  fcrmcul  in  full  activity; 
While  every  thing  around  was  calm  and  still, 

Kxcept  the  creak  of  wheels,  which  on  their  pivot  he 
Ileiird — And  that  bee  like,  bubbling,  busy  hum 
Of  cities,  that  boils  o'er  with  their  scum : — 

IX. 
I  say,  Don  Juan,  wrapt  iu  contemplation, 

Waikil  on  behind  his  carriage,  oVr  the  summit, 
And,  io;st  in  wonder  of  so  great  a  nation, 

Gave  way  to  t,  since  ho  could  not  overcome  it. 
««  And  lit'rc.»  lie  cried,  »<  is  Freedom's  chosen  station  ; 

Here  peals  the  people's  voice,  nor  can  entomb  it 
Racks,  prisons,  inrjuisiiions  ;  resurrection 
Awaits  it,  each  new  meeting  or  election. 


X. 

M  Here  arc  chaste  wives,  pure  lives ;  here  people  pay 
But  what  they  please;  and  if  that  things  be  dear, 

'T  is  only  that  they  love  to  throw  away 

Their  cash,  to  show  how  much  they  have  a-year. 

Here  laws  are  all  inviolate;  none  lay 

Traps  for  the  traveller;  every  highway's  clear  : 

Here »  he  was  interrupted  by  a  knife. 

With  «  Damn  your  eyes!  your  money  or  yoor  life.» 

XI. 

These  free-born  sounds  proceeded  from  four  pads. 
In  ambush  laid,  who  had  perceived  him  loiter 

Behind  his  carriage;  and,  like  handy  lads, 
Had  seized  the  lucky  hour  to  reconnoitre. 

In  which  the  heedless  gentleman  who  gads 
Upon  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a  fighter, 

May  find  himself,  within  that  isle  of  riches, 

Exposed  to  lose  his  life  as  well  as  breeches. 

xir. 

Juan,  who  did  not  understand  a  word 

Of  English,  save  their  shibboleth,  «  God  damn  !■ 

And  even  that  he  had  so  rarely  heard, 

lie  sometimes  thought  'l  was  only  their  «salam,» 

Or  KGod  be  with  you,»> — and  't  is  not  absurd 
To  think  so;  for,  half  Enghsh  as  I  am 

fTo  my  misfortune),  never  can  I  say 

I  heard  them  wish  «  God  with  you,*  save  that  way : — 

XIII. 

Juan  yet  quickly  understood  their  gesture. 

And,  being  somewhat  choleric  and  stidden, 
Drew  forth  a  pocket-pistol  from  his  vesture. 

And  fired  it  into  one  assailant's  pudding — 
Who  fell,  as  rolls  an  ox  o'er  in  his  pasture. 

And  roar'd  out,  as  he  writhed  his  native  mud  in. 
Unto  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman, 
u  Oh  Jack!  I  'm  floor'd  by  that  'ere  bloody  Frenchman  !• 

XIV. 

On  w  hich  Jack  and  his  train  set  off  at  speed. 
And  Juan's  suite,  l;<te  scatter'd  at  a  distance, 

Came  up,  all  marvelling  at  such  a  deed, 
And  offering,  as  usual,  late  assi<;(ance. 

Juan,  who  saw  the  moon's  late  minion  bleed 
As  if  his  veins  would  pour  out  his  existence, 

Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint. 

And  wi&h'd  he  'd  been  less  hasty  with  his  flint. 

XV. 

u  Pcrhaps.w  thought  he,  m  it  is  the  country's  wont 
To  welcome  foreigners  in  this  way  :  now 

I  recollect  some  innkeepere  who  don't 
Differ,  except  in  robbing  with  a  bow. 

In  lieu  of  a  bare  blade  and  brazen  front. 
Hut  what  is  to  be  done?     I  can't  allow 

The  fellow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  road : 

So  take  him  up;  I  '11  help  you  with  the  load.* 

XVI. 

But.  ere  they  could  perform  this  pious  duty. 

The  dying  man  cried,  «  Hold !  I  *ve  got  my  gruel ! 

Oil!  for  a  glass  of  max!     Wc  've  miss'd  our  booty; 
Let  nie  «lie  where  I  am!n     And,  as  the  fuel 

Of  life  slirunk  in  his  heart,  and  thick  and  sooty 

The  <lrops  fell  from  his  death-wound,  and  he  drew  ill 

His  brealli,  he  from  his  swelling  throat  untied 

A  kerchief,  crying  «Cive  Sal  lhat!» — and  died. 
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XVII. 

The  cravat,  staia'd  with  bloody  drops,  fell  down 
B<-fore  Doo  Jubd's  feet :  h«  could  not  tell 

Eznctly  vby  it  was  before  him  thrown. 

Nor  what  the  meaaiag  of  the  man's  farewell. 

Poor  Tom  was  once  a  kiddy  upon  town, 
A  thorough  varmint,  and  a  real  swell. 

Full  flash,  all  fancy,  until  fairly  diddled — 

His  pockets  first,  and  tlien  lib  body  riddled. 

XVHI. 

Don  Juan,  having  done  the  best  he  could 

In  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case. 
As  soon  as  «  crowner's  quest  n  allow'd,  pursued 

His  travels  to  the  capital  apace  ;— 
Esteeming  it  a  little  hard  he  should 

In  twelve  hours'  time,  and  very  little  rpace, 
Have  been  obliged  to  slay  a  freebom  native 
In  self-defence:  this  made  him  meditative. 

XIX. 

He  from  the  world  had  cut  off  a  great  man, 
^Vbo  in  his  time  had  made  heroic  bustle. 

Who  Id  a  row  like  Tom  could  lead  the  van, 
Booze  in  the  ken,  or  at  the  speliken  bustle  7 

Who  queer  a  flat  T  Who  (spite  of  Bow<«treet's  ban) 
On  the  high  toby-^pice  so  flash  the  munle  T 

Who  on  a  lark,  with  black-eyed  Sal  (his  blowing), 

So  prime,  so  swell,  so  nutty,  and  so  knowing?' 

XX. 

But  Tom  's  no  more — and  so  no  more  of  Tom. 

Heroes  must  die  ;  and  by  God's  blessing,  't  is 
Not  long  before  the  most  of  them  go  home. — 

Hail !  Thamis,  hail !     Upon  thy  verge  it  is 
That  Juan's  chariot,  rolliug  like  a  drum 

In  Ifauader,  holds  the  way  it  can't  well  miss. 
Through  Kennington  and  all  the  other  « tons," 
Which  make  us  wish  ourselves  in  town  at  once; 

XXI. 

Through  groves,  so  call'd  as  being  void  of  trees 

(Like  {hcuj  from  no  light);  through  prospects  named 

Mount  Pleasant,  as  containing  nought  to  please. 
Nor  much  to  climb;  through  little  boxes  framed 

Of  bricks,  to  let  the  dust  in  at  your  ease. 

With  «To  be  let,»  upon  their  doors  proclaim'd ; 

Through  urowsM  most  modestly  cairdu  Paradise,* 

Which  Eve  might  quit  without  much  sacrifice ; 

xxn. 

Through  coaches,  drays,  choked  turnpikes,  and  a  whirl 
Of  wheels,  and  roar  of  voices,  and  confusion ; 

Here  taverns  wooing  to  a  pint  of  «<  purl,  n 
There  mails  hst  flying  off  like  a  delusion; 

There  barbers'  blocks  with  periwigs  in  curl 
In  windows;  here  the  lamp-ligliter's  infusion 

Slowly  distiird  into  the  glimmering  glass — 

(For  in  those  days  we  had  not  got  to  gas) : 

XXIII. 
Through  this  and  much  and  more,  is  the  approach 

Of  travellers  to  mighty  Oabylon  : 
Whether  tliey  come  by  horse,  or  chaise,  or  coach, 

With  slight  exceptions,  all  the  ways  seem  one. 
I  could  say  more,  but  do  not  chuse  to  encroach 

Upon  the  guide-book's  privilege.     The  sun 
Had  set  some  time,  and  night  was  on  the  ridge 
Of  twilight,  as  the  party  croas'd  the  bridge. 


XXIV. 

That's  rather  fine,  the  gentle  sound  of  Thamis— 

Who  vindicates  a  moment  too  his  stream- 
Though  hardly  heard  through  multifirioaa  «(dam*mes.» 

The  lampa  of  Westminster's  more  regular  gleam; 
The  breadth  of  pavement,  and  yon  shrine  wltere  Fame  it 

A  spectral  resident — whose  pallid  beam 
In  shape  of  moonshine  hovers  o'er  the  pile — 
Make  this  a  sacred  part  of  Albion's  isle. 

XXV. 

The  Druids'  groves  are  gone — so  much  the  belter  : 
Stone-Henge  is  not—but  what  the  devil  is  itt— 

But  Bedlam  still  exists  with  its  sage  fetter, 
Tliat  madmen  may  not  bite  you  on  a  visit ; 

The  Bench  too  seats  or  suits  full  many  a  debtor; 

The  Mansion-bouse,  too  (though some  people  quia  it), 

To  me  appears  a  stiff  yet  grand  erection ; 

Bat  then  the  Abbey's  worth  the  whole  collection. 

XXVI. 

The  line  of  lights  too  up  to  Charing<Croas, 
Pali-Mall,  and  so  forth,  liave  a  coruscation. 

Like  gold  as  in  comparison  to  dross, 

Match'd  with  the  continent's  illumination, 

Whose  cities  night  by  no  means  deigns  to  gloss : 
The  French  were  not  yet  a  lamp-lighting  nation. 

And  when  they  grew  so — on  their  new-found  lantern, 

Instead  of  wiciks,  they  made  a  wicked  nsan  turn. 

XXVH. 

A  row  of  gentlemen  along  the  strecu 

Suspended,  may  illuminate  mankind. 
As  also  bonfires  made  of  coui)iry-&<'ats ; 

But  the  old  way  is  best  for  the  purbliud  : 
The  other  looks  like  phosphorus  on  sheets, 

A  sort  of  ignis  fatuus  to  the  mind. 
Which,  though  't  is  certain  to  perplex  and  frighten. 
Must  burn  more  mildly  ere  it  can  enlighten. 

XXVIU. 
But  London's  so  well  lit,  that  if  Diogenes 

Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  honest  aian. 
And  found  him  not  amidst  the  various  progenies 

Of  this  enormous  city's  spreading  spawn, 
T  were  not  for  want  of  lamps  to  aid  his  dodging  hit 

Yet  undiscover'd  treasure.     What  /can, 
I  've  done  to  find  the  same  througliout  life's  journey, 
But  see  the  world  is  only  one  attorney. 

XXIX. 

Over  the  stones  still  rattling,  up  Pall-Mall, 

Through  crowds  and  carriages — but  waxing  thinner 

As  thundered  knockers  broke  the  long-seal'd  spell 
Of  doors  'gainst  duns,  and  to  an  early  dinner 

Admitted  a  small  party  as  night  fell, — 
Don  Juan,  our  young  diplomatic  sinner. 

Pursued  his  path,  and  drove  past  some  hotels, 

St  James's  Palace  and  St  Janaes's  ■  Hells.*' 

XXX. 

They  rcach'd  the  hotel ;  forth  streamed  from  the  firont  door 

A  tide  of  well-clad  waiters,  and  around 
The  mob  stood,  and  as  usual  several  score 

Of  those  pedestrian  Paphians  who  abound 
In  decent  London  when  the  daylight 's  o'er; 

Commodious  but  immoral,  they  are  found 
Useful,  like  Malthus,  in  promoting  marriage  : 
But  Juan  now  is  stepping  from  his  carriage 
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XXXI. 

Into  one  oF  the  sweetest  of  hotels, 
Especially  for  foreigners — and  mostly 

For  those  whom  favour  or  whom  fortune  swells. 
And  cannot  find  a  bill's  small  items  costly. 

There  many  an  envoy  either  dwelt  or  dwells 
(The  den  of  many  a  diplomatic  lost  lie). 

Until  to  some  conspicuous  square  they  pass, 

And  blazon  o'er  the  door  their  names  in  brass. 

XX.XII. 

Juan,  whose  was  a  delicate  commission, 
Private,  though  publicly  important,  bore 

No  title  to  point  out  with  due  precision 

The  exact  affair  on  which  he  was  sent  o'er  : 

T  was  merely  known  that  on  a  secret  mission 
A  foreigner  of  rank  had  graced  our  shore. 

Young,  hand<«ome,  and  accomplish'd,  who  was  said 

(In  whimpers)  to  have  tum'd  his  sovereign's  head. 

xxxiir. 

Some  rumour  also  of  some  strange  adventures 
Had  gone  before  him,  and  his  wars  and  loves  ; 

And  as  romantic  heads  arc  pretty  painters, 
And  above  all,  an  Englishwoman's  roves 

Into  the  excursive,  breaking  the  indentures 
Of  sober  reason,  whercsoe'er  it  moves, 

He  found  himself  extremely  in  the  fiishinn. 

Which  serves  our  thinking  people  for  a  passion. 

XXXI V. 

I  don't  mean  that  they  are  pnssionlrs'i,  but  quite 
The  conlniry  ;  but  then  't  is  in  the  head  ; 

Yet,  as  the  consequences  are  as  bright 
As  if  they  acted  with  the  heart  instead. 

What  after  all  can  signify  the  site 

Of  ladies'  lucubrations?     So  they  lead 

In  safety  to  the  place  for  which  they  start, 

W^hat  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  heart? 

XXXV. 

Juan  presented  in  the  proper  place, 

To  proper  placemen,  every  Russ  credential; 

And  Mas  receivejl  with  all  the  due  grimace, 
Uy  those  who  govern  in  tlio  mood  potential. 

Who,  seeing  a  handsome  stripling  with  smooth  face, 
Thought  (what  in  state  affaii-s  is  most  essential) 

That  they  as  easily  might  do  the  youngster, 

As  hawks  may  pounce  upon  a  woodland  songster. 

XXXVI. 

They  err'd,  as  aged  men  will  do;  but  by 
And  by  we  'II  talk  of  that;  and  if  we  dnn  t, 

T  will  be  because  our  notion  is  not  high 
Of  politici;ins  and  their  double  front. 

Who  li\e  by  lies,  yet  dare  not  boldly  lie  :  — 
Xow  vihai  I  love  in  women  is,  tliry  won't 

Or  can't  do  otherwise  than  lie,  but  do  it 

So  well,  the  very  truth  seems  falsehood  to  it. 

XXXVII. 

And,  after  nil.  vhai  is  a  lie?     T  is  but 
The  truth  in  ma.squcrade;  and  I  defy 

Ilistorinns,  heroes,  lawyers,  priests,  to  put 
A  F.iri  without  some  leaven  of  a  lie. 

The  very  shadow  of  true  truth  would  ^hut 
I'p  annak,  revelations,  poesy. 

And  prophecy — except  it  should  he  dated 

Some  ye;irs  before  the  iucidcnLs  related. 


XXXVIII. 
Praised  be  all  liars  and  all  He«!  Who  oow 

Can  tax  my  mild  Bf  use  with  mitaothropy  T 
She  rings  the  world's  «Te  Deuin,i*  and  her  brow 

Blushes  for  those  who  will  not :— bat  to  sigh 
Is  idle ;  let  us,  like  most  others,  bow, 

Kiss  hands,  feet — any  part  of  Majesty, 
After  the  good  example  of  «  Green  Erin, » 
Whose  shamrock  now  seems  rather  worse  for  veariDg. 

XXXIX. 

Don  Juan  was  presented,  and  his  dress 
And  mien  excited  general  admiration — 

I  don't  know  which  was  most  admired  or  less  : 
One  monstrous  diamond  drew  much  obserwalion. 

Which  Catherine,  in  a  moment  of  « ivresse  n 
(In  love  or  brandy's  fervent  fermentation), 

Bestow'd  upon  him  as  the  public  learn'd  ; 

And,  to  say  truth,  it  bad  been  fairly  eam'd. 

XL. 
Besides  the  ministers  and  underlings. 

Who  must  be  courteous  to  the  accredited 
Diplomatists  of  rather  wavering  kings. 

Until  their  royal  riddle  s  fully  read. 
The  very  clerks — those  somewhat  dirty  springs 

Of  office,  or  the  house  of  office,  fed 
By  foul  corruption  into  streams — even  they 
Were  hardly  rude  enough  to  earn  Ibeir  pay  : 

XLl. 
.\ud  insolence  no  doubt  is  what  they  arc 

Employ'd  for,  since  it  is  their  dally  labour. 
In  the  dear  offices  of  peace  or  war; 

And  should  you  doubt,  pray  ask  of  your  ocxt  net^- 
bour. 
When  for  a  passport,  or  some  other  bar 

To  freedom,  he  applied  (.1  grief  and  a  bore) 
If  he  found  not  this  spawn  of  tax-born  riches. 

Like  lap-dogs,  the  least  civil  sons  of  b s. 

XLIl. 
But  Juan  was  received  with  much  u  empressement  » — 

These  phrases  of  refinement  I  must  borrow 
From  our  next  neighbour's  land,  where,  like  a  cbessraia. 

There  is  a  move  set  down  for  joy  or  sorrow, 
Not  only  in  mere  talking,  but  the  press.  Man, 

In  islands,  is,  it  seems,  downright  and  tboron^. 
More  than  on  continents — as  if  the  sea 
^.Nee  Billingsgate)  made  even  the  tongue  more  free. 

XLIIL 
.Vnd  yet  the  British  udam'me»'s  rather  Attic  : 

Your  continental  otths  are  but  ioconiioeat. 
And  turn  on  things  which  no  aristocratic 

Spirit  would  name,  and  therefore  even  I  won't  ajoeiit* 
This  subject  (|uote,  as  it  would  be  schismatic 

In  pnlitesse,  and  have  a  sound  affrontin(^  in  't : — 
But  udiini'inen  's  quite  elherial,  though  too  daring — 
Platonic  blasphemy,  the  soul  of  swearing. 

XLIV. 
For  downright  rudeness,  ye  may  stay  at  home; 

For  true  or  false  politeness  (and  scarce  tknt 
A'uu>;  you  may  cross  the  blue  deep  and  white  foam — 

The  first  the  emblem  (rarely  though)  of  what 
You  ie.tve  behind,  the  next  of  much  you  come 

To  meet.      However,  t  is  no  time  to  chal 
On  general  topics  :  poems  must  confine 
Themselves  to  unity,  like  this  of  mine. 
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XLV. 
Id  the  great  world,— whichf  being  inttrpreted, 

HeaDeth  the  west  or  wont  end  of  a  city, 
And  about  twice  two  thoiuand  people  bred 

By  no  means  to  be  very  wise  or  witty. 
Bat  to  sit  up  while  others  lie  in  bed. 

And  look  down  on  the  univene  with  pity— ' 
Jam,  as  an  inveterate  patrician, 
Was  well  received  by  persons  of  condition.  ^ 

XIVI. 

He  was  a  bachelor,  which  is  a  matter 

Of  import  both  to  virgin  and  to  bride. 
The  former's  hymeneal  hopes  to  flatter ; 

And  (should  she  not  hold  fast  by  love  or  pride) 
T  is  alfro  of  some  moment  to  the  latter  : 

A  rib  's  a  thorn  in  a  wed  gallant's  side. 
Requires  decorum,  and  is  apt  to  double 
The  horrid  sin — and,  what  's  still  worse,  the  trouble. 

XLVII. 

But  Juan  was  a  bachelor— of  arts. 

And  parts,  and  hearts  :  he  danced  and  song,  and  had 
An  air  as  sentimental  as  Hoiart's 

Softest  of  melodies;  and  could  be  sad 
Or  cheerful,  without  any  «  flaws  or  starts,* 

Just  at  the  proper  time;  and,  though  a  lad. 
Had  seen  the  world^which  is  a  curious  sight. 
And  very  much  unlike  what  people  write. 

XLVIII. 
Fair  virgins  blush'd  upon  him ;  wedded  dames 

Bloom'd  also  io  less  transitory  hues ; 
For  both  commodities  dwell  by  the  Thames, 

The  pniotiog  and  the  painted;  youth,  ceruse. 
Against  his  heart  preferr'd  their  usual  claims. 

Such  as  no  gentleman  can  quite  refuse; 
Daughters  admired  his  dress,  and  pious  mothers 
Inquired  his  income,  and  if  he  had  brothers. 

XLIX. 

The  milliners  who  furnish  «  drapery  missesi*^ 
Throughout  the  season,  upon  speculation 

Of  payment  ere  the  honeymoon's  last  kisses 
Have  waned  into  a  crescent's  coruscauon. 

Thought  Mich  an  opportunity  as  this  is. 
Of  a  rich  foreigoer's  initiation. 

Not  to  be  overiook'd,  and  gave  such  credit, 

That  future  bridegrooms  swore,  and  ligh'd,  and  paid  it. 

L. 
The  Blues,  that  tender  tribe,  wlio  sigh  o'er  soanets, 

And  with  the  pages  of  the  last  review 
Line  the  interior  of  their  beads  or  booneu. 

Advanced  in  all  their  axure's  highest  hue : 
They  talk'd  bad  French  of  Spanish,  and  upon  iu 

Late  authors  ask'd  him  for  a  hint  or  two; 
And  which  vras  softest,  Russian  or  GastiliaoT 
And  whether  in  his  travels  he  saw  IlionT 

LI. 
Juan,  who  was  a  little  superficial, 

And  not  in  literature  a  great  Drawcansir, 
Examined  by  this  learned  and  especial 

Jury  of  matrons,  scarce  knew  what  to  answer  : 
His  duties  wariike,  loving,  or  official, 

His  steady  application  as  a  dancer, 
Had  kept  him  from  the  brink  of  Hippocrene, 
Which  now  he  found  vras  blue  instead  of  green. 


LIL 

However,  be  replied  at  baiard,  with 
A  modest  confidence  and  calm  astnraoce. 

Which  lent  his  learned  lucubrations  pith. 
And  pass'd  for  arguments  of  good  endurance. 

That  prodigy,  Miss  Araminta  Smith 

(Who,  at  sixteen,  translated  «  Hercules  Furensa 

Into  as  furious  English),  with  her  best  look. 

Set  down  bis  sayings  in  her  common-place  book. 

LHL 
Juan  knew  several  languages— as  well 

He  might — and  brought  them  up  vrith  skill,  in  time 
To  save  his  fsme  with  each  accomplish'd  belle. 

Who  still  regretted  that  he  did  not  rhyme; 
There  wanted  but  this  requisite  to  swell 

His  qualities  (with  them)  into  sublime: 
Lady  Fiu^Frisky,  and  Miss  Havia  Mannish, 
Both  long  d  extremely  to  be  sung  in  Spanish. 

LIV. 
However  he  did  pretty  well,  and  was 

Admitted  as  an  aspirant  to  all 
The  coteries,  aitd,  as  in  Banquo's  glass. 

At  great  assemblies  or  in  parties  smalt. 
He  saw  ten  thousand  living  authors  pass, 

That  being  about  their  average  numeral ; 
Also  the  eighty  «  greatest  living  poets,* 
As  every  paltry  magasine  can  show  tls. 

LV. 

In  twice  five  years  the  «  greatest  living  poet,» 

Like  to  the  champion  in  the  Hsty  ring. 
Is  call'd  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  show  it. 

Although  't  is  an  imaginary  thing. 
Even  I— albeit  I  'm  sure  I  did  not  know  it. 

Nor  sought  of  fbokcap  subjects  to  be  king- 
Was  reckoo'd,  a  considerable  time. 
The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  realms  of  rhyme. 

LVL 

But  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Faliero 
My  Leipsic,  and  my  Mont-Saint-Jean  seems  Gain: 

m  La  Belle  Alliance*  of  duoces  down  at  lero. 
Now  that  the  lion's fiirn,  may  rise  again : 

But  1  will  fall  at  least  as  fell  my  hero ; 
Nor  reign  at  all,  or  as  a  monarch  rei^a; 

Or  to  some  lonely  isle  of  jailors  go, 

With  tumeont  Senthey  for  my  turnkey  Lowe. 

LVn. 
Sir  Walter  reign'd  before  me;  Moore  and  Campbell 

Before  and  after;  but  now,  grown  more  holy. 
The  Muses  upon  Sion's  hill  most  ramble 

With  poeu  almost  clergymen,  or  wholly; 
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MX. 

Then  there  s  my  gentle  Euphues,  who,  ihey  say. 

Sets  up  for  beiug  a  sort  of  moral  me; 
He  'II  Had  it  rather  difticult  some  d:iy 

To  turn  out  both,  or  either,  it  may  be. 
Some  persons  think  that  Coleri(i(;e  hath  the  suay ; 

Ami  NVordsworili  has  supporters,  two  or  three; 
And  that  dcep-mouth'd  Bceutian,  «  Savaye  Lindor.n 
Has  tiiken  for  a  swan  royue  Souiheys  yander. 

LX. 

John  Keats — who  was  killd  off  by  one  critique, 
Just  as  he  really  promised  something;  great, 

If  not  intelligible,  without  (Jrook 

Contrived  to  talk  about  the  gods  of  late, 

Much  as  they  might  have  Jieen  supposed  to  speak. 
Poor  fellow!  his  was  an  untoward  fate  : 

T  is  strai)(;e  the  niimi,  that  very  fiery  particle,  ^ 

Should  let  its<'if  be  snuffd  out  by  an  article. 

LXI. 

The  list  grows  long  of  li\e  and  dead  pretenders 
To  that  which  none  will  gnu — or  none  will  know 

The  conqueror  at  least;  who,  ere  Time  renders 
His  last  award,  will  have  the  long  grass  grow 

Above  his  burnt>out  brain  aud  sapless  cinders. 
if  I  miglit  augur,  I  should  rale  but  low 

Their  chances;  iliey   re  too  niimerousjike  the  iliirty 

Mock  tyrants,  when  Koine's  annals  waxd  but  dirty. 

LXII. 

This  is  the  literary  lower  empire, 

Where  the  Pr.-etorian  bands  take  up  the  matter; — 
A  "  drciulful  trade,"  like  his  who  «  gathers  samphire,» 

The  insolent  soldiery  to  soothe  and  ll.itter, 
With  the  same  feelings  as  you  'd  coax  u  vampire. 

Now,  were  1  once  at  home,  and  in  good  satire, 
1  "d  try  concWisions  with  tliosr  jani/arie«i, 
Aud  show  them  what  an  intellectual  war  is. 

LXIII. 
]  think  f  know  a  trick  or  two,  would  tmu 

lluir  flanks; — but  it  i-.  iiardly  worih  my  while 
With  sn<  h  small  gear  to  give  niyNcIf  i  oncern  : 

Indi-cd  I  've  not  the  ncct'asary  bile; 
My  natural  tenjpcr's  really  auglit  but  stern, 

And  even  my  .Muse's  \vor>t  reproof's  a  >«mile; 
Aud  then  she  drops  a  briif  .luii  nioile>l  curtsey, 
And  glides  away,  ussund  she  never  hurts  yc. 

LXIV. 
My  Juan,  whom  I  left  in  deadly  peril 

Amongst  li\c  poets  aud  blue  ladies,  p.issd 
With  sonic  small  profit  through  that  field  so  siorile. 

Being  iMod  in  time,  and  ncillier  least  nor  last, 
Left  it  before  he  had  been  irealetl  very  ill; 

And  heneeforlh  fouud  himself  more  .".ailv  cla-s'tl 
Amongst  the  highei-  s)iiril>  of  llie  d.iy. 
The  suns  true  son — no  >.ipotir,  but  .i  ray. 

LXV. 

His  morns  he  passd  in  business  —  which,  dissected. 
Was  like  all  business,  a  laliorious  nothing. 

That  leads  to  l.issitude,  llie  most  infei  led 

And  Centaur  Nessus  garb  of  mortal  clothing, 

And  on  our  sofas  makes  us  he  dejeiled, 
.\ud  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  our  loathing 

All  kinds  of  toil,  save  for  our  country's  good — 

Which  grows  no  better,  though  t  is  time  it  should. 


LXVI. 

His  aflernoons  he  pnss'd  in  visits,  luDcheons, 
Lounging,  and  boxing;  and  the  twilight  hour 

In  riding  round  those  vegetable  puncheons 

Calld  «  Parks,  w  where  there  is  neither  fruit  nor  flower 

Enough  to  gratify  a  bee's  slight  munchings; 
but  after  all  it  is  the  only  «<  bowers 

(In  Moore's  phrase)  where  the  fashionable  fair 

Can  form  a  slight  acquaintance  with  fresh  air. 

Lxvn. 

Then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  the  world! 

Then  glare  the  lamps,  then  whirl  the  wheels,  then  r<^-ir 
Throu(>h  street  and  square  fast-flashing  charioU,  hurld 

Lik(?  harness'd  meteors!  then  along  the  floor 
Chalk  mimics  painting;  then  festoons  are  twirfd,- 

Theu  r(dl  the  brazen  thunders  of  the  door. 
Which  opens  to  the  thousand  happy  few 
An  earthly  paradise  of  «<  or  molu.N 

LXVllI. 
There  stands  the  noble  hostess,  nor  shall  sink 

Wiih  the  three-thousandth  curtsey;  there  the  waitx — 
The  only  dance  which  teaches  girls  to  think — 

Makes  one  in  love  even  with  its  very  faults. 
Saloon,  room,  all  o'erflow  beyond  their  brink. 

And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 
.Midst  royal  dukes  aud  daines  couderan'd  to  climb. 
And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a  time. 

LXIX. 

Thrice  happy  he  who,  after  a  survey 

Of  the  good  company,  can  win  a  corner, 

A  door  that's  in,  or  homloir  out  of  the  way. 

Where  he  may  fix  himself,  like  small  wJack  Homer,* 

And  let  the  Rabel  round  run  as  it  may. 
And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  scoroer. 

Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  spectator, 

Vawniiig  a  little  as  the  night  grows  later. 

LXX. 

But  this  won't  do,  save  by  and  by;  and  he 
Who  like  Don  Juan,  takes  an  active  share, 

)lust  steer  with  care  ijirough  all  that  glittering  sea 
Of  gems  and  plumes,  and  pearls  and  silks,  to  where 

He  deems  it  is  his  proper  place  to  be; 
Dissolving  in  the  valt/  to  some  soft  air. 

Or  proiuilier  prancing  with  mercurial  skill 

Where  science  marshals  forth  her  own  quadrille. 

LXX  I. 

Or.  if  he  dance  not,  but  hath  higher  views 
Tpon  an  heiress,  or  his  neighbour's  bride. 

Let  him  lake  eare  that  that  which  he  pursues 
Is  not  at  once  too  pal[>ably  desi'ricd. 

Full  many  an  eager  gentleman  oft  rues 

Ills  hasie  :  impatience  is  a  blundering  guide 

Amongst  a  people  famous  for  reflection. 

Who  like  to  play  the  fool  with  circnmspectioo. 

LXXH. 

But,  if  you  can  contrive,  get  next  at  supper; 

Or,  if  forestalld,  get  opposite  and  ogle  : — 
TMi,  y  ambrosial  moments!  always  upper 

In  mind,  a  sort  of  sentimental  bogle, 
Whii  h  sits  for  ever  upon  memory's  crupper, 

The  );liusl  of  vanish'd  pleasures  once  in  vogue  !  HI 
t^an  tender  souls  relate  the  rise  and  ^11 
Of  hopes  .ind  fears  which  shakes  single  ball. 
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LXXIII. 
But  Uie«c  precantionary  hioU  can  touch 

Only  Che  common  ran,  irho  must  pursue,     *  . 
And  watch,  and  trard  ;  whoae  plans  a  word  loo  mnch 

Or  little  overturns ;  and  not  the  few 
Or  many  (for  the  number  's  sometimes  such) 

Whom  a  Qood  mien,  especially  if  new, 
Or  fame,  or  name,  for  wit,  war,  sense,  or  nonsenae, 
Permits  whate'er  they  please,  or  did  not  lon^  since. 

LXXIV. 

Our  hero,  at  a  hero,  young  and  handsome, 
Noble,  rich,  celebrated,  and  a  stranger, 

Like  other  slaTCb  of  course  must  pay  his  ransom 
Before  he  can  escape  from  so  mnch  danger 

As  will  eoTiron  a  conspicuous  man.     Some 
Talk  about  poetry,  and  «  rack  and  mangev,* 

And  uglioeM,  disease,  as  toil  and  trouble  ;->- 

I  wish  they  knew  the  life  of  a  young  noble. 

LXXV. 

Th<-y  are  young,  but  know  not  youth — it  is  anticipated ; 

Handsome  but  wasted,  rich  without  a  sous; 
Their  vigour  in  a  thousand  arms  is  dissipated; 

Their  cash  comes /rom,  their  wealth  goes  Co,  a  Jew: 
lk>th  senates  see  their  nightly  votes  participated 

Between  the  tyrant's  and  the  tribune's  crew; 
And,  having  voted,  dined,  drank,  gamed,  and  whored. 
The  family  vault  receives  another  lord. 

LXXVI. 
m  Where  U  the  world,*  cries  Young,  «  at  eighty  1  Where 

The  world  in  which  a  man  was  bom?»     Alas! 
Where  is  the  world  of  eight  years  past?   T  was  there — 

I  look  for  it — 't  is  gone,  a  globe  of  glass  !• 
Crack'd,  shiver'd,  vanbh'd,  scarcely  gaxed  on  ere 

A  silent  change  dissolves  the  glittering  ma«i. 
Statesmen,  chiefs,  orators,  queens,  palriots,  kings, 
And  dandies,  all  are  gone  on  the  wind's  wings. 

LXXVII. 
Where  it  Napoleon  the  Grand?     God  knows  : 

Where  little  Castlereaghl    The  devil  can  tell: 
Where  Grattan,  Currmn,  Sheridan,  all  thosa 

Who  bound  the  bar  or  senate  in  their  spell? 
Where  is  the  unhappy  queen,  with  all  her  woes  7 

And  where  the  daughter,  whom  the  isles  loved  wall? 
Where  are  those  martyr'd  sainu,  the  five  per  cents? 
And  where— oh  where  the  devil  are  the  rents? 

LXXVII!. 
Where  s  Brammel?  Dish'd.    Where  's  Long  Pole  Wel- 
lesley?     Diddled. 
Where  's  Whitbread?  Romilly?  WHiere  '%  George  the 
Third? 
Where  is  his  will?    (That 's  not  so  soon  unriddled.) 

And  where  is  «  Fum*  the  Fourth,  our  «  royal  bird?» 
Gone  down  it  seems  to  Scotland,  to  be  fiddled 

Unto  by  Sawney's  violin,  we  have  heard: 
«i  Gawme,c.iwtheen — forsix  months  hath  been  hatching 
This  scene  of  royal  itch  and  loyal  scratching. 

LXXIX. 
Where  is  Lord  This  ?    And  where  my  Lady  That  ? 

The  Honourable  Mistresses  and  Misses? 
Some  laid  aside  like  an  old  opera-hat. 

Married,  unmarried,  and  remarried — (this  i« 
An  evolution  oft  perform'd  of  late). 

^^here  are  the  Dublin  shouts — and  London  hisses? 
Where  are  the  Grenville&?     Turn'd,  as  usual.    Where 
My  friends  the  Whigs?    Exactly  where  they  were. 


LXXX. 

Where  are  the  Lady  Carolines  and  Franceses  ? 

Divorced  or  doing  tliere  anenl.     Ye  annals 
So  brilliant,  where  the  list  of  rouU  and  dances  is— 

Thou  Morning  Post,  sole  records  of  the  panels 
Broken  in  carriages,  and  all  the  phantasies 

Of  fashion—  say  what  streams  now  fill  those  channels  ? 
Some  die,  some  fly,  some  languish  on  the  continent. 
Because  the  times  have  hardly  left  them  one  tenant. 

LXXXL 
Some  who  once  set  their  cap  at  cautions  dukes. 

Have  taken  up  at  length  with  younger  brothen; 
Some  heiresses  have  bit  tt  sharpers'  hooks ; 

Some  maids  )uve  been  made  wives-^aome  merely 
mothers; 
Others  have  lost  their  fresh  and  fairy  looks ; 

In  short,  the  list  of  alterations  bothers. 
There  *s  little  strange  in  this,  but  something  strange  is 
The  unusual  quickness  of  these  common  changes. 

LXXXIL 
Talk  not  of  seventy  years  as  age ;  in  seven 

I  have  seen  more  changes,  down  from  monarchs  to 
The  humblest  individual  under  heaven, 

Than  might  suffice  a  moderate  century  through. 
I  knew  that  nought  was  lasting,  but  now  even 

Change  grows  too  ebangeable,  wilhonl  being  pew : 
Nought  s  permanent  among  the  hnman  race. 
Except  the  Whigs  not  getting  into  place. 

LXXXUL 
I  have  seen  Napoleon,  who  seem'd  quite  a  Jupiter, 

Shrink  to  a  Saturn.     I  have  seen  a  duke 
(No  matter  which)  turn  politician  stupider. 

If  that  can  well  be,  than  his  wooden  look. 
But  it  is  time  that  I  should  hoist  my  «  blue  Peter,» 

And  sail  for  a  new  theme:  I  have  seen— and  shook 
To  see  it — the  king  hiss'd,  and  then  careas'd; 
But  don't  pretend  to  settle  which  was  best. 

LXXXIV. 

I  have  seen  the  landholders  without  a  rap — 
I  have  seen  Johanna  Sonthcote — I  have  seen 

The  House  of  Commons  turn'd  to  a  tax-trap — 
I  have  seen  that  tad  affair  of  the  late  qneen — 

I  have  seen  crowns  worn  instead  of  a  fool's-cap — 
I  have  seen  t  congresa  doing  all  that 's  mean — 

1  have  seen  some  nations  like  o  erloaded  asset 

Kick  off  their  burthens — meaning  the  high  classes. 

LXXXV. 

I  have  seen  small  poets,  and  great  prosert,  and 
Interminable — not  eternal — speakers — 

I  have  seen  the  funds  at  war  with  house  and  land — 
I  've  seen  the  country  gentlemen  turn  squeakers — 

I  've  seen  the  people  ridden  o'er  like  sand 

By  slaves  on  horseback-^I  have  seen  malt  liquors 

Exchanged  for  «  thin  potations*  by  John  Bull— 

I  've  seen  John  half  detect  himself  a  fool. 

LXXXVI. 
But  «  carpe  diem,*  Juan,  «  carpe,  carpe  !* 

To-morrow  tees  another  race  as  gay 
And  traiuient,  and  devour'd  by  the  same  harpy. 

«  Life  's  a  poor  player*— then  «  play  out  the  play, 
Te  villains  !*  and,  above  all,  keep  a  sharp  eye 

Mnch  less  on  what  you  do  than  what  you  say : 
Be  hypocritical,  be  cautious,  be 
Not  what  you  seem,  but  always  what  you  see. 
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LXXXVII. 
Rut  how  shall  I  relate  io  other  cantos 

Of  vhat  befel  our  hero,  in  the  land 
Which  t  is  the  common  cry  and  He  to  vaunt  as 

A  moral  country?     But  I  hold  my  hand — 
For  I  disdain  to  irrite  an  Atalantis; 

But 't  is  as  well  at  once  lo  understand, 
You  are  not  a  moral  people,  and  you  know  it, 
Without  the  aid  of  too  sincere  a  poet. 

LXXXVin. 
What  Juan  saw  and  underwent  shall  be 

My  topic,  with  of  course  the  due  restriction 
Which  is  required  by  proper  courtesy ; 

And  recollect  the  work  is  only  fiction. 
And  that  I  sing  of  neither  mine  nor  me. 

Though  every  scribe,  in  some  slight  turn  of  diction, 
Will  hint  allusions  never  meant.     Ne'er  doubt 
This— when  1  speak,  I  don't  hint,  but  speak  out. 

LXXXIX. 

Whether  he  married  with  the  third  or  fourth 

Offspring  of  some  sage,  husband-hunting  countess, 

Or  whether  with  some  virgin  of  more  worth 
(I  mean  in  fortune's  matrimonial  bounties) 

He  took  to  regularly  peopling  earth, 

Of  which  your  lawful  awful  wedlock  fount  is — 

Or  whether  he  was  taken  in  for  damages. 

For  being  too  excursive  in  his  homages — 

XC. 
U  yet  within  the  unread  events  of  time. 

Thus  far,  go  forth,  thou  lay,  wbich  I  will  back 
Against  the  same  given  quantity  of  rhyme, 

For  being  as  much  the  subject  of  atuick 
As  ever  yet  was  any  work  sublime. 

By  those  who  love  to  say  that  white  is  black. 
So  much  the  better!— I  may  stand  alone. 
But  would  not  change  my  free  thoughts  for  a  throne. 


CANTO  XI  r. 


I. 

Of  all  the  barbarous  middle  ages,  that 

Which  is  most  barbarous  is  the  middle  age 

Of  man;  it  is — I  really  scarce  know  what ; 
But  when  we  hover  between  fool  and  sage, 

And  don't  know  justly  what  we  would  be  at — 
A  period  something  like  a  printed  page, 

Black  letter  upon  foolscap,  while  our  hair 

Grows  grizzled,  and  we  are  not  what  we  were;  — 

11. 
Too  old  for  youth— too  young,  at  thirty-five. 

To  herd  with  boys,  or  hoard  with  good  threescore- 
I  wonder  people  should  be  left  alive  : 

But,  since  they  are,  that  epoch  is  a  bore : 
Love  lingers  still,  although  l  were  late  to  wivf  ; 

And  as  for  other  love,  the  illusion  's  o'er ; 
And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination, 
Cleiims  only  through  the  dawn  of  its  creation, 


III. 
Oil  gold!  why  call  we  misers  miserable? 

Tltei^i  is  the  pleasure  that  can  never  p«H; 
Theirs  is  the  liest  bower-anchor,  the  chain-cable 

Which  holds  fast  other  pleasures  great  and  ftmall. 
Ye  who  but  see  the  saving  man  at  table. 

And  scorn  his  temperate  board,  as  none  at  all. 
And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  sparinjj. 
Know  not  what  visions  spring  from  each  che«fe-paring. 

IV. 

Love  or  lust  makes  man  sick,  and  wine  much  •icker; 

Ambition  rends,  and  gaming  gains  a  loss; 
But  making  money,  slowly  first,  then  quicker. 

And  adding  still  a  Kttle  through  each  cross 
(Which  will  come  over  things),  beats  love  or  liquor. 

The  gamesters  counter,  or  the  stateamaa'a  drois. 
Oh  gold!  I  still  prefer  thee  unto  paper. 
Which  makes  bank  credit  like  a  bark  of  vapour. 

V. 
Who  hold  the  balance  of  the  world  ?  Who  rciga 

Oer  Congress,  whether  roynlist  or  hberal  ? 
Who  rouse  the  shirtless  patriots  of  Spain 

(That  make  old  Europe's  jouruaU  squeak  aad  gibber 
all)? 
W'ho  keep  the  world,  both  old  and  new,  in  pain 

Or  pleasure?  Who  make  politics  run  glibber  akl  ? 
Tlie  shade  of  Bonaparte's  noble  daring?— 
Jew  Koilischild,  and  his  fellow,  Christian  Baring. 

vr 

Those,  and  the  truly  liberal  I^fitte, 

Arc  the  true  lords  of  Europe.     Every  loan 

Is  not  a  merely  speculative  hit. 

But  scats  a  nation  or  upsets  a  throne. 

Ucpublics  also  get  involved  a  bit ; 

Columbia's  stock  hath  holders  not  unknown 

On  'Change;  and  even  thy  silver  soil,  Pcni, 

Must  get  itself  discounted  by  a  Jew. 

VII. 
Why  call  the  miser  miserable?  as 

I  said  before :  the  frugal  life  is  his, 
Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  wa* 

Tbc  theme  of  praise:  a  hermit  would  not  ini*s 
Canonization  for  the  self-same  cause. 

And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealtli's  austerities? 
Because,  you  '11  say,  nought  calls  for  such  a  trial; — 
Then  there 's  more  merit  in  his  self-denial. 

VIIL 
He  is  your  only  poet ; — passion,  pure 

And  sparkling  on  from  heap  to  heap,  displays. 
Possess  d,  the  ore,  of  which  mere  hopes  allure 

Nations  athwart  the  deep:  the  golden  rays 
Flash  up  in  ingots  from  the  mine  obscure; 

On  him  the  diamond  pours  its  brilliant  blaze; 
While  the  mild  emerald's  beam  shades  down  the  dyr> 
Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  miser's  eyes. 

IX. 

The  lands  on  either  side  are  his:  the  ship 
From  Ceylon,  Inde,  or  far  Cathay,  nnloadi^ 

For  him  the  fragrant  produce  of  each  trip; 
Beneath  his  cars  of  Ceres  groan  the  roads, 

And  the  vine  blushes  like  Aurora's  lip; 
His  very  cellars  might  be  kings*  abodes; 

While  he,  dc.spi<iing  every  sensual  call. 

Commands— the  intellectual  lord  of  all. 
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X. 

Perhaps  be  hath  great  projccu  in  hit  mindt 
To  build  a  college,  or  to  fbuod  a  race, 

A  a  bospiul,  a  cburch, — and  leave  behiod 
Some  dome  Mirmoiuilcd  by  bi«  meagre  bux : 

Perhaps  he  faiD  would  liberate  mankind 

Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them  bate; 

Perhaps  he  would  be  wealthiest  of  his  naiioo. 

Or  rerel  in  the  joys  of  calculalimi. 

XI. 
But  whether  nII,  or  eaeb,  or  none  of  these 

May  be  the  hoarders  principle  of  action, 
The  fool  will  call  Mich  mania  a  disease :~ 

What  is  his  oi»r  ?  Go — look  at  each  transaction. 
Wars,  revels,  loves — do  these  bring  men  more  ease 

Than  the  mere  plodding  thfo*  each  «  vulgar  fraction  T» 
Or  do  they  beoefit  mankind?  Lean  miser! 
Let  spendthrifu'  heirs  inquire  of  yours— who  '•  wiser? 

XIL 

How  beauteooB  are  rouleaus!  how  charming  ehaats 
Coomining  ingots,  bags  of  dolUra,  coins 

(Not  of  old  victors,  all  whose  heads  and  crests 
Weigh  not  the  thin  ore  where  their  visage  shines. 

But)  of  fine  unclipp'd  gold,  where  dully  rests 
Some  likeness  which  the  glitleriog  cirqut  confinea. 

Of  modern,  reigning,  sterling,  stupid  stamp : — 

Yes !  ready  money  is  Aladdin  s  lamp. 

XIII. 
«  Love  rules  the  camp,  the  court,  the  grove,*— «  for  lofve 

It  heaven,  and  heaven  is  lore:*— so  sings  the  ban! ; 
Which  it  were  rather  difficult  to  prove 

(A  thing  with  poetry  in  general  hard). 
Perhaps  there  nuiy  be  something  in  « the  grove, » 

At  least  it  rhymes  to  «love,»  but  I  'm  prepared 
To  doubt  (no  less  than  landlords  of  their  rental) 
If  «  courts*  and  «  camps»  be  quite  so  sentimental. 

XIV. 
But  if  love  don't,  cujlt  does,  and  cash  alone;' 

Gash  rules  the  grove,  and  fcUs  it  too  besides; 
Without  cash,  camps  were  thin,  and  courts  were  none ; 

Without  cash,  Maltbns  tells  you—*  take  no  hndca.* 
So  cash  rules  love  the  ruler,  on  bis  own 

High  ground,  as  Virgin  Cynthia  sways  the  tides; 
And,  as  for  «  heaven*  being  « love,*  why  not  say  honey 
Is  wax?  Heaven  is  not  love,  't  ia  butrimony. 

XV. 

Is  not  all  love  prohibited  whatever, 

Excepting  marriage  T  which  is  love,  no  doubt. 

After  a  sort;  but  somehow  peof^  never 

With  the  same  thought  the  two  words  have  help'dont: 

Love  may  exist  with  marriage,  and  jftouM  ever, 
And  marriage  also  may  exist  without, 

But  love  sans  banns  is  both  a  sin  and  shame. 

And  ought  to  go  by  quite  anotlier  name. 

XVI. 

Now  if  the  «  courts  and  «  camp*  and  «  grove*  ba  not 
Recruited  all  with  .constant  married  men. 

Who  never  coveted  their  neighbour's  lot, 
I  say  duit  line  s  a  lapsus  of  the  pen  ;>— 

Strange  too  in  my  «  buon  camerado*  Scott, 
So  celebrated  for  his  morals,  when 

My  Jeffrey  held  him  up  as  an  example 

To  me ; — of  which  these  morals  are  a  sample. 


XVII. 

Well,  If  I  don't  succeed,  1  lutm  succeeded. 
And  that 's  enough;  aneceedad  in  my  youth, 

The  only  time  when  mneb  sncvesa  is  needed : 
And  my  success  produced  what  I  In  sooch 

Cared  most  about;  it  need  not  now  ba  pleaded— 
Whate'er  it  was,  't  was  mine;  I  'va  paid,  in  trntk, 

Of  late  the  penalty  of  saeh  snecaas. 

But  have  not  learn'd  to  wish  it  any  lass. 

xvni. 

That  suit  in  Chancery,— which  some  persons  plead 
In  an  appeal  to  the  unborn,  whom  they. 

In  the  faith  of  thdr  procreative  creed, 
Baptise  posterity,  or  future  day,— 

To  me  seems  but  a  dubious  kind  of  reed 
To  lean  on  for  suf^rt  in  any  way; 

Since  odds  are  thai  posterity  will  know 

No  more  of  them,  thau  ibey  of  her,  I  Irow. 

XIX. 
Why,  I  'm  posterity— and  so  are  yon; 

And  whom  do  we  remember?    Not  a  hmidred. 
Were  every  memory  written  down  all  fme. 

The  tenth  or  twencielbname  wouM  be  but  blunder'd : 
Even  Mutarcb's  Lives  have  but  pick'd  out  a  few. 

And  'gainst  those  few  your  annalists  have  thunder 'd ; 
And  Mitford,  in  the  nineteenth  century. 
Gives,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek  Ihe  lie.' 

XX. 

Good  people  all^  of  every  degree 

Te  gentle  readers  and  ungentle  writers, 

lu  this  twelfth  Canto  't  is  my  wish  to  be 
As  serious  as  if  I  had  for  inditera 

Malthus  and  Wilberforce :  the  last  set  free 
The  negroes,  and  is  worth  a  million  fighters ; 

While  Wellington  has  but  enslaved  the  whiles. 

And  Malthus  does  the  thing  'gainst  which  he  writes. 

XXi. 

I  'm  serious — so  are  all  men  upon  paper : 
And  why  should  1  not  form  my  speeulatioa. 

And  hold  up  to  the  sun  my  little  taper? 
Mankind  just  now  seem  wrapt  in  mcdttatkm 

00  constitutions  and  stenm-boats  of  vapour; 
While  sages  write  against  all  procreatioo. 

Unless  a  man  can  calculate  his  mema 

Of  feeding  brau  iha  moment  his  wifo  weans. 

XXII. 

That 's  noble !  that  'a  romantic !  For  my  part, 

I  think  that «  philo-genitiveness*  i»— 
(Now  here  's  a  word  quite  after  my  own  heart. 

Though  there  's  a  shorter  a  good  deal  than  this. 
If  that  politeness  set  it  not  apart; 

But  I  'm  resolved  to  say  nought  that 's  amiss) — 

1  say,  melhinks  that  •  pbilo-genitiveness* 
Might  meet  from  men  a  little  more  forgiveness. 

xxin. 

And  now  to  business.    Oh,  my  gentle  Juan! 

Thou  art  in  London— in  that  pleasant  plaee 
Where  every  kind  of  mischief 's  daily  brewing. 

Which  can  await  warm  youth  in  its  wild  nee. 
T  is  true,  that  thy  eareer  is  not  a  new  one. 

Thou  art  no  novice  in  the  headlong  chase 
Of  early  life ;  but  this  is  a  new  land. 
Which  foreigners  can  never  understand. 
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XXIV. 
What  with  a  small  divenity  of  climate, 

Of  hot  or  coldf  mercurial  or  sedate, 
I  could  send  forth  my  inaodate  like  a  primate. 

Upon  the  rest  of  Europe's  social  state; 
But  thou  art  the  most  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 

Great  Britain,  which  the  Muse  may  penetrate: 
All  countries  have  their  «  lions,»  but  in  thee  f 

There  is  but  one  superb  menagerie. 

XXV. 

But  f  am  sick  of  politics.     Be(jin, 

Mpnulo  major.i.n     Juan,  undecided 
Amon{;<t  the  paths  of  l>cin(j  «  taken  in,» 

Above  tbe  ice  had  like  a  skaitpr  (glided  : 
When  tired  of  play,  he  flirtctl  without  sin 

AViih  some  of  ihose  fair  creatures  -who  have  prided 
ThemscUes  on  innocent  fautnliraiion, 
And  hate  all  vice  except  iis  reputaiion. 

XXVI. 
But  these  are  few,  and  in  the  end  thoy  make 

Some  devilish  escapade  or  stir,  which  shows 
That  even  the  purest  people  may  mistake 

Their  way  through  virtue's  primrose  palhs  of  snows; 
And  then  men  stare,  as  if  a  new  ass  spake 

To  Balaam,  and  from  tongue  to  ear  o'erllows 
Quick  silver  small-talk,  ending  (if  you  note  it) 
With    the    kind    world's   amen — « Wiio    would    have 
thought  it  ?» 

XXVII. 
The  little  Leila,  with  her  orient  eyes 

And  taciturn  Asiatic  disposition 
(Which  saw  all  western  things  with  small  surprise. 

To  the  surpriwr  of  people  of  condition, 
Who  think  that  novelties  arc  butterflies 
To  he  pursue<l  as  food  for  inanition). 
Her  charming  figure  and  romantic  history. 
Became  a  kind  of  fashionable  my>tery. 

XXVill. 
The  women  much  divided — as  i'*  usual 

Amongst  ihc  sex  in  little  things  or  great. 
Think  not,  fair  creatures,  that  I  mean  to  abuse  you  all — 

I    have  always  liked  you  better  than  1  state, 
Sm»  «■  I  "ve  grown  moral :  siill  I  nmst  accuse  you  all 

Of  being  apt  to  talk  at  a  great  rate; 
And  now  there  was  a  general  sensation 
Amongst  you,  about  Leila's  education. 

!  XXIX. 

'•  In  one  point  only  were  you  settled — and 

!        Yon  had  reason ;  't  was  that  a  young  child  of  C-race, 

I  As  beautiful  as  her  own  native  land, 

I         And  far  away,  the  Inst  bud  of  her  race, 

I  llowr'cr  our  frictul  Don  Juan  might  command 

1        Himself  for  five,  four,  three,  or  two  years"  spae.-, 

;  Would  he  niurh  better  tanyhl  Uoneath  the  t  yc 

J  <  )f  peeresses  whose  follic-^  had  run  dry- 


So  tlfst  there  was  a  generous  enuilation. 
And  then  there  was  a  general  competition 

To  undertake  the  orphan's  education. 
As  Juan  was  a  person  of  condition, 

It  h:id  lieeu  an  ;if front  on  this  occasion 
To  t.ilk  of  a  subscription  or  petition; 

But  sixteen  «b)Wa|;crs,  \c\\  unwe<l  <ihe  sages. 

Wlios*'  lair  l>el«.iii';s  to  «  ilall.irn's  Mi'MIe  Ages.w 


XXXI. 

4ud  one  or  two  sad,  separate  wives,  without 
A  fruit  to  bloom  upon  their  withering  bough — 

Begg'd  to  bring  up  the  little  girl,  and  viout.* — 
For  that 's  the  phmse  that  settles  all  tliinQS  dow. 

Meaning  a  virgin's  first  blush  at  a  rout. 

And  all  her  points  as  thorough-bred  to  show  : 

And  1  assure  you,  that  like  virgin  honey 

Tastes  their  first  season  (mostly  if  they  have  money). 

XXXII. 

llow  all  the  needy  honourable  misters. 

Each  out-at-elbo'*  peer,  or  desperate  dabdy. 

The  watchful  mothers  and  the  careful  sisters 
(Who,  by  the  by,  when  clever,  are  more  handy 

At  making  matches,  where  « 't  is  gold  tliat  glisters,* 
Than  their  he  relatives),  like  (lies  o'er  candy, 

Bn/z  round  <«tlic  Fortunes  with  their  busy  battery. 

To  turn  her  head  with  waltzing  and  with  flattery! 

XXXIU. 

Eacli  aunt,  each  cousin  hath  her  speculation; 

Nay,  married  dames  will  noW  and  then  discover 
Such  pure  disinterestedness  of  pa«sinn. 

I  *ve  known  them  court  an  heiress  for  their  lo^rr. 
uTanta;ne7»  Such  the  virtues  of  high  station. 

Even  in  the  hopeful  isle,  whose  outlet 's  «  Dover!* 
While  the  poor  rich  wretch,  object  of  these  rare*. 
Has  cause  to  wish  her  sire  had  had  male  heirs. 

XXXIV. 

Some  are  soon  bagg'd,  but  some  reject  three  doaea. 

'T  is  fine  to  see  them  scattering  refusaU 
And  wild  dismay  o'er  every  angry  cousin 
(Friends  of  the  party),  who  begin  accusals 

Such  as — «  Tnless  Miss  (Blank)  meant  to  have  chosen 
Poor  Frederick,  why  did  she  aceord  peni<saU 

To  his  billets?     Why  waltz  with  him !     Why,  I  pray. 

Look  ye%  last  night,  and  yet  say  no  to-day? 

XXXV. 

«  Why? — Whv?— Besides,  Fred,  really  was  attach d: 
T  was  not  her  fortune — he  has  enough  without 

The  time  will  come  she  'II  wish  that  she  had  suaich'd 
So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt : — 

But  the  old  marchioness  some  plan  had  hatch'd. 
As  I  'II  tell  Aurea  at  lo-niorrow's  rout  : 

And  after  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  belter — 

Pray,  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  letter?* 

XXXVI. 

Smart  imiforms  and  sparkling  coronets 
Are  spurn'd  in  turn,  until  her  turn  arrives. 

After  male  loss  of  lime,  and  hearts,  and  bets 
Upon  the  sweepstakes  for  substantial  wives  : 

.Vnd  when  at  last  the  pretty  creature  get* 

Some  gentleman  who  tights,  or  writes,  or  dnve^ 

It  soothes  the  awkward  squad  of  the  rejected 

To  find  how  very  bailly  she  selected. 

XXXVII. 

For  sometimes  they  accept  some  long  pursuer, 
I       Worn  out  with  importunity;  or  fall 
Out  here  perhaps  the  instances  arc  fewer) 

To  the  lot  of  him  who  scarce  pursued  at  aU. 
A  lia/y  widower  turn'd  of  forty  's  sure* 

(If  I  is  not  vain  examples  to  recal) 
To  dr.iw  a  lii;;li  prize :  now,  howe'er  he  got  her,  I 
1  See  non^;hl  nioic  strange  in  this  than  I'otlier  lotlrry. 
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XXXVIII. 

I,  for  my  pert — (one  «  modem  iosiaoee*  more), 
«  Tnip,  't  is  a  pity— pity  'i  i*.  '1  is  true*— 

Wa«  clio«ea  from  out  ao  ttmalory  score. 
Albeit  my  years  were  less  discreet  than  few; 

But,  ihough  I  also  had  reform'd  before 
Those  became  ooe  wlio  soon  were  to  be  two, 

1  'II  not  gaiosay  the  generous  public's  voice, 

That  the  yonnf  lady  made  a  monstrous  choice. 

XXXIX. 

Oh,  pardon  me  digression — or  at  least 
Peruke!    T  is  always  with  a  moral  end 

That  1  dissert,  like  grace  before  a  feast : 
For  like  an  aged  aunt,  or  tiresome  friend, 

A  rigid  guardian,  or  a  xealous  priest, 
My  Muse  by  exhortation  means  to  mend 

All  people,  at  all  times,  and  in  most  pbces, 

Which  puu  my  Pegasus  to  these  grave  paces. 

XL. 
But  now  1  'm  going  to  be  immoral ;  now 

I  mean  to  show  things  really  as  they  are. 
Not  34  they  ought  to  be :  for  I  avow. 

That  till  we  see  what 's  what  in  fact,  we're  Car 
From  much  improvement  with  that  virtuous  plough 

Which  skims  the  surface,  leaving  scarce  a  scar 
I'poD  the  black  loam  long  manured  by  Vice, 
Only  to  keep  its  com  at  the  old  price. 

XLI. 
But  first  of  Little  Leila  we  'II  dispose; 

For,  like  a  day-dawn,  she  was  young  and  pure. 
Or  like  the  old  comparison  of  snows. 

Which  are  more  pure  than  pleasant  to  be  sure. 
Like,  many  people  every  body  knows: 

Don  Juan  was  delighted  to  secure 
A  goodly  guardian  for  his  infant  charge. 
Who  might  not  profit  much  by  being  at  large. 

XLII. 
BcMdes,  he  had  found  out  that  he  was  no  tutor 

(1  wish  that  others  would  find  out  the  same) ; 
And  rather  wish'd  in  such  things  to  sund  neuter. 

For  silly  wards  will  bring  their  guardians  blame : 
So,  when  he  saw  each  ancient  dame  a  suitor. 

To  make  his  little  wild  Asiatic  tame. 
Consulting  the  «  Society  for  Vice 
Suppression, »  Lady  Pinchbeck  was  his  choice. 

XLIIL 
Olden  she  was — but  had  been  very  young : 

Virtuous  she  was — and  had  been,  1  believe : 
Although  the  world  has  such  an  evil  tongue 

That — but  my  chaster  ear  will  not  receive 
An  fcUo  of  a  syllabic  that 's  wrong : 

In  fact  there  's  nothing  makes  me  so  much  grieve 
As  that  abominable  tittle-tat de. 
Which  is  the  cud  cschew'd  by  human  cattle. 

XLIV. 
Moreover  I  've  remark'd  (and  I  was  once 

A  slight  observer  in  a  modest  way). 
And  so  may  every  ooe  except  a  dtmce, 

That  ladies  in  their  youth  a  little  gay, 
I{<*sidcs  their  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  sense 

Of  the  sad  consequence  of  going  astray. 
Are  wiser  in  their  warnings  'gainst  the  woe 
Which  the  mere  passionless  can  never  know. 


XLV. 
While  the  harsh  pmde  indemnifies  her  virtue 

By  railing  at  the  unknown  and  envied  passion, 
Seeking  fir  less  to  save  you  than  to  hurt  you. 

Or,  what 's  still  worse,  to  put  yon  out  of  fasliion,— 
Tlie  kinder  veteran  with  calm  words  will  court  yon, 

Entreating  you  to  pause  before  yon  dash  on; 
Expounding  and  illustrating  the  riddle 
Of  epic  Love's  beginning,  end,  and  middle. 

XLVI. 

Now,  whether  it  be  thus,  or  that  they  are  stricter,  ' 
As  better  knowing  why  they  should  be  so, 

1  think  you  *ll  find  from  many  a  family  picture, 
That  daughters  of  such  mothers  as  may  know 

The  world  by  experience  rather  than  by  lecture. 
Turn  out  mneh  better  for  the  Smithfield  show 

Of  vestals  brought  into  the  marriage  mart. 

Than  those  bred  up  by  prudes  without  a  hcnri. 

XL  VII. 
I  said  that  Lady  Pinchbeck  liad  been  talk'd  about— 

As  who  has  not,  if  female,  young,  and  pretty  ? 
But  now  no  more  the  ghost  of  scandal  stalk'd  about; 

She  merely  was  deem'd  amiable  and  witty. 
And  several  of  her  beat  bon  mots  were  hawk'd  aboat ; 

Then  she  was  given  to  charity  and  pity. 
And  pass'd  (at  least  the  latter  years  of  life) 
For  being  a  most  exemplary  wife. 

XLVilL 

High  in  high  circles,  gentle  in  her  own. 
She  was  the  mild  reprover  of  the  young 

Whenever — which  means  every  day — they'd  shown 
An  awkward  inclination  to  go  wrong. 

The  quantity  of  gcKMl  she  did  's  unknown* 

Or  at  the  least  would  lengthen  out  my  song:^ 

In  brief,  the  little  orphan  of  the  East 

Had  raised  an  interest  in  her,  which  increased. 

XLIX. 

Juan  too  was  a  sort  of  favourite  with  her. 

Because  she  thought  him  a  good  heart  at  bottom, 

A  little  spoll'd  but  not  so  altogether; 

Which  was  a  wonder,  if  you  think  who  got  him. 

And  how  he  had  been  toss'd,  he  scarce  knew  whither  : 
Though  this  might  ruin  others,  it  did  not  him. 

At  least  entirely — for  he  had  seen  too  many 

Changes  in  youth  to  be  surprised  at  any. 

L. 

And  these  vicissitudes  tell  best  in  youth; 

For  when  they  happen  at  a  riper  age. 
People  are  apt  to  blame  the  fates,  forsooth. 

And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  Sage ; 
Adversity  is  the  first  path  to  truth : 

He  who  hath  proved  war,  storm,  or  woman's  rage, 
Whether  his  winters  be  eighteen  or  eighty. 
Hath  woo  the  experience  which  is  deem'd  so  weighty. 

LI. 

How  far  it  profits  is  another  matter, — 

Our  hero  gladly  saw  his  little  charge 
Safe  with  a  lady,  whose  last  grown-up  daughter 

Being  long  married,  and  thus  set  at  large. 
Had  left  all  the  accomplishments  she  taught  her 

To  be  transmitted,  like  the  lord  mayor  s  barge. 
To  the  next  comer;  or — as  it  will  tell 
More  muse-like — like  Cytherea's  shell. 
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Lit. 
I  call  j(uch  things  transmission;  for  there  is 

A  floating  balance  of  accomplishment 
Which  forms  a  pedigree  from  Miss  to  Bliss, 

According  as  their  minds  or  backs  are  bent. 
Some  wait!  ;  some  draw;  some  fathom  the  abyss 

Of  metaphysics;  others  are  content 
With  music  ;  the  most  moderate  shine  as  wits. 
While  others  liave  a  genius  turn  d  for  iits. 

LIII. 
Dut  whether  fits,  or  wits,  or  harpsichords, 

Theology,  fine  arts,  or  finer  stays. 
May  be  the  baits  for  gentlemen  or  lords 

With  regular  descent  in  these  our  days 
The  last  year  to  the  new  transfers  its  hoards; 

New  vestuU  claim  men's  eyes  with  the  same  praise 
Of  Melegant,»  etcetera^  in  fresh  batches — 
All  matchless  creatures,  and  yet  bent  on  matches. 

LIV. 
But  now  I  will  begin  my  poem.    T  is 

Perhaps  a  little  strange,  if  not  quite  new, 
That  from  the  first  of  cantos  up  to  this 

I  'vo  nut  begun  what  we  have  to  go  through : 
These  first  twelve  books  are  merely  flourishes^ 

Prcludios,  trying  just  a  string  or  two 
I'poH  my  lyre,  or  making  the  pegs  sure; 
And  wlicQ  so,  you  shall  have  the  overture. 

LV. 

My  Muses  do  not  care  a  pinch  of  rosin 

About  what's  call'd  success,  or  not  succeeding: 

Such  thoughts  are  quite  below  the  strain  they  *vc  chosen : 
T  is  a  M  great  moral  lesson»  they  are  reading. 

I  thought,  at  setting  off,  about  two  dozen 
Canton  would  do;  but  at  Apollo's  pleading. 

If  that  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  founder'd, 

I  think  to  canter  gently  through  a  hundred. 

LVI. 

Don  Juan  saw  that  mirrocosm  on  stilts. 

Yclept  the  great  world ;  for  it  is  the  least, 
Although  the  highest:  but  as  swords  have  hilts 

fty  which  iheir  power  of  mischief  is  increasetl. 
When  man  in  battle  or  in  quan-el  tilts. 

Thus  the  low  world,  north,  south,  or  west  or  cast, 
Must  still  obey  the  high — which  is  their  hnmlle. 
Their  moon,  their  sun,  their  gas,  tiioir  fnrlhing  caudle. 

LVII. 
Ue  had  many  friends  who  had  many  wives,  and  was 

Well  look'd  upon  by  both,  to  that  extent 
Of  friendship  which  you  may  accept  or  pass ; 

It  does  nor  good  nor  harm,  being  merely  meaut 
To  keep  the  wheels  going  of  the  higher  class, 

And  draw  them  nightly  whcu  a  lickcl  's  sent: 
And  what  with  masquerades,  and  fetes,  and  balls, 
For  the  first  season  such  a  life  scarce  pnlls. 

LVII  I. 
A  young  unmarried  man,  with  a  good  n.ime 

And  fortune,  has  an  awkward  part  to  play; 
For  good  soriety  is  but  a  game, 

»<The  royal  game  of  goose,w  as  1  may  say, 
Where  every  body  has  some  separate  aim, 

An  end  to  answer,  or  a  plan  to  lay — 
The  sin(;le  latlies  wishing  lo  he  doiihie. 
The  married  ones  to  save  the  \iigiiis  IroiibN* 


LIX. 

1  don  't  mean  this  as  general,  but  particular 
Examples  may  be  found  of  such  pursuits : 

Though  several  also  keep  their  perpendicular 
Like  poplars,  with  good  principles  for  roots ; 

Yet  many  have  a  method  more  rtticular — 
«  Fishers  for  men,»  like  sirens  with  soft  lutes ; 

For  talk  six  timet  with  the  same  single  lady. 

And  you  may  get  the  wcdding-dresies  ready. 

LX. 
Perhaps  you  '11  have  a  letter  from  the  motber. 

To  say  her  daughter's  feelings  are  trepana'd  ; 
Perhaps  you  '11  have  a  visit  from  the  brother, 

A II  strut,  and  stays,  and  whi&kers,  to  demand 
What  «  your  inteutions  arcT>» — One  way  or  other 

It  seems  the  virgin's  heart  expects  your  hand ; 
And  between  pity  for  her  case  and  yours, 
You  'II  add  to  matrimooy* s  list  of  cttres. 

LXI. 
I  've  known  a  doien  weddings  made  even  tluti. 

And  some  of  them  high  names:  1  have  also  known 
Young  men  who — though  they  hated  to  discuss 

Pretensions  which  they  never dream'd  to  have  shown— 
Yet  neither  frighten'd  by  a  female  fuss. 

Nor  by  mustachios  moved,  were  let  alone. 
And  lived,  as  did  the  broken-hearted  Csir, 
In  happier  plight  than  if  they  form'd  a  puir. 

LXIL 
There  's  also  nightly,  to  the  uninitiated, 

A  peril — not  indeed  like  love  or  marriage, 
but  not  the  less  for  this  to  be  depreciated: 

It  is — I  meant  and  mean  not  to  disparage 
The  show  of  virtue  even  in  the  vitiated — 

It  adds  an  outward  grace  unto  their  carriage — 
lUit  to  denounce  the  amphibious  sort  of  harlot, 
«<  Couleur  de  rose,i»  who 's  neither  white  nor  scarlet. 

LXni. 
Such  is  your  old  coquette,  who  can't  say  «  No,» 

And  won't  say  «  Yes,»  and  keeps  you  on  and  ofliiig. 
On  a  lee  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow — 

Then  sees  your  heart  wn*ck'd,with  an  inward  scoffing 
This  works  a  world  of  sentimental  woe. 

And  sends  new  Wericrs  yearly  to  their  coffin ; 
But  yet  is  merely  innocent  flirtation. 
Not  quite  adultery,  but  adulteration. 

LXIV. 
M  Ye  gods,  I  grow  a  tnlker  !>•     Let  us  prate. 

The  next  of  perils,  though  I  place  it  sternest. 
Is  when,  without  regard  to  «« Church  or  State,* 

A  wife  makes  or  takes  love  in  upright  earoesi- 
Abroad,  such  things  decide  few  women's  fate — 

(Such,  early  traveller!  is  the  truth  thou  leames*)— 
Till  in  old  F.nglaud  when  a  young  bride  errs. 
Poor  thing  I  Eve's  was  a  trifling  case  to  hers; 

LXV. 
For  't  is  a  low,  newspaper,  humdrum,  law«uit 

Country,  where  a  young  couple  of  the  *>ame  ajje* 
Caul  form  a  friendship  hut  the  world  o'erawes  it. 

Then  there  's  the  vulgar  triek  of  those  d — d  dana3tgi*> 
A  xerdict — grievous  foe  to  those  who  cauftc  it ! — 

Forms  a  sad  climax  to  romantic  homages; 
llesidrs  (hose  soothing  speeehes  of  the  pleaders 
And  c\idences  which  regale  all  readers! 
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LXVI. 

But  th<>y  who  blunder  thus  are  raw  begionert; 

A  little  genial  sprinkling;  of  hypocrisy 
Has  saved  the  fame  of  thousand  splendid  sionen, 

Tlie  loveliest  oligarchs  of  our  gynocrtcy; 
You  may  see  such  at  all  the  balk  and  dinoen, 

Amoog  the  proudest  of  our  aristocracy, 
Sii  gentle,  diarmiog,  charitable,  chaste — 
And  all  by  having  tact  as  well  at  taste. 

txvii. 

Juan,  who  did  not  stand  in  the  predicanUBt 
Of  a  mere  novice,  had  one  safeguard  more ; 

For  he  was  sick — no,  't  was  not  the  word  fie/kl  bmuiI— 
But  he  had  seen  so  much  good  love  before. 

That  he  was  not  in  heart  so  very  weak;— I  MMaiit 
But  thus  much,  and  no  aneer  against  the  skorv 

Of  while  cliffs,  white  necks,  blue  eyes,  bluer  stockioga, 

Tithes,  taxes,  duns,  and  doon  vrith  double  knockingt. 

LXVIII. 
But  coming  young  from  lands  and  scenes  romantic. 

Where  lives,  not  lawsuits,  must  be  risk'd  for  passion. 
And  passion's  self  must  have  a  spice  of  frantic, 

Into  a  country  whew  'l  is  half  a  fashion, 
Sopm'd  to  him  half  commercial,  half  pedantic, 

Howe'er  he  might  esteem  this  moral  nation ; 
Besides  (alas !  his  taste — forgive  and* pity !) 
At  first  he  did  not  think  the  women  pretty. 

LXIX. 
I  say  zljirtt — for  he  found  out  at  last. 

But  by  degrees,  that  they  were  fairer  far 
Tlian  the  more  glowing  dames  whose  lot  is  cast 

Beneath  the  influence  of  the  eastern  star — 
A  further  proof  we  should  not  judge  in  haste ; 

Yet  inexperience  could  not  be  his  bar 
To  taste  :— 'the  truth  is,  if  men  would  confess, 
That  novelties  pleas0  less  than  they  impress. 

LXX. 

Though  travell'd,  I  have  never  had  the  luek  to 
Trace  up  thoae  shuffling  negroes,  Nile  or  Niger, 

To  that  impracticable  place,  Tombneloo, 
Where  geography  finds  no  one  to  oblige  bar 

With  such  a  chart  as  may  be  safely  stuck  to— 
For  Europe  ploughs  in  Afric  like  «  boa  piger  :• 

But  if  I  hmd  hnn  at  Tomboctoo,  there 

No  doubt  I  should  be  told  that  black  is  hir. 

LXXl. 
It  is.    I  will  not  swear  that  black  is  white ; 

But  I  suspect  in  hct  that  white  is  black. 
And  the  whole  matter  rests  npon  eyesight. 

Ask  a  blind  man,  the  best  jndge.    You  II  aiuck 
Perhaps  this  new  position— but  Fm  right; 

Or  if  I  'm  %rong,  1 11  not  be  ta'en  aback  :— 
He  hath  no  mom  nor  night,  hot  all  is  dark 
Within ;  and  what  see'st  thouT  A  dubioua  spark. 

uxn. 

But  1  'm  relapsing  into  metaphysics. 
That  labyriatb,  whose  clue  is  of  the  same 

Construction  as  your  cures  for  hectic  phtbisics, 
Those  bright  moths  fluttering  round  a  dying  flane : 

And  this  reflection  brings  me  to  plain  physics, 
And  to  the  beauties  of  a  foreign  dame, 

Compared  with  those  of  our  pure  pearls  of  price, 

Those  Pofau-  summen,  all  sun,  and  some  ice. 


LXXIII. 
Or  say  they  are  like  virtaons  memaids,  whose 

Beginnings  are  fair  foces,  ends  mere  fishes  ;— 
Not  that  there  *s  not  a  quantity  of  those 

Who  have  a  dae  respect  for  ihair  own  wishea. 
Like  Russians  rushing  frnm  hot  baths  to  snows' 

Are  they,  at  bottom  virtnoos  even  when  viciow: 
They  warm  into  a  scrape,  bat  keep  of  course. 
As  a  reaefre,  a  plunge  into  reoMrte. 

Lxxnr. 

But  thu  has  nought  to  do  with  ihtir  outaidea. 

I  said  that  Juan  did  not  think  them  pretty 
At  the  first  Mush ;  for  a  foir  Briton  hidiea 

Half  her  attractions— probably  from  pity— 
And  rather  cahnly  into  the  heart  glidea, 

Than  siorma  it  as  a  foe  urould  take  a  city; 
But  once  there  (if  you  doubt  tliis,  prithee  try) 
She  keeps  it  for  you  like  a  true  ally. 

LXXV. 

She  cannot  step  as  does  an  Arab  barb. 
Or  Aodalusian  giri  from  mass  returning. 

Nor  wear  as  gracefully  as  Gauls  her  garb. 
Nor  in  her  eye  Ausonia's  glanee  ia  bamsng ; 

Her  voice,  though  sweet,  is  not  so  fit  to  warb< 
le  those  bravuraa  (which  I  aitll  am  learning 

To  like,  though  1  have  been  seven  years  in  Italy, 

And  have,  or  had,  an  car  that  served  ma  paattily);^ 


LXXVI. 

She  cannot  do  these  thioga,  nor  one  or  two 
Othera,  in  that  off-hand  and  dashing  style 

Which  takes  90  much — to  give  the  devil  his  dpc; 
Nor  is  she  quite  so  ready  vrith  her  smile. 

Nor  settles  aU  things  in  one  interview 

(A  thing  approved  as  saving  time  and  toil) ;-« 

But  though  the  toil  may  give  you  time  and  trouble, 

Well  cultivated,  it  will  render  double. 

LXXTir. 
And  if  in  fsct  she  takea  to  a  «  giunde  passion,* 

It  is  a  very  seiioua  thing  indeed  ; 
Nine  times  in  ten  't  is  but  caprice  or  fsshioo, 

Coquetry,  or  a  wish  to  ttke  the  lead. 
The  pride  of  a  mere  child  with  a  new  sash  on, 

Or  wish  to  make  a  rivaPs  bosom  bleed ; 
But  the  tenth  instance  will  be  a  tornado. 
For  there  s  no  saying  what  they  will  or  may  do. 

LXXVIII. 
The  reason  's  obvioua  :  if  there  's  an  eclat. 

They  lose  their  caste  at  once,  as  do  the  Parias ; 
Ai|d  when  the  delicacies  of  the  law 

Have  fiird  their  papers  with  their  comnenta  various. 
Society,  that  china  without  flaw, 

(The  hypocrite!)  will  banish  them  like  Marius, 
To  sit  amidst  the  mine  <»f  their  guilt : 
For  Fame 's  a  Carthage  not  so  soon  rebuilt. 

LXXIX. 
Perhaps  this  is  as  it  should  be  ;-~il  is 

A  comment  on  the  Gospel's  «  Sin  no  more, 
And  be  thy  sins  forgiven:*— but  npon  this 

I  leave  the  saints  to  settle  their  own  score. 
Abroad,  though  doubtless  they  do  much  amiss. 

An  erring  woman  finds  an  open  door 
For  her  return  to  rirtne— as  they  call 
The  lady  who  should  be  at  home  to  all. 
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LXXX. 

For  ine,  T  leave  the  matter  where  I  find  it. 

Knowing  that  such  unca$^y  virtue  leads 
People  some  ten  limes  less  in  fact  to  mind  it, 

And  care  but  for  discoveries  and  uot  deeds. 
And  as  for  chastity,  you  'II  never  bind  it 

Ry  all  the  laws  the  strictest  lawyer  pleads. 
But  a{j(;ravalc  the  crime  you  have  not  prevented, 
By  rendering  desperate  those  who  had  else  ropeoted. 

LXXXI. 

But  Juan  was  no  casuist,  nor  had  ponderd 

Upon  the  moral  lessous  of  mankind  : 
Besides,  he  had  not  seen,  of  several  hundred, 

A  lady  altogether  to  his  mind. 
A  little  «  blasew — 't  is  not  to  be  wonder'd 

At,  that  his  heart  had  j;oI  a  tougher  rind  : 
And  ihougli  not  vainer  from  his  past  success, 
No  doubt  his  sensibilities  were  less. 

LXXXir. 
lie  also  had  been  busy  secint;  sijjhts — 

The  parliament  and  all  the  other  houses ; 
Had  sale  beneath  the  (galleries  at  nijhts. 

To  hear  debates  whose  thunder  roused  (not  rouses) 
The  world  to  gaze  upon  those  northern  lights^ 

Which  (lash'd  as  far  as  where  the  musk-bull  browses: 
lie  had  also  stootl  at  times  behind  the  throne — 
But  (irey  was  not  arrived,  and  Chatham  gone. 

LXXXlll. 

lie  saw,  however,  at  the  closing  session, 

That  noble  sight,  when  really  free  the  nation, 

A  king  in  constitutional  possession 

Of  such  a  throne  as  is  the  proudest  station. 

Though  despots  know  it  not — till  the  progression 
Of  freedom  shall  complete  their  education. 

'T  is  not  mere  splendour  makes  the  show  august 

To  eye  or  heart — it  is  the  |»eople's  trust. 

LXXXIV. 

There  too  he  saw  (whate'er  he  may  be  now) 
A  prince,  the  prince  of  princes,  at  the  time 

With  fascination  in  his  very  bow, 

And  full  of  promis<',  as  the  spring  of  prima. 

Tliongh  royally  was  written  on  his  brow, 

Me  had  tJlien  ihe  grace  loo,  rare  in  every  clime, 

Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 

A  linish'd  gentleman  from  top  to  toe. 

LXXXV. 

And  Juan  was  received,  as  hath  been  s;iid. 

Into  the  best  society  :  and  there 
Occurr'd  what  often  happens,  I  m  afraid, 

However  disciplined  and  debonnaire  : 
The  talent  and  good  humour  he  display'd. 

Besides  the  mark'd  distinction  of  his  air, 
Kxpusod  him,  as  was  natural,  to  temptation, 
Even  tliough  himself  avoided  ilie  occasion. 

lAxxvr. 

Bui  what,  anil  where,  with  whom,  and  when,  and  why, 

Is  not  to  be  put  hastily  together; 
Ami  as  my  object  is  morality 

(Whatever  people  say),  I  don't  know  whether 
1  "11  leave  a  single  reader's  eyelid  <lry, 

But  harrow  up  his  feelings  till  they  wither. 
And  liew  out  a  huge  monumenl  of  pathos, 
As  IMiilip's  son  proposed  to  do  with  Athos.^ 


LXXXVIl. 

Here  the  twelfth  Canto  of  our  introduction 
Knds.     When  the  body  of  the  book  's  bo(;uD, 

You  '11  find  it  of  a  different  construction 

From  what  some  people  say  't  will  be  wlien  done : 

The  plan  at  present 's  simply  in  concoction. 
[  can't  oblige  you,  reader !  to  read  od  ; 

That 's  your  affair,  not  mine  :  a  real  spirit 

Should  neither  court  neglect,  nor  dread  to  bear  it. 

LXXXVIII. 
And  if  my  thunderbolt  not  always  rattles, 

Bemember,  reader !  you  have  had  before 
The  worst  of  tempests  and  the  best  of  battles 

That  e'er  were  brew'd  from  elements  or  gore. 
Besides  the  most  sublime  of — Heaven  knows  'vhal  else 

An  usurer  oould  scarce  expect  much  more — 
But  my  best  canto,  save  one  on  astronomy. 
Will  turn  upon  «  political  ecoaomy.w 

LXXXIX. 

That  is  your  present  theme  for  popularity  : 
Now  that  the  public  hedge  hath  scarce  a  stake. 

It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  charity. 

To  show  the  people  the  best  way  to  break. 

My  plan  (but  I,  if  but  for  singularity, 
Reserve  it)  will  be  very  sure  to  take. 

Meantime  read  all  the  national  debt-sinkers. 

And  tell  me  what  you  think  of  your  great  thinkers. 


CANTO  XIII. 


I. 

I  NOW  mean  to  be  serious; — it  is  lime. 

Since  laughter  now-a-days  is  deem'd  too  serious. 

A  jest  at  vice  by  virtue  "s  call'd  a  crime, 
And  critically  held  as  deleterious: 

Besl«les,  the  sad  's  a  source  of  the  sublime. 
Although  when  long  a  little  apt  to  weary  ns ; 

And  therefore  shall  my  lay  soar  high  and  solema. 

As  an  old  temple  dwindled  to  a  column. 

H. 
The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville 

(T  is  an  old  Norman  name,  and  to  be  found 
In  pedigree-i  by  those  who  wander  still 

Along  the  last  (ields  of  that  Gothic  ground) 
Was  high-born,  wealthy  by  her  fathers  will. 

And  bemiteous,  even  where  l>cauties  most  aboMod, 
In  Britain — which  of  course  true  patriots  find 
The  goodliest  soil  of  body  and  of  mind. 

III. 
I  'II  not  gninsay  them ;  it  is  not  my  cue : 

I  leave  them  to  their  taste,  no  doubt  the  best : 
An  eye  *s  an  eye,  and  whether  black  or  blue. 

Is  no  great  matter,  so  't  is  in  request  : 
'T  is  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue — 

The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test. 
The  fair  sex  should  be  alw;iys  fair;  and  no  man. 
Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there  's  a  plain  woman. 
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IV. 

And  after  thac  lerene  and  lomevhac  doll 
Epoch,  that  awkward  corner  tura'd  for  da^^ 

More  quiet,  when  oar  moon  '%  no  more  at  full, 
We  may  presume  to  criticise  or  praise; 

Because  indifference  begins  to  lull 
Our  passions,  and  we  walk  in  wisdom's  ways; 

Also  because  the  figure  and  the  face 

Hint,  that 't  is  time  to  give  the  younger  place. 

V. 

I  know  that  some  would  fain  postpone  this  era, 

Reluctant  as  all  placemen  to  resign 
Their  post;  but  theirs  is  merely  a  chimera. 

For  they  have  pass'd  life't  equinoctial  line  : 
But  then  they  have  their  claret  and  madeira 

To  irrigate  the  dryness  of  decline ; 
And  county  meetings  and  the  Parliament, 
And  debt,  and  what  not,  for  their  solace  <!tenl. 

VI. 

And  is  there  not  religion  and  reform, 

Peace,  war,  the  taxes,  and  what 's  call'd  the  «  national 
The  struggle  to  be  piloto  in  a  storm? 

The  landed  and  the  monied  speculation! 
The  joys  of  mutual  hate  to  keep  them  warm. 

Instead  of  love,  that  mere  hallucination  T 
Now  hatred  is  by  fsr  the  longest  pleasure; 
Men  love  in  haste,  but  they  detest  at  leisure. 

VII. 
Rough  Johnson,  the  great  moralist,  profess'd. 

Right  honestly,  «  he  liked  an  honest  hater* — ' 
The  only  truth  that  yet  has  been  confess'd 

Within  these  latest  thousand  years  or  later. 
Perhaps  the  fine  old  fellow  spoke  in  jest ; — 

For  my  part,  I  am  but  a  mere  spectator. 
And  gaie  where'er  the  palace  or  the  hovel  is. 
Much  in  the  mode  of  Goethe's  Mephistophele*; 

VIII. 
But  neither  love  nor  hate  in  much  excess ; 

Though  *t  was  not  once  so.    If  I  sneer  sometimes, 
It  is  because  I  cannot  well  do  less, 

And  now  and  then  it  also  suits  my  rhymes. 
I  should  be  very  willing  to  redress 

Men's  wrongs,  and  rather  check  than  punish  crimes. 
Had  not  Cervantes,  in  that  too  true  tale 
Of  Quixote,  shown  how  all  such  efforts  fail. 

IX. 

Of  all  tales  't  is  the  saddest — and  more  sad. 
Because  it  makes  us  smile;  his  hero  's  right, 

And  still  pursues  the  right; — to  curb  the  bad. 
His  only  object,  and  'gainst  odds  to  fight. 

His  guerdon  :  't  is  his  virtue  makes  him  mad! 
But  his  adventures  form  a  sorry  fiight; — 

A  M)rrier  still  is  the  great  moral  taught 

By  that  real  epic  unto  all  who  have  thought. 

X. 

Redressing  injury,  revenging  wrong. 

To  aid  the  damsel  and  destroy  the  caitiff; 

Opposing  singly  the  united  strong. 

From  foreign  yoke  to  free  the  helpless  native ; — 

Alas !  must  noblest  views,  like  an  old  song, 
Be  for  mere  fancy's  sport  a  tiling  creative? 

A  jest,  a  riddle,  fame  through  thin  and  thick  sought? 

And  Socrates  himself  but  Wisdom's  Quixote? 


XI. 
Gerrantea  smiled  Spain's  chivalry  away; 

A  single  langh  demoHsh'd  the  right  arm 
Of  his  own  country; — seldom  since  that  day 

Has  Spain  had  heroes.  While  Romance  eonid  charm. 
The  world  gave  ground  before  her  bright  array; 

And  therefore  have  his  volumes  done  sack  harm. 
That  all  their  glory  as  a  composition 
W^as  dearly  purchased  by  his  land's  perdition. 

XII. 
I  'm  «  at  my  old  Lunesi» — digression,  and  forget 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville ; 
The  fair  most  fatal  Joan  ever  met. 

Although  she  was  not  evil  nor  meant  ill ; 
But  Destiny  and  Passion  spread  the  net 

(Fate  is  a  good  excuse  for  our  own  wilt). 
And  caught  them ;  what  do  they  not  catch,  methinks? 
Rut  I  'm  not  OCdipus,  and  life  *s  a  sphinx. 

XIII. 
I  tell  the  tale  as  it  is  told,  nor  dare 

To  venture  a  solution  :  «  Davus  sum  !» 
And  now  I  will  proceed  upon  the  pair. 

Sweet  Adeline,  amidst  the  gay  worid's  hum, 
Was  the  queen  bee,  the  glass  of  all  that  *s  fair; 

Whose  charms  made  all  men  speak,  aad  women  dumb. 
The  laAi  's  a  miracle,  and  such  was  reckon'd. 
And  since  that  time  there  has  not  been  a  second. 

XIV. 
Chaste  was  she  to  detraction's  desperation. 

And  wedded  unto  one  she  had  loved  well — 
A  man  known  in  the  councils  of  the  nation, 

Cool,  and  quite  English,  imperturbable, 
Though  apt  to  act  with  fire  upon  occasion  : 

Proud  of  himself  and  her ;  the  world  could  tell 
Nought  against  either,  and  both  seem'd  secure — 
She  in  her  virtue,  he  in  his  hauteur. 

XV. 

It  chanced  some  diplomatical  relations, 

Arising  out  of  business,  often  brought 
Himself  and  Juan  in  their  mutual  stations 

Into  close  contact.  Though  reserved,  nor  caught 
By  specious  seeming,  Juan's  youth,  and  patience, 

And  talent,  on  his  haughty  spirit  wrought. 
And  form'd  a  basis  of  esteem,  which  ends 
In  making  men  what  courtesy  calls  friends. 

XVI. 
And  thus  Lord  Henry,  who  was  cautious  as 

Reserve  and  pride  could  make  him,  and  full  slow 
In  judging  men — when  once  his  judgment  was 

Determined,  right  or  wrong,  on  friend  or  foe, 
Had  all  the  pertinacity  pride  has. 

Which  knows  no  ebb  to  its  imperious  flow, 
And  loves  or  hates,  disdaining  to  be  guided. 
Because  its  own  good  pleasure  hath  decided. 

XVH. 

His  friendships,  therefore,  and  no  less  aversions. 
Though  oft  well  founded,  which  confirm'd  but  more 

His  prepossessions,  like  the  laws  of  Persians 
And  Medes,  would  ne'er  revoke  what  went  before. 

His  feelings  had  not  those  strange  fits,  like  tertians, 
Of  common  likings,  which  make  some  deplore 

What  they  should  laugh  at— the  mere  ague  still 

Of  men's  regard,  the  fover  or  the  chill. 
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XVIII. 

«« T  i^  not  in  mortals  to  command  success ; 

But  do  you  more,  Semprouius — don't  deserve  it.» 
And  lake  my  word,  you  won't  have  any  less  ; 

Be  wary,  watch  the  lime,  and  always  srrve  it; 
Give  gently  way,  where  there  "s  too  yrciit  a  press; 

And  for  your  cousrience,  only  learn  to  uerve  it, — 
For,  like  a  racer  or  a  boxer  trainini;, 
T  will  make,  if  proved,  vast  efforts  without  paining. 

XIX. 

Lord  Henry  also  liked  to  be  superior, 
As  most  men  do,  the  little  or  the  (jreat; 

The  very  lowest  find  out  an  inferior. 

At  least  they  think  so,  to  exert  their  stale 

I'pon  :  for  there  are  very  few  things  wearier 
Than  solitary  pritie's  oppressive  wei^jht, 

Which  mortals  generously  would  divide. 

By  bidding  others  carry  while  they  ride. 

XX. 

In  birth,  in  rank,  in  fortune  likc>*ise  equal, 
O'er  Ju.in  he  could  no  distinction  claim  ; 

In  years  he  had  the  advantage  of  time's  sequel; 
And,  as  he  thougiit,  in  country  much  the  s.uuc — 

Because  bold  Britons  have  a  tongue  and  free  quill, 
At  which  all  modern  nations  \aiuiy  aim; 

And  the  Lord  Henry  was  a  great  debater. 

So  that  few  members  kept  the  House  up  later. 

XXI. 
These  were  advantages  :  and  then  he  thought — 

It  was  his  foible,  hut  by  no  means  sinister— 
That  few  or  none  more  than  himself  had  caught 

Court  mysteries,  having  been  hims4>lf  a  minister  : 
He  liked  to  leach  that  which  he  had  been  taught. 

And  greatly  shone  whenever  there  had  been  a  stir; 
And  reconciled  all  qualities  which  grace  man. 
Always  a  patriot,  and  sometimes  a  placeman. 

XXII. 

He  liked  the  gentle  Spaniard  for  his  gravity; 

He  almost  honour'd  him  for  his  docility. 
Because,  though  young,  he  acquiesced  >»ith  sua\ity, 

Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility. 
He  knew  the  world,  and  would  not  see  depravity 

In  faults  which  sometimes  show  the  soil's  fertility. 
If  that  the  weeds  o'erlive  not  the  first  crop, — 
For  then  they  are  very  difficult  to  stop. 

XXIH. 
And  then  he  talk'd  with  him  about  Madrid, 

Constauiinople,  and  such  distant  places; 
Where  people  always  did  as  they  were  bid. 

Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreigu  graces. 
Of  courser>  also  spake  they:  Henry  rid 

Well,  hke  most  Knglishmrn,  :\iul  loved  the  races  : 
And  Juan,  like  a  true-born  Audalusian, 
Could  back  a  horse,  as  despots  ride  a  Russian. 

XXIV. 

And  thus  acquaintance  grew,  at  noble  routs. 

Ami  diplomatic  diiniers,  or  at  other — 
For  .hian  stood  well  bolh  wilh  Ins  and  Outs, 

As  in  Freemasonry  a  higher  brother, 
f'poii  his  talent  Henry  had  no  doubts, 

Hi-;  rn  uujcr  sliovkd  him  sprung  from  a  high  mother; 
And  all  null  like  to  show  their  ho>pitality 
To  him  whoso  breeding  marches  wilh  his  quality. 


XXV. 

At  Blank-Blank  Square ; — for  we  will  break  no  squarr^ 
By  naming  streets  :  since  men  are  so  censorious. 

And  apt  to  sow  an  authors  wheal  with  ures. 
Reaping  allusions  private  and  inglorious. 

Where  none  were  dreamt  of,  unto  love's  affairs, 
Which  were,  or  are,  or  are  to  be  notorious 

That  therefore  do  I  previously  declare, 

Lord  Henry's  mansion  was  in  Blank-Blank  Sqnjire 

XXVI. 

Also  there  bin  >  another  pious  reason 

For  making  squares  and  streets  anonymous; 

Which  is,  that  there  is  scarce  a  single  season 

Which  doth  not  sliake  some  very  splendiU  house 

With  some  slight  heart-(]uake  of  domestic  treason — 
\  topic  scandal  doth  delight  to  rouse  : 

Such  I  might  stumble  over  unawares, 

Unless  I  knew  the  very  chastest  squares. 

XXVIL 

"T  is  true,  I  might  have  chosen  Piccadilly, 
A  place  where  peccadilloes  are  unknown; 

But  I  have  motives,  whether  wise  or  silly. 
For  letting  that  pure  sanctuary  alone. 

Tlierefore  1  name  not  square,  street,  place,  until  I 
Fmd  one  where  nothing  naughty  can  be  sbovin. 

A  vestal  shrine  of  innocence  of  heart : 

Such  are — but  I  have  lost  the  London  chart. 

XXVIH. 
At  Henry's  mansion  then  in  Blank-Blank  Square, 

Was  Ju^in  a  recherche,  welcome  guest. 
As  many  other  noble  scions  were; 

And  some  who  had  but  taleul  for  their  cresl; 
Or  we.'ilih,  which  is  a  passport  everywhere; 

Or  even  mere  fashion,  which  indetni  's  tlie  best 
Recoininendaiiou,  and  to  be  well  dress'd 
NVill  very  often  supersede  the  rest. 

XXIX. 

And  since  ><  there  's  safety  in  a  multitude 

Of  couusellors,)*  as  Solomon  has  said. 
Or  some  one  for  him,  in  some  sage  grave  mootl : — 

Indeed  we  see  the  daily  proof  display'd 
In  senates,  at  the  bar,  in  wordy  feud, 

Where'er  collective  wisdom  can  parade, 
Which  is  the  only  cause  that  we  can  guess 
Of  Britain's  present  wealth  and  happiness; — 

X.\X. 

But  as  «  there  s  safety  grafted  in  the  number 
Of  connsellors»  for  men, — thus  /or  the  sei 

A  larye  acquaintance  lets  not  virtue  slumber; 

Or,  should  it  shake,  the  choice  will  more  perplex  — 

Variety  itself  will  more  encumber. 

'Miilst  ni.iny  rocks  we  guard  more  against  "wrecks; 

And  thus  with  women  :  howsoo'er  it  shock  some's 

Self-love,  there  &  s;ifety  in  a  crowd  of  coxcombs. 

XXXI. 

Hut  Adeline  had  not  the  least  occasion 

For  such  a  shielil,  which  leaves  but  little  merit 

To  virtue  proper,  or  good  educaiiou. 
Her  chief  resource  was  in  her  own  high  spirit, 

Winch  judged  mankind  at  their  due  estimation; 
.Villi  for  coqiii-iry,  she  disdaind  to  wear  it : 

.Sciure  of  admiration,  its  impression 

W.is  f.iini,  as  of  an  evei-^'-<lay  possession. 
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XXXII. 

To  ail  she  was  polite  without  parade; 

To  some  slie  show'd  attentioD  of  that  kind 
Which  flatten,  but  is  tlatteiy  cooirey'd 

In  such  a  sort  as  canooc  leare  behind 
A  (race  unworthy  either  wife  or  naid  ;-«- 

A  gentle  genial  courtesy  of  intDd, 
To  thwe  who  were,  or  pass'd  for,  laeritorioas. 
Just  to  console  sad  glory  for  being  gloriocuH 

XXXIII. 

Which  is  in  all  respects,  save  now  and  then, 
A  dull  and  desolate  appendage.     Gase 

Upon  the  shades  of  those  distingoish'd  Aen, 
Who  were  or  are  the  puppet-shows  of  praise. 

The  praise  of  persecution.     Gate  again 

On  the  most  favour'd ;  and,  amidst  the  blase 

Of  suoset  halos  o'er  the  laurel-brow'd, 

What  can  ye  recognize  7 — A  gilded  clood. 

XXXIV. 

There  also  was  of  course  in  Adeline 

Tlfiit  calm  patrician  polish  in  the  address, 

W^hich  ne'er  can  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Of  any  thing  which  Nature  would  exprcas : 

Just  as  a  Mandarin  Snds  nothing  fine, — 
At  least  his  manner  suffers  not  to  goeas 

Tliat  any  thing  he  views  can  greatly  please, 

Perliaps  we  have  borrow'd  this  from  the  Ghineae—- 

XXXV. 

Herhaps  from  Horace  ;  his  «  Nil  ndmirari» 
Was  what  he  call'd  the  «  Art  of  Happiness;* 

An  art  on  which  tlie  artists  greatly  vary. 
And  have  not  yet  attain'd  to  much  success. 

However,  't  is  expedient  to  be  wary: 

Indifference  certes  don't  produce  distreas; 

And  rash  enthusiasm  in  good  society 

Were  nothing  but  a  moral  inebriety. 

XXXVI. 

But  Adeline  was  not  indifferent :  for, 

{Now  for  a  common-place!)  beneath  the  snow, 

As  a  volcano  holds  the  lava  more 

Widiin — et  cetem.    Shall  I  go  on  ? — No ! 

I  hate  to  hunt  down  a  tired  metaphor  : 
So  let  the  often-used  volcano  go. 

Poor  thing !  how  frequently  by  me  and  olhen. 

It  huth  been  stirr'd  up  till  its  smoke  quite  smothers ! 

XXXVII. 

I  '11  have  another  figure  in  a  trice  : 

What  say  you  to  a  bottle  of  Champagne ! 

Frozen  into  a  very  vinous  ice, 

Which  leaves  few  drops  of  that  immortal  rain, 

Vet  iu  the  very  centre,  past  all  price. 
About  a  liquid  glassful  will  remain ; 

And  this  is  stronger  than  the  strongest  grape 

Could  e'er  express  in  its  expanded  shape: 

xxxvni. 

T  is  the  whole  spirit  brought  to  a  quintessence; 

And  thus  the  chilliest  aspects  may  concentre 
A  hidden  nectar  under  a  cold  presence. 

And  such  arc  many — though  1  only  meant  her, 
From  whom  I  now  deduce  these  moral  lessons, 

On  which  the  Muse  has  always  sought  to  enter : — 
And  your  cold  people  are  beyond  all  price, 
When  once  you  've  broken  their  confounded  ice. 


XXXIX. 

But  after  all  they  are  a  North-West  passage 

Unto  the  glowing  India  of  the  soul ; 
And  as  the  good  ships  sent  upon  that  mesfage 

Have  not  exactly  ascertatn'd  the  Pole 
(Though  Parry*i  efforts  look  a  lucky  presage), 

Thus  gentlemen  may  run  upon  a  shoal ; 
For,  if  the  Pole  *s  not  open,  but  all  frost 
(A  chance  still),  't  it  a  voyage  or  vessel  lost. 

XL. 

And  young  beginners  may  as  well  commence 
With  quiet  cruising  o'er  the  ocean  woman; 

While  those  who 're  not  beginners,  should  have  sense 
EnoQgh  to  make  for  port,  ere  Time  shall  summon 

With  his  grey  signal-flag;  and  the  past  tense, 
The  dreary  •fuimus*  of  all  things  human, 

Uuf^t  be  declin^«  whilst  life's  thin  thread 's  spun  oat 

Between  the  gaping  heir  and  gnawing  gout. 

XLI. 
But  Heaven  moat  be  diverted  :  its  diversion 

Is  sometiittes  truculent — but  never  mind : 
The  worM  upon  the  whole  is  worth  the  assertion 

(If  but  for  comfort)  that  all  things  are  kind  : 
And  that  same  devilish  tloctrine  of  the  Persian, 

Of  the  two  principles,  but  leaves  behind 
As  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctrine 
Has  ever  puitled  Faith  withal,  or  yoked  her  in. 

XLII. 

The  English  winter— ending  in  July, 

To  recommence  in  August-^now  was  done. 

T  is  the  postilion's  paradise :  wheels  fly ; 
On  roads  east,  south,  north,  west,  there  h  a  run. 

But  for  post-horses  who  finds  sympathy  T 
Man's  pity  's  for  himself,  or  for  his  ion, 

Always  premising  that  said  son  at  college 

Has  not  contracted  much  more  debt  than  knowledge. 

XLni. 
The  London  winter  's  ended  in  July — 

Sometimes  a  little  later.     I  don't  err 
In  this :  whatever  other  blunders  lie 

Upon  my  shoulders,  here  I  miut  aver 
My  Muse  a  gla»  of  Weatherology, 

For  Parliament  is  our  barometer ; 
Let  Radicals  its  other  acts  attack, 
Its  sessions  form  our  only  almanack. 

XLIV. 
When  iu  quicksilver's  down  at  sero,-— U>! 

Coach,  chariot,  luggage,  baggage,  equipage! 
Wheels  whirl  from  Carlton  Palace  to  Soho, 

And  happiest  they  who  horses  can  engage : 
The  turnpikes  glow  with  dust,  and  Rotten  Row 

Sleeps  from  the  chivalry  of  this  bright  age  ; 
And  tradesmen,  with  long  hills  and  longer  foces, 
Sigh,  as  the  post-boys  fosten  on  the  traces. 

XLV. 
They  and  their  bills,  «  Arcadians  both,*'  are  left 

To  the  Greek  kalends  of  another  session. 
Alas !  to  them  of  ready  cash  bereft. 

What  hope  remains  T     Of  hop§  the  full  possession, 
Or  generous  draft,  conceded  as  a  gift. 

At  a  long  date—till  they  can  get  a  fresh  one,— 
Hawk'd  about  at  a  discount,  small  or  brge  ;— 
AUo  the  solace  of  an  overchai||e. 
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XLVI. 


\ 


Kut  these  are  trifles.     Downv/ard  (lie<«  my  Lord, 
Nodding  beside  my  Lady  in  liis  carria{;e- 

Away!  away!     «Fresli  horses  I»  are  the  word, 
And  iliHDged  as  quickly  as  hearts  after  marriage. 

The  obsequious  landlord  hath  the  change  restored ; 
The  poNt-boys  have  no  reason  to  disparage 

Their  fee;  but»  ere  the  water'd  wheels  may  1ms  hence, 

The  ostler  pleads  for  a  reminiscenre. 

XLVU. 
T  is  granted;  and  the  valet  mounts  the  dickey — 

That  gentleman  of  lords  and  geiiilcmen; 
Also  my  Lidy's  gentlewoman,  tricky, 

Trick'd  out,  but  modest  more  tlian  poet's  pen 
(*an  paint,  «  Cosi  vin<jino  i  riccliHu 

(Kxcuse  a  foreign  slipslop  now  and  then, 
If  but  to  show  I  've  traxcll'd;  and  what  's  tra\el, 
I'nioss  it  teaches  one  to  quote  and  cavil?) 

XLVIII. 
The  London  winter  and  the  country  summer 

Were  well  nigh  over.      T  is  perhaps  a  pity, 
When  Nature  wears  the  gown  that  doth  become  her, 

To  lose  those  best  mouths  in  a  sweaty  city, 
And  wait  uutil  the  nightingale  grows  dumber, 

Li>tehing  debates  not  very  wise  or  witty, 
Kre  patriots  their  true   country  can  remember; — 
iJut  there  s  no  shooting  (save  grouse)  till  September. 

XLIX. 

I  ve  done  with  my  tirade.     The  world  was  gone; 

The  twice  two  thousand  for  whom  earth  was  made, 
Were  vnnish'd  to  be  what  they  call  alone, — 

That  is,  with  thirty  servants  for  parade, 
As  many  guests  or  more;  before  whom  groan 

A»  many  co\er>,  didy,  daily,  laid. 
Let  none  accuse  old  tiigl  inds  hospii»lity — 
its  quantity  is  but  condensed  to  quality. 

L. 
Lord  Henry  and  the  l,ady  Adeline 

Departed,  like  the  rest  of  their  eompeer-y. 
The  peerage,  to  a  mansion  very  fine; 

The  Gothic  Babel  of  a  thousand  years. 
None  than  themselves  could  boast  a  longer  line. 

Where  time  through  heroes  and   through   b«>au(ics 
steers ; 
And  oaks,  as  olden  as  their  pi-dign'r. 
Told  of  their  sires,  a  tomb  in  every  litr. 

LI. 
.V  paragraph  in  every  paper  told 

Uf  their  departure  .  such  is  modern  fdiin-  . 
T  is  pity  that  it  takes  no  further  hold 

Than  an  a«lvertisement,  or  murh  the  same  ; 
When,  ere  the  ink  be  dry,  the  sound  grovs  col  I. 

The  .Morning  Po<;t  was  foremost  to  proclaim — 
<«  Dep.Trlnre,  for  his  country  seat  to-dav. 
Lord  H.  .Amuudeville  and  Lady  A. 

Lll. 
•'We  iniderstand  the  sjdi  luliil  host  inKMuK 

T<»  encert.iiti,  this  autumn,  a  select 
And  numerous  party  of  liis  nolde  friends; 

.Mi(Kt   wliom.   we    have  lu-ard    from    source-.    i|Uite 
correct, 

The  Puke  of  I) the  siiooiirig  se.ison  spends. 

With  m.iny  moie  by  rank  aii»l  fashion  d«ck"<.l; 
j    .\lso  a  foici(;iier  ot  liijjli  condition, 
I    The  envoy  of  the  secret  Uussian  mission.') 


Lin. 

.\tid  thus  we  see — who  doubts  the  Morning  Post? 

(Whose  articles  are  like  the  m  thirty-nine, » 
Which  those  most  swear  to  \«ho  believe  them  most)  — 

Our  gay  Russ  Spaniard  was  ordain'd  (o  shine, 
Heck'd  by  the  rays  reflected  from  his  host. 

With  those  who,  Pope  says,  « greatly  daring  dine.^ 
'T  is  odd,  but  true, — last  war,  the  news  abounded 
Mure  with  these  dinners  than  the  kill'd  or  ^ouxKled.— 

LIV. 

As  thus  :  u  On  Thursday  there  was  a  grand  dinner; 

IVesent,  lords  A.  B.  G.n — Karls,  dukes,  by  name 
Announced  with  no  less  pomp  than  victory's  winner  : 

Then  underneath,  and  in  the  very  same 
Column  :  «  Date,  Falmouth,  There  has  lately  been  here 

The  slap-dash  regiment,  so  well  known  to  fame; 
Whose  loss  in  the  late  action  we  regret : 
The  vacancies  arc  hll'd  up — see  Gazette.* 

LV. 

To  Norman  Abbey  whirl'd  the  noble  pair, 

An  old,  old  raouastery  once,  and  now 
Still  older  mansion,  of  a  rich  and  rare 

Mix'd  Gothic,  such  as  artists  all  allow 
Tew  specimens  yet  left  us  can  compare 

Withal:  it  lies  perhaps  a  little  low, 
necau.se  the  monks  prcfcrr'd  a  hill  behind. 
To  shelter  their  devotion  from  the  wind. 

LVI. 
It  stood  embosom'd  in  a  happy  valley, 

Oown'd  by  high  woodlands,  where  the  Druid  o^ 
Stood  like  Caractacus  in  act  to  rally 

liis  host,  with  broad  arms  gainst  the  thunder-ktroke , 
.\nd  from  beneath  his  boughs  were  seen  to  sally 

The  da]>pled  foresters — as  day  awoke 
The  branching  stag  swept  down  with  all  bis  herd, 
I'o  quaff  a  brook  which  murmur'd  like  a  bird. 

LVIL 

before  the  mansion  lay  a  lucid  lake, 

Ih'oad  as  transparent,  deep,  and  freshly  fed 

By  a  river,  which  its  soften'd  way  did  take 
In  currents  through  the  calmer  water  spread 

.V round:  the  wild  fowl  nestled  in  the  brake 
And  sedges,  brooding  iu  their  liquid  bed  : 

The  woods  sloped  downwards  to  its  brink,  and  stood 

With  their  green  faces  fixd  upon  the  flood. 

LVI  II. 

Its  outlet  (lash'd  into  a  deep  cascade, 

Spaiklin;;  with  f«Ktm,  until  again  subsiding 

Its  shriller  echoes — like  au  infant  made 
Ouiot  —  sank  mto  softer  ripples,  gliding 

Into  .1  rivulet;  and,  thus  allav'd, 

I'uisiieil  its  course,  now  gleaming,  and  now  hiding 

Us  Miii'lings  through  the  woods;  now  clear,  now  Idue, 

AecdrJiiig  as  the  skies  their  shadows  threw. 

LIX. 

\  glorious  remn  int  of  the  Gothic  pile 

i^Wliile  yet  the  church  was  Home's)  stood  half  jpari 
In  a  grand  anh,  which  once  screen'd  many  an  aisJe 

These  last  had  disappear'd — a  loss  to  art : 
The  lirst  v<'t  frown'd  superbly  o'er  the  soil, 

.\ii(l  kiiiilli  d  feelings  iu  the  roughest  heart, 
\N  hit  h  inourn'd  the  power  of  time's  or  teni{>cst's  march. 
hi  g'</iug  on  that  venerable  arch. 
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LX. 
Within  a  niche,  nigh  to  iu  pinnacle, 

T-welve  saints  had  once  stood  sanctified  in  stone: 
But  these  had  fallen,  not  when  the  friars  Fell, 

But  in  the  war  which  struck  Charles  from  his  throne, 
\N'hf*n  each  house  was  a  forlalice — as  tell 

The  annals  of  full  many  a  line  undone, — 
Tlip  (jallant  cavaliers,  who  fought  in  vain 
For  those  who  knew  not  to  resign  or  reign. 

Lxr. 

liui  in  a  higher  niche,  alone,  but  crown'd. 
The  Virgin  Mother  of  the  God-born  child. 

With  her  son  in  her  bless'd  arms,  look'd  around. 
Spared  by  some  chance  when  all  beside  was  spoifd ; 

She  made  the  earth  below  seem  holy  ground. 
This  may  be  superstition,  weak  or  wild, 

Bui  even  the  ^intest  relics  of  a  shrine 

Of  any  worship  wake  soma  thoughts  divine. 

LXII. 
A  mighty  window,  hollow  in  the  centre. 

Shorn  of  its  (;lass  of  thousand  colourings. 
Through  which  the  deepen'd  glories  once  could  enter, 

Streaming  from  off  the  sun  like  seraphs'  wings, 
Now  yawns  all  desolate:  now  loud,  now  fainter. 

The  gale  sweeps  through  its  fretwork,  and  oft  sings 
The  owl  his  anthem,  where  the  silenced  quire 
Lie  with  their  hallelujahs  quencb'd  like  fire. 

LXIII. 
But  in  the  noontide  of  the  moon,  and  when 

The  wind  is  winged  from  one  point  of  heaven, 
There  moans  a  strange  unearthly  sound,  which  then 

Is  muucal — a  dying  accent  driven 
Through  the  huge  arch,  which  soars  and  sinks  again. 

Some  deem  it  but  the  distant  echo  given 
Back  to  the  night-wind  by  the  waterfall. 
And  barmoniied  by  the  old  choral  wall: 

LXIV. 
Others,  that  some  original  shape  or  form, 

Shaped  by  decay  perchance,  hath  given  the  power 
(Though  less  than  that  of  Memnon's  statue,  wmrm 

In  Egypt's  rays,  to  harp  at  a  fix'd  hour) 
To  this  grey  ruin,  with  a  voice  to  charm. 

Sad,  but  serene,  it  sweeps  o'er  tree  or  tower : 
The  cause  I  know  not,  nor  can  solve;  but  snch 
The  fact: — I  've  heard  it, — once  perhaps  too  much. 

LXV. 
Amidst  the  court  a  Gothic  founuin  play'd. 

Symmetrical,  but  deck'd  with  carvings  quaint- 
Strange  faces,  like  to  men  in  masquerade. 

And  here  perhaps  a  monster,  there  a  saint: 
The  spring  gush'd  througli  grim  mouths,  of  granite  made, 

And  sparkled  into  basins,  where  it  spent 
Its  little  torrent  in  a  thousand  bubbles. 
Like  man's  vain  glory,  and  his  vainer  troubles. 

LXVI. 
The  mansion's  self  was  vast  and  venerable, 

With  more  of  the  monastic  than  has  been 
KUewhere  preserved:  the  cloisters  still  were  stable, 

The  cells  too  and  refectory,  I  ween: 
An  exquisite  small  chapel  had  been  able, 

Still  unimpaird,  to  decorate  the  scene; 
The  rest  had  been  reform'd,  replaced,  or  sunk. 
And  spoke  more  of  the  baron  than  the  monk. 


LXVII. 
Huge  halls,  long  galleries,  spacious  chambers,  joio'd 

By  no  quite  lawful  marriage  of  the  arts. 
Might  shock  a  connoisseur:  but,  when  combined, 

Form'd  a  whole  which,  irregular  in  parts, 
Yet  left  a  grand  impression  on  the  mind. 

At  least  of  those  whose  eyes  are  in  their  hearts. 
We  gaze  upon  a  giant  for  his  stature, 
Nor  judge  at  first  if  all  be  true  to  nature. 

LXVIII. 
Steel  barons,  molten  the  next  generatioD 

To  silken  rows  of  gay  and  garter'd  earls. 
Glanced  from  the  walls  in  goodly  preservation ; 

And  Lady  Marys,  blooming  into  girls. 
With  fair  long  locks,  had  also  kept  their  station; 

And  countesses  mature  in  robes  and  pearls: 
Also  some  beauties  of  Sir  Peter  Leiy, 
Whose  drapery  hints  we  may  admire  them  freely: 

LXIX. 

Judges,  in  very  formidable  ermine, 

Were  there,  with  brows  that  did  not  much  invite 
The  accused  to  think  tlieir  lordships  would  determine 

His  cause  by  leaning  much  from  might  to  ri^t: 
Bishops  who  had  not  left  a  single  sermon ; 

Attorneys-general,  awful  to  the  sight. 
As  hinting  more  (unless  our  judgments  warp  us) 
Of  the  «  Sur  Cbamberi*  than  of  «  Habeas  Gorpua.* 

LXX. 
Generals,  some  all  in  armour,  of  the  old 

And  iron  time,  ere  lead  had  ta'en  the  lead; 
Others  in  wigs  of  Marlborough's  martial  fold, 

linger  than  twelve  of  our  degenerate  breed: 
Lordlings,  with  staves  of  white  or  keys  of  gold : 

Nimrods,  whose  canvas  scarce  contain'd  the  steed ; 
And  here  and  there  some  stern  high  patriot  stood, 
Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued. 

LXXL 

But,  ever  and  anon,  to  soothe  your  vision. 
Fatigued  with  these  hereditary  glories, 

There  rose  a  Carlo  Dolce  or  a  Titian, 
Or  wilder  group  of  savage  Salvatore's:  4 

(fere  danced  Albano's  boys,  and  here  the  sea  shone 
In  Vemet's  ocean  lights;  and  there  the  stories 

Of  martyrs  awed,  as  Spagnoletto  uiuted 

His  brush  v»ith  all  the  blood  of  all  the  sainted. 

Lxxn. 

Here  sweetly  spread  a  landscape  of  Lorraine ; 

There  Rembrandt  made  his  darkness  equal  light, 
Or  gloomy  Garavaggio's  gloomier  stain 

Bronced  o'er  some  lean  and  stoic  anchorite : — 
But  lo !  a  Teniers  woos,  and  not  in  vain. 

Your  eyes  to  revel  in  a  livelier  sight: 
His  hell-mouth'd  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite  Danish^ 
0  Dutch  with  thirst— What  ho !  a  flask  of  Rhenish. 

LXXIII. 
Oh,  reader!  if  that  thou  canst  read,— and  know 

T  is  not  enough  to  spell,  or  even  to  read. 
To  constitute  a  reader;  there  must  go 

Virtues  of  which  both  you  and  I  have  need. 
Firstly,  begin  with  the  beginning  (though 

That  clause  is  hard),  and  secondly,  proceed ; 
Thirdly,  commence  not  with  the  end— or,  sinning 
In  this  sort,  end  at  least  with  the  beginning. 
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LXXIV. 
Cut,  reader,  thou  hast  patient  been  of  late, 

While  I,  witiiout  remorse  of  rlivme,  or  fear. 
Have  built  aud  laid  out  (ground  at  Ruch  a  rate, 

Dan  IMuebus  takes  me  for  an  aurtioneer. 
That  poets  were  so  from  their  earliest  dale. 

By  Homers  «  Citalo(;ue  of  Shipsn  is  clear; 
Hilt  a  mere  inoilern  must  be  moderate — 
I  spare  you,  then,  the  furniture  and  plate. 

LXXV. 

The  niellnw  autumn  came,  and  with  it  came 
The  promised  party,  to  ciijoy  its  sweets. 

The  rorn  is  cut,  the  manor  full  of  game; 
The  pointer  ranges,  and  the  sportsman  beats 

In  russ«ft  jacket:— lyon-like  is  his  aim, 

Full  prow*  his  bag,  and  wondcr/u/  his  feats. 

.All,  nutbrowu  partridges!  ah,  brilliant  pheasants! 

.And  ah,  yc  ]^oachers! — T  is  uo  sport  for  peasants. 

I-XXVI. 
An  English  autumn,  though  it  hath  no  vines, 

Blushing  with  harchaut  coronals  along 
The  paths,  o'er  which  the  fair  festoon  entwines 

The  red  grape  in  the  sunny  lands  of  song. 
Hall,  yet  a  purchased  choice  of  ehoirpst  wines; 

The  claret  light,  and  the  madeira  filrong. 
If  Britain  mourn  her  bleakness,  we  can  tell  her, 
The  very  best  of  vineyards  is  the  cellar. 

rxxvii. 

Tlien,  if  she  hath  not  that  serene  decline 

Which  makes  the  southern  autumn's  day  appear 

As  if  t  would  to  a  second  spring  resign 
The  season,  rather  than  to  winier  drear, — 

()f  in-door  comforts  still  she  hath  a  mine,— 
The  sea-coal  fires,  the  earliest  of  the  year; 

Without  doors  too  she  may  compete  in  mellow, 

.\s  what  is  lost  in  green  is  gain  d  in  yellow. 

LXXVIH. 

And  for  the  effemmate  villeiiifiutum  — 

iUfo  with  more  horns  tiian  hounds — she  hath  the  chai.e, 
So  anunated  ihat  it  might  allure  a 

Saint  from  his  lieads  to  join  the  jocund  rice  ; 
Kven  Nimrod's  self  might  leave  the  plains  of  Dura,^ 

.And  wear  the  Mellon  jacki-t  for  a  spaee  :  — 
If  she  hath  no  wild  boars,  she  haih  a  tame 
Preserve  of  bores,  who  ought  lo  be  made  game. 

LX.XIX. 

The  noble  guests,  assembletl  at  the  abbey, 
(lousistetl  of — we  give  the  sex  the  pus — 

The  Duchess  of  litz-FuIke  ;  the  Countess  Crabbey; 
Tin-  Ladies,  Seilly.  lUKey ;   .Mis->  Lclat, 

.Miss  Bonibazi-en,  Mi>s  .Ma(  ksiay.  Miss  () Tabby, 
Aud  Mrs  llai»bi,  the  ru'h  banker's  S(|uaw : 

.Also  the  Honourable  Mrs  Sleep, 

\«  ho  lookd  a  white  lamb,  yet  was  a  black  sheep. 

LXXX. 

With  other  Countesses  of  Blank — but  rank; 

\\  onrc  tiie  «  he)>  .iiul  the  «<  «'lite)i  of  crowds; 
Who  pass  like  w.)ter  Hlirrd  in  a  tank, 

.Ml  purgeil  and  jiitnis  from  tlieir  nalive  clouds; 
<  h-  paper  turn  d  to  monev  bv  the  Bank. 

No  mailer  how  or  whv,  tiie  |)as,pnri  shrouds 
The  M  passce»  ;uirl  the  past;  ft»r  good  society 
Is  no  le-s  famed  for  (olcr-nice  than  piety: 


LXXXf. 

That  is,  up  to  a  certain  point ;  which  point 
Forms  the  most  dif6cult  in  puncruation. 

Appearances  appear  to  form  the  joint 
(3n  which  it  hinges  in  a  higher  statioo; 

And  so  that  no  explosion  cry  «  aroint 

Thee,  witch !»  or  each  Medea  has  her  Jason ; 

Or  (to  the  point  with  Horace  and  with  Pulci), 

u  Omne  tulit  punctum,  quae  miscuit  utile  dulci.» 

LXXXll. 

I  can't  exactly  trace  their  rule  of  right, 
Which  hath  a  little  leaning  to  a  lottery ; 

I  've  seen  a  virtuous  woman  put  down  quite 
By  the  mere  combination  of  a  coterie: 

Also  a  so-so  matron  boldly  fight 

Her  way  back  to  the  world  by  dint  of  ploltcry. 

And  shine  the  very  Stria  of  the  spheres. 

Escaping  with  a  few  slight  scarless  sneers. 

LXXXIII. 
1  "ve  seen  more  than  I  '11  say  : — but  we  will  see 

How  our  vilUgijialnra  will  get  on. 
The  party  might  consist  of  thirty-three 

Of  highest  caste — the  Dramins  of  the  ton. 
I  ve  named  a  few,  not  foremost  in  dcpree. 

But  ta'cn  at  hazard  as  the  rhyme  may  run. 
By  way  of  sprinkling,  scatter'd  amongst  these. 
There  also  Mere  some  Irish  absentees. 

LXXXIV. 

There  was  I'arolles,  too,  the  legal  bully, 

Who  limits  all  his  battles  to  the  bar 
And  senate:  wheu  invited  elsewhere,  truly. 

He  shows  more  a|)petiie  for  words  than  war. 
There  was  the  y"niig  bard  llackrhyme,  who  had  newh 

Come  out  and  glimmer  d  as  a  six-weeks'  star. 
There  was  Lord  Pyrrho,  too,  the  great  free-thinker; 
.Vnd  Sir  John  Poltledeep,  the  mighty  drinker. 

LXXXV. 

There  was  the  Duke  of  Dash,  who  was  a — duke, 
««.r\y,  every  inch  a»  duke;  there  were  twelve  peer* 

Like  Ciiarlemagnc's — and  all  such  peer*  in  look 
And  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  iu>r  ear^ 

For  eununoners  had  ever  ihem  mistook. 

There  were  the  six  .Mis>  Uawbolds — pretty  dear^  ' 

All  "iong  and  sentiment;  whose  hearts  were  set 

Less  on  a  couvetu  than  a  coronet. 

LXXXVL 

Thrre  were  four  honourable  Misters,  whose 

Honour  was  more  before  their  uames  than  after. 

There  was  ihe  preux  Chevalier  de  la  Kuse, 

Whom  rr.ince  and  Koriune  lately  deigu'd  to  wafi  Lit  rt\ 

Whose  chielly  harmless  talent  was  to  amuse; 
But  the  dubs  found  it  rather  serious  laughter, 

!!eiinse— such  was  his  magic  power  lo  pleas<?, — 

The  di(  e  scemd  charm  d  too  with  his  repartets. 

LXXX  VI L 

There  was  Diek  Dubious,  the  metaphyMci.^n, 
Who  loved  philosophy  and  a  good  dinner* 

An;:le,  the  soi-disanl  inathemalician; 

Sir  Henry  Sil\er-(  up  the  great  race-winucr. 

There  vv;is  the  Bcvcreud  Bottonuinl  Precisian, 
^^  ho  did  not  hale  so  mneli  the  sin  as  .siriner; 

And  Lord  Aui;ustus  Fitz-Plautagcnet. 

Cottd  at  all  things,  but  better  at  a  bet. 
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LXXXVIII. 
There  was  Jack  Jargon,  the  gigamic  guardsman; 

And  General  Firefiace,  fiamous  in  the  field, 
A  great  tactician,  and  no  less  a  swordsman. 

Who  ale,  last  war,  more  Yankees  titan  he  kilFd. 
There  was  the  waggish  Welch  Judge,  Jcfferies  liardsman, 

lu  his  grave  office  so  completely  skill'd. 
That  when  a  culprit  came  for  condemnation, 
Ue  had  his  judge's  joke  for  consolation. 

LXXXIX. 
Good  company  's  a  chess-board — there  are  kings, 

^)ueeos,  bishops,  knights,  rooks,  pawns;  the  world's  a 
game; 
Save  that  the  puppets  pull  at  their  own  stnngs; 

Melhinks  gay  Punch  h^th  something  of  the  same. 
My  .Mu!M>,  the  butterfly,  hath  but  her  wings, 

Not  stiogs,  and  flits  through  ether  without  aim, 
Alijjhting  rarely  :  were  she  but  a  hornet. 
Perhaps  there  might  be  vices  which  would  mourn  it. 

xa 

I  li.id  forgotten — but  must  not  forget — 

An  orator,  the  latest  of  the  session, 
Who  had  deliver'd  well  a  very  set 

Smooth  speech,  his  first  and  maidenly  traosgretsion 
Upon  debate  :  the  papers  echoed  yet 

With  this  debikt,  which  made  a  strong  impression. 
And  rank'd  with  what  is  every  day  display'd*— 
«  The  best  first  speech  that  ever  yet  was  made.** 

XCI. 
Proud  of  his  «  Hear  hims!**  proud  too  of  his  vote. 

And  lost  virgiaity  of  oratory. 
Proud  of  his  learning  (just  enough  to  quote), 

He  revell'd  in  his  Ciceronian  glory  : 
With  memory  excellent  to  get  by  rote, 

With  wit  to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story ; 
Graced  with  some  merit  and  with  more  effrontery, 
M  His  country's  pride,*  he  came  down  to  the  country. 

XCII. 
There  also  were  two  wits  by  acclamation. 

Longbow  from  Ireland,  Strongbow  from  tlie  Tweed, 
Both  lawyers,  and  both  men  of  education; 

But  Strongbow's  wit  was  of  more  polish'd  breed : 
Longbow  was  rich  in  an  imagination 

As  beautiful  and  bounding  as  a  steed. 
But  sometimes  stumbling  over  a  potatoe, — 
While  Strougbow's  best  things  might  have  come  from 
Cato. 

xcin. 

Strongbow  was  like  a  new-tuned  harpsichord ; 

Rut  Longbow  wild  as  an  iColian  harp, 
With  which  the  winds  of  heaven  can  claim  accord. 

And  make  a  music,  whether  flat  or  sharp. 
Of  Strongbow's  talk  you  would  not  change  a  word; 

At  Longbow's  phrases  you  might  sometimes  carp : 
Roth  wits — one  born  so,  and  the  other  bred. 
This  by  his  heart — his  rival  by  bis  head. 

XCIV. 
If  all  these  seem  a  heterogeneous  mass. 

To  be  assembled  at  a  country-seat. 
Yet  think  a  specimen  of  every  class 

Is  better  tliao  a  humdrum  tete-^-tete. 
The  days  of  comedy  are  gone,  alas! 

When  Gongreve's  fool  could  vie  with  Moli^re's  bete : 
Society  is  smootlied  to  that  excess, 
That  manners  liardly  differ  more  than  dress. 


XCV. 
Our  ridicules  are  kept  in  the  back  ground, 

Ridiculous  enough,  bnt  also  dull ; 
Professions  too  are  no  more  to  be  found 

Professional;  and  tliere  is  nought  to  cull 
Of  folly's  fruit ;  for  though  yoor  fools  abouiid. 

They  're  barren  and  not  worth  the  paint  to  puJI. 
Society  is  now  one  polish'd  horde, 
Form'd  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  Bores  and  Bored. 

XCVL 
But  from  being  farmers,  we  turn  gleaners,  gleaning 

The  scanty  but  right  well  thresh'd  ears  of  truth ; 
And.  gentle  reader!  when  you  gather  meaning. 

You  may  be  Boai,  and  I — modest  Ruth. 
Further  I  'd  quote,  but  Scripture,  interveniog, 

Forbids.    A  great  impression  in  my  youth 
Was  made  by  Mrs  Adains,  where  she  cries 
«  That  scriptures  out  of  church  are  blasphemies.  i»7 

XGVII. 
But  when  we  can,  we  glean  in  this  rile  age 

Of  chaff,  although  our  gleanings  be  not  grist. 
I  must  not  quite  omit  the  talking  sage, 

Kit-Gat,  the  famous  conversationist, 
W*ho,  in  his  common-place  book,  had  a  page 

Prepared  each  room  for  evenings.   «  lAslf  oh  list!*— 
«  Alas,  poor  ghost  In — Wliat  unexpected  woes 
Await  those  who  have  studied  their  bons-mots! 

XGVIII. 
Firstly,  they  must  allure  the  conversation 

By  many  windings  to  their  clever  clinch  ; 
And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion. 

Nor  bate  (abate)  their  hearers  of  an  inch. 
But  take  aii  ell — and  make  a  great  sensation. 

If  possible;  and  thirdly,  never  flinch 
When  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the  lest, 
But  seize  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt 's  the  best. 

XCLX. 
Lord  Henry  and  his  lady  were  the  hosts } 

The  party  we  have  touch'd  on  were  the  guests : 
Their  table  was  a  board  to  tempt  even  ghosts 

To  pass  the  Styx  for  more  substantial  ftasts. 
I  will  not  dwell  upon  ragoAts  or  roasts, 

Albeit  all  human  history  attests 
That  happiness  for  man — the  hungry  Hnner!— 
Since  Eve  ate  apples,  much  depends  on  dinner. 

C. 
Witness  the  lands  which  «  Uow'd  with  milk  and  honey,** 

Held  out  unto  the  hungry  Israelites : 
To  this  we  've  added  since  the  love  of  money. 

The  only  sort  of  pleasure  which  requites. 
Youth  fades,  and  leaves  our  days  no  longer  sumy ; 

We  tire  of  mistresses  and  parasites : 
But  oh,  ambrosial  cash!  ah !  who  would  lose  thee? 
When  we  no  more  can  use,  or  tsen  abuse  thee! 

CI. 
The  gentlemen  got  up  betimes  to  shoot. 

Or  hunt;  tlie  young  because  they  liked  the  sport — 
The  first  thing  boys  like  after  play  and  fruit  : 

The  middle-aged,  to  make  the  day  nsore  short; 
For  ennui  is  a  growth  of  English  root. 

Though  nameless  in  our  language;  we  retort 
The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French  translate 
That  awful  yawn  which  sleep  cannot  abate. 
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CI  I. 
The  elderly  walk'd  through  the  library. 

And  tumbled  books,  or  criticised  the  pictures, 
Or  saunterd  through  the  gardens  piteously. 

And  made  upon  the  hothouse  i^everal  strictures, 
Or  rode  a  nag  which  trotted  not  too  hi(]h, 

Or  on  the  morning  papers  read  their  lectures. 
Or  on  the  watch  their  longing  eyes  would  fix. 
Longing,  at  sixty,  for  the  hour  of  six. 

cm. 

But  none  were  «  gene :»  the  great  hour  of  union 
Was  rung  by  dinner's  knell;  till  then  all  were 

Masters  of  their  own  time — or  in  communion. 
Or  solitary,  as  they  chose  to  bear 

The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  is  but  to  few  known. 
Kach  rose  up  at  his  own,  and  had  to  spare 

What  lime  he  chose  for  dress,  and  broke  his  fast 

Where,  when,  and  how  he  chose  for  that  repast. 

CIV. 
The  ladies — some  rouged,  some  a  liitle  pale — 

Met  the  morn  as  they  might.     If  fine,  they  rode. 
Or  walk'd;  if  foul,  they  rea<l,  or  told  a  tale; 

Sung,  or  rehearsed  the  last  dance  from  abroad; 
Discu^s'd  the  fashion  which  might  next  prevail; 

And  settled  boinu'ts  by  the  neweit  code; 
Or  cranun'd  twelve  «.heels  into  one  little  letter. 
To  make  each  correspondent  a  new  debtor. 

CY. 
For  some  had  absent  lovers,  nil  had  friends. 

The  earth  has  nothing  like  a  shf'-epistle. 
And  hardly  heaven — because  it  never  ends. 

I  love  the  mystery  of  a  female  missal, 
WMiich,  like  a  creed,  neer  says  all  it  intends. 

Rut  full  of  cunning  as  l''lysses'  whistle. 
When  he  allured  poor  Dolon  : — you  had  better 
Take  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a  letter. 

CVI. 
Then  there  were  billiards;  cards  too,  but  no  dice; 

Save  in  the  Clubs  no  man  of  honour  plays;  — 
Boats  when  t  was  water,  skaitiug  when  t  was  ice. 

And  the  hard  frosts  destroy'd  the  scenting  days  : 
And  angling  too,  that  .solitary  vice, 

Whatever  Kaac  W.ilton  siugs  or  says  : 
The  quaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb,  in  his  gullet 
Should  have  a  hook,  and  a  small  trout  to  pull  it.'^ 

CVI  I. 
With  evening  came  the  banquet  and  the  wine; 

The  conversazione;  the  duct, 
Attuned  by  \oices  more  or  less  divine 

(.My  heart  or  head  aches  with  the  memory  yet). 
The  four  Miss  I\awbolds  in  a  glee  would  shine; 

Hut  the  two  youngest  lovcil  more  to  be  set 
Down  to  the  harp — because  to  nuisic"<i  ciinrms 
They  added  graceful  ncck\,  white  hau«ls  and  arms. 

CVIII. 

Sometimes  a  dance  (though  rarely  on  field  days, 
I        For  then  the  gentlemen  were  rather  tired) 

Di-ipi.iy'd  some  sylph-like  (ignres  in  its  ni.i/e  : 
,        Then  there  was  ^rnall-t.dk  re.idy  >i»heM  required; 
j    Flirtation — but  decorous;  the  mere  prai>,e 

Of  ciiarms  that  should  or  should  not  be  admire<l ; 
I    The  hunters  fou'^;ht  their  fox-hunt  o'er  again, 

.\iul  then  refreaied  ^oherlv — at  ten. 


CI.\. 

The  politicians,  in  a  nook  apart, 

Discuss'd  the  world,  and  settled  all  the  spheres; 
The  wits  watch'd  every  loop-hole  for  their  an. 

To  introduce  a  bon>mot  head  and  cars; 
Small  is  the  rest  of  those  who  would  be  .smart, 

A  moment's  good  thing  may  have  cost  thera  years 
Before  they  find  an  hour  to  introduce  it. 
And  theu,  even  Uien  some  bore  may  make  ihem  lose  it. 

ex. 

But  all  was  gentle  and  aristocratic 

In  this  our  party;  polish'd,  smooth,  and  cold. 
As  Phidian  forms  cut  out  of  marble  Attic, 

There  now  are  no  Squire  Westerns,  as  of  old; 
.\nd  our  Sophias  are  not  so  emphatic, 

But  fair  as  then,  or  fairer  to  behold. 
We  "ve  no  aeconipli>hd  blackguards,  like  Tom  Jone^ 
But  gentlemen  in  stays,  as  stiff  as  atones. 

CXI. 

They  separated  at  an  early  hour; 

That  is,  ere  midnight — which  is  Londons  noon 
But  in  the  couutry  ladies  seek  iheir  bower 

A  little  earlier  than  the  waning  mooa. 
Peace  to  the  slumbers  of  each  folded  Hower — 

May  the  rose  call  back  its  true  colours  soon ! 
Good  hours  of  fair  cheeks  are  the  fairest  tiatM^, 
And  lower  the  price  of  rouge — at  least  tome  winter*.. 


r.AlNTO  XIV. 


I. 

If  from  great  Nature's  or  our  own  abys.s 

Of  thought  we  could  but  snatch  a  certainly. 

Perhaps  mankind  might  iind  the  path  they  miss — 
But  then  t  would  spoil  much  good  philoM>phy. 

One  system  eats  another  up,  and  this 
Much  as  old  Saturn  ate  his  progeny; 

For  when  his  pious  consort  gave  him  stones 

In  lieu  of  sons,  of  these  he  made  no  bones. 

II. 

But  system  doth  reverse  the  Titan's  breakfast. 
And  eats  her  parents,  albeit  the  digestion 

Is  difficult.     Pray  tell  me,  can  you  make  fast. 
After  due  se;irch,  your  faith  to  any  question? 

Look  back  o'er  ages,  ere  unto  the  stake  fa*l 

You  bind  yourself,  and  call  some  mode  the  b*»s,i  oo* 

Nothiug  more  true  than  not  to  trust  your  senses; 

And  yet  what  are  your  other  evidence"?? 

III. 
For  me,  I  know  nought;  nothing  I  deny, 

.\dniit,  reject,  contemn;  and  what  know  you, 
Kxerpt  perhaps  that  you  were  born  to  die? 

.Vnd  both  may  after  all  turn  out  untrue. 
An  a{;e  may  come,  font  of  eternity. 

^Vhen  nothing  shall  be  either  old  or  new. 
heath,  •^o  eaild,  is  a  thing  which  makes  men  w^r«p. 
And  yet  a  third  of  life  is  p;us'd  io  sleep. 
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IV. 

A  sleq>  without  dreams,  after  a  roD|^  day 

Of  toil,  it  what  we  covet  moat;  and  yet 
Uov  clay  iihrioks  back  from  more  quiescent  chiyl 

The  very  suicide,  that  pays  his  debt 
At  once  without  iostalmeots  (an  old  way 

Of  paying  debts,  which  creditors  regret) 
Lets  out  impatiently  his  rushing  breath, 
Less  from  disgust  of  life  than  dread  of  death. 

V. 
T  is  round  him,  near  him,  here,  there,  every  where ; 

And  there  *s  a  courage  which  grows  out  of  fear, 
Perhaps  of  all  most  desperate,  which  will  dare 

The  worst  to  know  it : — when  the  mountains  rear 
Their  peaks  beneath  your  human  foot,  and  there 

You  look  down  o'er  the  precipice,  and  drear 
The  gulf  of  rock  yawns,— you  can't  gaxe  a  minute 
Without  an  awful  wish  to  plunge  witliin  it. 

VI. 
T  is  true,  you  don't — but,  pale  and  struck  with  terror, 

Retire  :  but  look  into  your  past  impression! 
And  you  will  find,  though  shuddering  at  the  mirror 

Of  your  own  thoughu,  in  all  their  self-confession, 
The  lurking  bias,  be  it  truth  or  error, 

To  the  unknown;  a  secret  prepossession, 
To  plunge  with  all  your  fears— but  where!  You  know  not, 
And  that 's  the  reason  why  you  do — or  do  not. 

VII. 
But  wliat  's  this  to  the  purpose  7  you  will  say. 

Gent,  reader,  nothing ;  a  mere  speculation, 
For  which  my  sole  excuse  is — 't  is  my  way. 

Sometimes  wiC/i  and  sometimes  without  occasion, 
I  write  what 's  uppermost,  without  delay  : 

This  narrative  is  not  meant  for  narration, 
But  a  mere  airy  and  fantastic  basis. 
To  build  up  common  things  with  common-places. 

VIII. 
You  know,  or  don't  know,  that  great  Bacon  saith, 

«  Fling  up  a  straw,  't  will  show  the  way  the  wind 
blows;  N 
And  such  a  straw,  borne  on  by  human  breatli, 

Is  poesy,  according  as  the  mind  glows; — 
A  paper  kite  which  flies  'twixt  life  and  death, 

A  shadow  which  the  onward  soul  behind  throws: 
And  mine  's  a  bubble  not  blown  up  for  pra'ise. 
But  just  to  play  with,  as  an  infant  plays. 

IX. 
The  world  is  all  before  me — or  behind ; 

For  I  have  seen  a  portion  of  that  same. 
And  quite  enough  for  me  to  keep  in  mind; — 

Of  passions  too,  I  've  proved  enough  to  blame, 
To  the  great  pleasure  of  our  friends,  mankind. 

Who  like  to  mix  some  slight  alloy  with  feme  : 
For  I  was  rather  famous  in  my  time. 
Until  I  fairly  knock'd  it  up  with  rhyme. 

X. 

I  have  brought  this  wbrld  about  my  cars,  and  eke 
The  other  :  that 's  to  say,  tlie  clergy— who 

Upon  my  head  have  bid  their  thunders  break 
In  pious  libels  by  no  means  a  few; 

And  yet  1  can  t  help  scribbling  once  a-week, 
Tiring  old  readers,  nor  discovering  new. 

In  youth  I  wrote  because  my  mind  was  full. 

And  now  because  I  feel  it  growing  dull. 


XI. 
But  «why  then  publish  T» — There  are  no  rewards 

Of  feme  or  profit,  when  the  world  grows  weary. 
I  ask  in  turn, — why  do  yon  play  at  cardsT 

Why  drink?  Why  read?— To  make  some  hour  less 
dreary. 
It  occupies  me  to  turn  back  regards 

On  what  I  've  seen  or  ponder d,  sad  or  cheery; 
And  what  I  write  I  cast  upon  the  stream, 
To  swim  or  sink — I  have  had  at  least  my  dream. 

XII. 
I  think  that  were  I*  ccrfam  of  success, 

I  hardly  could  compose  another  line  : 
So  long  I  've  battled  either  more  or  less. 

That  no  defeat  can  drive  me  feom  tlie  Nine. 
This  feeling  *t  is  not  easy  to  express. 

And  yet 't  is  not  affected,  1  opuie. 
In  play,  there  are  two  pleasures  for  your  chasing— 
The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losmg. 

XIII. 
Besides,  my  Muse  by  no  meaus  deals  in  fiction  : 

She  gathers  a  repertory  of  fecu. 
Of  course  with  some  reserve  and  slight  restriction, 

But  mostly  sings  of  human  things  and  acu — 
And  that 's  one  cause  she  meets  with  contradiction; 

For  too  much  truth,  at  first  sight,  ne'er  attracts; 
And  were  her  object  only  what 's  call'd  glory. 
With  more  ease  too,  she  'd  tell  a  different  story. 

XIV. 

Love,  war,  a  tempest— surely  there's  variety; 

Abo  a  seasoning  slight  of  lucubration; 
A  bird's-eye  view  too  of  that  wild,  Society ; 

A  slight  glance  thrown  on  men  of  every  sUtion. 
If  you  have  nought  else,  here 's  at  least  satiety 

Both  in  performance  and  in  preparation; 
And  though  these  lines  should  only  line  portmanteaus. 
Trade  will  be  all  the  better  for  diese  cantos. 

XV. 

The  portion  of  this  world  which  I  at  present 
Have  taken  up  to  fill  the  following  sermon. 

Is  one  of  which  there  'a  no  description  recent : 
The  reason  why,  is  easy  to  determine  : 

Although  it  seems  both  prominent  and  pleasant. 
There  is  a  sameness  in  its  gems  and  ermine, 

A  dull  and  femily  likeness  through  all  ages, 

Of  no  great  promise  for  poetic  pages. 

XVI. 
With  much  to  excite,  there  's  little  to  exalt; 

Nothing  that  speaks  to  all  men  and  all  times; 
A  sort  of  varnish  over  every  feull ; 

A  kind  of  common-place,  even  in  their  crimes; 
Factitious  passions,  wit  without  much  salt, 

A  want  of  tliat  true  nature  which  sublimes 
W^hate'er  it  shows  with  truth;  a  smooth  monotony 
Of  character,  in  those  at  least  who  have  got  any. 

XVII. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  like  soldiers  off  parade, 

They  break  their  ranks  and  gladly  leave  the  drill; 
But  then  the  roll-call  draws  them  back  afraid, 

And  they  must  be  or  seem  what  they  were  :  still 
Doubtless  it  is  a  briUianl  masquerade; 

But  when  of  the  first  sight  you  have  had  your  fill, 
It  palls— at  least  it  did  so  upon  me. 
This  paradise  of  pleasure  and  ennui, 
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XVlll. 

When  we  have  made  our  love,  and  gamed  our  gaming, 
Dress'd,  voted,  shone,  and,  may  be,  something  more ; 

With  dandies  dined;  heard  senators  declaiming; 
Seen  beauties  brouglit  to  market  by  the  score; 

Sad  rakes  to  sadder  husbands  chastely  taming ; 
There  's  litte  left  but  to  be  bored  or  bore. 

Witness  those  »  ci-devant  jeunes  hotnmein  who  stem 

The  stream,  nor  leave  the  world  which  leaveth  them. 

XIX. 

T  is  said — indeed  a  general  complaint — 
That  no  one  has  succeeded  in  describing 

The  monde  exactly  as  they  ought  to  paint. 

Some  say,  that  authors  only  snatch,  by  bribing 

The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange  and  quaint, 
To  furnish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing; 

And  that  their  books  have  but  one  style  in  common — 

My  lady's  prattle,  filter  d  through  her  woman. 

XX. 

But  this  can't  well  be  true,  just  now;  for  writers 
Are  grown  of  the  beau  monde  a  part  potential  : 

I  've  seen  them  balance  even  the  scale  with  fighters, 
Especially  when  young,  for  that 's  essential. 

Why  do  their  sketches  fail  them  as  inditers 

Of,  what  they  deem  themselves  most  consequential, 

The  real  portrait  of  the  highest  tribe? 

T  is  that,  in  fact,  there  s  little  to  describe. 

XXI. 

M  Baud  ignarti  loquor:»  these  are  nugte^  «<  quarum 

Pars  parva  fui,»  but  still  art  and  part. 
Now  I  could  much  more  easily  sketch  a  harem, 

A  battle,  wreck,  or  history  of  the  heart. 
Than  these  things;  and  besides,  1  wish  to  spare  'em. 

For  reasons  which  I  chusc  to  keep  apart. 
«  f^etabo  Cereris  sacnim  qui  vulgarit,r> 
Which  means,  that  vulgar  people  must  not  share  it. 

XXII. 

And  therefore  what  1  throw  off  is  ideal — 

Lower'd,  leaven'd,  like  a  history  of  Freemasons; 

Which  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  real. 
As  Captain  Parry's  voyage  may  do  to  Jason's. 

The  grand  arcanum  's  not  for  men  to  sec  all ; 
My  music  has  some  mystic  diapasons; 

And  there  is  much  which  could  not  be  appreciated 

In  any  manner  by  the  uninitiated. 

XXIIl. 

Alas!  worlds  fall — and  woman,  since  she  fell'd 
The  world  (as,  since  that  history,  less  polite 

Than  true,  hath  been  a  creed  so  strictly  held), 
lias  not  yet  given  up  the  practice  quite. 

Poor  thing  of  usages !  coerced,  compell'd, 

Victim  when  wrong,  and  martyr  ofi  when  right, 

Condenin'd  to  child-bed,  as  men,  for  their  sins, 

Have  shaving  too  entailed  upon  their  chins, — 

XXIV. 

A  daily  plague  which,  in  the  aggregate, 

May  average  on  the  vhole  M'ith  parturition. 

But  as  to  women,  who  can  penetrate 

The  ical  sufferings  of  their  she  condition? 

M;in  's  very  sympathy  with  llieir  estate 

lias  much  of  selfishness  and  more  suspicion. 

Their  love,  lUeir  virtue,  beauty,  education, 

Rut  form  good  housekeepers,  lo  hired  a  nation. 


XXV. 

All  this  were  Tery  well,  and  can't  be  better; 

But  even  this  is  difficult,  Heaven  knows! 
So  many  troubles  from  her  birth  beset  her. 

Such  small  distinction  between  friends  aod  foes ! 
The  gilding  wears  so  soon  from  off  her  fetter. 

That but  ask  any  woman  if  she  'd  cbiise 

(Take  her  at  thirty,  that  is)  to  have  been 
Female  or  male?  a  schoolboy  or  a  queen? 

XXVI. 

u  Petticoat  influence  »  is  a  great  reproach. 

Which  even  those  who  obey  would  fain  be  thoaght 

To  fly  from,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  roach; 

But,  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  we  are  broagbt 

By  various  joltings  of  life's  hackney-coach, 
I  for  one  venerate  a  petticoat — 

A  garment  of  a  mystical  sublimity, 

No  matter  whetlier  russet,  silk,  or  dimity. 

XXVIl. 
Much  I  respect,  and  much  I  have  adored. 

In  my  young  days,  that  chaste  and  goodly  Teil, 
Which  holds  a  treasure,  like  a  miser's  hoard. 

And  more  attracts  by  all  it  doth  conceal — 
A  golden  scabbard  on  a  Damasque  sword, 

A  loving  letter  with  a  mystic  seal, 
A  cure  for  grief— for  what  can  ever  rankle 
Before  a  petticoat  and  peeping  ancle  ? 

XXVIII. 

And  when  upon  a  silent,  sullen  day 

With  a  sirocco,  for  example,  blowing, — 

When  even  the  sea  looks  dim  with  all  its  spray. 
And  sulkily  the  river's  ripple  's  flowing, 

And  the  sky  shows  that  very  ancient  grey. 
The  sober,  sad  antithesis  to  glowing, — 

'T  is  pleasant,  if  then  any  thing  is  pleasant., 

To  catch  a  glimpse  even  of  a  pretty  peasant. 

XXIX. 

We  left  our  heroes  and  our  heroines 

In  that  fair  clime  which  don't  depend  on  climate, 
Ouite  independent  of  the  Zodiac's  signs. 

Though  certainly  more  difficult  to  rhyme  at. 
Because  the  sun  and  stars,  and  aught  that  shines. 

Mountains,  and  all  we  can  be  most  sublime  at, 
Arc  there  oft  dull  and  dreary  as  a  dun — 
Whether  a  sky's  or  tradesman's  is  all  one. 

XXX. 

And  in-door  life  is  less  poetical ; 

And  out-of-door  hath  showers,  and  mists,  and  sleet. 
With  which  I  could  not  brew  a  pastoral. 

But  be  it  as  it  may,  a  bard  must  meet 
All  difficulties,  whether  great  or  small. 

To  spoil  his  undertaking  or  complete, 
And  work  away  like  spirit  upon  matter, 
F.mbarrass'd  somewhat  both  with  fire  and  water. 

xxxr. 

Juan — in  this  respf»ct  at  least  like  saints- 
Was  all  tilings  unto  people  of  all  sorts. 

And  lived  tontentedly,  without  complaints. 
In  camps,  in  ships,  in  cottages,  or  courts — 

Born  with  that  happy  soul  which  seldom  faint*. 
And  mingling  modestly  in  toils  or  sports. 

lie  likewise  could  be  most  things  to  ail  women. 

Without  the  coxcombry  of  certain  she-men. 


XXXH. 

A  fox-hunt  10  a  forei^er  if  striii||e ; 

T  i«  also  subject  to  the  double  d«n((er 
Of  tumbling  first,  and  having  in  exchange 

Some  pleasant  jesting  at  the  awkward  stranger ; 
But  Juan  had  been  early  taught  to  range, 

The  wilds,  as  doth  an  Arab  tum'd  avenger, 
So  that  hi«  horse,  or  charger,  hunter,  back. 
Knew  that  be  had  a  ridrr  on  his  back. 

XXXIII. 

And  now  in  this  new  field,  with  some  appUuse, 

He  clear'd  hedge,  ditch,  and  double  post,  and  rail. 
And  never  craned^^  and  made  but  few  mfmux  pa$^» 

Aod  only  fretted  when  the  scent  'gan  Hi\. 
He  broke,  't  is  true,  some  sututet  of  the  Uws 

Of  hunting — for  the  sagest  youth  is  frail; 
Rode  o'er  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  tbeo. 
And  once  o'er  several  country  gentlemen. 

XXXIV. 
But,  on  the  whole,  to  general  admiration 

He  acquitted  both  himself  and  horse :  the  squires 
MarveU'd  at  merit  of  another  nation : 
The  boors  cried  «  Dang  it !  who  'd  have  thought  itT»— 
Sires, 
The  Neslors  of  the  sporting  generation, 

Swore  praises,  and  recalFd  their  former  fires; 
The  huntsman's  self  relented  to  a  grin, 
And  rated  him  almost  a  whipper-in. 

XXXV. 
Such  were  his  trophies ;— not  of  spear  aod  shield. 

But  leaps,  and  bursts,  and  sometimes  foxes'  brushes; 
Yet  I  must  own,— although  in  this  I  yield 

To  patriot  sympathy  a  Briton's  blushes,^ 
He  thought  at  heart  like  courtly  Chesterfield, 

Who,  after  a  long  cluse  o'er  hills,  dales,  bushes, 
And  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all  price, 
Ask'd,  next  day,  « if  men  ever  hunted  (ivice  7» 

XXXVI. 

He  also  bad  a  quality  uncommon 

To  early  risers  after  a  long  chase. 
Who  wake  in  winter  ere  the  cock  can  summon 

December's  drowsy  cUy  to  his  dull  race, — 
A  quality  agreeable  to  woman. 

When  her  soft  liquid  words  run  on  apace, 
Who  likea  a  listener,  whether  saint  or  sinner, — 
He  did  not  f^iX  asleep  just  after  dinner. 

XXXVII. 

But,  light  and  airy,  stood  on  the  alert. 
And  shone  in  the  best  part  of  dialogue, 

By  humouring  always  what  they  might  assert, 
Aod  listening  to  the  topics  most  in  vogue: 

Now  grjve,  now  gay,  but  uever  dull  or  pert ; 
And  smiUog  but  in  secret— cunuing  rogue! 

He  ne'er  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer; 

In  short,  there  never  was  a  better  hearer. 

X.XXVIII. 
And  then  be  danced; — all  foreigners  excel 

The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 
Of  pantomime, — he  danced,  I  say,  right  well. 

With  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sense — 
A  thing  in  footing  indispen!«hle  : 

He  danced  without  theatrical  pretence. 
Not  like  a  ballet-master  in  the  van 
Of  his  drill'd  nymphs,  hot  like  a  gefltleman. 


XXXiX. 
Chaste  were  bis  steps,  cMh  kept  within  doe  booad. 

And  elegance  was  sprinkled  o'er  his  figure; 
Like  swift  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimm'd  the  ground. 

And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  rigoor ; 
Aod  then  he  had  an  ear  for  music's  sound. 

Which  might  defy  a  crotchet-critic's  rigour. 
Such  classic  |mj— sans  Baws — set  off  oar  hero, 
He  glanced  like  a  penonified  botero ; 

XL. 
Or,  like  a  flying  hour  before  Aurora, 

In  Guido's  fomous  fireseo,  which  alone 
Is  worth  a  lour  to  Rome,  although  no  more  a 

Remnant  were  there  of  the  old  worid's  sole  throne. 
The  «  foul  en$€tmhU»  of  his  movements  wore  a 

Grace  of  the  soft  ideal,  seldom  shown, 
Aod  ne'er  to  be  deacrilied  ;  for,  to  the  dolour 
Of  bards  and  proaers,  words  are  Toid  of  colour. 

XLl. 

No  marvel  then  he  was  a  fovourite; 

A  full-grown  Cupid,  very  much  admired ; 
A  little  spoil'd,  but  by  no  means  so  quite ; 

At  least  he  kept  his  vanity  retired. 
Such  was  his  tact,  he  could  alike  delight 

The  chaste,  aod  those  who  are  not  so  much  inspired. 
The  Duchess  of  Fitx-Fulke,  who  loved  «  fracasserie,* 
Began  to  treat  him  with  some  small  «  a^ncen'e.* 

XLU. 
She  was  a  fine  and  somewhat  full-hiown  blonde. 

Desirable,  distinguish'd,  celebrated 
For  several  winters  in  the  grand,  grand  moiuU. 

I  'd  rather  not  say  what  might  be  related 
Of  her  exploits,  for  this  were  ticklish  ground; 

Besides  there  might  be  falsehood  in  what 's  sUlsd  : 
Her  late  performance  had  been  a  dead  set 
At  Lord  Augustus  Fitx-Plantagenet. 

XLHL 
This  noble  personage  began  to  look 

A  little  black  upon  this  new  flirtation ; 
But  such  small  licenses  must  lovers  brook. 

Mere  freedoms  of  the  female  corporation. 
Woe  to  the  man  who  ventures  a  rebuke! 

T  will  but  precipitate  a  sitiution 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators  when  th«y  count  on  woman. 

XLIV. 

The  circle  smiled,  then  whisper'd,  and  then  sneer  d ; 

The  Misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frown'd; 
Some  hoped  things  might  not  turn  out  as  they  fear  d ; 

Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could  be  found; 
Some  ne'er  believed  one  half  of  what  they  heard ; 

Some  look'd  perplex  d,  and  others  look'd  profound ; 
And  several  pitied  with  sincere  regret 
Poor  Lord  Augustus  Fitx-Planlagenet. 

XLV. 
But,  what  is  odd,  none  ever  named  the  duke. 

Who,  one  might  think,  was  sonoething  in  the  affair. 
True,  he  was  absent,  and,  't  was  rumour'd,  took 

But  small  concern  about  the  when,  or  where. 
Or  what  bis  consort  did :  if  he  could  brook 

Her  gaieties,  none  had  a  right  to  stare : 
Theirs  was  that  best  of  unions,  past  all  doubt, 
W^bich  never  meets,  and  therefore  can't  fisll  out. 
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xLvr. 

But,  oh  that  I  should  ever  pen  so  sad  a  line! 

Fired  vilh  an  abstract  love  of  virtue,  she, 
3Iy  Diau  of  the  Kphesinns,  Lady  Adeline, 

Ue(;an  to  think  the  duchess'  conduct  free; 
Regretting  much  that  she  had  chosen  so  bad  a  lioe, 

And,  waxing  chiller  in  her  courtesy, 
Look'd  grave  and  pale  to  see  her  friend's  fragility, 
For  which  most  friends  reserve  their  sensibility. 

XLVII. 

There's  nou[;ht  in  this  bad  world  like  sympathy : 
'T  is  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  face; 

Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh, 

And  robes  .sweet  friendship  in  a  Brussels  lace. 

Without  a  friend,  what  were  humanity, 
To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a  good  grace? 

Consoling  us  with — «  Would  you  had  thought  twice! 

Ah!  if  you  liad  but  follow'd  my  advice !» 

XLVIII. 

Oh,  Job  I  you  had  two  friends  :  one  's  quite  enough, 

Kspecially  when  we  are  ill  at  ease; 
They  re  but  bad  pilots  when  the  weather  's  rough, 

Doctors  less  famous  for  their  cures  than  fees. 
Let  no  man  grumble  when  his  friends  fall  off, 

As  they  will  do  like  leaves  at  the  fir^t  breeze : 
When  your  affairs  come  roimd,  one  way  or  t'  other, 
(lO  to  the  coffee-house,  and  take  another.' 

XU\. 

But  this  is  not  my  maxim  :  had  it  been, 

Some  heart-aches  had  been  spared  me ;  yet  I  care  not — 
I  would  not  be  a  tortoise  in  his  screen 

Of  stubborn  shell,  which  waves  and  weather  wearnot. 
"T  is  better  on  the  whole  to  have  felt  and  seen 

That  wliich  humanity  may  bear,  or  bear  not ; 
T  will  teach  discernment  lo  the  sensitive, 
And  not  to  pour  ihoir  ocean  in  a  sieve. 

L. 

Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe. 

Sadder  than  owl-songs  or  the  midnight  blast. 

In  that  porlentous  phr.ise,  «  I  told  you  so,» 
Ulter'd  by  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past, 

W'ho,  'stead  of  sayiii(j  what  yon  now  should  do. 
Own  th«^y  foresaw  ihiU  you  would  fall  at  last. 

And  solace  your  slight  lapse  'gainst  ««  bonoi  mores,** 

With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 

LI. 
The  Lady  Adeline's  serene  severity 

Was  not  confined  to  feelinj;  for  her  friend, 
Whose  fame  she  rather  doubted  with  posterity, 

Unless  her  habits  should  begin  to  mend  ; 
But  Ju:in  also  shared  in  her  austerity, 

But  mix'd  with  pity,  pure  as  e'er  was  penn'd  : 
His  inexperience  moved  her  gentle  ruth. 
And  (as  her  junior  by  six  weeks)  his  youth. 

LIL 

These  forty  days'  advantage  of  her  years — 

And  luTs  were  those  which  can  face  calculation. 

Boldly  referring  to  the  list  of  peers. 

And  noble  birth<i.  nor  dread  the  enumeration  — 

Cave  her  a  right  to  have  maternal  fears 
For  a  young  gentleman's  lit  education, 

Thon(;h  she  was  far  from  that  leap-year,  whose  leap, 

In  ft'tn  lie  dates,  strikes  time  all  of  a  heap. 


LIIL 

This  may  be  fiz'd  at  somewhere  before  thirty -~ 
Say  seven-aud-twenty;  for  I  never  knew 

The  strictest  in  chronology  and  virtue 

Advance  beyond,  while  they  could  pass  For  new. 

Oh,  time!  why  dost  not  pause!     Thy  scythe,  lo  dirty 
With  rust,  should  surely  cease  to  hack  and  hew. 

Reset  it,  shave  more  smoothly,  also  slower, 

If  but  to  keep  thy  credit  as  a  mower. 

LIV. 

But  Adeline  was  far  from  that  ripe  age, 
Whose  ripeness  is  but  bitter  at  the  best : 

'T  was  rather  her  experience  made  her  sage. 
For  she  had  seen  the  world,  and  stood  its  test. 

As  1  have  said  in — I  forget  what  page; 

My  !^use  despises  reference,  as  you  have  guess'd 

By  this  lime; — but  strike  six  from  seTen-and-CwrenCy, 

And  you  will  Hod  her  sum  of  years  in  plenty. 

LV. 

At  sixteen  she  came  out;  presented,  vaunted. 

She  put  all  coronets  into  commotion  : 
At  seventeen  too  the  world  was  still  enchanted 

With  the  new  Veims  of  their  brilliant  ocean  : 
At  eighteen,  though  below  her  feet  still  panted 

A  hecatomb  of  suitors  with  devotion. 
She  had  consented  to  create  again 
That  Adam,  call'd  «<  the  happiest  oF  men.» 

LVI. 
Since  then  she  had  sparkled  through  three  glowing 
winters. 

Admired,  adored  ;  but  also  so  correct, 
That  she  had  puzzled  all  the  acutest  liinters. 

Without  the  apparel  of  being  circumspect; 
They  could  not  even  glean  the  slightest  splinters 

From  off  the  marble,  which  liad  no  defect. 
She  had  also  snatch'd  a  moment  since  her  marriage 
To  bear  a  son  and  heir — and  one  miscarriage. 

LVII. 
Fondly  the  wheeling  Bre-llies  (lew  around  her. 

Those  little  {jlittercrs  of  tlie  London  night; 
But  none  of  tlirsc  possess'd  a  sting  to  wound  her — 

She  was  a  pilch  beyond  a  coxcomb's  fligliL 
iVrhaps  she  wish'd  an  aspirant  profounder; 

But,  whatsoe'er  *.Uc  wish'd,  she  acted  right; 
And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  virtue,  dignify 
A  woman,  so  she  's  good,  what  does  it  signify? 

LVI  II. 

1  hale  a  motive  like  a  lingering  bottle. 

Which  with  the  landlord  makes  too  long  ■  stand. 
Leaving  all  claretlcss  the  unmoistcu'd  throttle, 

Kspecially  with  politics  on  hand; 
I  hale  it,  as  I  hate  a  drove  of  cattle, 

Who  whirl  the  dust  as  simooms  whirl  the  sand; 
1  hate  it,  as  I  hate  an  argument, 
\  laureates  ode,  or  servile  peer's  « content.* 

LIX. 
T  is  sad  to  hark  into  the  roots  of  things. 

They  are  so  much  intertwisted  with  the  earth  ; 
So  th  It  the  branch  a  goodly  verdure  flings, 

I  reck  not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  birth. 
To  trace  all  .tctions  to  their  secret  springs 

Would  make  indeed  some  melancholy  mirtii : 
But  this  is  not  at  present  my  concern, 
\nd  I  refer  vou  lo  wise  Oxenstiern.* 
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LX. 

With  the  kind  yiew  of  raTiog  an  MAt, 
Both  to  the  duchess  and  diplomatist, 

The  Lady  Adeline,  as  soon  's  she  saw 
That  Joan  was  unlikely  to  resist — 

(For  forei)j[ners  don  t  know  thai  tkfaux  pat 
In  England  ranks  quite  on  a  different  list 

From  those  of  other  hinds,  nnblets'd  with  joriet. 

Whose  verdict  for  such  sin  a  perfiect  cure  is) — 

LXI. 
The  Lady  Adeline  resolved  to  lake 

Such  measures  as  she  thought  might  best  impede 
Thr  further  progress  of  this  sad  mistake. 

S}ie  thought  with  some  simplicity  indeed; 
But  innocence  is  bold  even  at  the  stake, 

And  simple  in  the  world,  and  doth  not  need 
Nor  use  those  palisades  by  dames  erected, 
Whose  virtue  lies  in  never  being  detected. 

LXII. 
It  wan  not  that  she  fear'd  the  very  worst : 

His  grace  was  an  enduring,  married  man, 
Aud  was  not  hkely  all  at  once  to  burst 

Into  a  scene,  and  swell  the  clients'  clan 
Of  Doctors'  Commons;  but  she  dreaded  first 

The  magic  of  her  grace's  taii«man, 
And  next  a  quarrel  (as  be  neem'd  to  fret) 
W'ith  Lord  Augustus  Fitx-Plantagenet. 

LXIIf. 
Her  grace  loo  pasVd  for  being  an  intrigante^ 

And  somewhat  mechanU  in  her  amorous  sphere ; 
One  of  those  pretty,  precious  plagues,  which  haunt 

A  lover  with  caprices  soft  and  dear, 
That  like  to  make  a  quarrel,  when  they  can't 

Find  one,  each  day  of  the  delightful  year; 
Bewitching,  torturing,  as  they  freeze  or  glow, 
And — what  is  worst  of  all — won't  let  you  go: 

LXIV. 
The  sort  of  thing  to  turn  a  young  man's  head. 

Or  make  a  Werter  of  him  in  the  end. 
No  wonder  then  a  purer  soul  should  dread 

This  sort  of  chaste  liaiion  for  a  friend; 
It  were  much  belter  to  be  wed  or  dead. 

Than  wear  a  heart  a  woman  loves  to  rend. 
'T  is  best  to  pause,  and  think,  ere  you  rush  on. 
If  that  a  «  frontte/»rCune  *  be  really  «  honne.» 

LXV. 

And  first,  in  the  o'erflowing  of  her  heart, 

Which  really  knew  or  thought  it  knew  no  guile. 

She  call'd  her  husband  now  and  ihen  apart, 
And  bade  him  counsel  Juan.     With  a  smile 

Lord  Henry  heard  her  plans  of  artless  art 
To  wean  Don  Juau  from  the  siren's  wile ; 

And  answer'd,  like  a  statesman  or  a  prophet, 

In  such  guise  that  she  could  make  nothing  of  it. 

LXVI. 

Firstly,  he  said,  «  he  never  interfered 
In  any  body's  business  but  the  king's:* 

Next,  «  that  he  never  judged  from  what  appear'd, 
Without  strong  reason,  of  those  sorts  of  things :» 

Thirdly,  that  vJuan  had  more  brain  tluin  beard, 
And  was  not  to  be  held  in  leading-strings;* 

And  fourthly,  what  need  hardly  be  said  twice, 

M  That  good  but  rarely  came  from  good  advice.* 


Lxvn. 

And,  therefore,  doubtless,  to  approve  the  truth 
Of  the  last  axiom,  he  advised  his  spouse 

To  leave  the  parties  to  themselves  forsooth, 
At  least  as  far  as  biensSanee  allows: 

That  time  would  temper  Juan's  faults  of  yonth; 
That  young  men  rarely  made  monastic  vows ; 

That  opposition  only  more  attaches 

But  here  a  messenger  brought  in  dispatches : 

LXVIII. 
And  being  of  the  council  call'd  ■  the  privy,* 

Lord  Henry  walk'd  into  his  cabinet. 
To  furnish  matter  for  some  future  Livy 

To  Icil  how  he  reduced  the  nation's  debt; 
And  if  their  full  contents  I  do  not  give  ye, 

It  is  because  I  do  not  know  them  y^, 
But  I  shall  add  them  in  a  brief  appendix. 
To  come  between  my  epic  and  its  index. 

LXIX. 
Dut  ere  he  went,  he  added  a  slight  hint. 

Another  gentle  common-place  or  two. 
Such  as  are  coin'd  in  conversation's  mint. 

And  pass,  for  want  of  better,  though  not  new: 
Then,  broke  his  packet,  to  see  what  was  in  't. 

And  hiving  casually  glanced  it  through, 
Retired;  and,  as  he  went  out,  calmly  kiu'd  her. 
Less  like  a  young  wife  than  an  aged  sister. 

LXX. 

He  was  a  cold,  good,  honourable  man. 

Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  every  thing : 

A  goodly  spirit  for  a  state  divan, 
A  figure  fit  to  walk  before  a  king; 

Tall,  stalely,  form'd  to  lead  the  courtly  van 
On  birth-days,  glorious  with  a  star  and  string; 

The  very  model  of  a  chamberlain — 

And  such  1  mean  to  make  him  when  I  reign. 

LXXI. 
But  there  was  something  wanting  on  the  whole— 

I  dont  know  what,  and  therefore  cannot  tell — 
Which  pretty  women — the  sweet  souls !— call  soaii. 

CerUs  it  was  not  body ;  he  was  well 
Proporlion'd,  as  a  poplar  or  a  pole, 

A  handsome  man,  that  human  miracle ; 
And  in  each  circumstance  of  love  or  war 
Had  still  presenr'd  his  perpendicular, 

LXXII. 
Still  tliere  was  something  wanting,  as  1  've  said— 

That  undefinable  «je  ne  tais  ^uot,* 
Which,  for  what  1  know,  may  of  yore  have  led 

To  Homer's  Iliad,  since  it  drew  to  Troy 
The  Greek  Eve,  Helen,  from  the  SparUn's  bed; 

Though  on  the  whole,  no  doubt,  the  Dardan  boy 
Was  much  inferior  to  King  NeneUras,— 
But  thus  it  is  some  women  will  betray  us. 

LXXin. 
There  is  an  awkward  thing  which  much  perplexes. 

Unless  like  wise  Tiresias  we  had  proved 
By  turns  the  difference  of  the  several  sexes: 

Neither  can  show  quite  how  they  would  be  loved. 
The  sensual  for  a  short  lime  but  connecu  ut— 

The  sentimental  boasU  to  be  unmoved; 
But  both  together  form  a  kind  of  cenuur. 
Upon  whose  back 't  is  better  not  to  venture. 
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A  something  all-sufficient  for  the  heart 

Is  (hat  for  which  the  sex  are  always  seeking; 

But  how  to  fill  up  that  same  vacant  part — 

There  lies  the  rub— and  this  they  are  but  weak  in. 

Frail  mariners  aHoat  without  a  chart. 

They  run  before  the  wind  through  hiyh  seas  breakinj;  ; 

And  when  they  have  made  the  shore  through  every  shock, 

T  is  odd,  or  odds,  it  may  turn  out  a  rock. 

LXXV. 

There  is  a  flower  call'd  «  love  in  idleness,» 

For  which  see  Shakspeare's  ever-blooming  garden,— 

I  will  not  make  his  great  description  less, 
And  beg  his  British  godship's  humble  pardon, 

If,  in  my  extremity  of  rhymes  distress, 
I  touch  a  single  leaf  where  he  is  warden; 

Bui  though  the  flower  is  different,  with  the  French 

Or  Swiss  Rousseau,  cry,  «  voila  la  peroenche  ! » 

LXXVI. 

Eureka  !  I  have  found  it!     What  I  mean 

To  say  is,  not  that  love  is  idleness, 
But  that  in  love  such  idleness  has  been 

An  accessory,  as  I  have  cause  to  guess. 
Hard  labour's  an  indifferent  go-between; 

Your  men  of  business  are  not  apt  to  express 
Much  p;ission,  since  the  merchant-ship,  the  Argo, 
Conveyd  iMedea  as  her  supercargo. 

LXXVll. 
«  Beatiis  ille  procul  n  from  ««  negotiis,n 

Saitli  Horace:  the  great  liitlc  poet  's  wrong; 
lli*s  other  maxim,  «  Noicitur  a  Jo<  iis,» 

Is  much  more  to  the  purpose  of  his  song; 
Though  even  that  were  sometimes  too  ferocious, 

Unless  good  company  he  kept  too  long ; 
But,  in  his  teeth,  whateer  their  stale  or  station, 
Thrice  happy  they  who  luive  an  occupation  I 

LXXVIII. 

Adam  exchanged  his  paradise  for  ploughing; 

Eve  made  up  millinery  with  fig-leaves — 
The  earliest  knowledge  from  tlic  tree  so  knowing, 

As  far  as  I  know,  that  the  church  receives: 
.\nd  since  that  time  it  need  not  cost  much  showing. 

That  many  of  the  ills  o'er  which  man  grieves. 
And  still  more  women,  spring  from  not  employing 
Some  hours  to  make  the  remnant  worth  enjoying. 

LXXIX. 
And  hence  high  life  is  oft  a  tireary  void, 

A  rack  of  pleasures,  where  we  must  invent 
\  something  wherewithal  to  be  aunoy'd. 

Bards  may  sing  what  they  please  about  content; 
Contented,  when  translated,  means  but  cloy'd; 

And  hence  arise  the  woes  of  sentiment. 
Blue  devils,  and  blue-stockings,  and  romances 
Reduced  to  practice,  and  performd  like  dances. 

LXXX. 

I  do  declare,  upon  an  affidavit, 

Romances  I  ne'er  read  like  those  I  have  seen; 
Nor,  if  unto  llie  world  I  ever  gave  ii, 

Would  some  believe  that  such  a  tale  had  been: 
But  surh  intent  I  never  had,  nor  have  it: 

Some  truths  are  better  kept  behind  a  screen, 
Especially  when  they  would  look  like  lies; 
I  therefore  deal  in  generalities. 


LXXXI. 

u  An  oyster  may  be  cross'd  in  love,w — and  why? 

Because  he  mopeth  idly  in  his  shell, 
.And  heaves  a  lonely  subterraqueous  sigh, 

Much  as  a  monk  may  do  within  his  cell  : 
And  a  propos  of  monks,  their  piety 

With  sloth  hath  found  it  difficult  to  dwell; 
Those  vegetables  of  the  catholic  creed 
Are  apt  exceedingly  to  run  to  seed. 

LXXXII. 

Oh,  Wilberforce!  thou  man  of  black  reDovn, 
Whose  merit  none  enough  can  sing  or  »ay. 

Thou  hast  struck  one  immense  colossus  down. 
Thou  moral  Washington  of  Africa! 

Rut  there  's  another  little  thing,  I  own. 
Which  you  should  perpetrate  some  summer's  daj, 

x\nd  set  the  other  half  of  earth  to  rights: 

You  have  freed  the  blacks — now  pray  shut  up  the  vhiies. 

LXXXIII. 

Shut  up  the  bald-coot  bully  Alexander; 

Ship  off  the  holy  three  to  Senegal; 
Teach  them  that  «  sauce  for  goose  is  sauce  for  gander.* 

And  ask  them  how  Uiey  like  to  l>e  io  thrall. 
Shut  up  each  high  hc'roic  salamander. 

Who  cats  fire  gratis  (since  the  pay  's  but  small); 
Shut  up— no,  wot  the  king,  but  the  pavilion. 
Or  else  't  will  cost  us  all  another  million. 

LXXXIV. 

Shut  up  the  world  at  large;  let  Bedlam  out. 
And  you  will  be  perhaps  surprised  to  find 

All  things  pursue  exactly  the  same  route. 

As  now  with  those  of  jot-«ft5/int  sound  mind. 

This  1  could  prove  beyond  a  single  doubt. 
Were  (here  a  jot  of  sense  among  mankind ; 

But  till  that  point  d'appul  is  found,  alas! 

Like  Archimedes,  1  leave  eartli  as  'l  was. 

LXXXV. 

Our  gentle  Adeline  had  one  defect — 

Sler  heart  was  vacant,  though  a  splendid  mansion . 
Iler  conduct  had  been  perfectly  correct. 

As  she  had  seen  nought  claiming  its  expansion. 
A  wavering  spirit  may  he  easier  wreckd, 

Recause  t  is  frailer,  doubtless,  than  a  stanch  one; 
But  when  the  latter  works  its  own  undoing. 
It's  inner  crash  is  like  an  earthquake's  ruin. 

LXXX  VI. 

She  love<.l  her  lord,  or  thought  so;  but  Aat  love 

Cost  her  an  effort,  which  is  a  sad  toil, 
Tlie  stone  of  Sysiphus,  if  once  we  move 

Our  feelings  'gainst  the  nature  of  the  soil. 
She  had  nothing  to  complain  of,  or  reprove. 

No  bickerings,  no  connubial  turmoil: 
Their  union  was  a  model  to  behold. 
Serene  and  noble, — conjugal  but  cold. 

LXXXVII. 

There  Mas  no  great  disparity  of  years. 

Though  much  in  temper;  but  they  never  clash  d  . 
They  moved  like  stars  united  iu  their  spheres. 

Or  like  the  Rhone  by  Leman's  waters  wash'd. 
Whore  miii<;led  and  yet  separate  appears 

The  river  from  the  lake,  all  bluclydash*d 
Througii  the  serene  and  placid  glassy  deep. 
Which  fain  would  lull  its  river-child  to  sleep. 
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LXXSVIII. 
Now,  when  she  odc«  bad  u'en  an  ioterett 

In  any  thing,  however  she  might  flatter 
Herself  that  her  inteotioos  were  the  beat, 

Intense  iotentions  are  a  dangerous  matter: 
Impressioos  were  much  stronger  than  sha  gness'd, 

And  gather'd  as  they  run,  like  growing  water, 
Upon  her  mind ;  the  more  so,  as  her  breut 
Was  not  at  first  too  readily  impress'd. 

LXXXIX. 

But  when  it  was,  she  had  that  lurking  demon 
Of  double  nature,  and  thus  doubly  named-— 

Firmness  ydept  in  heroes,  kings,  and  seamen. 
That  is,  wbeu  they  succeed ;  but  greatly  blamed 

As  obstinacy,  both  in  men  and  women. 

Whene'er  their  triumph  pales,  or  star  is  tamed :. — 

And  't  will  perplex  the  casuists  in  morality, 

To  fix  the  due  bounds  of  this  dangerous  quality. 

XC. 
Had  Bonaparte  won  at  Waterloo, 

It  bad  been  firmness;  now  't  is  pertinacity: 
Must  the  event  decide  between  the  two? 

I  leave  it  to  your  people  of  sagacity 
To  draw  the  line  between  the  false  and  true. 

If  such  can  e'er  be  drawn  by  mau's  capacity: 
My  business  is  with  Lady  Adeline, 
Who  in  her  way  too  was  a  heroine. 

XGI. 
She  knew  not  her  own  heart ;  then  how  should  17 

I  think  not  she  was  then  in  love  with  Juan : 
If  so,  she  would  have  had  the  strength  to  fly 

The  wild  sensation,  unto  her  a  new  one: 
She  merely  felt  a  common  sympathy 

( I  will  not  say  it  was  a  hhe  or  true  one ) 
In  him,  because  she  tliought  he  was  in  danger — 
Her  husband's  friend,  her  own,  young,  and  a  stranger. 

XCII. 
She  was,  or  thought  she  was,  his  friend— and  this 

W^ithout  the  force  of  friendship,  or  romance 
Of  Platonism,  which  leads  so  oft  amiss 

Ladies  who  have  studied  friendship  but  in  Frahce, 
Or  Germany,  where  people  purely  kisa. 

To  thus  much  Adeline  would  not  advance; 
Dut  of  such  friendship  as  man's  may  to  man  be. 
She  was  as  capable  as  woman  can  be. 

xcni. 

No  doubt  the  secret  inflnence  of  the  sex 

Will  there,  as  also  in  the  ties  of  blood, 
An  innocent  predominance  annex, 

And  tune  the  concord  to  a  finer  mood. 
If  free  from  passion,  which  all  friendship  checks, 

And  your  true  feelings  fully  understood. 
No  friend  like  to  a  woman  earth  discovers. 
So  that  you  have  not  been  nor  will  be  loven. 

XCIV. 
Love  bears  within  its  breast  the  very  germ 

Of  change;  and  how  should  this  be  otherwise? 
That  violent  things  more  quickly  find  a  term 

Is  shown  through  natures  whole  analogies: 
And  how  should  the  roo«t  fierce  of  all  be  firm? 

Would  you  have  endless  Ughtning  in  the  skies? 
Methinks  loves  wry  title  says  enough : 
How  should  « the  tender  passion*  e'er  be  toughl 


XCV. 

Alas !  by  all  experience,  seldom  yet 

( I  merely  quo^  what  I  have  heard  from  many) 
Had  lovers  not  some  reason  to  regret 

The  passion  which  made  Solomon  a  lany. 
I  've  also  seen  some  wives  (  not  to  forget 

The  marriage  state,  the  best  or  worst  of  any) 
Who  were  the  very  paragons  of  wives. 
Yet  made  the  misery  of  at  least  two  lives. 

XCVI. 
I  've  also  seen  some  female /rievuli  (*t  is  odd, 

But  true — as,  'f  expedient,  I  could  prove) 
That  fisithful  were,  through  thick  and  thin,  abroad. 

At  home,  far  more  than  ever  yet  was  love — 
Who  did  not  quit  me  when  oppression  trod 

Upon  me;  whom  no  scandal  could  remove; 
Who  fought,  and  fight,  in  absence  too,  my  battles. 
Despite  the  snake  society's  loud  rattles. 

xcvn. 

Whether  Don  Juan  and  chaste  Adeline 
Grew  friends  in  this  or  any  other  sense, 

Will  be  discuss'd  hereafter,  I  opine: 
At  present  I  am  glad  of  a  pretence 

To  leave  them  hovering,  as  the  effect  is  fine. 
And  keeps  the  atrocious  reader  in  sMS^tue,* 

The  surest  way  for  ladies  and  for  books 

To  bait  their  tender  or  their  tenter-hooks. 

XCVHI. 
Whether  they  rode,  or  walk'd,  or  studied  Spanish, 

To  read  Don  Quixote  in  the  original, 
A  pleasure  before  which  all  others  vanish; 

Whether  their  ulk  was  of  the  kind  call'd  « small,* 
Or  serious,  are  the  topics  which  I  must  banish 

To  the  next  canto;  where,  perhaps,  I  shall 
Say  something  to  the  purpose,  and  display 
Considerable  talent  in  my  way. 

XCIX. 
Above  all,  I  bog  all  men  to  forbear 

Anticipating  aught  about  the  matter: 
They  'II  only  make  mistakes  about  the  foir. 

And  Juan  too,  especudly  the  latter. 
And  1  shall  take  a  much  more  serious  air 

Than  I  have  yet  done  in  this  epic  satire. 
It  is  not  clear  that  Adeline  and  iuao 
WUI  fall ;  but  if  they  do,  1  wiU  be  their  ruin. 

C. 
But  great  things  spring  from  little: — would  yon  think. 

That,  in  our  youth,  as  dangerous  a  passion 
As  e'er  brought  man  and  woman  to  the  brink 

Of  ruin,  rose  from  such  a  slight  occasion 
As  few  would  ever  dream  could  form  the  link 

Of  such  a  sentimental  situation ! 
You  'II  never  guess,  I  'II  bet  you  millions,  milliards- 
It  all  sprung  from  a  harmless  game  at  billiards. 

CI. 
T  is  strange— but  true;  for  truth  is  always  strange, 

Stranger  than  fiction :  if  it  could  be  told, 
How  much  would  novels  gain  by  the  exchange! 

How  differently  the  worid  would  men  behold ! 
How  oft  would  vice  and  virtue  places  change ! 

The  new  world  would  be  nothing  to  the  old, 
If  some  Columbus  of  the  moral  seas 
Would  show  mankind  their  souls'  antipodes. 
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Cll. 

What  «  antres  vast  aud  deserts  idlew  thea 
Would  Le  discovcr'd  in  tlie  human  soul! 

What  ice-bergs  in  tiic  hearts  of  mighty  men, 
With  self*lovc  in  the  centre  as  their  pole! 

What  Anthropophagi  are  nine  of  ten 

Of  those  vho  hold  the  kingdoms  in  control! 

Were  things  but  only  call'd  by  their  right  name, 

Cesar  himself  would  be  asliamcd  of  fame. 


CANTO  XV. 


I. 

Ae! what  should  follow  slips  from  my  reflectiou: 

Whatever  follows  ne'crtheless  may  be 
As  a  propos  of  hope  or  retrospcciion, 

As  though  the  lurking  thought  had  follow'd  free. 
All  pr«^scnt  life  is  but  an  inrcrjcccion, 

An  M  Oh!»  or  «  Ah!«  of  joy  or  misery, 
Or  a  ««  Ha!  hal»>  or  «<  F{ahl» — a  yawn,  or  «PoohI»» 
Of  which  perhaps  the  latter  is  most  true. 

II. 
But,  more  or  less,  the  whole  's  a  syncope, 

Or  a  singultus — emblems  of  emotion, 
The  grand  aiuithcsis  to  great  ennui, 

Wherewith  we  break  our  bubbles  on  the  ocean, 
That  watery  outline  of  eternity, 

Or  miniature  at  least,  as  is  my  notion, 
Which  ministers  unto  the  soul's  delight, 
In  seeing  matters  which  are  out  of  sight. 

Ill, 
But  all  are  belter  than  the  sigh  supprest, 

Corroding  in  the  cavern  of  the  heart, 
Making  the  countenance  a  mask  of  rest, 

Aud  turning  human  nature  to  an  art. 
Fev»^  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or  best; 

Dissimulation  always  sets  apart 
A  corner  for  herself;  and  (liereforf  fiction 
Is  that  which  parses  with  least  contradiction. 

IV. 

Ah!  who  can  tell?  Or  rather,  who  can  not 
Remember,  without  telling,  p.ission'ts  errors? 

The  drainer  of  oblivion,  even  the  sot, 

Hath  got  blue  devils  for  his  morning  mirror^: 

What  though  on  Lcihe"s  stream  he  «eeni  to  float, 
He  caimot  sink  his  ireniors  or  his  terrors; 

The  ruby  glass  that  sliakcs  within  his  hand 

Leaves  a  sad  sediment  of  Times  worst  sand. 

V. 

And  as  for  love— Oh,  Love  ! We  will  proceed. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Aniundeville, 
A  pretty  name  as  one  would  wish  to  read, 

Musi  perch  harmonious  on  my  tuneful  quill. 
There   s  music  in  the  sighing  of  a  rorii; 

There  's  music  in  the  gu<.hing  of  a  rill; 
There  s  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ear.-?: 
Their  earth  is  but  an  echo  of  the  spheres. 


VI. 

The  Lady  Adeline,  right  honourable, 

And  honour'd,  ran  a  risk  of  growing  less  so; 

For  few  of  the  soft  sex  arc  very  stable 

In  their  resolves — alas!  that  I  should  say  so! 

They  differ  as  wine  differs  from  its  label. 

When  once  decanted; — I  presume  to  guess  so. 

But  will  not  swear:  yet  boih  upon  occasion, 

Till  old,  may  undergo  adulteratioo. 

Vll. 
But  Adeline  was  of  the  purest  vintage. 

The  unmingled  essence  of  the  grape;  and  yei 
Bright  as  a  new  Napoleon  from  its  mintage, 

Or  glorious  as  a  diamond  richly  set; 
A  page  where  Time  should  hesit.iie  to  print  Mge, 

And  for  which  nature  might  forego  her  debt — 
Sole  creditor  whose  process  doth  involve  in  'C 
The  luck  of  finding  every  body  solvent. 

VII!. 
Oh,  Death!  thou  dnnncst  of  all  duns!  thou  daily 

Knockest  at  doors,  at  first  with  modest  tap. 
Like  a  meek  tradesman  when  approaching  palely 

Some  splendid  debtor  he  would  take  by  up: 
But  oft  denied,  as  patience  'gins  to  fail,  he 

Advances  with  exasperated  rap. 
And  (if  let  in)  insists,  in  terms  unhandsome, 
On  ready  money  or  «  a  draft  on  Kansom.» 

IX. 
Whate'er  thou  takest,  spare  awhile  poor  Beauty! 

She  is  so  rare,  and  thou  hast  so  much  prey. 
What  though  she  now  and  then  may  sHp  from  dutv. 

The  more  's  the  reason  why  you  ought  to  stay. 
Gaunt  gourmand !  with  whole  nations  for  your  bootv. 

You  should  be  civil  in  a  molest  way: 
Suppress  then  some  slight  feminine  diseases. 
And  take  as  many  heroes  as  heaven  pleases. 

X. 

Fair  Adeline,  the  more  ingenuous 

Where  she  was  inieresied  (as  was  said), 

Because  she  was  not  apt,  like  some  of  us. 
To  like  too  readily,  or  too  high  bred 

To  show  it — points  vkc  m-ed  not  now  discuvs — 
Would  give  up  artlessly  both  heart  and  head 

Tnlo  such  feeliui;s  as  seemd  innocent, 

For  objects  worthy  of  the  sentiment. 

XL 

Some  pans  of  Juan's  history,  which  rumour. 
That  live  gazelle,  had  scattcr'd  to  disfigure. 

She  had  he.ird;  but  women  hear  with  more  good  humour 
Such  abemtious  than  we  men  of  rigour. 

Besides  his  conduct,  .since  in  England,  grew  more 
Slri^^^t,  aud  his  mind  assumed  a  manlier  vigour; 

r.erause  he  had,  like  .Mcibiades, 

The  art  of  living  in  all  climes  with  case. 

XII. 
His  matmer  was  perhaps  the  more  seductive. 

Because  he  ne'er  seemed  anxious  to  seduce; 
Noliiing  affceied,  studied,  or  constructive 

Of  coxcombry  or  conquest:  no  abuse 
Of  his  alirartions  marr'd  the  fair  perspective. 

To  indicate  a  Cupidon  broke  loose, 
Aud  seem  to  say.  w  resist  us  if  you  can* — 
Which  makes  a  dandy  while  it  spoils  a  man. 
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Xlff. 
They  are  wrong — that's  not  the  way  to  set  about  it; 

As,  if  they  told  the  truth,  could  well  be  shown. 
But,  right  or  «rong,  Don  Juan  was  without  it; 

In  61c I,  his  manner  was  his  own  alone: 
Sincere  he  was — at  least  you  could  not  doubt  it. 

In  listening  merely  to  his  voice's  tone. 
The  devil  hath  not  in  all  his  quiver's  choica 
An  arrow  for  the  heart  like  a  sweet  Toice. 

XIV. 
By  nature  soft,  his  whole  address  held  off 

Suspicion :  though  not  timid,  his  regard 
Was  such  as  rather  seem'd  to  keep  aloof, 

To  shield  himself,  tlian  put  you  on  your  guard: 
Perhaps,  't  was  hardly  quite  assured  enough. 

But  modesty 's  al  times  its  own  reward, 
Like  virtue  ;  and  the  absence  of  pretension 
Will  go  much  farther  than  there's  need  to  mention. 

XV. 

Serene,  accoraplish'd,  cheerful,  but  Bot  loud; 

Insinuating  without  insinuation ; 
Observant  of  the  foibles  of  the  crowd, 

Yet  ne'er  betraying  this  in  conversation; 
Proud  with  the  proud,  yrt  courteously  proud. 

So  as  to  make  them  feel  he  knew  his  station 
And  theirs; — without  a  slnig^^le  for  priority, 
Ue  neither  brook'd  nor  daim'd  superiority. 

XVI. 
Tliat  is,  with  men :  with  women  he  was  what 

They  pleased  to  make  or  take  him  for;  and  their 
Imagination 's  quite  enough  for  that: 

So  that  the  outline's  tolerably  fair, 
They  fill  tlie  canvas  up — and,  «  verbum  sat,» 

If  once  their  phantasies  be  brought  to  bear 
Upon  an  object,  whether  sad  or  playful, 
They  can  transfigure  brighter  than  a  Raphael. 

XVII. 
Adeline,  no  deep  judge  of  character, 

Was  apt  to  add  a  colouring  from  her  own. 
'T  is  thus  the  good  will  amiably  err, 

And  eke  the  wise,  as  has  been  often  shown. 
Experience  is  the  chief  philosopher, 

But  saddest  when  his  science  is  well  known : 
And  persecuted  sages  teach  the  schools 
Their  folly  in  forgetting  there  are  fools. 

XVIII. 
Was  it  not  so,  great  Locke?  and  greater  Bacon? 

Great  Socrates?  And  thou,  diviner  still, ' 
Whose  lot  it  is  by  man  to  be  mistaken. 

And  thy  pure  creed  made  sanction  of  all  ill? 
Redeeming  worlds  to  be  by  bigots  shaken, 

How  was  thy  toil  rewarded?  We  might  fill 
Volumes  with  similar  sad  illustrations, 
But  leave  them  to  the  conscience  of  the  nations. 

XIX. 

I  perch  upon  an  humb'er  promontory. 

Amidst  life's  infiiiiie  variety: 
With  no  great  care  For  what  is  nicknamed -glory. 

But  speculating  as  I  cast  mine  eye 
On  what  may  suit  or  may  not  suit  my  story. 

And  never  straining  li.ird  to  ventify, 
I  rattle  on  exactly  as  I  d  talk 
With  any  body  in  a  ride  or  walk. 


XX. 

I  don't  know  that  there  may  be  ranch  ability 

Shown  in  this  sort  of  desultory  rhyme; 
But  there's  a  conversational  facility, 

W^hich  may  round  off  an  hour  upon  a  time. 
Of  this  I  'm  sure  at  least,  there's  no  servility 

In  mine  irregularity  of  chime, 
Which  rings  wliat  's  uppermost  of  new  or  hoary. 
Just  as  I  feel  the  «improvvisatore.» 

XXL 

«  Omnia  vult  belle  Matho  dicere-^ic  aliquando 
Et  hene^  die  neutrum^  die  aKquando  male.* 

The  first  is  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do; 
The  second  may  be  sadly  done  or  gaily; 

The  third  i*  still  more  difficult  to  sund  to ; 
The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say  too,  daily; 

The  whole  together  is  what  1  conld  wish 

To  serve  in  thia  conundrum  of  a  dish. 

XXII. 
A  modest  hope — but  modesty 's  my  forte. 

And  pride  my  feeble: — let  us  ramble  on. 
I  meant  to  make  this  poem  very  sliort, 

But  now  1  can't  tell  where  it  may  not  run. 
No  doubt,  if  I  had  wislfd  to  pay  my  court 

To  critics,  or  to  hail  the  setting  sun 
Of  tyranny  of  all  kinds,  my  concision 
Were  more ; — but  I  was  born  for  oppoMtioo. 

XXIII. 
But  then  't  is  mostly  on  the  weaker  side : 

So  that  I  verily  believe  if  they 
W^ho  now  are  basking  in  their  full-blown  pride. 

Were  shaken  down,  and  «dogs  had  had  their  day,* 
Though  at  the  first  I  might  by  chance  deride 

Their  tumble,  I  should  turn  the  other  way. 
And  vrax  an  ultra-royalist  in  loyalty. 
Because  I  hate  even  democratic  royalty. 

XXIV. 
I  tliink  I  should  have  made  a  decent  spouse. 

If  I  had  never  proved  the  soft  condition; 
I  think  I  should  have  made  monastic  vows, 

But  for  ray  own  peculiar  superstition  : 
'Gainst  rhyme  I  never  should  have  knock'd  my  browj, 

Nor  broken  my  own  head,  nor  that  of  Priscian, 
Nor  worn  the  motley  mantle  of  a  poet. 
If  some  one  had  not  told  me  to  forego  it. 

XXV. 

Bnt «  hisses  alter* — knights  and  dames  I  sing. 
Such  as  the  limes  may  furnish.    "T  is  a  flight 

Which  seems  at  first  to  need  no  lofty  wing, 
Plamed  by  Longinus  or  the  Stagyrite: 

The  difficulty  lies  in  colouring 

(Keeping  the  due  proportions  still  in  sight) 

With  nature  manners  which  are  artificial. 

And  rendering  general  that  which  is  especial. 

XXVI. 

The  difference  is,  that  in  the  days  of  old 

Men  made  the  manners;  manners  now  make  men— 
Pinn'd  like -a  flock,  and  fleeced  too  in  their  fold/ 

At  least  nine,  and  a  ninth  beside  of  ten. 
Now  this  at  all  events  must  render  cold 

Your  writers,  who  must  either  draw  again 
Days  belter  drawn  before,  or  else  assume 
The  present,  with  tlieir  common-place  costume. 

87 


690 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


XXVII. 

Wc  'II  do  our  hen  to  make  the  besl  on't: — March  ! 

Marcli,  iny  Muse !   If  you  canuot  fly,  yet  flutter; 
And  when  you  may  not  be  sublime,  be  arch, 

Or  siarcli,  as  arc  the  edicts  statesmen  utter. 
We  surely  shall  find  somelhing  worth  research: 

Columbus  Fouud  a  new  world  in  a  cutter. 
Or  bri[[autine,  or  pink,  of  no  ^ceal  tonnage. 

While  yet  America  was  in  her  non-iigc. 

XXVIII. 

When  Adeline,  in  all  her  (jrowinjHense 

Of  Juan's  merits  and  his  situation, 
F«'lt  on  the  whole  nn  iniercst  intense — 

Partly  perhaps  because  a  fresh  sensation. 
Or  tint  he  had  an  air  of  innocence. 

Which  is  for  innocence  a  sad  temptation, — 
As  women  hale  half  mea<.ure«,  on  the  whole. 
She  'ijan  to  ponder  how  to  save  his  so  id. 

XXLV. 

She  had  a  (jood  opinion  of  advice, 

liike  idl  who  give  and  eke  receive  it  gratis, 

For  vhicli  small  thanks  arc  still  the  market  price, 
Even  where  the  article  at  highest  rate  is. 

She  thought  upon  the  subject  twice  or  thrice, 
And  morally  decided,  the  best  slate  is 

Tor  morals,  marriage;  and,  this  question  carried, 

She  seriou>ly  advised  him  to  get  married. 

xx.x. 

Juan  replied,  with  all  becoming  deference, 

lie  had  a  predilection  for  that  tie ; 
Hut  that  at  present,  with  immediate  reference 

To  his  own  circumstances,  there  might  lie 
Some  difficulties,  as  in  his  own  preference. 

Or  that  of  her  to  whom  he  might  apply ; 
That  still  he  d  wed  with  such  or  such  a  lady. 
If  that  they  were  not  married  all  already. 

XXXI. 

Next  to  the  making  matches  for  herself. 

And  daughters,  brothers,  sisters,  kith  or  kin. 

Arranging  ihem  like  books  on  the  same  shelf, 
There  s  nothing  women  love  to  dabble  in 

More  (like  a  stockholder  in  growing  pelf) 
Than  match-making  in  general:  't  is  no  sin 

Ones,  but  a  preventative,  and  therefore 

Tliat  is,  no  doubt,  the  only  reason  wherefore. 

XXXII. 

hut  never  yet  (except  of  course  a  miss 

Unwed,  or  mistress  never  to  be  wed, 
Or  wed  already,  who  object  to  this) 

Was  there  chaste  dame  who  had  not  in  her  head 
Some  drama  of  the  marriage  unities, 

Obsi-rved  as  strictly  both  at  board  and  bed. 
As  those  of  Aristotle,  though  sometimes 
They  turn  out  melodrames  or  pantomimes. 

XXXIII. 

They  generally  have  some  only  son. 

Some  heir  to  a  l.<rge  property,  some  friend 

Of  an  old  f;imily,  some  g.iy  Sir  John, 

Or  grave  Lord  (ieorge,  with  Mhom  perhaps  might  end 

A  line,  and  leave  posterity  undone, 

lluless  a  marriage  was  applied  to  mend 

The  prospect  and  their  morals:  and  besides, 

They  have  at  hand  a  blooming  glut  of  brides. 


XXXIV. 

From  these  they  will  be  careful  to  select^ 
For  this  an  heiress,  and  for  that  a  beauty; 

For  one  a  songstress  who  hath  00  defect, 
For  t'  other  one  who  promises  much  duty; 

For  this  a  lady  no  one  can  reject. 

Whose  sole  accomplishments  were  quite  a  booty; 

A  second  for  her  excellent  connexions; 

A  third,  because  there  can  be  no  objections. 

XXXV. 

When  Rapp  the  harmonist  embargo'd  marriage  > 
In  his  harmonious  settlement — (which  flourishes 

Strangely  enough  as  yet  without  miscarriage, 

U<'cause  it  breeds  no  more  mouth>  than  it  nourishes. 

Without  those  sad  expenses  which  disparage 
Wh.it  Nature,  naturally  most  encourages) — 

Why  c.dl'd  he  «« IIarinouy»  a  state  sans  wedlock? 

Now  here  I  have  got  the  preacher  at  a  dead  lock. 

XXXVI. 

Because  he  either  meant  to  sneer  at  harmony 
Or  marriage,  by  divorcing  them  thus  otldly. 

But  wheiher  reverend  Uapp  learu'd  this  in  Germany 
Or  no,  't  is  said  his  sect  is  rich  and  godly, 

Pious  and  pure,  beyond  what  I  can  term  any 
Of  ours,  although  they  propagate  more  broadly. 

My  ol)jection  's  to  his  title,  not  his  ritual. 

Although  I  wonder  how  it  grew  habitual. 

XXXVII. 

But  Rapp  is  the  reverse  of  zealous  matrons, 
Who  favour,  malgre  Malthus,  generation — 

Professors  of  that  genial  art,  and  patrons 
Of  all  the  modest  pirt  of  propiigation. 

Which  after  all  at  such  a  desperate  rate  runs, 
That  half  its  produce  tends  to  emigration. 

That  s;id  result  of  passions  and  potatoes — 

Two  weeds  which  pose  our  economic  Catos. 

XXXVIII. 

Had  Adeline  read  Malthus?    I  can't  tell; 

I  wish  she  had ;  his  book's  the  eleventh  commandment. 
Which  s;«ys,  «  thou  shalt  not  marrv»» — unless  well: 

This  he  (as  far  as  i  can  understand)  meant; 
'T  is  not  my  purpose  on  his  views  to  dwell. 

Nor  canvass  what  «so  eminent  a  bandw  meant;  * 
But  certes  it  conducts  to  lives  ascetic, 
Or  turning  marriage  into  arithmetic. 

XXXIX. 

But  Adeline,  who  probably  presumed 

That  Juan  had  enough  of  maintenance. 
Or  seftarate  mauitenanre,  in  case  "t  was  doom'd — 

As  on  the  whole  it  is  an  even  ch:incc 
That  bridegrooms,  after  they  are  fairly  groomd^ 

May  retrograde  a  little  in  the  dance 
Of  marritge— (which  might  form  a  painter's  Fame, 
Like  llolbeins  «  Dance  of  Death» — but 't  is  the  same)  ; — 

XL. 

But  .Adeline  determined  Juan's  wedding, 

in  her  own  mind,  and  that's  enough  for  woman. 

But  then,  with  whom?  There  was  the  sage  Miss  Reading. 
Mi>s  Baw,  Miss  Flaw,  Miss  Showman,  and  Mi&s  Know- 
man, 

And  the  two  fair  co-heiresses  Giltbcthling. 

Shedoenj'd  his  merits  something  more  llian  common  . 
All  ihi'sc  were  unohjcciionable  matches. 
And  might  go  on,  if  well  wound  up,  like  watches. 
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XLI. 
There  was  MUs  Slillpood,  smooth  as  sommer't  sea, 

That  luual  pamgon,  an  ooly  daughter 
Who  seem'd  the  cream  of  equanimity, 

Till  ftkimm'd — and  then  there  was  some  milk  and 
'   water. 
With  a  slight  shade  of  Blue  too  it  might  be. 

Beneath  the  surface;  but  what  did  it  matter? 
Love's  riotous,  but  marriage  should  have  quiet. 
And,  being  consumptive,  live  on  a  milk  diet. 

XLil. 
And  then  tliere  was  the  Miss  Audacia  ShoestrioK, 

A  dashing  demoiselle  of  good  estate, 
Whose  heart  was  fix'd  upon  a  star  of  bluestring; 

But  whether  £nghsh  dukes  grew  rare  of  late, 
Or  that  she  had  not  harp'd  upon  the  true  siring, 

By  which  such  sirens  can  attract  our  great, 
She  took  up  witli  some  foreign  youuger  brother, 
A  Ruts  or  Turk — the  one 's  as  good  as  t'  other. 

XLIII. 
And  then  there  was — but  why  should  I  go  on. 

Unless  the  ladies  should  go  off? — there  wus 
Indeed  a  cert«iin  fair  and  fairy  one. 

Of  the  best  clas«,  and  better  tlian  her  class, 
Aurora  Raby,  a  young  Mar  who  sboue 

O'er  life,  too  sweet  an  image  for  such  glau, 
A  lovely  being,  scarcely  form'd  or  moulded, 
A  rose  witli  all  its  sweetest  leaves  yet  folded  ; 

XUV. 
Rich,  noble,  but  an  orphan ;  left  an  only 

Child  to  the  care  of  guardians  gooti  and  kind; 
j   But  still  her  aspect  had  an  air  so  lonely  ! 
I        Blood  is  not  water;  and  where  shall  we  find 
I   Feelings  of  youth  like  those  which  overthrown  lie 
I       By  death,  when  we  are  left,  alas !  behind, 
I  To  feel,  in  friendless  palaces,  a  liome 
Is  wanting,  and  our  best  ties  in  the  tomb! 

XLV. 
Early  in  years,  and  yet  more  infantine 
In  fignre,  she  had  something  of  sublime 
•   In  eyes  which  sadly  shone,  as  seraphs  shine. 
I       Ail  youth — but  with  an  aspect  beyond  time; 

Radiant  and  f,Tti\e — as  pitying  man's  decline: 
j        Mournful — but  mournful  of  another's  crime, 
j   She  look'd  as  if  she  sat  by  Eden's  door, 
I   And  grieved  for  those  who  could  return  no  more. 

I  XLVI. 

She  was  a  Catholic  too,  sincere,  austere, 
As  far  as  her  own  gentle  heart  allow'd, 
j    And  deem'd  that  fallen  worship  far  more  dear, 
I        Perhaps  because 't  was  fallen  :  her  sires  were  proud 
I   Of  deeds  and  days  when  they  had  fiU'd  the  ear 
Of  nations,  and  luid  never  bent  or  bow'd 
To  novel  power;  and  as  she  was  the  latt, 
She  bald  their  old  faith  and  old  fecliog«  fast. 

XLVII. 
She  gaxed  upon  a  world  she  scarcely  knew. 

As  seeking  not  to  know  it ;  silent,  lone. 
As  grows  a  flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew. 

And  kept  her  he.irt  serene  within  its  zone. 
There  was  awe  in  the  homage  which  slie  drew ; 

Htr  spirit  seem'd  as  seated  on  a  throne 
Apart  from  the  surrounding  world,  and  strong 
III  its  own  strength — most  strange  in  one  so  young. 


XLVIII. 
Now  it  so  happeo'd,  in  the  catalogue 

Of  Adeline,  Aurora  was  omitted : 
Altliough  her  birth  and  wealth  had  given  her  vogue 

Beyond  the  charmers  we  have  already  cited : 
Her  beauty  also  seem'd  to  form  no  clog 

Against  her  being  mention'd  as  well  fitted. 
By  many  Tirtues,  to  be  worth  tlie  trouble 
Of  single  gentlemen  who  would  be  doable. 

XLIX. 
And  this  omission,  Kke  that  of  the  bust 

Of  Brutus  at  tlie  pageant  of  Tiberius, 
Made  Juan  wonder,  as  no  doubt  he  must. 

This  he  exprcss'd  half  smiling  and  half  serious ; 
When  Adeline  replied  with  some  disgust. 

And  with  an  air,  to  say  the  least,  imperioua, 
She  marveird  «wbat  he  saw  in  such  a  baby 
As  that  prim,  silent,  cold  Aurora  Raby  ?• 

L. 

Juan  rejoin'd —  Slie  was  a  Catholic, 

And  therefore  fittest,  as  of  bis  persuasion ; 

Since  he  was  sure  his  mother  would  fall  sick, 
And  the  Pope  thunder  excommunication. 

If »  Bat  here  Adeline,  who  seem'd  to  piqac 

Herself  extremely  on  the  iaocalatioa 

Of  others  with  her  own  opinions,  stated^- 

At  usual — the  same  reason  which  the  lata  did. 

U. 
And  wherefore  not  ?  A  reasooable  reason. 

If  good,  it  none  the  worse  for  repetition : 
If  bad,  the  best  way  's  certainly  to  tease  on 

And  amplify;  you  lose  much  by  coaoision  : 
Whereas  insisting  in  or  out  of  season 

Convinces  all  men,  even  a  politician. 
Or — what  is  just  the  same — it  wearies  oat. 
So  the  end's  gain'd,  what  signifies  the  route ! 

Ul. 
fFhy  Adeline  had  this  slight  prejodica— 

For  prejudice  it  was — against  a  creature 
As  pure  as  sanctity  itself  from  vice. 

With  all  the  added  cliarm  of  form  and  fcaturt, 
For  me  appears  a  question  far  too  nice, 

Since  Adeline  was  liberal  by  natare ; 
But  nature's  nature,  and  has  more  caprices 
Than  1  have  time,  or  will,  to  take  to  pieces. 

LIII. 
Perhaps  khe  did  not  like  the  quiet  way 

With  which  Aurora  on  those  baubles  look'd, 
Which  charm  most  people  in  their  earlier  day : 

For  there  are  few  things  by  mankind  less  brook'd. 
And  womankind  too,  if  we  so  may  say. 

Than  finding  tlius  their  genius  stand  rebuked. 
Like  «  Anthony's  by  Caesar,*  by  the  few 
Who  look  upon  them  at  ihey  ought  to  do. 

LIV. 
It  was  not  envy — Adeline  had  none; 

Her  place  was  far  beyond  it,  and  her  mind. 
It  was  not  scorn — which  could  not  light  on  one 

Whose  greatest  fault  was  leaving  few  to  find. 
It  was  not  jealousy,  I  think:  but  shun 

Following  the  «« igues  Htuin  of  mankind. 

It  was  not but 't  is  easier  far,  alas! 

To  say  wliat  it  was  not,  than  what  it  was. 
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LV. 

Little  Aurora  deem'd  she  wns  the  theme 
Of  such  disciK«ion.     She  was  there  a  (jucst, 

A  beauteous  ripple  of  the  brilliant  stream 

Of  rank  and  youth,  thou(;li  purer  than  the  rest, 

Which  (low'd  on  for  a  moment  in  the  beam 

Time  sheds  a  moment  o'er  eaih  sparkling  crest. 

Had  she  kAown  thi-t,  she  wouM  have  calmly  smiled — 

She  had  so  much,  or  little,  of  the  child. 

Lvr. 

The  dashin(;  and  proud  air  of  Adeline 

Imposed  not  upon  her  :  she  s.iw  her  blaze 

Much  as  she  would  have  seen  a  plow-worm  shine, 
Then  turn'd  unto  the  stars  for  loftier  rays. 

Juan  w^s  something  she  could  not  di\ine, 
Heing  no  sibyl  in  the  new  world's  ways; 

Yet  she  was  nothing  dazzled  by  the  meteor, 

Because  she  did  uot  pin  her  faith  on  feature. 

LVII. 
His  fame  too, —  for  he  had  that  kind  of  fame 

Which  sometimes  plays  the  deur<»  \%iili  womankinJ, 
A  heterogeneous  nia«;s  of  glorious  blame, 

Half  virtues  and  whole  vices  being  combined; 
Faults  which  attract  because  they  are  not  tame; 

Follies  trickd  out  so  brightly  that  they  blind: — 
These  seals  upon  Ikt  wax  m  ide  no  Impression, 
Such  was  bercolduess  or  her  self-possession. 

LVIII. 
Juan  knew  nought  of  such  n  character — 

High,  yet  resembling  not  his  lost  Haiilee; 
Yet  each  was  radiant  In  her  proper  sphere  : 

The  island  girl,  bred  up  by  the  lone  sea, 
More  warm,  os  lovely,  and  not  less  sincere, 

Was  natures  all  :  Aurora  could  not  be 
Nor  would  be  thus; — ihe  difference  in  them 
Was  such  as  lies  between  a  flow  er  and  gem. 

]A\. 
Having  wound  up  with  this  sublime  compTrison, 

Methiiiks  wc  may  proceed  upon  our  narrative, 
Anil,  as  my  friend  Scott  says,  k  I  sound  my  Warison;»» 

Scott,  the  superlative  of  my  comparaii»e — 
Scott,  who  can  paint  your  Chrisiian  knight  or  Snraren, 

Serf,  lord,  man,  with  such  skill  as  none  would  share 
it.  if 
There  had  not  been  one  Shaksprareand  Voltaire, 
Of  one  or  both  of  whom  he  seems  the  heir. 

LX. 
I  say,  in  my  slight  way  I  may  proceed 

To  play  upon  the  surface  of  humanity. 
I  write  the  >»orld,  nor  care  if  the  world  read, 

At  least  for  this  I  cannot  sp.ire  its  vanity. 
My  muse  hath  bred,  and  still  perhaps  may  breed 

More  foes  by  this  same  scroll  :  when  I  began  it,  [ 
Thought  that  il  might  turn  out  so — now  1  know  it, 
But  still  I  am,  or  was,  a  |)reiiy  poet. 

LXI. 

The  conference  or  congress  ^for  it  ended 

As  con,;rfSses  of  late  do)  of  ihe  Latly 
Adeline  and  l)on.luan  rather  blended 

Some  acids  with  the  sweets —  for  she  was  heady; 
Bui,  err  (he  matter  could  be  mirrd  or  mended. 

The  silvery  lull  rnng.  not  for  <<<linner  ready, » 
But  for  that  hour,  calld  UnlfUmir,  gnen  lo  ihvss, 
Though  l.ulirs'  robes  seem  scant  enough  for  less. 


Lxir. 

Great  things  were  now  to  be  achieved  at  table. 
With  massy  plate  for  armour,  knivest  and  forks 

For  weapons;  but  what  muse  since  Homer's  able 
(His  feasts  are  not  the  worst  part  of  his  works) 

To  draw  up  in  array  a  single  day-bill 

Of  modern  dinners?  where  more  mystery  lurks 

In  soups  or  sauces,  or  a  sole  ragoiM, 

Than  witches,  b — dies,  or  physicians  brew. 

LXIir. 
There  was  a  goodly  «  soupc  a  la  bonne  femme,» 

Though  (>od  knows  whence  it  camefrom;  there  was  too 
A  turbot  for  relief  of  those  who  cram, 

Relieved  with  dindon  a  la  Perlgueiix  ; 
There  also  was the  sinner  that  I  am! 

How  shall  I  get  this  gourmand  stanza  through? 
Sonpe  a  la  Bcriuveau,  whose  relief  was  Dory, 
Believed  itself  by  pork,  for  greater  glory. 

LXIV. 
Butl  must  crowd  all  into  one  grand  me^« 

Or  mass;  for  should  !  stretch  into  detail, 
My  muse  would  run  much  more  into  excess. 

Than  when  some  squeamish  people  deem  her  frail. 
But,  tliongh  a  «  bonne  vivante,»  I  must  confe&jk 

Her  stomach's  n-it  her  peccant  part :  this  tale 
However  doth  require  some  slight  refection. 
Just  to  relieve  her  spirits  from  dejection. 

LXV. 

Fowls  a  la  Cond«',  slices  eke  of  salmon, 

Wall  sauces  (ienevoises,  and  haunch  of  venison  ; 
Wines  too  which  might  again  have  slain  young  Ammon, 

A  tnan  like  whom  I  hope  we  shan't  see  many  soon; 
They  also  set  a  glazed  Wesiphalian  ham  on, 

Whereon  Apicins  would  bestow  his  benisoD; 
And  then  there  was  champagne  with  foaming  whirls. 
As  white  as  Cleopatra's  melted  pearls. 

LXVl. 
Then  there  was  God  knows  what  «a  I'Allemnnde,* 

«  A  rKspagnole,i«  w  tiniballe,»  and  MSalpiconn — 
Willi  things  I  can't  withsiand  or  understand, 

Though  swallovk'd  with  much  le^t  upon  the  whole; 
And  "  cnirenieisn  to  piddle  wiih  at  hand, 

(jfUlly  to  lull  down  (he  subsiding  soul; 
While  j;real  laicullus'  robe  ttiomphtile  mufilcs 
iTIicre'i  f'ime) — young  partridge  hUets,  deck'd  with 
trufll(•^.^ 

LXVII. 
What  are  the^//efj  on  the  victor's  brow 

Tn  (lic>e?  Thf  V  are  rags  or  dust.  Where  i«  the  arch 
Wliirii  nodded  to  the  nation's  spoils  below? 

Where  the  triumph  d  chariot's  haughty  march? 
Gone;  lo  where  \iciories  must  like  diunrrs  go. 

Furtlier  I  sh  dl  not  follow  the  research: 
Bni  oh  1  ye  modern  heroes  with  your  cartridges. 
When  will  your  names  lend  lustre  even  to  partridges^ 

LXVIll. 

Those  truflles  too  are  no  bid  accessaries. 

Follow  d  by  ■«  peiits  piiits  d'amoiir,*' — a  diih 

Of  which  perhaps  the  cookery  rather  varies. 
So  e\ery  one  may  dress  it  to  his  wish, 

Aecording  to  the  best  of  dictionaries. 

Which  encyrlop.Tilisc  both  tlesh  and  fish; 

Rut  even  s;ins  ««  conti(nres,«»  it  no  lew  true  is, 

Tiincs  pretty  picking  in  those  Mpetils  puits.w' 
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LXIX. 
The  mind  is  lost  in  mighty  contemplation 

Of  iotellfct  expended  on  tvo  courses; 
And  iadii',eslion'f  grand  muliiplirdiion 

Requires  antlimclic  beyond  my  forces. 
Who  vould  suppose,  from  Adam's  simple  ration, 

That  cookery  could  have  rall'd  forth  such  resources, 
As  form  a  science  and  a  oomeiidature 
From  out  llie  commonest  demands  of  nature? 

LXX. 

The  |;Iasses  jin{;1ed,  and  the  p:ilates  tingled; 

The  dineni  of  celebrity  dined  well ; 
The  ladies  with  more  moderation  mingled 

In  the  feast,  pecking  le«s  than  I  can  tell ; 
Also  the  younger  men  too;  for  a  springald 

Can't  like  ripe  age  in  gourmandise  excel. 
Rut  thinks  less  of  good  eating  than  the  whisper 
(When  seated  next  him)  of  some  pretty  lisper. 

LXXI. 
Alas !  I  must  leave  undescribed  the  gibier. 

The  Mimi,  the  consomme,  the  puree, 
Alt  which  1  use  to  make  my  rhymes  run  glibber 

Than  could  roast  beef  in  our  rough  John  Bull  way  : 
I  must  not  introduce  even  a  spare  rib  here, 

«  Rubble  and  squeak*  would  spoil  my  liquid  lay; 
Rut  I  have  dined,  and  must  forego,  alas! 
The  chaste  description  even  of  a  «  beca&se,* 

LXXd. 
And  fruits,  and  ice,  and  all  that  art  refines 

From  nature  for  the  service  of  the  goAt, — 
Taste  or  the  gout^ — pronounce  it  as  inclines 

Yotir  stomach.     Ere  you  dine,  the  French  will  do; 
But  after,  there  are  sometimes  certain  signs 

Which  prove  plain  English  truer  of  the  two. 
Hast  ever  Itad  the  gout?     I  have  not  had  it— 
But  I  may  have,  and  you  too,  reader,  dread  \U 

LXXIir. 
The  simple  olives,  best  allies  of  wine. 

Must  I  pass  over  in  my  bill  of  fare? 
J  must,  although  a  f  ivourire  «  platw  of  mine 

In  Spain,  and  Lucca,  Athens,  every  where  : 
On  them  and  bread  't  was  oft  my  luck  to  dine, 

The  grass  my  table-cloth,  in  open  air. 
On  Sunium  or  ilymettus,  like  I  iogcnes. 
Of  whom  half  my  philosophy  the  progeny  is. 

LXXIV. 
Amidst  this  tumult  of  fish,  Mrsh,  and  fowl. 

And  vegetables,  all  in  masquerade, 
The  I'uests  were  placed  according  to  their  roll, 

But  various  as  the  various  meats  display'd  : 
Don  Juan  sate  next  an  «a  I'Espagnolew — 

No  damsel,  but  a  disli,  as  hath  been  said; 
But  so  far  tike  a  I  idy,  that 't  was  drest 
Superbly,  and  conlain'd  a  world  of  xest. 

LXXV. 

By  some  odd  chance  too  he  was  placed  between 

Aurora  and  the  Lady  Adeline — 
A  si'uation  difficult,  I  weeii, 

For  man  therein,  with  eyes  and  heart,  to  dine. 
Also  the  confirmee  which  we  have  seen 

Whs  not  such  as  to  encourage  him  to  shine; 
For  Adeline,  addressing  few  words  to  him. 
With  two  transccndeut  eyes  seem'd  to  look  through  him. 


LXXVL 

I  sometimes  almost  think  that  eyes  have  ears  : 
ThU  much  is  sure,  that,  out  of  ear-shot,  things 

Are  somehow  echo^  to  the  pretty  dears. 

Of  which  I  can't  tell  whence  their  knowledge  springs ; 

Like  that  s«tme  mystic  music  of  the  spheres. 
Which  no  one  hears  so  loudly  though  it  rings. 

T  is  wonderful  how  oft  the  sex  have  heard 

Long  dialogues  which  pass'd  without  a  word! 

LXXVIL 
Aurora  sat  with  that  indifference 

Which  piques  a  preux  chevalier — as  it  ought : 
Of  all  offences  that 's  the  worst  offence. 

Which  seems  to  bint  you  are  not  worth  a  thoogbl. 
Now  Juan,  tliough  no  coxcomb  in  pretence. 

Was  not  exactly  pleased  to  be  so  caught ; 
Like  a  good  ship  entangled  among  ice, 
And  after  so  much  excellent  advice. 

LXXVIIL 
To  his  gay  nothings,  nothing  was  replied, 

Or  something  which  was  nothing,  as  urbanity 
Required.  Aurora  scarcely  look'd  aside. 

Nor  even  smiled  enough  for  any  vanity. 
The  devil  was  in  the  girl !     Could  it  be  pride. 

Or  modesty,  or  absence,  or  inaniiyl 
Heaven  knows !     But  Adeline's  malicious  eyes 
Sparkled  with  her  successful  prophecies. 

LXXIX. 

And  look'd  as  much  as  if  to  say,  « I  said  it,»— * 
A  kind  of  triumph  I  'II  not  recommend, 

Because  it  sometimes,  as  I  've  seen  or  read  it, 
Both  in  the  case  of  lover  and  ol  friend, 

W^ill  pique  a  gentleman,  for  his  own  credit. 
To  brmg  what  was  a  jest  to  a  serious  end ; 

For  all  men  prophesy  what  is  or  watt 

And  hate  those  who  won't  let  them  come  to  pass. 

LXXX. 

Joan  was  drawn  thus  into  some  attentions. 
Slight  but  select,  and  just  enough  to  express. 

To  females  of  perspicuous  comprehensious. 
That  he  would  rather  make  them  more  than  less. 

Aurora  at  the  last  (so  history  mentions, 
Though  probably  much  less  a  fact  than  gueu) 

So  far  relax'd  her  thoughu  from  their  sweet  prison, 

As  once  or  twice  to  smile,  if  not  to  listen. 

LXXXI. 
From  answering,  she  began  10  question  :  this 

With  her  was  rare;  and  Adeline,  who  as  yet 
Thought  her  prediciions  went  not  much  amiss, 

Began  to  dread  she  'd  thaw  to  a  coquette— 
So  very  difficult,  they  say,  it  is 

To  keep  extremes  from  meeting,  when  onM  set 
In  motion;  but  she  here  too  much  refined- 
Aurora's  spirit  was  not  of  that  kind. 

LXXXH. 

But  Juan  had  a  sort  of  winning  way, 

A  proud  humihty,  if  such  there  be, 
Which  show'd  such  deference  to  what  females  say. 

As  if  each  charming  word  were  a  decree. 
His  tact  too  temper'd  him  from  grave  to  gay. 

And  taught  him  wlien  to  be  reserved  or  free  : 
He  liad  the  art  of  drawing  people  out. 
Without  their  seeing  what  he  was  abont. 
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hxxxiii. 

Aurora, mho  in  lirr  indifference 

Confounded  him  in  common  with  ihe  crowd 
Of  lluttorcrs,  thou(;h  sUo  drem'd  lie  hnd  more  sense 

Than  whi-iperiuj  foplinijs,  or  than  withni;s  loud,— 
Commenced  (from  such  slii;hl  thinjjs  will  great  com 
mence) 

To  feel  that  H.iitery  which  attracts  the  proud 
Rather  by  deference  than  comphment, 
And  wins  even  by  a  delicate  disseut. 

LXXXIV. 
And  then  he  had  good  looks;— that  point  was  carried 

AVwi.  con.  amoncst  the  women,  which  I  (jrievc 
To  say  leads  oft  to  crim.  coti.  with  the  married— 

A  case  which  to  ihp  juries  we  may  leave, 
Since  with  digressions  we  too  long  have  tarried. 

Now  though  we  know  of  old  that  looks  deceive, 
AntI  always  have  done,  somehow  tlicse  good  looks 
Make  more  impression  than  the  best  of  books. 

LXXXV. 

Aurora,  who  look'd  more  on  books  than  faces, 
Was  very  young,  although  so  very  &.ige, 

Admiring  more  3liner>a  than  the  Graces, 
Especially  upon  a  printed  page. 

lint  \irtui-'s  self,  \viih  all  her  tightest  laces, 
Has  not  (he  natural  stays  of  strict  old  age; 

And  Socrates,  that  model  of  all  duty, 

Ownd  to  a  penchant,  ihough  discreet,  for  beauty. 

LXX.XVI. 
And  girU  of  sixteen  are  thus  far  Socratic, 

Dut  innocently  so,  as  Socrates  : 
And  really,  if  the  sage  sublime  and  Attic 

At  sevtnty  years  had  phantasies  like  these, 
Which  Plato  in  his  dialogues  dramatic 

Has  shown,  I  know  not  why  they  should  displease 
In  virgins — always  in  a  modest  way, 
Observe;  for  that  with  me  >  a  wsine  qua.M^ 

LXXXVII. 

Also  observe,  that  like  the  great  Lord  Coke, 
(See  Littleton)  whene'er  I  have  expressd 

Opinions  two,  mIucIi  at  lir*.t  sight  may  look 
Twin  op|)Osiies,  ihe  seeond  is  the  best. 

Perhaps  |  liave  a  third  too  in  a  nook. 

Or  none  at  all — >\liiili  serins  a  sorry  iest; 

But  if  a  writer  siioiilil  be  quite  coiKiNiint, 

How  could  he  possibly  show  iliing-,  existent  ? 

LXXXVIII. 
If  people  contradict  themselves,  can  I 

Help  contra<iic(ing  them,  and  every  body, 
Kven  my  vj-ruious  self?— but  that's  a  lie; 

I  never  did  so,  ne\«T  will — how  should  I? 
He  who  •bmbis  all  things,  nodiiiig  ran  deny; 
Truth  s  fountains  may  itiTlcar — herstrcainsaremuddy, 
And  cut  through  such  caii.ih  of  coniradictiou, 
That  she  must  ofit-n  navi|;ate  o'er  hction. 

LX.XXIX. 

Apologue,  fable,  poesy,  .iiul  p.irable, 

Are  false,  but  may  be  n-ndci'd  also  true 

I5y  iliose  >\|io  sow  them  in  a  land  iliat  's  arable 
T  is  wonderful  vliat  fablf  will  not  dt» ! 

'T  is  said  it  HMkcs  rralily  more  l)e:ir.ililf  : 
iWit  whit  s  reality?     Who  has  ij^  cliir  ? 

IMiilosophy  ?      No  ;  she  tO(»  mucli  r<  jicts. 

hcligioii  :  t'ts ;  but  which  of  all  her  sects  ' 


xc. 

Some  millions  must  be  wrong,  that  s  pretty  clear; 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  that  all  were  riglii. 
God  help  us!     Since  we  ve  need  on  our  career 

To  keep  our  holy  beacons  always  bright, 
T  is  lime  that  some  new  prophet  should  appear 

Or  old  indulge  man  with  a  .second  sight. 
Opinions  wear  out  in  some  thousand  years. 
Without  a  small  refreshment  from  the  spheres. 

XCL 

But  here  again,  why  will  I  thus  entangle 
Myself  with  metaphysics!     None  can  hale 

So  much  as  I  do  any  kind  of  wrangle; 
And  yet  such  is  my  folly,  or  my  fote, 

I  always  knock  my  head  against  some  angle 
About  the  present,  past,  and  future  slate, 

Yet  I  wish  well  to  Trojan  and  lo  Tyri.in, 

For  I  was  bred  a  moderate  Presbyterian. 

xcn. 

But  though  I  am  a  temperate  theologian, 

And  also  meek  as  a  metaphysician. 
Impartial  between  Tyrian  aud  Trojan, 

As  Eldon  on  a  lunatic  commission, — 
In  politics,  my  duty  is  to  show  John 

Bull  something  of  the  lower  world's  condilion. 
It  makes  my  blood  boil  like  the  springs  of  Ilccia, 
To  sec  men  let  these  scoundrel  sovereigns  break  law 

XCHI. 

But  politics,  and  policy,  and  piety. 

Are  topics  which  I  sometimes  introduce, 

Not  only  for  the  sake  of  their  variety. 
But  a  subservient  to  a  moral  use; 

Because  my  business  is  to  dress  society, 

And  stuff  with  sage  that  very  verdant  goose. 

And  now,  that  we  may  furnish  with  some  matter  all 

Tastes,  wc  are  going  to  try  the  supernaturaL 

XCIV. 
Aud  now  I  will  give  up  all  argument  : 

AikI  positively  henceforth  no  temptation 
Shall  «  fool  me  to  the  top  up  of  my  bent;» 

Yes,  I  'II  begin  a  thorough  reformation. 
Indeed  I  never  knew  what  people  meant 

By  deeming  that  my  Muse's  con\ersation 
Was  d.mgerous; — I  think  she  is  as  harmless 
A.S  sonic  w  ho  labour  more  and  yet  may  charm  las 

XCV. 

Grim  reader  I  did  you  ever  see  a  ghost  ? 

No;  but  you  've  heard — I  understand — be  dumb! 
And  don't  r»'gret  the  time  you  may  have  lost. 

Tor  you  ha\e  got  that  pleasure  still  to  come  : 
.\nd  ilo  not  think  I  mean  to  sneer  at  most 

Of  these  thin{;s,  or  by  ridicule  benumb 
That  source  of  the  sublime  and  the  mysterious  :  — 
For  certain  reasons  tny  belief  is  serious. 

XCVI. 
Serious?     You  laugh  : — you  may;  that  will  I  not; 

My  smiles  must  bi-  sincere  or  not  at  all. 
I  sav  1  do  believe  a  haunted  spot, 

Lxisis — and  where?     That  shall  I  not  recal, 
r»e(  ;ius»>  I   d  rather  it  should  be  forgot. 

<(  Sliadows  the  soul  of  Ku'hard»  may  ajipal : 
III  sliort.  Ujioii  that  subject  I   vesomc  qualiiis  \iiy 
Like  those  of  the  philosopher  of  Malmcsbury.7 
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XCVII. 

The  ntt^lic  (1  KiDg  by  night sometimes  an  owl. 

And  now  and  then  a  nightingale) — is  dim, 

Ami  the  loud  shriek  of  sage  Minerva's  fowl 
nmiles  around  me  her  disrordant  hymn  : 

Old  porrraiu  from  old  vralls  upon  me  scowl — 
I  yii%\\  to  heaven  they  would  not  look  so  grim; 

The  dying  embers  dwindle  in  the  grate— 

I  think  loo  that  I  have  sate  up  too  late  : 

XCVllI. 
And  (hrrefore,  though  'tis  by  no  means  my  way 

To  rhyme  at  noon — when  I  have  other  things 
To  think  of,  if  I  ever  think, — I  say 

I  feel  some  chilly  midnight  shudderings, 
And  prudently  postpone,  until  mid-day, 

Treating  a  topic  which,  alas!  but  brin{;« 
Sh.idowis; — but  you  must  be  in  my  condition 
Before  you  learn  to  call  this  superstition. 

xcrx. 

lk-(vreen  two  worlds  life  hover*  like  a  star, 
'T  viixl  night  and  morn,  upon  the  horizon's  verge 

How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  arc! 
How  less  what  we  may  be!  The  eternal  surge 

Df  (ime  and  tide  rolls  on,  and  bears  afar 
( )ur  hubbies ;  as  the  old  burst,  new  emerge, 

Lash'd  from  the  foam  of  ages ;  nhile  the  grave 

Of  empires  heave  but  like  some  passing  waves. 


CANTO  XVI. 


I. 

Thb  antique  Persians  taught  three  useful  things, — 
To  draw  the  bow,  to  ride,  and  speak  the  truth. 

This  was  the  mode  of  Gyrus — best  of  kings — 
A  mode  adopted  since  by  modern  youth. 

flows  have  they,  generally  with  two  strings; 
Horses  they  ride  without  remorse  or  ruth  ; 

At  spenktng  truth  perhaps  they  are  less  clever, 

Uut  draw  the  long  bow  better  now  than  ever. 

II. 

The  CBvae  of  this  effect,  or  this  defect, — 

«  For  this  effect  defective  comes  by  cause,*— 

Is  what  I  have  not  leisure  to  inspect; 
But  this  1  must  say  in  my  own  applause. 

Of  nil  the  Muses  that  I  recollect, 

Whate'er  may  be  her  follies  or  her  flaws 

In  some  things,  mine  's  beyond  all  contradictioq 

The  most  sincere  that  ever  dealt  in  fiction. 

111. 
And  as  she  treats  all  things,  and  ne'er  retreats 

From  any  thing,  this  Epic  will  contain 
A  wddcrness  of  the  most  rare  conceits, 

Which  you  might  elsewhere  hope  to  find  in  ?ain. 
T  is  true  there  be  some  bitters  with  the  sweets. 

Yet  mix'd  so  slightly  that  you  can't  complain. 
Hilt  wonder  they  so  few  are,  since  my  tale  is 
M  De  rebus  cunctis  et  quihosdam  aliis.» 


IV. 

But  of  all  truths  which  she  has  told,  the  most 
True  is  that  which  she  is  about  to  tell. 

I  said  it  was  a  story  of  a  ghost— 
What  then  ?  I  only  know  it  so  befel. 

Have  you  explored  the  limits  of  the  coast. 
Where  all  the  dwellers  of  the  earth  must  dwell T 

*T  is  time  to  strike  such  puny  doubters  dumb  as 

The  sceptics  who  would  not  beheve  Golumbiu. 

V. 

Some  people  would  impose  now  with  authority, 
Turpiu's  or  Monmouth  Geof fry's  Chronicle ; 

Men  whose  historical  superiority 
Is  always  greatest  at  a  miracle. 

But  Saint  Augustine  has  the  great  priority. 
Who  bids  all  men  believe  the  impossible. 

Because  't  is  so.     Who  nibble,  scribble,  quibble,  he 

Quiets  at  once  with  «  quia  impossibile.it 

VI. 

And  therefore,  mortals\  cavil  not  at  all ; 

Believe  : — if 't  is  improbable  you  must; 
And  if  it  is  impossible,  you  shall  : 

T  is  always  best  to  lake  things  upon  trust. 
I  do  not  speak  profanely  to  recal 

Those  holier  mysteries,  which  the  wise  and  jnst 
Receive  as  gospel,  and  which  grow  more  rooted. 
As  all  truths  must,  the  more  they  are  disputed. 

VII. 
I  merely  mean  to  say  what  Johnson  said, 

That  in  the  course  of  some  six  thoiLsand  years. 
All  nations  have  believed  that  from  the  dead 

A  visitant  at  intervals  appears; 
And  what  is  strangest  upon  this  strange  head. 

Is  that  whatever  bar  the  reason  rears 
'Gainst  such  belief,  there  's  something  stronger  still 
In  iU  behalf,  let  those  deny  who  will. 

VIII. 
The  dinner  and  the  soiree  too  were  done. 

The  supper  too  discuss'd,  the  dames  admired, 
The  banqueters  had  dropp'd  off  one  by  one — 

The  song  was  silent,  and  the  dance  expired: 
The  last  thin  petticoats  were  vanish'd,  gone. 

Like  fleecy  clouds  into  the  sky  retired, 
And  nothing.brighter  gleam'd  through  the  saloon 
Than  dying  tapers — and  the  peeping  moon. 

IX. 

The  evaporation  of  a  joyous  day 

Is  like  the  last  glass  of  champagne,  without 
The  foam  which  made  its  vii^in  bumper  gay; 

Or  like  a  system  coupled  with  a  doubt ; 
Or  like  a  soda -bottle  when  its  spray 

Has  sparkled  and  let  half  its  spirit  out; 
Or  like  a  billow  left  by  storms  behind, 
Without  the  animation  of  the  wind ; 

X. 

Or  like  an  opiate  which  brings  troubled  rest, 
Or  none;  or  like — like  nothing  that  I  know 

Except  itself; — such  is  the  human  breast; 
A  thing,  of  which  similitudes  can  show 

No  real  likeness — like  the  old  Tynan  vest 
Dyed  purple,  none  at  present  can  tell  how, 

If  from  a  shell-fish  or  from  cochineal.* 

So  perish  every  tyrant's  robe  piece-meal! 
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XI. 
But  next  to  dressinu  for  a  rout  or  ball, 

ITiulre«isini;  is  a  woe  ;  our  robe  de  ciiambre 
May  sit  like  (hat  of  Nessus,  and  recal 

Thou|;lit$  quite  as  yellow,  but  less  clear  tban  amber. 
Titus  exckim'd,  «  I  've  lost  a  day  !«     Of  all 

The  nights  aud  days  most  people  can  remember 
(I  have  had  of  both,  some  not  to  be  disdaio'd), 
I  wish  they  'd  state  how  many  they  have  gain'd. 

xir. 

And  Juan,  on  retirin(;  for  the  ni{;ht, 

Fell  restless  and  perplexed,  and  compromised; 

He  thou^jht  Aurora  Raby's  eyes  more  bright 
Than  Adeline  (such  is  advice)  advised; 

If  he  had  known  exactly  his  own  pli{;ht. 
He  probably  would  have  philosophised; 

A  grfiat  resource  to  all,  and  necr  denied 

Till  wauted;  therefore  Ju.m  only  sigh'd. 

XIII. 
lie  si[;h'd; — the  next  resource  is  the  full  moon, 

Where  all  sighs  are  deposited;  aud  now, 
It  liappen'd  luckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone 

As  clear  as  such  a  climate  will  allow; 
And  Jiiau's  mind  viits  in  the  proper  tone 

To  hail  her  with  the  apostrophe — w  Oh,  thouI» 
Of  .un;iiory  eijotism  the  tuism, 
^^  hich  further  lo  explain  would  be  a  truism. 

XIV. 
But  lover,  poet,  or  astronomer. 

Shepherd,  or  swain,  whoever  may  behold, 
Feel  .some  abstraction  when  they  (jaze  on  her  : 

Great  thon|;hts  we  catch  from  thence  (besides  a  cold 
Sometimes,  unless  my  feelin^js  rather  err); 

Deep  secrets  to  her  rolliu(;  li^ht  arc  told; 
The  oceaus  tides  and  mortals'  brains  she  sways, 
And  aKo  hearts,  if  there  be  truth  in  lays. 

XV. 

Juan  felt  somewhat  pen<ivc,  and  disposed 
For rontempladon  rather  than  his  pillow; 

The  ('•olliic  chamber,  where  iie  was  enclosed, 
Let  ill  the  ripplini;  sound  of  the  lak<>'s  billow, 

Wiih  all  tlir  mystery  by  midiii^jht  caused; 

Below  his  window  waved  (of  course)  a  willow; 

And  he  stood  gazing  out  on  the  cascade. 

That  tlash'd  and  after  darken'd  iu  the  shade. 

XVI. 
Upon  his  table  or  his  toiht — which 

Of  these  is  not  exactily  ascertained — 
(I  slate  this,  for  I  am  cautious  to  a  pitch 

Of  nicely,  where  a  fact  is  lo  be  gain'd,) 
A  lamp  huru'd  hi(;li,  while  he  leant  from  a  niche. 

Where  many  a  (tothic  ornament  remain'd. 
In  cliisel'd  stone  and  painled  i;la!«s,  and  all 
That  time  has  Irft  our  fathers  of  their  hall. 

XVII. 

Tlirn,  as  the  night  was  clear  though  cold,  he  threw 
Ills  cli.inibcr-door  witle  open — aud  went  forth 

Into  a  i;illcrv,  of  a  sombre  liac, 

Ia)!ii;.  fiiniikh'd  villi  old  pictures  of  great  worth, 

Of  Km^lit",  aud  dames  heroic  .\m\  cliaslc  too. 
As  doiil>iW»ss  should  be  people  of  high  hirlh. 

Rut  by  dim  lights  (lie  portraits  of  the  dead 

[lave  someiliiug  ghastly,  desolate,  and  dread. 
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XVIII. 
The  forms  of  the  {prim  knights  and  pictured  saints 

Look  living  in  the  moon;  and  as  you  turn 
Backward  and  forward  lo  the  echoes  faint 

Of  your  own  footsteps — voices  from  the  urn 
Appear  to  wake,  and  shadows  wild  and  quaint 

Start  from  the  frames  which  fence  their  aspects  stern. 
As  if  to  ask  how  can  you  dare  to  keep 
A  vigil  there,  where  all  but  death  should  sleep! 

XIX. 

And  the  pale  smile  of  beauties  in  the  grave. 
The  charms  of  other  days,  in  starlight  (jleams 

Ghmmer  on  high;  their  buried  locks  still  wave 
Along  the  canvas;  iheir  eyes  glance  like  dreams 

On  ours,  or  spars  within  some  dusky  cave. 
But  death  is  imaged  in  their  shadowy  beams. 

A  picture  is  the  past;  even  ere  its  frame 

Be  gilt,  who  sate  hath  ceased  to  be  the  same. 

XX. 

As  Juan  mused  on  mutability. 

Or  on  his  mistress — terms  synonymous— 
No  sound  except  the  echo  of  his  sigh 

Or  step  ran  sadly  through  that  antique  house, 
Wiien  suddenly  he  heard,  or  thought  so,  nigii, 

A  supernatural  agent — or  a  mouse, 
Whose  little  nibbling  rustle  will  embarrass 
Most  people,  as  it  plays  along  ihe  arras. 

XXI. 

It  was  no  mouse,  but  lo!  a  monk, array'd 

In  cowl  and  beads  an«l  dusky  garb,  appear'd. 

Now  in  the  moonlight,  and  now  lapsed  m  shade. 
With  steps  that  trod  as  heavy,  yet  ubheard; 

Ilis  garments  only  a  slight  murmur  made; 
lie  moved  as  shadowy  as  the  eisters  weird. 

But  slowly;  and  as  he  pass'd  Juan  by. 

Glanced,  without  pausing,  on  him  a  bright  eye. 

XXII. 
Juan  was  petrified ;  he  had  heard  a  hint 

Of  such  a  spirit  in  these  halls  of  old. 
But  ihoiighi,  like  mo^t  men,  there  was  nothing  in  *l 

Beyond  the  rumour  which  such  spots  unfold, 
Coin'd  from  surviving  siipersiition's  mint. 

Which  passes  ghosts  in  currency  like  gold. 
But  rare  ly  seen,  like  gold  comp;ired  with  paper. 
And  did  he  sec  this?  or  was  it  a  vapour? 

XXIII. 
Once,  twice,  thrice  pas-s'd,  repassed — the  thing  of  air, 

Or  earth  beneath,  or  heaven,  or  t*  other  place; 
And  Juan  gazed  upon  it  with  a  stare. 

Yet  could  not  speak  or  move ;  but,  on  its  base 
As  stands  a  statue,  stood  .  he  felt  his  hair 

Tvsiiie  like  a  knot  of  snakes  aroimd  his  hce; 
He  tax'd  Ilis  tongue  for  words,  which  were  not  granted. 
To  ask  the  reverend  person  what  he  wanted. 

XXIV. 

The  third  time,  after  a  still  longer  pause, 

Ihe  sliadow  pass d  away  —  but  where?  the  hall 

Was  loiii;,  and  thu'^^  far  there  «as  no  great  cause 
To  think  Ilis  vanishing  unnatural  : 

Doors  tlicrc  were  many,  through  which,  by  the  laws 
t)f  p'lv^ics,  bodies,  \^heiher  short  or  (all, 

.Miijlit  come  or  go;  but  Jiiau  could  notstale 

Through  which  the  spectre  scem'd  to  evaporate. 
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XXV. 

He  stood,  how  long  ha  knew  aot,  bat  il  seem'd. 

An  age — expectant,  poweiiet*,  with  bis  eyes 
Straio'd  oo  the  spot  where  first  the  figure  gleam'd ; 

Then  by  degrees  recalfd  his  energies. 
And  would  luive  pass'd  the  whole  off  as  a  dreaio. 

But  could  not  wake ;  he  was,  he  did  surmise. 
Walking  already,  and  retum'd  at  length 
Back  to  his  chamber,  shorn  of  half  hia  strength. 

XXVI. 
All  there  was  as  he  left  it;  still  hit  taper 

Burnt,  and  not  blue,  as  modest  tapers  use. 
Receiving  sprites  with  sympathetic  vapour; 

He  rubb'd  his  eyes,  and  they  did  not  refuxe 
Their  office ;  he  took  up  an  old  newspaper ; 

The  paper  was  right  easy  to  peruse; 
He  read  an  article  the  king  attacking, 
And  a  long  eulogy  of  «  Patent  Blacking.* 

xxvu. 

This  savour  d  of  this  world ;  bat  his  band  shook — 
He  shut  his  door,  and  after  having  read 

A  paragraph,  I  think  about  Home  Tooke, 
Undress'd,  and  rather  alowly  went  to  bed. 

There,  couch'd  all  mugly  on  his  pillow's  nook, 
With  what  he  'd  seen  his  phantasy  he  fed. 

And  though  it  was  no  opiate,  alumber  crept 

Upon  him  by  degrees,  and  to  he  alept. 

xxvni. 

He  woke  betimes;  and,  as  may  be  supposed, 

Ponder'd  upon  his  visitant  or  vision. 
And  whether  it  ought  not  to  be  disclosed. 

At  risk  of  being  quiis'd  for  superstition. 
The  more  he  thought,  the  more  his  mind  was  poatd ; 

In  the  mean  time  his  valet,  whose  precision 
Was  great,  because  his  master  brook'd  no  leas, 
Knock'd  to  inform  him  it  was  time  to  dress. 

XXIX. 

He  dress'd ;  and,  like  young  people,  he  was  wont 
To  take  some  trouble  with  his  toilet,  but 

This  morning  rather  spent  less  time  upon  't; 
Aside  h'ls  very  mirror  soon  was  pat: 

His  curls  fell  negligently  o'er  hia  front, 
Hb  clothes  were  not  curb'd  to  their  usual  cut. 

His  very  neckcloth's  Gordian  knot  was  tied 

Almost  a  hair's  breadth  too  much  on  one  side. 

XXX. 

And  when  he  walk'd  down  into  the  saloon. 
He  sate  him  pensive  o'er  a  dish  of  tea. 

Which  he  perhaps  had  not  diseover'd  soon. 
Had  it  not  hnppen'd  scalding  hot  to  be, 

Which  made  him  have  recourse  unto  his  spoon ; 
So  much  distrait  he  was,  that  all  could  see 

That  something  was  the  matter — Adeline 

The  first— but  what  she  could  not  well  divine. 

XXXI. 

She  look'd  and  saw  him  pole,  and  tum'd  as  pole 
Herself;  then  hastily  look'd  down  and  mutter'd 

Something,  but  what's  not  suted  in  my  tale. 
Lord  Henry  said,  his  muffin  was  ill  butter'd ; 

The  Duchess  of  Fiu*Fulke  play'd  with  her  veil. 
And  look'd  at  Juan  hard,  but  nothing  ntter'd. 

Aurora  Baby,  with  her  large  dark  eyes, 

Surrey 'd  him  with  a  kind  of  calm  sorpriae. 


XXXIL 
But  teeing  htm  all  cold  and  aileac  aitU, 

And  every  body  wondering  more  or  less, 
Fair  Adeline  inquired  if  he  were  ill  I 

He  started,  and  said,  «  Ye»— no — rather — yes.* 
The  fiamily  physician  had  great  akili, 

And,  being  pcesant,  now  Megan  to  ejipieas 
His  readiness  to  feel  his  pulse  and  tell 
The  cause,  but  Juan  said,  t  he  was  qwto  weil.» 

XXXIIl. 

«  Quite  well ;  yes,  no.  i»--These  answers  were  myMerious, 
And  yet  his  looks  appear'd  to  sanction  both. 

However  they  might  savour  of  delirious; 
Something  like  illness  of  a  sadden  growth 

Weigh'd  on  his  spirit,  thoogh  by  no  means  serioaa. 
But  for  the  rest,  aa  he  himself  acem'd  lotli 

To  sute  the  caae,  it  might  be  ta'en  lor  granted. 

It  was  not  the  physician  that  be  wanted. 

XXXIV. 
Lord  Henry,  who  had  now  disenas'd  his  diocohite, 

Also  the  muffin  whereof  he  coasplaiu'd. 
Said,  Joan  bad  not  got  his  nanal  look  elate. 

At  which  he  marvali'd,  since  it  had  not  rain'd; 
Then  ask'd  her  gfnca  what  news  wereof  thednkeof  lateT 

Ber  grace  replied,  hu  grace  was  rather  pain'd 
With  some  slight,  light,  hereditary  twii 
Of  gout,  which  mats  ariatoeratac 


XXXV. 

Then  Henry  tnm'd  to  Juan,  and  address'd 
A  few  words  of  condolence  on  his  state : 

«  You  look,*  quoth  he,  «  as  if  you  *d  had  your  rest 
Broke  in  upon  by  the  Black  Friar  of  late.* 

«  What  friar  T*  said  Jtum ;  and  he  did  his  best 
To  put  the  question  with  an  air  sedate, 

O  cardeae;  but  tlie  effort  was  not  valid 

To  binder  him  from  growing  still  mora  pallid. 

XXXVI. 

«  Oh !  have  you  never  heard  of  the  Blaek  Friarl 
The  spirit  of  these  walls?* — «  in  tmth  not  1.* 

«  Why  fame — but  fame  yon  know 's  sometimes  a  liar— 
Tells  an  odd  story,  of  which  by  the  by  : 

Whether  with  time  the  spectre  has  grown  shyer. 
Or  that  our  sires  had  a  more  gifted  eye 

For  such  sights,  though  the  tale  is  half  believed. 

The  fnar  of  late  has  not  been  oft  perceived. 

XXXVII. 

«  The  last  time  was— — *    ■  T  pray, »  mid  AdeNne — 
(Who  waicb'd  the  changes  of  Don  Juan's  brow. 

And  from  iu  context  thought  she  could  divine 
Connexions  stronger  than  he  chose  to  avow 

Yflth  this  mme  legend), — «  if  yon  but  design 
To  jest,  you  'U  chuse  some  other  theme  just  now, 

Because  the  present  tale  has  oft  been  told. 

And  is  not  much  improved  by  growing  old.* 

XXXVIII. 

«  Jest!*  quoth  Milor,  «  Why,  Adeline,  you  know 
That  we  ourselves — 't  was  in  the  honey>moon — 

Saw »  ■  Well,  no  matter,  't  was  so  long  ago ; 

But  come,  I  'II  set  your  story  to  a  tune.* 

Graceful  as  Dian  when  she  draws  Iter  bow. 
She  seised  her  harp,  whose  strings  were  kindled  soon 

As  touch'd,  and  plaintively  began  to  play 

The  air  of  «  T  wan  a  Friar  of  Orders  Grry.* 
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LXI. 
There  ^ere  two  poachers  caught  in  a  steel  trap, 

Beady  for  jail,  their  place  of  convalescence; 
There  was  a  country  ^rl  In  a  close  cap 

And  scarlet  cloak  (I  hate  the  sight  to  see,  since — 
Since — since — in  youth  I  had  the  sad  mishap — 

But  luckily  Tre  paid  few  parish  fees  since) 
That  scarlet  cloak,  alas!  unclosed  with  rigour, 
Presents  the  problem  of  a  double  figure. 

LXII. 
A  reel  iriihin  a  bottle  is  a  mystery, 

One  can't  tell  how  it  e'er  got  in  or  out, 
Therefore  the  present  piece  of  natural  history 

I  leave  to  those  who  are  fond  of  solving  doubt, 
And  merely  state,  though  not  for  the  consistory, 

Lord  Henry  was  a  justice,  and  that  Scout 
The  constable,  beneath  a  warrant's  banner. 
Had  bagg'd  this  poacher  upon  Nuture's  manor. 

LXIII. 
Now  justices  of  peace  must  judge  all  pieces 

Of  mischief  of  all  kinds,  and  keep  the  game 
And  morals  of  the  country  from  caprices 

Of  those  who  've  not  a  license  for  the  same; 
And  of  all  things,  excepting  tithes  and  leases^ 

Perhaps  these  are  most  diflicult  to  tame  : 
Preserving  partridges  and  pretty  wenches, 
Are  puzzles  to  the  most  precautious  benches. 

LXIV. 
The  present  culprit  was  extremely  pale. 

Pale  as  if  painted  so;  her  check  being  red 
By  nature,  as  in  higher  dames  less  hale, 

'T  is  white,  at  least  when  they  just  rise  from  bed. 
Perhaps  she  was  ashamed  of  seeming  frail. 

Poor  soul!  for  she  was  country  born  and  bred. 
And  knew  no  better  in  her  immorality 
Than  to  wax  white — for  blushes  are  for  quality. 

LXV. 
Her  black,  bright,  downcast,  yet  cspiegle  eye 

Had  gather'd  a  larf;e  tear  into  its  corner. 
Which  the  poor  thing  at  times  essay*d  to  dry, 

For  she  was  not  a  sentimental  mourner, 
Parading  all  her  sensibility, 

Nor  insolent  enough  to  scorn  the  scorner, 
But  stood  in  tremblings  patient  tribulation, 
To  be  call'd  up  for  her  examination. 

LXVI. 

Of  course  these  groups  were  scatter'd  here  and  there, 
Not  nigh  tlie  gay  saloon  of  ladies  gent. 

The  lawyers  in  the  study;  and  in  air 

The  prize  pig,  ploughman,  poachers;  the  men  sent 

From  town,  viz.  architect  and  dealer,  were 
Both  busy  (as  a  general  in  his  tent 

Writing  dispatches)  in  their  several  stations, 

Kxulting  in  their  brilliant  lucubrations. 

Lxvn. 

But  this  poor  girl  was  left  in  the  great  halK 
While  Scout,  llie  parish  guardian  of  the  frail, 

l)i>cus«;"d  (he  hated  beer  yclept  the  «<  small  »•) 
\  mighty  mug  of  moral  double  ale: 

Slie  waited  uiiMl  Justice  could  recnl 
Its  kind  attentions  to  their  proper  pale, 

To  name  a  thing  in  nomenclature  rather 

I'rrplexinj;  for  most  virgins — a  child's  father. 


LXVIII. 

You  see  here  wus  enough  of  occupation 

For  the  Lord  Henry,  link'd  with  dogs  and  bones. 

There  was  much  bustle  too  and  preparation 
Below  stairs  on  the  score  of  second  courses, 

Because,  as  suits  their  rank  and  situation. 
Those  who  in  counties  hare  great  land  resources. 

Have  M  public  days,«>  when  all  men  may  carouse. 

Though  not  exactly  what 's  call'd  «  open  bouse.* 

LXIX. 

But  once  a  week  or  fortnight,  tininvited 
(Thus  we  translate  a  genertd  invitation)^ 

All  country  gentlemen,  esquired  or  knighted. 

May  drop  in  without  cards,  and  take  their  slattoa 

At  the  full  board,  and  sit  alike  delighted 
With  fashionable  wines  and  conversation; 

And,  as  the  isthmus  of  the  grand  connexion. 

Talk  o'er  themselves,  the  past  and  next  election. 

LXX. 

Lord  Henry  was  a  great  electioneerer, 

Burrowing  for  boroughs  like  a  rat  or  rabbit. 

But  county  contests  cost  him  rather  dearer. 

Because  the  neighbouring  Scotch  earl  of  Gift^bbtt 

Had  English  influence  in  the  self-same  sphere  here; 
His  son,  the  Honourable  Dick  Dice-dmbbit, 

Was  member  for  « the  other  interest »  (meaning 

The  self-same  interest,  with  a  different  leaning)- 

LXXI. 

Courteous  and  cautious  therefore  in  his  county, 
lie  was  all  things  to  all  men,  and  dispensed 

To  some  civility,  to  others  bounty. 

And  promises  to  all — which  last  commenced 

To  gather  to  a  somewhat  large  amount,  he 
Not  calculating  how  much  they  condensed ; 

But,  what  with  keeping  some  and  breaking  others, 

llis  word  had  the  same  value  as  another's. 

LXXIL 
A  friend  to  freedom  and  freeholders — yet 

No  less  a  friend  to  government — he  held 
That  he  exactly  the  just  medium  hit 

Twixt  place  and  patriotism — albeit  compelKd 
Such  was  his  sovereign's  pleasure  (though  unfit, 

l!c  added  modestly,  when  rebels  rail'd). 
To  hold  some  sinecures  he  wished  abolish'd, 
But  that  with  them  all  law  would  be  demoli&h'd. 

LXX!n. 

He  was  «  free  to  confess* — (whence  comes  this  phrase  *. 

Is  "i  English  ?    No — l  is  only  parliamentary) 
That  innovation's  spirit  now-a-days 

Had  made  more  progress  than  for  the  last  centurv. 
He  would  not  tread  a  factious  path  to  praise. 

Though  for  the  public  weal  disposed  to  venture  bi^b  i 
As  for  his  place  he  could  but  say  this  of  it. 
That  the  fatigue  was  greater  than  the  profit. 

LXXIV. 
Heaven  and  his  friends  knew  that  a  private  life 

Had  ever  been  his  sole  and  whole  ambition  ; 
Bui  could  he  quit  his  king  in  times  of  strife 

Which  threaten'd  the  whole  country  with  perdtiioa^ 
When  demagogues  would  with  a  butcher  s  knife 

Cut  through  and  through  (oh  !  damnable  incision ' 
The  Gordian  or  the  Geordian  knot,  whose  strings 
Have  tied  together  Commons,  Lords,  and  Kings. 
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LXXV. 

Sooner  ■  come  plac«  into  the  etnl  Ibt, 

And  champion  him  10  the  atmottn — be  would  keep  it, 
Till  duly  diMppointed  or  dismiie'd: 

Profit  he  cared  not  for,  let  others  reap  it ; 
But  should  the  day  come  when  place  ceaied  to  eiist. 

The  country  would  have  fiar  more  cause  to  weep  it; 
For  how  could  it  go  on  I    Expbin  who  can ! 
Be  gloried  in  the  name  of  Englishman. 

LXXVI. 
He  was  as  independent — ay,  much  more— 

Than  those  who  were  not  paid  for  independence, 
As  common  soldiers,  or  a  common——— shore 

Have  in  their  several  arts  or  parts  ascendance 
O'er  the  irregulars  in  lua  or  gore 

Who  do  not  give  professional  attendance. 
Thus  on  the  mob  all  statesmen  are  as  eager 
To  prove  their  pride,  as  footmen  to  a  beggar. 

LXXVH. 

All  thi^  (save  the  last  slanxa)  Henry  said, 

And  thought.    I  say  no  more — I  *ve  said  too  much  ; 
For  all  of  us  have  either  heard  or  read 

Of — or  upon  the  hustings — some  slight  such 
Hints  from  the  independent  heart  or  head 

Of  the  official  candidate.     I  'II  touch 
No  more  on  this— the  dinner-bell  bath  rung. 
And  grace  is  said;  the  grace  I  thonld  have  mny^ 

LXXVIII. 
But  1  'm  too  late,  and  therefore  must  make  play. 

T  was  a  great  banquet,  such  as  Albion  old 
Wa<)  wont  to  boast — as  if  a  glutton's  tray 

Were  something  very  glorious  to  behold. 
But  *t  was  a  public  feast  and  public  day, — 

Quite  full,  right  dull,  guests  hot,  and  dishes  cold. 
Great  plenty,  much  formality,  small  cheer, 
And  erery  body  out  of  their  own  s{4)ere. 

LXXI.X. 
The  squires  familiariy  formal,  and 

My  lords  and  ladies  proudly  condesoaading ; 
The  Tery  servants  pualing  how  lo  hand 

Their  plates — whhoac  it  might  be  too  much  bending 
From  their  high  places  by  the  sideboard's  stand- 
Yet,  like  their  masters,  fearful  of  offending. 
For  any  deviation  from  the  graces 
Might  cost  both  men  and  masters  too— their  pUces. 

LXXX. 
There  were  some  hunters  bold,  and  coursers  keen. 

Whose  bounds'  ne'er  err'd,  nor  greyhounds  deign'd  to 
lurch ; 
Some  deadly  sholi  too,  Septcmbrisers,  seen 

Kiirliest  to  rise,  and  last  to  quit  tlie  search 
Of  the  poor  partridge  through  his  stubble  screen. 

There  were  some  massy  members  of  the  church. 
Takers  of  tithes,  and  makers  of  good  matches, 
And  several  who  sung  fewer  psalms  than  catches. 

LXXXI. 
There  were  some  country  wags  too, — and  alas ! 

Some  exiles  from  the  town,  who  had  been  driven 
To  gaze,  instead  of  pavement,  upon  grass. 

And  rise  at  nine  in  lieu  of  long  eleven. 
And  lo!  upon  thit  day  it  came  to  pass, 

I  sate  next  that  o'erwhelming  son  of  Heaven, 
The  very  powerful  parson,  Peter  Pith, 
The  loudest  wit  I  e'er  was  deafen'd  with. 


LXXXIf. 

I  knew  him  in  his  livelier  London  days, 
A  brilliant  diner-out,  though  but  a  curate; 

And  not  a  joke  he  cut  but  eam'd  iu  praise. 
Until  preferment,  coming  at  a  sure  rate, 

(Oh,  Providence!  how  wondrous  are  thy  ways. 
Who  would  suppose  thy  gifts  sometimes  obdurate  T) 

Gave  him,  to  lay  the  devil  who  looks  o'er  Lincoln, 

A  fat  fen  vicarage,  and  nought  to  think  on. 

LXXXIH. 
His  jokes  wera  sermons,  and  his  sermons  jokes; 

But  both  were  thrown  away  amongst  the  fens; 
For  wit  hath  00  great  friend  in  aguish  folks. 

No  longer  ready  ears  and  short-hand  pens 
Imbibed  the  gay  bonnnot,  or  happy  hoax : 

The  poor  priest  was  reduced  to  common  sense. 
Or  to  coarse  efforts  very  loud  and  long. 
To  hammer  a  hoarse  laugh  from  the  thick  throng. 

LXXXIV. 
There  is  a  difference,  says  the  song, «  between 

A  beggar  and  a  queen,*  or  va$  (of  late 
Tlie  latter  worse  used  of  the  two  we  *ve  seen — 

But  we  '11  say  nothing  of  affsirs  of  state)— 
A  difference  m  'twixt  a  bishop  and  a  dean,» 

A  difference  between  crockery-ware  and  plate, 
As  between  English  beef  and  Spartan  broth — . 
And  yet  great  heroes  have  been  bred  by  both 

LXXXV. 

But  of  all  nature's  discrepancies,  none 

Upon  the  whole  b  greater  than  the  difference 

Beheld  between  the  country  and  the  town. 
Of  which  the  latter  merits  every  preference 

From  those  who  've  few  resources  of  their  own. 
And  only  think,  or  act,  or  feel  with  reference 

To  aome  small  plan  of  interest  or  ambition— 

Both  which  are  limited  to  no  condition. 

LXXXVL 

But.H  en  avantli*  The  light  loves  languish  o'er 
Long  banquets  and  too  many  guests,  altliongh 

A  slight  repast  makes  people  love  much  more, 
Bacchus  and  Ceres  being,  aa  we  know, 

Even  from  our  grammar  upwards,  friends  of  yore 
With  virifying  Venus,  who  doth  owe 

To  these  the  invention  of  champagne  and  truffles : 

Temperance  delights  her,  but  long  fasting  raffles. 

LXXXVn. 
Dully  pass'd  o'er  the  dinner  of  the  day ; 

And  Juan  took  his  place  he  knew  not  where. 
Confused,  in  the  confusion,  and  distrait. 

And  sitting  as  if  nail'd  upon  his  chair; 
Though  knives  and  forks  clang'd  round  as  iu  a  fray. 

He  seem'd  unconscious  of  all  passing  there. 
Till  some  one,  with  a  groan,  express'd  a  wish 
(Unheeded  twice)  to  have  a  fin  of  fish. 

LXXXVIIL 
On  which,  at  the  ikird  asking  of  the  banns. 

He  started ;  and,  perceiving  smiles  around 
Broadening  to  grins,  he  colour'd  more  than  once, 

And  hastily — as  notliing  can  confound 
A  wise  man  more  than  laughter  from  a  dupce — 

Inflicted  on  tlie  dish  a  deadly  wound. 
And  with  such  hurry  that,  ere  he  could  curb  it, 
He  'd  paid  his  neighbour's  prayer  with  half  a  turbot. 
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LXXXIX. 

Tliis  was  no  bad  mistake,  as  it  occurr'd, 

Tiic  siipplicator  bc>iii(;  an  amateur; 
Out  oilicrs,  who  were  left  with  scarce  a  tliird. 

Were  ain;ry — as  liicy  »ell  mi^'lit,  to  be  sure. 
They  wonder'd  how  a  youn^  man  so  abi^urd 

Lord  Ht'iiry  at  hik  table  should  cudure; 
And  this,  and  his  not  knowing  how  much  oau 
Had  fallen  Idsl  anarkei,  coat  his  host  three  votes. 

XG. 
They  little  knew,  or  might  have  f^ympalhixed, 

That  he  the  night  before  had  seen  a  ghost ; 
A  prologue  which  but  ttiiglitly  harmonised 

With  the  subfilantial  company  engross'd 
Cy  matter,  and  ko  much  materialised, 

That  one  scarce  knew  at  what  to  marvel  most 
Of  :wo  things— how  (the  qne?.tiou  rather  odd  is) 
Such  bodies  could  have  souls,  or  souU  sueli  bodies. 

XCT. 
But  what  confused  him  more  than  smile  or  staro 

From  all  the'  squires  and  'squiresses  around, 
Who  wonder'd  at  the  abstraction  of  his  air, 

Especially  as  he  liad  been  reuown'd 
For  some  vivacity  among  the  fair. 

Even  in  the  country  circle's  narrow  bound — 
(For  Utile  things  upon  my  lord's  estate 
Were  good  small-talk  for  others  stiil  less  great) — 

XCIf 
Was,  that  he  caught  Aurora's  eye  on  his. 

And  Romeihing  like  a  smile  upon  her  cheek. 
Now  this  he  really  rather  took  ami<:s: 

In  those  who  rarely  smile,  their  smile  bespeaks 
A  strong  exteniul  motive;  and  in  this 

Smile  of  Aurora's  ihere  was  nought  to  pique 
Or  hope,  or  love,  with  any  of  the  wiles 
Which  some  prclcud  to  trace  in  ladies'  smiles. 

XCIII. 
T  was  a  mere  quiet  smile  nf  contemplation, 

Indicative  of  some  surprise  and  pity; 
And  Juan  grew  carnation  with  vexation, 

Which  was  not  very  wise  and  still  less  witCy, 
Since  he  had  gaiu'd  at  least  her  observation, 

.\  most  important  outwork  of  the  city — 
As  Juan  should  have  known,  had  not  his  senses 
By  last  night's  ghost  been  driven  from  their  defences. 

XCIV. 
But,  what  was  l>ad,  she  did  not  blush  in  turn, 

Nor  seem  embarrassed — quite  the  contrary; 
ller  aspect  was,  as  usual,  still — not  stern — 

And  she  withdrew,  but  cast  not  down,  her  eye, 
Yet  grew  a  litili-  pale— with  what?  concern? 

I  l«now  not ;  but  her  colour  neer  was  high-— 
Thouj;h  sometimes  faintly  tlush'd — and  always  clear. 
As  deep  seas  in  a  sunny  atmosphere. 

XCV. 
But  Adeline  was  occupied  by  fame 

This  day;  and  watching,  witching,  condescending 
To  the  consumers  of  (isli,  fowl,  and  game. 

And  dignity  with  courtesy  so  blen<ling, 
As  all  mu>.t  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 

fEspeciiilly  as  the  sixth  year  i>  cudint;) 
Al  their  lord's,  son's,  and  similar  connexions' 
S;»t"e  conduct  through  the  rocks  of  rc-elccti»n». 


XCVI. 
Though  this  was  most  expedient  on  the  vboJe, 

And  usual — Juan,  when  lie  cast  a  glanee 
On  Adeline  while  playing  ber  grand  rolc^ 

Which  she  went  ibrnugh  21s  though  itirere  a dnace 
(Betraying  only  now  and  then  her  soul 

By  a  look  scarce  percepiibiy  askaoca 
Of  weariness  or  scorn),  began  en  feel 
Some  doubt  how  much  of  Adeline  waa  reml; 

XCVII. 
So  well  she  acted  all  and  every  part 

By  turns — with  tliat  vivacious  versatility. 
Which  many  people  take  for  want  of  heart. 

They  err — 't  is  merely  what  is  calFd  mobiiity,* 
A  thing  of  temperament  and  not  of  arc. 

Though  seeming  so,  from  its  supposed  AiciKly; 
And  false — though  true;  for  surely  they're  sineeresr. 
Who  're  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is.  neuvst. 

XCVTir. 
This  makes  your  actors,  artists,  and  romancers. 

Heroes  sometimes,  thougli  seldom — sagea  never; 
Rut  speakers,  bards,  diptomalisis,  and  daoeers« 

Little  that 's  great,  but  much  of  what  is  devar; 
Most  orator^.,  but  very  few  financiers. 

Though  all  Exchequer  Chancellors  endeavMnr, 
Of  late  years,  to  dispense  with  Cocker's  rigoars. 
And  grow  quite  figurative  with  their  figurea. 

XCIX. 
The  poets  of  arithmetic  are  they 

W'ho,  though  they  prove  not  two  and  two  in  be 
Five,  as  ihey  would  do  in  a  modest  way. 

Have  plainly  made  it  out  that  four  are  three. 
Judging  by  what  they  take  and  what  they  pay. 

The  Sinking  Fund's  unfathomable  sem, 
That  most  uidiquidaling  liquid,  leaves 
The  debt  unsunk,  yet  sinks  all  it  recetrea. 

a 

While  .\deline  dispensed  her  airs  and  graces. 
The  fair  Fiu-Fulke  seem'd  very  much  at  ease; 

Though  too  well-bred  to  quiz  men  10  their  f9cm^ 
Her  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a  gUnee  eouhl  sei 

The  ridicules  of  people  in  all  pl.ices^- 
Tliat  honey  of  your  fashionable  bees— 

And  store  it  up  for  mischievous  enjoyment; 

And  this  at  present  was  her  kind  employi 

CT. 
However,  the  day  closed,  as  days  must  close ; 

The  evening  also  waned — and  coffee  came. 
Each  cnrri.ige  was  announced,  and  ladies  rose. 

And  curtseying  off,  as  curtsies  country  dame. 
Retired:  with  most  unfashionable  bows 

Tlicir  docile  esquires  also  did  the  same. 
Delighted  with  the  dinner  and  their  host. 
But  with  the  lady  Adeline  the  mo&L 

cir. 

Some  praised  her  beauty;  others  her  great  grace; 

Tlie  warmth  of  her  politeness,  wliose  sincerity 
Was  obvious  iu  c;icli  feature  of  her  face. 

Whose  traits  were  radiant  with  the  rays  of  verity. 
Yes,  she  was  truly  worthy  her  high  place! 

No  one  could  eiivy  her  deserved  prot^perity  : 
And  then  her  dress — what  beautiful  simplicity 
Draperied  her  form  with  curious  felicity!? 


DON  JUAN. 


703 


cm. 

Meanwhile  sweeC  AdcliiM  deterred  their  praiiet, 

By  ao  impartial  iodemnificaiioa 
For  all  Iter  pa&l  exertioo  aod  Aoft  phraaet, 

la  a  moht  cdifyiug  coaveri>atioo, 
Which  (uni'd  upoo  Ui^irlate  gue&ts'  mieiM  amHacet, 

And  families,  even  to  the  last  reUtioo; 
Their  hiilcoua  ivivec,  tlieir  horrid  lelvca  aod  dresMt, 
And  irucukat  dkioriion  of  their  tresaea. 

CIV. 
True,  she uid  littlest  was  the  reit  that  broke 

Forth  into  uaiversai  epinram : 
Dut  then  't  wn%  to  the  purpo«e  what  she  spoke  : 

Like  Addiaoo'a  «  faint  prai^»  so  wont  to  damn. 
Her  own  but  senred  10  set  off  every  Joke, 

As  muAic  chimet  in  with  a  melo-drame. 
How  sweet  the  task  to  shield  an  absent  friend! 
I  ask  but  this  of  mine,  to—— -not  defend. 

CV. 
There  were  but  two  exceptions  to  thk  keen 

Skirmish  <^  wilt  o'er  the  deported:  one, 
Aurora,  with  her  pure  aod  phcid  mien; 

And  Juan  loo,  iu  general  hefaiod  oooo 
In  gay  remark  on  whnt  he  'd  heard  or  seen. 

Sate  silent  now,  his  usual  spirits  gone  : 
In  vain  he  heard  the  others  rail  or  rally, 
He  would  not  join  them  in  a  single  sally. 

CVL 
T  is  true  he  saw  Aurora  look  as  though 

She  approved  his  silence;  she  perhaps  mistook 
Its  motive  for  that  charity  we  owe 

But  seldom  pay  the  abaent,  nor  would  look 
Further;  it  might  or  it  might  not  be  so^ 

Dut  Juan,  sitting  silent  in  his  nook, 
Ob«erviog  little  in  his  reverie, 
Yet  saw  this  much,  wliich  he  was  glad  to  see. 

CVII. 
The  ghost  at  least  had  done  him  this  much  good. 

In  making  him  as  silent  as  a  ghost, 
If  in  the  circumstances  which  ensued 

He  gain'd  esteem  Where  k  was  worth  dM  most. 
And  certainly  Aurora  had  renew'd 

In  him  some  feelings  he  had  Litely  lost 
Or  hardeo'd;  feelings  which,  perhaps  ideal, 
Are  so  divine,  that  I  tmut  deedi  them  real : — 

CVilf. 

The  love  of  higher  things  aod  better  dayi; 

The  unbounded  hope,  and  heavenly  ignorance 
Of  what  is  caH*d  the  world,  aod  the  world's  ways; 

The  moments  when  we  gather  fram  n  giooM 
More  joy  than  from  all  future  pride  or  pralae. 

Which  kindle  manhood,  but  can  ne'er  entrance 
The  heart  in  an  exiitlence  of  its  own. 
Of  which  aooiiiera  hotom  as  the  aono. 

ax. 

Who  would  oot  sigh  Ac  set  rsev  Ku^^cflcv 
That  hath  a  memory,  or  that  had  a  heart t 

Alas!  her  star  must  wane  like  that  of  Diao, 
Ray  fades  00  ray,  as  years  on  years  depart. 

Anacreon  only  bad  the  eool  to  tie  im 

Unwttheriog  myrtle  ronod  the  tioMMMed  dart 

Of  KrtM;  ba^  tkoiigk  thou  hnt  plafy'd  ua  iMiay»iefct, 

StiU  we  mpMt  Umb,  «  Alaa  YeMwGMllfii !» 


ex. 

Aod  full  of  affitifnMta,  Mtblime  at  billowt 
lleaving  between  this  world  and  worlds  beyond, 

Don  Juan,  wlien  the  midnight  hour  of  pillows 
Arrived,  retired  to  his ;  but  to  de«pood 

Rather  than  fesc  iMleod  of  poppies,  willows 
Waved  o'er  his  couch;  he  medit.*ited,  fond 

Of  those  sweet  bitter  thonghn  which  banish  sleep, 

And  make  the  worldling  sneer,  the  yoongUbg  weep. 

CXI. 
The  night  was  a«  before:  he  was  ondrest, 

Saving  his  night-gown,  which  is  an  ttndresa : 
Completely  «  sans  culottp,M  and  without  ytiX; 

In  short,  he  hardly  could  be  clothed  widi  lets; 
But.  apprehensive  of  his  spectral  guest. 

He  sate,  with  feelings  awkward  to  etpress 
(By  those  who  have  not  liad  soch  viaitatioos), 
Expectant  of  the  ghost  s  frvdh  opcfatioos. 

exit. 

And  DOC  ill  vain  he  litlea'd— Huah!  what  *t  that? 

I  see— I  see— Ah,  no !  't  is  not— yet 't  is— 
Te  powers!  it  is  the— the— tlie— Pooh!  the irat! 

The  devil  may  take  that  stealthy  pace  of  his! 
So  like  a  spiritual  pit-a*pat. 

Or  tiptoe  of  an  amatory  miss, 
Gliding  the  first  ti«M  to  a  reodetvons. 
And  drcadiag  the  cliasle  echoes  of  her  Aoe. 

cxm. 

Again  what  is  'tT  Tlie  wiadT  No,  IM>,— this  tliat 

It  is  the  aahle  friar  a*  before. 
With  awfnl  faotstqia,  regular  aa  Hiyma, 

Or  (as  rhymes  asay  be  in  these  day*)  aaoeh 
Again,  threogh  shadows  of  the  oight  sublime, 

When  deep  sleep  fsll  on  men,  aad  the  world ' 
The  starry  darkness  nmnd  Iter  like  a  glHta 
Spangled  with  g»in»^ih*  ttoalk  atade  bis  Mood  cufilt. 

CXIV. 
A  noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawn  on  glaw,* 

Which  sets  the  teeth  00  edge;  and  a  iiiighl  datter. 
Like  showers  wkich  on  tlie  midnight  gt»ts  will  pa«, 

Sounding  kke  very  •opematonH  water,<*- 
Came  over  Joan's  ear,  virlrich  throbb'd,  alas  1 

For  immaierialism's  a  strions  matter? 
So  that  even  those  whose  Mth  is  the  most  grant 
In  souU  smmwial,  aboo  them  tCto4'4«teh 

CXT. 
Were  his  eyeHopcof— Tea!  aod  Ms  moolh  tbo. 

Surprise  has  this  «fVrct-^to  make  ooeihraib. 
Yet  leave  the  gate  wideh  eloqiienee  slips  throt4(h 

As  wide  as  If  a  long  speech  were  to  come. 
Kigh  and  more  fiigh  the  awful  echnesdrew. 

Tremendous  to  a  mortal  tym'panum  : 
His  eyes  were  open,  and  (as  was  befbre 
Suted)  his  mouth.    Whatopeo'd  neitT— the  ditor. 

CXVf. 

It  open'd  with  a  flioet  infcmnl  cr«ak, 
Like  that  of  hell.  «  Laschtte  ogni  speranaa, 

Voi  che  en  I  rale! »  The  hinge  seem'd  to  speak. 
Dreadful  as  Dante^s  rlma,  or  this  statna; 

Or — but  all  words  upon  mieh  tlwnes  are  weak : 
A  singfe  thade  's  sufficient  to  eotrance  a 

Hero— for  what  kaobalaoca  to  a  spirit  T 

Or  how  is 'I  omOar  trembles  to  coma  OMrhT 
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CXVll. 

The  door  flew  wide,  not  swiftly — but,  as  fly 
Tlie  sea-gulls,  with  a  steady,  sober  flight — 

Aod  then  swung  back;  nor  close — but  stood  awry, 
Half  letting  in  long  shadows  on  the  light, 

Which  still  in  Juan's  candlesticks  burn  d  high, 
For  he  had  two,  both  tolerably  bright,^ 

And  in  the  door-way,  darkening  darkness,  stood 

The  sable  friar  in  his  solemn  hood. 

cxviir. 

Don  Juan  sbook,  as  erst  he  had  been  shaken 
The  night  before;  but,  being  sick  of  shaking. 

He  first  inclined  to  think  he  had  been  mistaken, 
And  then  to  be  ashamed  of  such  mistaking; 

His  own  internal  ghost  began  to  awaken 

Within  him,  and  to  quell  his  corporal  quaking — 

Hinting,  that  soul  and  body  on  the  whole 

Were  o<ids  against  a  disembodied  soul. 

CXIX. 

And  then  his  dread  grew  wrath,  and  his  wrath  fierce; 

And  he  arose,  advanced — the  shade  retreated; 
But  Juan,  eager  now  the  truth  to  pierce, 

Followd  ;  his  reins  no  longer  cold,  but  heated. 
Resolved  to  thrust  the  mystery  carte  and  tierce. 

At  whatsoever  risk  of  being  defeated  : 
The  ghost  stopp'd,  menaced,  then  retired,  until 
He  reach'd  tlie  ancient  wall,  then  stood  stone  stiU. 

cxx. 

Juan  put  forth  one  arm— Eternal  Powers  I 
It  touch'd  no  soul,  nor  body,  but  the  wall. 

On  which  the  moonbeams  fell  in  silvery  showers 
Chequer'd  with  all  the  tracery  of  the  hall  ; 

He  ^hudder'd,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers 
When  he  can't  tell  what 't  is  that  doth  appal. 

How  odd,  a  single  hobgoblin's  non-entity 

Should  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  host's  identity.9 

cxxr. 

But  still  the  shade  remain'd ;  the  blue  eyes  glared, 

And  rather  variably  for  stony  death ; 
Yet  one  thing  rather  good  the  grave  had  spared — 

The  ghost  had  a  remarkably  sweet  breath. 
A  suaggling  curl  show'd  he  had  been  fair-hair'd; 

A  red  lip,  with  two  rows  of  pearl  beneath, 
Cleam'd  forth,  as  through  the  casement's  ivy  shroud 
The  moon  peep'd,  just  escaped  from  a  grey  cloud. 

GXXII. 
And  Juan,  puzzled,  but  still  curious,  thrust 

His  other  arm  forth— Wonder  upon  wonder! 
It  pressd  upon  a  hard  but  glowing  bust. 

Which  beat  as  if  there  was  a  warm  heart  under, 
lie  found,  as  people  on  most  trials  must, 

That  he  had  made  at  first  a  silly  blunder, 
And  that  in  his  confusion  he  had  caught 
Only  the  wall  instead  of  what  he  sought. 

cxxin. 

The  ghost,  if  ghost  it  were,  seem'd  a  sweet  soul, 

As  ever  lurk'd  beneath  a  holy  hood  ; 
A  dimpled  chin,  a  neck  of  ivory,  stole 

Forili  into  something  much  like  flesh  and  blood; 
Ilack  foil  the  sable  frock  and  dreary  cowl, 

And  ihcy  rcxeald  (alas  1  that  eer  they  should!) 
In  full,  voluptuous,  but  not  o'ergrown  bulk. 
The  phantom  of  her  frolic  grace — Fitz-Fuike! 


NOTES. 


CANTO  I. 

Note  1.  Stanza  V. 
Brtve  BMa  were  livias  before  Afii 
•  Vix«r«  forte*  anle  AfsmeiBaoiMi.  •  etc  —Hoe Acs. 

Note  2.  Stanza  xvii. 
Seretblne  •  iDOiMiipar«bleoll,>  Meeenar! 
«  Description  des  vertus  incomparabUs  de  lliuiie  <ie 
Macassar.n— See  the  advertisement. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xlii. 

Alibnugh  Lonuino*  telU  a*  tbere  !•  ••  byaa 
Where  the  •abUme  loert  fortb  eo  wln^  Bore  aa;  le. 

See  Longinus,  Section  lo,  Tva.  fiij  |v  rt  mpi  avrr.-. 

Note  4>  Stanza  xViv. 
Tbey  only  add  then  ell  is  ea  appendix. 
Fact.  There  is,  or  was,  such  an  edition,  with  all  thr 
obnoxious  epigraou  of  Martial  placed  by  tbemscivri.  a: 
the  end. 

Note  5.  Stanza  IxxxTiii. 
The  berd  I  quote  from  doea  not  tia^;  anlu. 
Campbell's   Gertrude   of  Wyoming;    (I    think)   tli-? 
opening  of  Canto  II.,  but  quote  from  memory. 

Note  6.  Stanza  cxlviii. 
I*  it  for  thl>  that  G«Derai  Coaat  O'ReillT, 
Who  toolt  Algier*.  declare*  I  oMd  hia  vilely  T 

Donna  Julia  here  made  a  mistake.  Count  0'Rer:]y 
did  not  take  Algiers— but  Algiers  very  nearly  look  him  : 
he  and  his  army  and  fleet  retreated  with  great  loss,  anJ 
not  much  credit,  from  before  tliat  city,  in  the  year  1 7— 

Note  7.  Stanza  ccxvi. 
My  day  a  of  Iotc*  are  orer,  me  no  laoctr. 

■  Me  noc  fvnina,  nee  puer 
Jam,  ncc  tpci  animi  crrdala  natei ; 

Ncccertare  jovat  nero, 
Nee  Tinriro  novi*  tempore  fioriba*.* 


CANTO   III. 


Note  1.  Stanza  xIy. 
For  none  lilLoa  nu>re  lo  bear  biauelf  cm 

RUpo«eallor  Margutte  :  a  dirtel  to*to, 

lo  Doo  credo  pii^  al  nero,  cb'  •  rauairo; 

Mb  Del  iviipoDe,  o  (omo,  o  vaogli  arrouo; 

E  cn^do  olruna  volta  anco  net  bvrro. 

N'o  la  (XTvngia,  e  qaand'  io  n'  bo  art  aiwto;  1 

E  molio  pib  oe  I'  atpro  th»  it  maagarro; 

Ma  $opra  tulto  nel  baoo  tibo  bo  fede; 

E  (TMio  cbo  tia  mIvo  chl  gli  crede. 
Pct-ci,  Morgamtt  Maggion,  Canto  18.  Siaata  iiS. 

Note  2.  Stanza  Ixxi. 
Tbat  o'dr  by  procioua  metal  was  beUI  ia. 
This  dress  is  Moorish,  and  the  bracelets  and  bar  ar.- 
worn  in  the  manner  described.    The  reader  will  p^r. 
ccive  hereafter,  that,  as  the  mother  of  Haidee  was(.t  < 
Fez,  her  daughter  wore  the  garb  of  the  coiuiiry. 


DON  JUAN. 
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Note  3.  Stann  Ixxii. 
A  like  (;ciid  bar.  kbors  her  lattep  roll'd. 
The  bar  of  gold  above  the  instep  is  a  mark  of  sove- 
reign rank  in  the  women  of  the  bmiliesof  the  Dcys, 
and  is  worn  as  such  by  their  female  relatives. 

Note  4-  Stanza  Ixxiii. 
Hm-  prrtoa  If  tllow'd  at  large  to  raa. 
This  is  DO  exaggeration;  there  were  four  women 
whom  I  remember  to  have  seen,  who  possessed  their 
liair  in  this  profusion;  of  these,  three  were  Eagiish,  the 
other  was  a  Levantine.  Their  hair  was  of  that  length 
and  quantity  that,  when  let  down,  it  almost  entirely 
shaded  the  person,  so  as  nearly  to  render  dress  a  su- 
perfluity. Of  these,  only  one  had  dark  hair;  the  Ori- 
ental's had,  perliap&f  the  lightest  colour  of  the  four. 

Note  5.  Stania  cvii. 
Oh  HMpernt '.  thoa  briagett  all  good  thiagi. 

^ipttS  oivoVf  fspui  0if'/'> 

^tptli  flUnpt  "ROLIOOL. 

Fragment  of  Sappho. 

Note  6.  Stanza  cviii. 
Soft  hoar!  which  waket  lh«  with  aad  laolu  the  heart. 

Era  gik  I'  ora  che  volffe  'I  dicio, 

A'  navifsaati,  «  'ni«ot*ri»c«  il  caore; 
Lo  di  ch'  haa  detto  a'  rioici  amici  addio, 

E  rhe  lo  DOOTO  peregria  d'  amore 
Pnoge,  M>  ode  Squilla  di  loDtano, 

Lhti  |Mja  '1  giorao  pianger  che  ti  aaora. 

DiiiBt  Pmrymtorjf,  Caalo  viii. 

This  last  line  is  the  first  of  Crny's  Elegy,  taken  by  him 
without  acknowledgment. 

Note  7.  Stanza  ciz. 

Son*  hands  ■Bteen  ttrew'd  Bowcn  apon  hia  tooih. 
See  Suetonius  for  this  fact. 


CANTO   IV. 


Note  I.  Stanza  xii. 
■  Wlmm  lh«  goda  lore  di«  yoaog,*  wit  uid  of  yore. 

See  Herodotus. 

Note  a.  Stanza  lix. 

A  tela  had  barat. 
This  is  no  very  unrommon  effect  of  the  violence  of 
conflicting  and  difft>rrnt  pai>sions.  The  Doge  Francis 
Foscari,  on  his  dcpoMiion,  in  ,i4^7t  hearing  the  bell 
of  St  Mark  announce  the  election  of  his  successor, 
«  mourut  subitement  d'une  h^morrhagie  causee  par  uue 
voine  qui  seclaia  dans  sa  poitrlne,n  (see  Sismoudi  and 
Daru,  vols,  i  and  ii),  at  the  age  of  eighty  years,  when 
«  who  would  have  thought  tiie  old  man  had  so  much 
blood  in  him  ?»  Before  1  was  sixteen  years  of  age,  I 
was  witness  lo  a  melancholy  instance  of  the  same  effect 
of  mixed  p.issions  upon  a  young  person ;  who,  however, 
did  not  die  in  consequence,  at  that  time,  but  fell  a  victim 
some  vrars  afterwards  to  a  seizure  of  the  same  kind, 
ariiting  from  causes  intimately  connected  with  agitation 
of  mind. 

Note  3.  Stanza  Ixxx. 
Bat  aoM  by  th*  Impreurlo  at  no  high  rata. 
This  is  a  fact.    A  few  years  ago  a  man  engaged  a 


company  for  some  foreign  th«itre;  embarked  ihem  at 
an  Italian  port,  and,  carrying  them  to  Algiers,  told 
them  all.  One  of  the  women,  returned  from  her  cap- 
tivity, I  heard  sing,  by  a  strange  coincidence,  in  Rossini'a 
opera  of  m  L'ltaliana  in  Algieri,B  at  Venice,  in  the  be- 
ginning of  1817. 

Note  4-  Stania  Ixxxvi. 

Fron  all  the  Po|te  makei  yearly 't  wonld  parplas 
To  find  three  perfect  pipe*  of  the  /AiWaex. 

It  is  Strange  that  it  should  be  the  pope  and  the  snitan 
who  are  the  chief  encouragcrs  of  this  branch  of  trade- 
women  being  prohibited  as  singers  at  St  Peter's,  and  not 
deemed  trust-worthy  as  guardians  of  the  haram. 

Note  5.  Stanza  ciii. 
While  weeds  and  ordare  raakia  roaad  tha  baia. 
The  pillar  which  records  the  battle  of  Ravenna  is 
about  two  miles  from  the  city,  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  river  to  the  road  towards  Forli.  Gaston  de  Foix, 
who  gained  the  battle,  was  killed  in  it;  there  fell  on 
both  sides  twenty  thousand  men.  The  present  state  of 
the  pillar  and  its  site  is  described  ijt  the  text. 


CANTO  V. 


Note  I .  Stanza  iii. 
The  ooaaa  atroaia. 
Tais  expression  of  Homer  has  been  much  eriticised. 
It  hardly  answers  to  our  Atlantic  ideas  of  the  occan« 
hut  is  sufficiently  applicable  lo  the  Hellespont,  and  thfe 
Bosphorus,  with  the  .£gean  intersected  with  islands. 

Note  3.  Stanza  v. 

■  The  Glaat'a  Grave.  > 
«  The  Giant's  Grave*  is  a  height  on  the  Adriatic  shore 
of  the  Bosphorus,  much  frequented  by  holiday  parties ; 
I'lke  Harrow  and  Bighgale. 

Note  3.  Stanta  zxxiii. 
Aad  raaalag  oat  aa  fhat  aa  1  was  abla. 
The  assassination  alluded  to  took  place  on  the  eighth 

of  December,   1820,  in  the  streets  of  R ,  not  a 

hundred  paces  from  the  residence  of  the  writer.    The 
circumstances  were  as  described. 

Note  4*  Stanza  xxxiv. 
lili'd  by  Iva  balleta  freia  aa  old  gaa-barrol. 
There  was  found  close  by  him  an  old  gun-barrel,  sawn 
half  off:  it  had  jiut  been  discharged,  and  was  stUl  warm. 

Note  5.  Stanza  liii. 
Prepared  for  tapper  with  a  glau  of  raw. 
In  Turkey  nothing  is  more  common  than  for  the 
Mussulmans  to  take  several  glasses  of  strong  spirits  by 
way  of  appetizer.  I  have  seen  them  take  as  many  as 
six  of  raki  before  dinner,  and  swear  that  they  dined  the 
better  for  it;  I  tried  the  experiment,  but  was  like  the 
Scotchman,  who  having  heard  that  the  birds  called  kit- 
liewiaks  were  admirable  whets,  ate  six  of  them,  and 
complained  that  «  he  was  no  hungrier  than  whgn  he 
began.» 

Note  6.  Stanza  Iv. 

Bpleadid  bat  tilent,  UTe  In  •■«,  where,  dvoppiag, 
A  aMrbla  feootaia  ocheet. 

A  common  furniture. — I  recollect  baing  received  by 

89 


7o() 


l;V  HUN'S   WOKKS. 


All  Pacha,  in  a  room  coutainiii^;  a  marhle  bnsiu  aud 
fount.iin,  etc.,  eic,  cic. 

Note  7.  Stanza  Ixxxvii. 

Tli(*  RQ«'  to  ftplcD'iiii  wa«  ID  all  iitfealurei. 
Features  of  a  gate — n   ministerial   metaphor ;« the 
fentnrc    upon    wliicli    lliis  qiir>lion   /im</e$.» — See  the 
"  Kinliji'  Family,))  or  liear  Casileungh. 

Note  8,  Slan/.i  r\i. 
Thoii;;h  on  inort'  ihi.rtftrjh-ljrcd  or  fairer  llnj-^cr*. 

TIhtc  is  perh.ips  iioihin(^  more  distinctive  of  )»irlh 
tlian  ihc  h.md  ;  it  is  iihno>t  the  only  si;;n  of  blood  wliic  h 
arislocrary  cm  {;cnerale. 

Note  9.  Slau/a  cxlvii. 
SaT«  S<jl\iuan,  ih.-  (jlorj  of  their  lino. 

It  may  not  he  unworthy  of  remark,  that  Paeon,  in 
his  essiy  on  «<  Kmi)ire,»  hints  ihat  Solymnn  was  the  last 
of  liis  hue;  on  i»hat  authority,  I  know  not.  These  are 
his  words:  "The  destruction  of  .Mu<>tii]>ha  was  so  fatal 
to  Sol Y man's  line,  as  the  sncci'ssion  of  the  Turks  from 
Solyman,  until  this  day,  is  sus]»«*cted  to  be  untrue,  and 
of  atran(;e  Idood  ;  for  th.it  Solymus  the  Second  vas 
thou(',lil  to  bi>  sn])posititious.»  lint  liacon,  in  his  his- 
torical aut|ioriiie>,  is  often  inaccurate.  1  could  yivc  half 
a  do/.cn  iuvijuces  from  his  apo|ihth('(;ms  only. 

Ili-iuj;  in  the  humour  of  ciitnism.  I  sliall  proceed, 
after  haxin^;  vcniurcd  upon  the  ,slip«.  of  llacoii,  to  tou(  h 
on  one  or  two  as  trilling;  in  llu*  edition  of  the  i!iiiisli 
Poets,  by  the  justly-celcltraicd  ('amphi  II.  —  lUit  I  do  this 
in  {^jood  will,  and  trust  it  will  lie  so  taken. — If  any  thing 
could  add  to  my  opinion  of  (he  talents  and  true  feeJin*; 
of  that  {;enlleman,  it  would  he  his  i  lassie. d,  Imnesi,  aiid 
triumphant  defence  of  Pope,  a(;ainst  the  vul^'ar  cant  of 
the  day,  and  its  e\i>lin(;  Giub-street. 

The  inadvertencies  to  which  I  allude  are, — 

Firstly,  in  spcakinj^j  of  /Instey,  mIuuh  he  accu'^es  of 
haviijjr  taken  w  his  leading;  characters  from  Smollett. >^ 
Ansleyj,  bath  Guide  was  published  in  I7(»().    Smoihiis 


brother  of  that  dangerous  charge  a  borrowin{; :»  a  poet 
had  better  borrow  any  thing  (excepting  nioiicy)  than 
the  thoughts  of  aaolhcr — they  are  always  sure  to  be  re- 
claimed; but  it  Uvery  hard,  baviog  been  Ihc  lender^  to 
be  denouitccd  as  the  debtor,  as  is  the  case  of  An^tev 
versus  Smollett. 

As  there  is  «  honour  amongst  thieves*  let  there  be 
some  amongst  poets,  and  give  each  his  due, —  uonc  can 
afford  to  {^i\e  it  more  than  Mr  Campbell  himself,  who, 
\>ilh  a  hi;;h  reputation  for  originality,  and  a  fame  w  bich 
cannot  be  shaken,  is  the  only  poet  of  the  times  l^rxcepl 
Ilo|;ers)  who  can  be  reproached  (and  iw  him  it  is  indred 
a  reproach)  >»ilh  having  written  too  little. 


CANTO   VI. 


Stanza  Ixxv.' 
■  wood  oh  rur(>,«  liku  ibat  ftherc  Dabic  fosod, 

>ol  riK/.o  titl  (Inmmln'  di  oonni  vita 
Mi  riirrivoi  per  una  Selva  o»''uni,  etc.  eir.  eir. 


CANTO  VII. 

Stanza  li. 
W'a«  trachin«  hi«  recruits  to  uae  the  l«^ooet. 
Fact:  Souvaroff  did  this  in  pcrsoa. 

CANTO  VIII. 


Note  I .  Stanza  viii. 
All  »nuD(l*  it  ]ii<.-r<t<ih,  •  .\llab  I  Allah!  Da!  • 
«  Allah  !  llu  I))  Is  properly  the  war-cry  of  the  Museul- 


Humphry  Cliiikor  (the  only  woik  of  Smolleit's   frnin     'nans,  and  they  ^\^^p\\  long  on  the  last  syllable,  whicli 
which  Taliitlia,  etc.,  etc.   could  have   been  taken)  was     [i^^^^^  it  n  >''ry  wild  and  peculiar  effect. 


written  dniing  Smollctt'i  last  residence  at  Lc(;i)orn.  in 
1770.  —  ^^.irfJnl,>^  if  there  has  liceu  any  borrowing, 
Aiisiey  must  be  the  cretlitor,  and  not  the  debtor.  1 
refer  Mr  Campbell  to  his  own  data  in  his  lives  of  Smol- 
lett iiiid  Anstey. 

Secondly,  flir  Campbell  savs,  in  the  life  of  Cowjier 
(note  to  page  358,  vol.  7),  that  «  he  knows  not  to  vhum 
Cowper  alludes  in  these  lines  ; 

Xor  hf  wtio.  for  tin;  lAiiii;of  iliuix.Tnd*  born, 
Itiitii  Oiti  ii  chitrch,  and  laujh  <1  hi*  nord  to  scorn. 

The  Calvinisl  meant  Voltaire,  and  the  church  of  Fer- 
ney,  with  its  inscription,  «*  lUo  eiexil  Voltaire. » 

Thirdly,  in  the  bfc  of  Ikirns,  Mr  C.  quotes  Shak- 
spcare  thus. — 

To  (;ild  rcfmod  f;old,  to  point  tfw  rose. 
Or  miU/r<ti.  perluiuo  <t»  tbo  >ioltt. 

This  version  by  no  means  improves  the  original,  which 
is  a*"  follows: 

T<'(5''il  rcfiiiid  (Told,  tt>  pnini  ilif  ///</, 
I'o  ihri'w  a  fi  rjunie  on  iLc  viol.  I,  clr. 

Kin(j  John. 

A  I'.reat  poet  qnotini;  another  should  be  correct;  he 
should  also  be  accur.ite  when  he  accuses  a  Parnassian 


Note  2.  Stanza  ix. 

•  fnrnngo  (so  Wordsworth  tells  you)  ii  God't  daaf^bter  • 

Bui  thsf  roost  dn^d'tJ  initromeDl 
III  wijikinj  out  a  purv  inirnt. 
Is  HKin  arra>  d  for  mutual  slaughter ; 
YfO,   Oiniiige  i»  ihtf  (t/in<j/Uer! 

AVoBcsnosia  i  Fhanktgipinj  Ode. 

To  wit ,  the  Deity's.  1  his  is  perhaps  as  pretty  a  peiii- 
j;ree  for  murder  as  ever  was  found  out  by  Carter  kiiig- 
al-arins.  —  What  would  have  beca  said  liad  auy  frcf- 
spokcu  people  discovered  such  a  lineage? 

Note  3.  Stanza  xviii. 
Was  printed  Grove,  ulihougb  bit  Damp  was  Groae. 

A  fact;  see  the  WaterlooCazettPs,  I  recoiled  remark- 
ing at  the  lime  to  a  friend: — «  There  is  fame  !  a  man  i* 
killed,  his  name  is  Crose,  and  they  print  it  Grove. >»  I 
was  at  college  with  the  deceased,  who  was  a  very  amiable 
aud  clever  man,  and  his  society  in  great  request  for  hi« 
wit,  (jaiety,  and  ><  chansons  a  lioire.n 

Note  4.  Stanzi  xxiii. 
As  any  other  notion,  and  ool  sJlioaal. 

See  -Major  Vallency  and  Sir  Lawrence  Parson*. 
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Note  5.  SlaoM  xxr. 
T  U  pity  ■  that  Mch  MMBlaff*  thoald  pare  bdl.* 

The  FortuQueie  pixtterbsays,  that  «  Hell  it  paved  vith 
good  ioienuons.ii 

Note  6.  Siania  xxxiii. 
Bf  ihy  k««u«  (li«coT«7.  Friar  W^tm  I 

Gonpofrder  U  Mid  to  liave  been  diftcovered  by  tliis 
firiar. 

Note  7.  Stania  xlvii. 
Which  Karwiy  roM  Bach  hieher  than  gnu  blaHet. 
They  were  but  two  feet  high  above  the  level. 

Note  8.  Staoia  xcvii. 
That  fou  aad  1  will  wia  8(  Gaorfo  •  collar. 
The  Ruttian  military  order. 

Note  9.  Stania  cxxxiii. 

(Pffvrrt 


Etermat!  nek  mmm  mumylalf)  ■  Umail  '•  oan  !* 
In  the  original  Russian — 

SloTt  boja :  (tava  tqib  : 
K.repo»i  Viala,  y  la  uai. 

A  kind  of  couplet ;  for  be  was  a  poet. 


Note  6.  Slanxa  Ixiii. 

Yoar  « foitiiBa>  waa  la  a  Mr  my  « to  awall 
A  aas,*  aaGiiat  My*. 

«His  fortune  svells  him,  it  is  rank,  he's  married.*— 
Sir  Giles  Overreach ;  Massirgki.— See  A  N€t»  Way  to 
Pay  Old  Debts. 


CANTO    IX. 


Note  I.  Stanza  i. 
UaaaBity  woaid  Hm.  and  thiuder  •  >'ay  !• 

guery,  l^fe/?— Pamxta's  Davii.. 

Note  2.  Stanza  vi. 

Aad  Mod  ih«  (Mitiaal  befora  yawr  ffaie 
A  slice  or  two  from  yoar  la^ariont  awab. 

« I  at  this  time  got  a  post,  being  for  fatigue,  with  four 
others.— We  were  sent  to  break  biscuit,  and  make  a 
mess  for  Lord  Wellingtons  hounds.  I  was  very  hungry, 
and  thought  it  a  good  job  at  the  lime,  as  we  (joi  our  own 
(ill  while  we  broke  the  biscuit,— a  thing  I  had  not  got 
for  some  days.  When  thus  engaged,  the  Prodigil  Son 
was  never  once  out  of  my  mind ;  and  I  sighed,  as  I  fed 
(he  dogs,  over  my  humble  situation  and  my  ruined 
hopes.  n—Zotirna/  0/0  SoWwr  o/t/t«  711*  tUgU  dunng 
the  war  in  Spain. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xxxiii. 
Bacaate  ho  ooald  no  more  dl^nt  his  dianar. 
He  was  killed  in  a  conspiracy,  after  his  temper  had 
been  exasperated,  by  his  extreme  costivlly,  to  a  degree 
of  insanity. 

Note  4.  Stanza  xlvii. 

Aad  had  jaat  bnriffd  I  be  fair-faoed  Lantkoi. 
He  was  the  «« grandc  passion*  of  the  grande  Cathe- 
rine.—See  her  Lives,  under  the  head  of  «  Lanskoi.n 

Note  5.  Stanza  xlix. 

Did  Irplnmril  Londood»rTy*»  Marqaou  ihow 
liitparltof  (poecb. 

This  was  written  long  before  the  suicide  of  that 
person. 


CANTO  X. 


Note  1.  Stanza  xiii. 
WoiUd  tcareeiy  Joia  agal*  tk«  '  r^orasdoas.- 
« Reformers,*  or  rather  «  Reformed.*     The  Daron 
Bradwardine,  in  Waverley,  is  authority  for  the  word. 

Note  a.  Stanza  xv. 

Tha  aadlau  tool  bcttowa  a  list  far  daapar 
Than  oaa  ba  hid  by  alleriai;  hi*  thlru 

Query,  5i»ill— PaiNXKa's  Davii.. 

Note  3.  Sunza  xviii. 
Baleoaaie'*  Brle't  Mack  umB. 
The  brig  of  Don,  near  the  «  auld  loun*  of  Aberdeen, 
with  its  one  arch  and  its  black  deep  salmon  stream  below, 
is  in  my  memory  as  yesterday.  I  still  remember,  though 
perhaps  I  may  misquote,  the  awful  proverb  which  made 
me  pause  to  cross  it,  and  yet  lean  over  it  with  a  childish 
delight,  being  an  only  son,  at  least  by  the  mother  s  side. 
The  saying,  as  recollected  by  me,  was  this— but  I  have 
never  heard  or  seen  it  since  I  was  nine  years  of  age; — 

Brig  of  Balsoanta,  War*  '*  y»nr  ••'  ; 
%'V  a  wlfa't  a«  iaa  and  a  mear's  ««/«*/, 
Dona  ye  »hall  fa' ! 

Note  4.  Stanza  xxxiv. 

Ob,  for  a  farty-fMnom  pnwtr  to  cbaant 
Tby  praiM,  Uypocrity! 

A  metaphor  taken  from  the  «  forty-horse  power*  of 
a  steam-engine.  That  mad  wag,  the  Reverend  S.  S.,  sit- 
ting by  a  brother-clergyman  at  dinner,  observed  after- 
wards tliat  his  dull  neighbour  had  a  « tneUe-panon 
power*  of  conversation. 

Note  6.  Sunsa  xxxvi. 

To  fttrlp  tha  Saiont  of  ibeir  kgdet,  like  taanert. 
«  Hyde.*— I  believe  a  hyde  of  land  to  be  a  legitimate 
word,  and  as  such  subject  to  the  tax  of  a  quibble. 

Note  6.  Stanza  xlix. 
Was  given  to  her  favourilo.  and  aow  bort  Um. 
The  Empress  went  to  the  Crimea,  accompanied  by 
the  Emperor  Joseph,  in  the  year— 1  forget  which. 

Note  7.  Sunza  Iviii. 
Which  gave  her  dahet  the  gracaloM  name  of  •  Biton.» 
In  the  empress  Anne's  time,  Biron  her  favourite  as- 
sumed the  name  and  arms  of  the  «  Byrotis*  of  France, 
which  families  are  yet  extant  with  that  of  England. 
There  are  still  the  d..ughtcrs  of  Courland  of  that  name  ; 
one  of  them  I  remember  seeing  in  England  in  the  blessed 
year  of  the  Allies— the  Duchess  of  S.— to  whom  the 

English  Duchess  of  S 1  presented  me  as  a  name-. 

sake. 


! 
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BYRON'S   WORKS. 


Note*  8.  Staiiia  Ixii. 

EI««on  ibouMod  oiaideDbtMtJsuf  tioae. 

The  ijri-airii  oiimlxr  flt)*li  hoih  ever  kaowa. 

St  Ursula  and  lirr  eleven  thousand  virgins  were  still 

eztaiit  iu  iSiG,  and  may  be  so  yet  as  much  as  ever. 

Note  <).  Stan/.i  Ixwi. 
Who  hulclier'd  htilT  the  uarlh,  ond  bullied  t'  other. 
India.     America. 


CA^JTO  XI. 


Note  I.  Stanza  xix. 

Who  on  ■  lark,  with  hiack-eycd  Sal  (bis  blowing), 
So  priinv,  to  iwell,  to  DuUy.  and  <o  knowing  f 

The  advance  of  science  and  of  lan{;ua|;c  has  rendered 
it  unnecessary  to  transl.ite  the  above  i;ood  and  true 
En(:lisli,  spoken  in  its  ori(;inal  purity  by  ihe  select 
mobility  and  their  patron^.  The  following;  ii»  a  stanza 
of  a  son{j  which  was  very  popular,  at  lca>t  iu  my  early 
days  :■ — 

On  tbf  bifjh  iol>y-!>|ii(u  flash  Ihi-  muziltf. 

In  kpiif  ol'fa.h  |;allo\t»  oU  m-oiK  ; 
If  you  at  llir  «|>«-lkcii  rant  hii.«tle. 

You'll  Im;  buMil.ll  in  uiakiii,';  a  (ilout. 

Th -n  your  blowin  ;  will  wa\  r;:illon)t  haughty. 

Wh.-n  nhr  hciirs  of  vour  »i-alT  mintakv. 
Shell  »ur(;Iy  mm  *niicli  f«ir  ilic  foriy. 

That  her  Jtiik  may  be  rv,;ul.ir  weight. 

If  there  be  any  gem  man  so  ignorant  as  to  require  .1 
traduction,  1  refer  him  to  my  old  friend  an<l  rorporonl 
pastor  aud  master,  John  J.ickson,  K^q.,  Professor  of 
pui;ilism  ;  ^ho,  1  trust,  still  retains  the  stren^'th  and 
symmetry  of  his  model  of  a  form,  together  with  his 
good  humoiy,  and  athletic  as  well  as  mcutal  accom- 
plishments. 

Note  2.  Stanza  xxix. 
St  James'*  I'alace  and  St  Jamet't  «  Hells. ■ 
«  llelU,»  gaming-houses.  What  their  number  may 
uow  be  iu  this  liff,  I  know  not.  Before  I  was  of  age 
I  knew  them  pretty  accurately,  both  «« gold»  and 
»» silver."  1  was  once  nearly  railed  out  by  an  acqiiaiul- 
ance,  because  when  he  asked  me  where  I  thought  lliU 
liis  soul  would  be  fouud  hereafter,  I  answered,  «  In 
Silver  IIell.)» 

N«>ie  3.  Stanza  xliii. 

.\n(l  thfruforo  crcn  1  wont  aneut 
This  subjiHl  c{uoii;. 

M  Anent»  was  a  Scotch  phrase,  meanin;;  i<c(>ncernitig..' 

j    — wwiih  regard  to.)»     It  has  been  made  English  by  tiie 

Scotch  Novels;  and,  as  the  Frenchman  said — "If  it  be 

not^  ouykt  to  be  English.)* 

Note  4-  Stanza  xlix. 
The  milliners  whofuriiich  ■  drapery  nii»>rs.> 

i«  Drapery  misses" — This  term  is  probably  any  thing 
now  but  a  tnystrry.  It  was  howe\er  almost  i,o  to  me 
when  f  hrsi  returned  from  the  E.l^l  in  kSi  i  — 1.S12,  It 
means  a  pretty,  a  high  born,  a  f.isliion able  voting  fe- 
male, well  instructed  by  hi'r  fneiiils.  anil  fnniislicil  bv 
her  milliner  \Nith  a  wartlrobe  uponcreilii,  to  be  r«'paid 
when  married,  by  the  huihaml.  The  ritblle  wis  first 
lead    t«)    me   by  a  young  and   pretty  heiress,    on    my 


praising  the  «  drap«ry»  of  An  «  untochereda*  but  «pretty 
virgiiiitiesn  (like  Blrs  ADoePage)  of  thet^n  day,  which 
has  uow  been  some  year«  yesterday : — &lie  assured  me 
that  the  thing  was  commou  in  London;  and  as  her  own 
thousands,  and  blooming  looks,  and  rich  simplicity  of 
array,  put  any  suspicion  in  her  own  cas«  out  of  the 
•{UChtion,  I  confess  I  gave  some  credit  to  llie  allegation. 
If  necessary,  authorities  might  b«  cited,  in  which  ca*^  I 
could  quote  both  «  draperyu  and  the  wearers.  Let  u- 
hope,  however,  that  it  is  now  obsolete. 

Note  5.  Staiua  Ix. 

"T  is  siranf^o  tbe  mind,  that  rery  fiprj  parlide. 
Should  li;t  itself  \tc  snuffd  oui  by  to  articla. 

w  Divin.-E  particulam  aurs.n 


CANTO  XII. 


Note  I.  Stanza  xix. 
CiTf's,  with  Greek  trulb,  tbo  eood  old  Greek  the  lie. 
See  MiTFono's  Greece.  ««Graecia  fernx.n  His  great 
ple.Tsure  consists  in  praising  tyrants,  abusing  Plutarch, 
sp'-llingoddly.and  writingquaintly;  and,  what  is.stmofe 
after  all,  hii  is  the  best  modern  history  of  Greece  in  any 
language,  and  he  is  perhaps  the  best  of  all  modern  his- 
lorijiis  whatsoever.  Having  named  his  sins,  it  is  but 
f.iir  to  state  his  virtues — learning,  labour,  research, 
Mrath,  and  partiiliiy.  I  call  the  latter  virtues  in  a 
writer,  because  ihcy  make  him  write  in  earoesu 

Note  2.  Stanza  xxxvit. 
A  bazy  widower  taro'd  of  forty  't  lare. 

This  line  may  puzzle  the  commentators  more  iban  the 

present  generation. 

Note  3.  Stanza  Ixxiii. 
Like  Ratsiank  rasbint;  from  hot  baiba  to  tnowt. 

The  Rus^ians,  as  is  well  known,  run  out  from  their 
hot  baths  to  plunge  into  the  Neva  :  a  pleasant  practical 
antithesis,  which  it  seems  does  them  no  harm. 

Note  4>  Stanza  IxxxiL 
The  world  10  i;a£c  u|>on  those  aoribrm  lights. 

For  a  description  and  print  of  this  inhabitaDC  Ckf  the 
polar  region  and  native  country  of  the  aurora  borralis, 
see  Parry's  I'oyatje  in  search  of  a  North-ff^est  Pas- 

ut,je. 

Note  5.  Stanza  Ixxxvi. 
As  Pbili|>'s  son  prrtposod  to  do  witb  Alfaoa. 

A  sculptor  projected  to  hew  Mouut  Athosinto  a  statue 
of  .Mexander,  with  a  city  in  one  hand,  and.  I  Believe,  a 
riNcr  in  his  pocket,  with  various  other  similar  devices. 
Hut  .\lt  xamler's  gone,  and  .\ihos  remains,  I  trust,  tre 
long,  to  look  over  a  uation  of  freemen. 

CANTO  XIII. 


Note  I.  Stanza  vii. 

Ili);bl  boDCslly,  •  be  liLod  an  faon«sl  hal«r.« 

«  Sir,  I  like  a  good  hater.»> — See  the  Life  of  Dr  Jokn- 

>.>n,  etc. 
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Note  s.  Sunta  nvi. 
Abo  thcM  bla  aBMlMr  plow  noMM. 

With  avery  thing  that  prrtiy  Wa, 
My  lady  •««et  arise.— SaAiita^as. 


Note  3.  Stanim  xlv. 
They  aad  their  bUb,  «  Anadlaae  both,*  ara  left. 
«  Arcades  ambo.a 

Note  4<  Sianxa  Uxi. 
Or  wlldrr  groap  of  MTa{;e  SalTtiore'*. 

Salvator  Rosa. 

Note  5.  Suuza  Ixxii. 
Hla  bell-BMNiih'd  goblet  aakn  ae  fevl  qalte  DaaUh. 
If  I  err  not,  «  Your  Daoea  is  one  of  lago's  Catalogue 
of  N.itioDs  «  exquisite  in  their  drinking.* 

Note  6.  Stania  Ixxviii. 
Evea  Mimrod't  self  laljibt  leave  the  plalat  of  Oara. 
In  Assyria. 

Note  7.  Stanza  xcvi. 
■  That  Scriplaret  oat  of  charirb  are  blacphemiet.s 

a  Mrs  Attains  answered  Mr  AdamSf  that  it  was  blaS" 
pliemous  to  talk  of  Scripture  out  of  church.*  This 
dogma  was  broached  to  her  husband — the  best  Chris- 
tian ill  any  book.  See  Joseph  Andrews^  in  the  latter 
chapters. 

Note  8.  Stanza  cti. 


The  qaalat,  old,  crael  ooaoooib,  la  bit  gallef 
Sboald  have  «  hook,  aad  a  tBall  troal  10  pall  it. 

It  would  have  taught  him  humanity  at  least.  This 
sentimental  savage,  whom  it  isa  mode  loquote  (amongn 
tlie  novrlisi^)  to  show  their  sympathy  for  innocent  sports 
and  old  songs,  teaches  how  to  sew  up  fro^s,  and  break 
their  legs  by  way  of  experiment,  in  addition  to  the  art 
of  angling,  the  cruelle^it,  the  coldest,  and  the  stupidest 
of  pretended  sports.  They  may  talk  about  the  beauties 
of  n.iture,  but  the  angler  merely  thinks  of  his  dish  of 
lish ;  he  has  no  leisure  to  take  his  eyet  from  off  the 
.streams,  and  a  single  ^I'te  is  worth  to  him  more  than  all 
the  scenery  around.  Besides,  some  lish  bite  best  on  a 
rainy  day.  The  whale,  the  sli.irk,  and  the  tunny  fishery 
have  somewhat  of  noble  and  perilous  in  them ;  even  nei- 
fi«liing,  tra  wiing,  etc.,  are  more  humaue  and  useful — but 
angling  ! — No  angler  can  be  a  good  man. 

u  One  of  the  best  men  I  ever  knew — as  humane ,  de- 
licate-minded, generous,  and  excellent  a  creature  as  any 
in  the  world — was  an  angler  :  true,  he  angled  with 
painted  flies,  and  would  have  been  incapable  of  the 
extravagances  of  I.  Walton.* 

The  above  addition  was  made  by  a  friend  in  reading 
over  the  MS. — «  Audi  alteram  partem* — I  leave  it  to 
counterbalance  my  own  observation. 


CANTO  XIV. 


Note  I .  Stania  xxxiii. 
Aad  aevercniaW,  aad  made  bat  few  •fams  pmi.m 

Craning. — «To  crane*  is,  or  was,  an  expression  used 
to  denote  a  gentleman's  stretching  out  hit  neck  over  a 


hedge,  a  to  look  before  be  leaped:*— a  pause  in  his 
tf  vaulting  ambition,*  which  in  the  field  doth  occasion 
some  delay  and  execration  in  tliose  who  may  be  irome> 
diately  behind  the  equestrian  sceptic.  «  Sir,  if  you  don't 
chuse  to  lake  the  leap,  let  me* — was  a  phrase  which 
generally  sent  the  aspirant  on  again ;  and  to  good  pur- 
pose :  for  though  atlie  horse  and  rider*  might  fall,  they 
made  a  gap,  through  which,  and  over  him  and  his  steed, 
the  field  might  follow. 

Note  a.  Stanza  zlviii. 
Go  to  the  ooffee-hoBM,  aad  taka  aaetbar. 

In  Swirr's  or  TIobacb  Walpoli's  letters  I  think  it  is 
mentioned  that  somebody  regretting  the  loss  of  a  friend, 
was  answered  by  a  universal  Pyladrs :  «  When  I  lose 
one,  I  go  to  the  Saint  James's  Coffee-house,  and  take 
another.* 

I  recollect  having  beard  an  anecdote  of  the  same  kind. 
Sir  W.  D.  was  a  great  gamester.  Coming  in  one  day  to 
the  club  of  which  he  was  a  member,  he  was  observed  to 
look  melancholy.  «  What  is  the  matter,  SirWiiliamT* 
cried  Hare,  of  facetious  memory,  a  Ah  !*  replied  Sir  W. 
M  I  have  just  lost  poor  Lady  D.*  a  Lost!  What  «(— 
^luitxe  or  Hazard  f»  was  the  consolatory  rejoinder  of 
the  querist. 

Note  3.  Stanza  liz. 
And  I  rofer  yoa  to  wita  Oianetlara. 
The  fitmous  Cliancellor  Oxenstiern  said  to  hit  aon,  on 
the  latter  expressing  hia  surprise  upon  the  great  effects 
» rising  from  petty  causes  in  the  presumed  mystery  of 
politics :  M  You  see  by  this,  my  son,  with  bow  little  wis- 
dom the  kingdoms  of  the  world  are  governed.* 


CANTO  XV. 


Note  I.  Stania  xviii. 

Aad  tboo,  dlTiner  •till, 
Wboea  lot  It  i>  by  maa  to  lie  mUtekea. 

As  it  is  necessary  in  these  tiroes  to  avoid  ambiguity, 

I  say,  that  I  mean,  by  «  diviner  still,*  Cibiit.     If  ever 

Cod  was  Man— or  Man  God— he  was  both.     I  never  ar- 

raitjiied  his  creed,  but  the  use — or  abuse — made  of  it 

Mr  Canning  one  day  quoted  Christianity  to  sanction 

Negro  Slavery,  and  Mr  Wilberforce  had  little  to  say  in 

reply.     And  was  Christ  crucified,  that  black  men  might 

be  scourged?    If  so,  he  had  better  been  born  a  Mulatto, 

to  (;ive  both  colours  an  equal  chance  of  freedom,  or  at 

least  salvation. 

Note  a.  Stanza  xxxv. 

Whra  Repp  the  BernraaUt  embargoed  marriaga 
la  his  btrmoaioa*  Mtilemeal. 

This  extraordinary  and  flourishing  German  colony  in 
America  dors  not  entirely  exclude  matrimony,  as  the 
M  Sliakers*  do ;  but  lays  such  restrictions  upon  it  as  pre- 
vrni  more  tlian  a  certain  quantum  of  births  within  a 
certain  number  of  years;  which  births  (as  Mr  llulme 
observes)  generally  arrive  «  in  a  little  flock  like  those  of 
a  farmers  lambs,  all  within  the  same  month  perhaps.* 
These  Harmonists  (so  called  from  the  name  of  their  set- 
tlement) are  represented  as  a  remarkably  flourishing, 
pious,  and  quiet  people.  See  the  varioiu  recent  writers 
on  .4merica. 
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Note  3.  Stanza  xzxviii. 
Nor  c«DTatt«bal  <  to  eminent  a  bond*  meont. 
Jacob  Tonson,  accordinu  to  Mr  Pope,  was  accustomed 
lo  call  his  writers  wable  pens» — »«  penons  of  honour,» 
and   especially  «  eminent  hauds.»     Vide  Correspond- 
ence, etc.,  etc. 

Note  4-  Stanza  Ixvi. 

While  (Troat  Lurullii*'  rohe  triomfffilr  mufnci  — 

(TluTt'"  •/fliw*')— \ftriii,';  }»arlri«J;;f  Hllfti,  iJoiWJ  with  trufOes. 

A  disli  u  a  la  Lucullus.n  This  hero,  who  conquered 
ilie  K.ist,  has  left  his  more  extended  celebrity  lo  ihc 
(ran<«plHutation  of  cherries  (whit  h  he  first  broni'ht  into 
i'uropi-)  Hnd  the  uomenclaiure  of  some  very  rooU  dishes; 
— and  I  am  not  sure  that  (barrini;  indi{;esiion)  he  has 
not  done  more  service  to  mankind  by  his  cookery  ih  ui 
liy  his  comiuf'.st*..  A  cherry-tree  may  wei^h  a(;<iinst  a 
hjootly  laurel ;  beMdcs,  he  inis  contrived  to  earn  cele- 
brity from  both. 

Note  5.  Stanza  Ixviii. 

Bui  rven  Mns  •  oonfitnrcs,*  il  no  lent  (ruo  la. 
There  't  pretty  pickio);  io  those  ■  pi;tita  puilt.* 

uPelitspuiU  d'amour(;arni<(  de  confitures, n  a  classical 

and  well-known  di^ih  for  part  of  the  Uauk  of  a  second 

course. 

Note  6.  Stanza  Ixxxvi. 
For  llioi  wiib  mv't  a  •«ino  qua.* 
Subauditur  M  Aon,»  omitted  for  the  sake  of  euphony. 

Note  7.  Stanza  xc\i. 

In  (hort  npon  lliot  kiilije>  t  I'tc  «i>nio  qUfilmt  T(*ry 
Like  IhOfo  of  ibo  phtloto|ib«T  of  Molmthiiry. 

Ilobhes  ;  who,  doubting;  of  his  own  soul,  paid  that 
rotnpliment  to  the  souls  of  other  people  as  to  decline 
their  visits,  of  which  he  had  some  apprehension. 


CANTO   XVI. 


Note  I.  St.iiiza  x. 

If  from  a  »b<ll-tiib  or  Iroiiint  hin<-al. 

The  composition  of  the  old  Tyrian  purple,  whether 
:roin  a  shrli-lish,  or  from  eorhineal,  or  from  kermes, 
in  still  an  article  of  dispute  ;  and  even  its  colour — some 
say  purple,  others  scarlet  :  I  say  noihin(j. 

Note  2.  Stanza  xliii. 

For  a  sitoil'd  rarjiet  — but  ihi;  .  Allir  IVf* 
Wiu  niu  b  oon»ol«^l  bj  bit  own  r''|iarH'«». 

I  think  (li.it  it  ivm  a  carpet  on  whirli  nio{{riies  lro«l, 
with — "Thus  1  trample  on  the  pride  of  Plato  !>» — ««\Vith 
;;rc.iter  pride,»  as  the  other  replied.  Ihil  as  cavfit-ts 
ire  inruitt  to  be  trodden  upon,  my  meiriory  proh.iltiy 
inis(;i\fs  me,  ami  it  mi(^jhl  be  a  robe,  or  tapestry,  or  a 
ial)lc-i  loth,  orsom(>  other  cxpcn->i\e  and  uiuynical  piece 
(if  furniture. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xlv. 

Wiib  <•  Til  un"  (b(uiiat(;%-  from  l'i>riiiii;al«^, 
To  toulbo  our  cirs,  \cst  lialy  tbrtudl  liiil. 

I  remember  that  the  mayoress  of  a  provincial  town, 


i  somewhat  surfeited  with  a  similar  display  fiom  foreign 
parts,  did  ratlicr  indecorously  break  throu);li  the  ap- 
plauses of  an  intelli(;ent  audience — iutelliceni,  I  me.in, 
as  to  music, — for  the  word.s,  besides  being  in  recoudiic 
lani;ua|;es  (it  was  some  years  before  the  peace,  ere  all 

'  the  world  had  travelled,  and  while  f  was  a  collejji.in  — 
were  sorely  disguised  by  the  performers; — this  mayoress, 
I  say,  broke  out  with,  «*  Rot  your  lialianos'  for  mv 
part,  I  loves  a  simple  ballat  !m  Ro&siui  will  go  a  (:ooJ 
way  to  bring  most  people  to  the  sime  opinion,  some 
day.  Who  would  ima^jine  that  he  was  to  be  the  suc- 
cessor of  Mozirt?  However,  I  state  this  witli  diffidenee, 
as  a  liej;c  and  loyal  admirer  of  lliliaii  music  in  {;r>nerai, 
and  of  much  of  Kossini's:  but  we  may  say,  as  the  con- 
noisseur did  of  paintin{;,  in  the  Vicar  of  ffakrjirld. 
«  that  the  picture  would  be  belter  painted  if  the  paiuier 
had  taken  more  pains. » 

Note  4.  Stanza  lix. 

For  Gothic  diring  »howo  in  Cnglitti  moory. 

M  Ausn  Romano,  a?re  Vcncto>i  is  the  inscription  (and 
well  inscribed  in  this  instance)  on  the  sea  walls  betvre«n 
the  Adriatic  and  Venice.  The  walls  were  a  republuaa 
work  of  the  Venetians;  the  inscription,  1  believe,  im- 
perial, and  inscribed  by  Napoleon. 

Note  5.  Stanza  Ix. 

•  Cniyint;*  squirr*  >  to  ii{;bt  ajaintl  the  cborcfaea.* 

Tliou[;b  r^  wttlle  lb«  winds  and  bid  iben  fighl 
.\gaintt  iho  ehurchei.— Macbeth. 

Note  ti.  Stanza  xcvii. 
Thf y  err— 't  \*  merely  what  ii  rall'd  mobility. 
In  French  amobilite.»     I  am  not  sure  that  mobilitv 

I  * 

is  Kn(;lish  ;  but  it  is  expressive  of  a  quality  wliit-b  rat!i<rr 
belon(;s  to  other  climates,  though  it  is  sometiniei  S4sen 
to  a  ^real  extent  in  our  own.     Il  may  be  delltied  «s  an 

'  excevsi\e  susceptibility  of  immediate  imprrwons — U 
the  same  lime  williotit  loiing  the  past;  and  is,  thouj^h 
sometimes  apparently  useful  to  tlie  possessor,    a  mo>t 

'  painful  and  unhappy  attribute. 

I  Note  7.  Stanza  cii* 

j  DraporitMl  bcr  form  wiib  cariona  friidty. 

I 

j  uCnriosa  felicitas.» — Petro.'vius  ARBiTca. 

I 

,  Note  8.  Stanza  cxiv. 

A  noiao  likr  to  wot  t'ujvn  drawa  00  i;Iaaa. 

See  the  account  of  the  ghost  of  the  uncle  of  PriuT 
Clnrles  of  Saxony  r.iised  by  Schroopfer — «  Karl — Karl 
— was — wait  wolt  mich  ?» 


Note  9.  Stanza  cxx. 

Ilow  Olid,  .1  sin:;lc  bobf;oblin'>  non-fniiiy 

SbouKI  cdua  .-  mure  fear  liiao  a  «ibol«  hoci'i  idfntily  ! 

Siirtiiovt  1(0.1)  i|-,ht 
Ibnc  *ir.irk  moro  Irrror  to  ib«  soul  ut  Ri  bard 
TbuD  can  tliu  su! iltiMcr  of  ten  tbootaud  «•  Id.iTi.  rt".  rxr, 

N:e  liirktrJ  UL 
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^ttvimuti  ^tm». 


[^Itltottgh  neiftr  publicly  acknowledged  by^  Lord  Byron,  ih^  Jhllowing  have  been  generally  attributed  to 
his  pen:  and,  aware  of  tlte  interest  attached  to  his  most  trifiing  efforts,  the  Publishers,  without 
vouching  for  their  authenticity,  have  not  hesitated  to  add  them  to  this  edition.] 


CHILDISH  RECOLLECTIONS. 


I  raaaoi  hot  rRmemlMir  ta<  b  thing*  were, 
Aoii  mere  mcMt  «i»  r  10  am. 

M  XCDETO. 
— #t  dulm  morien*  ivminUrilur  Ar„o«. 

VIRGIL. 


Whb^  slow  Disease,  with  all  her  host  of  pain% 

Chills  the  warm  tide  which  flow<«  along  (tie  veins; 

When  ilealth,  affrighted,  sprc.ids  her  rosy  ^ing, 

Atid  (lies  with  every  changing  gale  of  spring; 

Not  to  tlie  aching  frame  alone  confined, 

L'nyirlding  pangs  assail  the  drooping  mind. 

Wliai  grisly  forms,  the  spectre  train  of  woe, 

Bills  shuddering  Nature  f>hrink  heneath  the  blow  ; 

^^ilh  i\e!signalion  w.ige  rclenliess  strife, 

Willie  Mope  retires  appall'd,  and  clings  to  life! 

Yet  less  the  pang,  when,  through  the  tedious  hour, 

Rpmembrance  sheds  around  her  genial  power, 

C.ills  back  tlie  vanish'd  days  to  rapture  given, 

When  love  was  hliss,  and  beauty  form'd  our  heaven  : 

Or,  dear  to  youth,  portr.tys  each  childish  <cene. 

Those  fairy  bowers,  where  all  in  turn  have  lieen. 

As  uhen,  through  clouds  that  pour  the  summer  storm, 

The  orb  of  day  nnvcits  his  distant  form, 

Gilds  with  f.iinl  beams  the  crystal  dev^s  of  rain, 

And  dimly  twinkles  o'er  the  watery  plain; 

Thus,  while  the  future  dark  and  cheerless  gleams. 

The  sun  of  memory,  glowing  through  my  tirearas, 

Though  sunk  the  radiance  of  his  former  blaze, 

To  scenes  far  distant  points  his  p<iler  rays, 

Still  rule«  my  senses  with  unbounded  sway. 

The  past  confounding  with  the  present  day. 

Oft  does  my  heart  indulge  the  rising  thought, 
Whicli  still  recurs,  unlookd  for  and  unsought; 
Mv  soul  to  Fancy's  fond  suggestion  yields, 
.\iid  roams  romantic  ocr  her  uiry  fields; 
Scenes  of  my  youth  developed  crowd  to  view, 
1  o  which  1  lung  have  paid  a  la&t  adieu ! 


LORD  BYRON  TO  HIS  LADY, 

OM   TBK  SIXTH  ANniVEaSAKT  OV  THEIK   MAttlAGX. 

How  Strangely  time  his  course  has  run, 

Since  first  I  pair'd  with  you; 
Six  years  ago  we  made  but  onu. 

Now  five  have  made  us  two. 


ODE 

TO 

THE  ISLAND  OF  ST  HELENA. 

PcAci  to  thee,  isle  of  the  ocean ! 

Hail  to  thy  breezes  and  billows! 
Where,  rolling  its  tides  in  perpetual  devotion. 
The  while  wave  its  plumy  surf  pillows  I 
Rich  shall  the  chaplet  be  history  shall  weave  thee! 

Whose  undying  verdure  shall  bloom  00  thy  brow. 
When  nations,  that  now  in  obscurity  leave  tJiee, 

To  the  wand  of  oblivion  alternately  bow  I 
Unchanged  in  thy  glory — unsiaio'd  in  thy  ftme — 
The  homage  of  ages  shall  hallow  thy  name ! 

Hail  to  ttie  chief  who  reposes 

On  thee  the  rich  weight  of  his  glory! 
When,  tiH'd  to  its  limit,  hfe's  chronicle  closes. 
His  deeds  shall  be  sJcrrd  in  story! 
His  prowess  shall  rank  vtith  the  first  of  all  ages. 

And  monarchs  hereafter  <(hall  bow  to  his  worth — 
The  songs  of  the  poets — the  lessons  of  sages — 

Shall  hold  him  the  wonder  and  grace  of  the  earth. 
The  meteors  of  history  before  thee  shall  fall — 
Eclipsed  by  thy  splendour — thou  meteor  of  Gaul ! 

Hygeian  breezes  shall  fan  thee— 

Island  of  glory  resplendent! 
Pilgrims  from  nations  far  distant  shall  nma  thee— 
Tribes,  as  thy  waves  independent! 
On  thy  far  gleaming  strand  the  wanderer  shall  stay  him 

To  snatch  a  brief  glance  at  a  spot  so  rrnowo'd — 
Kacli  turf,  and  each  ^tone,  and  each  cliff,  shall  del.iy  him 
Where  the  siep  of  thy  exile  Itaih  hailow'd  thy  ground. 
From  him  shalt  thou  borrow  a  lustre  divine; 
The  wane  of  his  sun  was  the  rising  of  thine! 

Whose  were  the  hands  that  enslaved  him? 

Hands  which  had  weakly  withstood  him— 
Nations  which,  while  they  bad  oftentimes  brsTed 
him. 
Never  till  now  had  subdued  him  ! 
Monarchs — who  oft  to  his  cleroeoey  stooping. 

Received  back  their  crowns  from  the  plunder  of  war— 
The  vanquisher  vanquish'd- the  eagle  now  drooping— 
Would  quench  with  theirslemncssiheray  of  hisslarl 
Put  cloth'd  in  new  splendour  thy  glory  appears — 
And  rules  the  ascendant — tlie  planet  of  years! 

Pure  he  the  heath  of  thy  mouoiains ! 
Rich  be  the  green  of  thy  pastures! 
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Limpid  nnd  l.i<itin^  the  streams  oF  thy  fountaias! 
Thine  iiiinals  unstain'd  by  disaster^ ! 
Supreme  in  the  ocean  a  rifli  altar  swelling, 
'NVliose  shrine  shall  be  hail'd  by  the  prayers  of  roan- 
kind — 
Thy  rork-heaoh  the  rage  oF  the  tempest  repellitirj — 
The  >;»idi>-wasting  lontest  of  \i\ne  and  of  wind — 
Aloft  on  thy  !)atilr'ni(  nl'i  long  be  unfurlVl 
The  eagle  tliai  deck-*  lliec — the  pride  of  the  vroridl 

Fatle  shall  the  lily,  now  blooming — 

Where  is  the  hand  Mhirh  can  nurse  it? 
Nations  who  rear'd  it  shall  -walrh  its  consuming — 
Untimely  mildews  shall  curse  it. 
Then  shall  llie  violet  that  blooms  in  the  valleys 

Impart  to  the  gale  its  reviving  perfume — 
Then,  when  the  spirit  of  liberty  rallies, 

To  chaunt  forth  its  anrhems  on  tyranny's  tomb. 
Wide  Hnropc  shall  fear  le>t  thy  star  should  break  forth, 
Eclipsing  the  pestilent  orbs  of  the  north! 


I 

I  For  no  patriot  vigour  was  there, 
I      No  arm  to  support  the  weak  Hower; 
'  Destruction  pursued  its  dark  herald — Despair, 
And  witlicrd  its  grace  in  an  bour. 

Yet  there  were  who  pretended  to  grieve, 
There  were  who  pretended  to  save; 

Mere  shallow  empyries  who  came  to  deceive — 
To  revel  and  sport  on  its  grave. 

Oh  I  thou  land  cf  the  lily!  in  vain 

Thou  slrugglest  to  raise  its  pale  head! 

The  faded  bud  never  shall  blossom  again — 
The  violet  will  bloom  in  its  stead! 

As  thou  seatterest  thy  leaf  to  the  wind — 

False  emblem  of  innocence,  slay — 
And  \\rUl  as  thou  fadest,  for  the  use  of  mankind. 

This  ies^ton  to  mark  thy  decay! 


TO  THE 

LILY  OF  FRANCF. 

Kp.e  thou  scatterp«.t  thv  leaf  to  the  wind. 

False  cmbleiri  of  iniioi-cnce,  stay — 
And  yiiKl  as  thoir  fuh-st,  for  the  use  of  mankind. 

'I he  lesson  that  marks  thy  deiay. 

Thou  wert  Fair  as  the  beam  oF  the  morn, 

And  rich  as  the  pride  of  the  mine; 
Thy  charms  are  all  faded,  and  hatred  and  scorn, 

The  curses  of  freedom,  are  thine. 

Thou  wert  gay  in  the  smiles  of  the  world, 

Thy  shadow  prolcrtioii  and  po\v«r; 
But  now  thv  bright  bl«>ssoni  isNlirivelld  and  curld — 

The  grace  of  thy  country  no  more. 

For  corruption  hath  fed  on  thy  leaf, 

And  bigotry  weakend  thy  stem; 
Now  those  who  have  fear'd  ihee  shall  smile  at  thy  gritf, 

And  those  who  adored  thee  condemn. 

The  valley  that  gave  thee  thy  birth 

Shall  weep  for  the  hope  of  its  soil; 
The  legions,  that  fought  for  thy  beauty  and  worth. 

Shall  hasten  to  share  in  thy  spoil. 

As  a  by-word,  thy  blossom  shall  be 

A  mock  and  a  jest  among  men; 
The  proverb  of  slaves,  and  llic  sneer  of  the  free, 

In  city,  and  mountain,  and  glen. 

Oh !  't  was  Tyranny's  pestilent  gale 

That  scatirrd  ihy  buds  on  the  grouMfl; 

That  tliri'W  the  bit'ud-siain  on  the  virgin-while  veil. 
And  pitived  thee  with  many  a  wound! 

Then  ihe  puny  leaf  shook  to  the  wind. 
Thy  slcm  gave  its  sir<i)j;tli  to  the  bl  isl; 

Thy  full-liuisiiii|;  blossom  its  promise  resign'd. 
And  fell  to  the  slorrn  as  it  |»assd. 


MADAME  LAVALETTE. 

Lkt  Kdinburgli  critics  o'erwhelm  with  their  prai&e« 

Their  Madame  de  Stael,  and  their  famc<i  I'EpiodS^^c  r 
Like  a  meteor  at  best  proud  philosophy  blazes, 

And  the  fame  of  a  wit  is  as  brittle  as  glass: 
lUit  (  hrering  's  the  beam,  and  unfading  ttie  splendour 

Of  thv  lorch,  wedded  love!  and  it  never  has  vfC 
Shone  with  lustre  more  holy,  more  pure,  or  more  lendi  r. 

Tiian  it  sheds  on  the  name  of  the  fair  Laval£tt£.. 

1  hen  hll  high  the  wine-cup,  eVn  virtue  shall  hU-as  it. 

And  hallow  the  goblet  which  Foams  to  her  nacuc; 
The  warm  lip  of  beauty  shall  piously  press  it, 

And  Ilymeu  shall  honour  the  pledge  to  her  fame  : 
To  the  health  of  the  woman,  who  freedom  and  iifr  tvo 

Has  risk<t  for  her  husband,  we  '11  pay  the  just  dclit. 
And  hail  with  applauses  the  heroine  and  wife  too, 

The  constant,  the  noble,  the  fair  Lavalettk. 

Her  foes  have  awarded,  in  impotent  malice. 

To  their  captive  a  doom  which  all  Europe  abhnr«. 
And  turns  from  the  stairs  of  the  pncst-haunted  p-ihu- 

While  those  who  replaced  them  there  blush  for  iltoit 
cause. 
Rut  in  ages  to  come,  when  the  blood-tarnish'd  glory 

Of  duke<i,  and  of  marshals,  in  darkness  hath  ^^rL, 
Hearts  shall  throb,  eyes  shall  ghsten,  at  readiug  the 
story 

Of  the  Fond  self-devotion  oF  hir  Latautte. 


ADIEU  TO  MALTA. 

Adiku  the  joys  of  La  Valette: 
Adi'Ui,  sirocco,  sun,  and  sweat; 
Adieu,  thou  palaec,  rarely  enter'd; 
Adieu,  ye  mansions,  where  1  ve  ventured; 
Adieu,  ye  eursed  streets  of  stairs — 
How  surely  he  who  mounts  iliem  swears; 
Adieu,  ye  merchants,  often  failing; 
Adieu,  thou  mob,  for  ever  railing; 
.\dieu,  ye  packets  without  letters; 
Adieu,  ye  fools,  who  ape  your  betters; 
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AdieUf  tbou  damn'dest  quarantine. 

That  gave  me  fever  and  the  »pleen; 

Adieu  that  &tage  vhicb  makes  us  yawn,  sirs; 

Adieu  his  excellency's  dancers ; 

Ariieu  to  Peter,  whom  no  fault 's  in, 

But  could  not  teach  a  colonel  waJiziug; 

Adieu,  ye  females,  fraught  with  graces ; 

Adieu,  red  coats,  and  redder  faces ; 

Adieu  the  supercilious  air 

Of  all  that  strut  en  militaire. 

I  go — but  God  knows  where  or  why — 

To  smoky  towns  and  cloudy  sky; 

To  things,  the  honest  truth  to  say, 

As  bad,  but  in  a  different  way: — 

Farewell  to  these,  but  not  adieu. 

Triumphant  sons  of  truest  blue. 

While  either  Adriatic  shore. 

And  fallen  chiefs,  and  fleets  no  more. 

And  nightly  smiles,  and  daily  dinners. 

Proclaim  you  war  aud  women's  winners. 

Pardon  my  mu^e,  who  apt  to  prate  is, 
And  take  my  rhyme,  because  't  is  gratis  : 
And  now  I  "vc  got  to  Mrs  Fraser, 
Perhaps  yuu  think  I  mean  to  praise  her; 
Aud  were  I  vain  enough  to  think 
Itf y  praise  was  worth  this  drop  of  ink, 
A  line  or  two  were  no  liard  matter, 
As  here,  indeed,  I  need  not  flatter : 
But  she  must  be  content  to  shine 
In  better  praises  than  in  mine: 
With  lively  air  and  open  heart, 
And  fashion's  ease  without  its  art, 
Her  hours  can  gaily  glide  along, 
Nor  ask  the  aid  of  idle  song. 

And  now,  oh  Malta!  since  tbou'st  got  us, 
Thou  little  military  hot-Jiouse, 
I  '11  not  offend  with  words  uncivil. 
And  wish  thee  rudely  at  the  devil — 
But  only  stare  from  out  my  casement. 
And  ask — for  what  is  such  a  place  meant  7 
Tlien,  in  my  solitary  nook, 
Return  to  scribbling,  or  a  book  ; 
Or  lake  my  physic,  while  I  'm  able. 
Two  spoonfuls,  hourly,  by  this  label ; 
Prefer  my  nightcap  to  my  beaver. 
And  bless  my  stars  I  've  got  a  fever. 

ENIGMA. 

'T  WAS  whisper'd  in  heaven,  *t  was  mntter'd  in  hell, 
And  echo  caught  faintly  the  sound  as  it  fell : 
On  the  conBnes  of  earth  't  was  permitted  to  rest. 
And  the  depths  of  the  ocean  its  presence  cnnfest. 
'T  will  be  found  in  the  sphere  when  't  is  riven  asunder, 
He  seen  in  the  lightning,  and  heard  in  the  thunder. 
T  was  allotted  to  man  with  his  earliest  breath, 
Attends  at  his  birth,  and  awaits  him  in  death; 
It  presides  o'er  his  happiness,  honour,  and  healtli, 
Is  the  prop  of  his  house,  and  the  end  of  his  wealth  : 
Without  it  the  soldier,  the  seaman  may  roam, 
liut  woe  to  the  wretch  who  expels  it  from  home. 
In  the  whispers  of  conscience  its  voice  will  be  found, 
Nor  e'en  in  the  whirlwind  of  passion  be  drown'd  : 
T  will  not  soften  the  heart,  and,  though  deaf  to  the  car, 
'T  will  make  it  acutely  and  instantly  hear. 


But  in  shade  let  it  rest,  like  •  delicate  flower— 
Oh !  breathe  on  it  softly— it  dies  in  an  hour. 

THE  TRIUMPH  OF  THE  WHALE 

lo  Papan  !  lo !  sing 

To  the  finny  people's  king — 

Not  a  mightier  whale  than  this 

In  the  vast  Atlantic  is ; 

Not  a  fatter  fish  than  he 

Flounders  round  the  Polar  sea; 

See  his  blubber— at  his  gills 

What  a  world  of  drink  he  swills ! 

From  his  trunk  as  from  a  spout, 

Which  next  moment  he  pours  out. 

Such  his  person :  next  declare, 

Muse!  who  his  companions  are. 

Every  fish  ofgenerous  kind 

Scuds  aside  or  slinks  behind. 

But  about  his  person  keep 

All  the  monsters  of  the  deep  ; 

Mcrnuids,  with  their  tales  and  singing, 

His  delighted  fancy  stinging ; — 

Crooked  dolphins,  they  surround  him ; 

Dog-like  seals,  they  fown  around  him  : 

Following  hard,  the  progress  mark 

Of  the  intolerant  salt  sea  shark — 

For  his  solace  and  relief 

Flat  fish  are  his  courtiers  chief; — 

Last  and  lowest  of  his  train, 

Ink-fish,  libellers  of  the  main. 

Their  black  liquor  shed  in  spite — 

(Such  on  earth  the  things  that  write.) 

In  his  stomach,  some  do  say, 

No  good  thing  can  ever  stay; 

Had  it  been  the  fortune  of  it 

To  have  swallow'd  the  old  prophet. 

Three  days  there  he  'd  not  have  dwell'd. 

But  in  one  have  been  expel  I'd. 

Hapless  mariners  are  they. 

Who,  beguiled,  as  seamen  say. 

Deeming  it  some  rock  or  island, 

Footing  sure,  safe  spot,  and  dry  land. 

Anchor  in  his  scaly  rind  ; 

Soon  the  difference  they  find. 

Sudden,  plump,  he  sinks  beneath  them  — 

Does  to  ruthless  waves  bequeath  them. 

Name  or  title,  what  has  heT 

Is  he  regent  of  the  sea  ? 

From  the  difficulty  free  us, 

Buffon,  Banks,  or  sage  Linnxns ! 

With  his  wondrous  attributes 

Say — what  appellation  suits? 

Hy  his  bulk  and  by  his  size. 

By  his  nily  quaUties, 

Tliis,  or  else  my  eye-sight  fails, 

This  should  be  the— Prince  ofWXiales! 


TO  JEiJSY. 

The  following  Stamas  were  addressed  by  lard  Byron 
to  his  Lady,  a  few  monihs  beftre  C/ieir  separation. 
These  is  a  mystic  thread  of  life 

So  dearly  wreathed  with  mine  alone, 
itiat  destiny's  relentless  knife 
At  once  must  sever  both  or  none. 
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Thrre  is  a  form,  on  which  ihpse  eyes 
Have  often  garod  wiih  fond  dehyht— 

By  day  that  form  their  joy  sup]>ru>s, 

And  dreams  restore  it  lhrou(}h  the  night. 

There  is  a  voice,  whose  tones  inspire 

Soch  thrills  of  rapture  lhrou[]h  my  breait  — 

I  would  not  hear  a  seraph  clioir, 

Unless  that  voice  could  join  the  rest. 

There  is  a  face,  wlio5;e  blushes  tell 
Affection's  tale  upon  the  cheek — 

Rut  pallid  at  one  fond  farewell, 

Proclaims  more  love  than  wrords  can  spe.ik. 

There  is  a  lip,  which  mine  hath  presl, 
And  none  liad  ever  prcst  before, 

It  vovv'd  to  make  me  sweetly  blest, 
And  mine — mine  only,  prest  it  more. 

There  is  a  bosom — all  my  own  — 
Ilatli  pillow'd  oft  this  aching;  head  ; 

A  moutk  which  siniles  on  me  alone, 

An  eyCj  whose  tears  with  mine  arc  shed. 

There  arc  two  hcnrti,  whose  movements  thrill 

In  unison  so  closely  sweet, 
That,  pulse  to  pulse  responsive  still, 

They  both  must  hca\c — or  cease  to  beat. 

There  are  two  souls,  whose  equal  ilow 

In  {jeulle  streams  so  calmly  run, 
That  when  they  part — Uiey  port! — ah,  no! 

They  cannot  part — t/iosc  souls  arc  one. 


TO  MY  DAUGIITFR, 

ON  TUE  MURN-mo  OF  HKR  UIRTfT. 

II\iL — to  this  leemin}]  stage  of  strife  ' 
Hail,  lovtly  miniature  of  life! 
Pil^irim  of  many  cares  untold  ! 
Lamb  of  the  worlds  extended  fold  ! 
Fountain  of  hop^s,  and  doubts,  and  fears  ' 
Sweet  promise  of  ecstatic  years  ! 
How  could  I  fainly  bend  llie  kne<-. 
And  turn  idolater  to  thee! 

T  is  nature's  worship— felt — confest, 
Tar  as  the  life  which  warms  the  breast. — 
The  sturdy  savn{;e,  'midst  hi?,  clan, 
The  rudest  portr.iilurc  of  mm, 
In  trackless  woods  ;iiul  bonmllcss  plains, 
Where  e\erl.islin{;  wiltlih  s>  n  i^;ij>, 
Owns  the  still  throb— tlic  sc(  rei  start  - 
Ihe  hidden  inipidNC  (»f  the  h<art. 

Dear  babe!  ere  yet  upon  ihv  years 
The  soil  of  hnniaji  \ie<-  rippcirs — 
Kre  ij.ission  hitii  <lisinrl)M  iliv  cheek 
Anil  prompted  wli.it  thou  dursi  not  speak- 
Erc  tb.u  pale  lip  i«,  blaneli'd  with  care, 
t)r  from  those  eyes  shoot  fierce  despnir. 
Would  I  could  wake  thine  untimed  ear, 
And  {;iist  it  \Mili  a  father's  piwrr. 


But  little  reek'st  thou,  oh  my  child! 
Of  travel  on  life's  thorny  wild; 
Of  all  the  danjjers* — all  the  woes 
Kach  lotterinj  footstep  which  inclose — 
Ah,  little  reek'st  thou  of  the  scene 
So  darkly  wrought  that  spreads  betveeti 
The  little  all  we  here  can  find, 
And  the  dark  mystic  sphere  behind! 

Little  reek'st  thou,  my  earliest  born. 
Of  clouds  which  gather  round  thy  morn— 
Of  arts  to  lure  thy  soul  astray — 
Of  snares  that  intersect  thy  way — 
Of  secret  foes — of  friends  untrue — 
Of  fiends,  who  siib  the  hearts  they  woo: 
Little  thou  reck'.it  of  this  sad  store- 
Would  thou  mighlst  never  reck  them  more! 

But  thou  wilt  burst  this  transicot  sleep, 
And  thou  wilt  wake,  my  babe,  to  weep— 
The  tenant  of  a  frail  abode. 
Thy  tears  must  How,  as  mine  have  flow'd; 
Begnilcjl  by  follies,  every  day, 
Sorrow  must  wash  the  faults  away; 
And  thou  may^t  wake,  perchance,  to  pro*e 
The  pang  of  unre(|uited  love. 

Unconscious  babe  !   I  hough  on  that  brow 
No  half-fleilged  misery  nestles  now — 
Scarce  round  those  placid  lips  a  smile 
Maternal  fondness  shall  beguile, 
Ere  the  moist  footsteps  cf  a  tear 
Shall  plant  their  dewy  traces  there. 
And  prematurely  pave  the  way 
For  sorrows  of  a  riper  day. 

Oh!  ronld  a  father's  praver  repel 

The  eye's  sail  {;rief,  tlie  bosom's  swell! 

Or  could  a  f.ither  hope  to  bear 

A  darling  child's  allotted  care. 

Then  thou,  my  babe,  shouldst  slumber  still. 

Exempted  from  all  human  ill, 

A  parent's  love  thy  peace  should  free, 

And  ask  its  wounds  again  for  thee. 

Sleep  on,  my  child  !  the  slumber  brief 
Too  soon  shall  melt  away  to  {;rief ; 
Too  soon  Ihe  dawn  of  woe  shall  break, 
And  briny  rills  be<lew  that  check  : 
Too  soon  shall  sadness  rpiench  those  eyes — 
That  bre.ist  be  agonized  with  si(;lis — 
And  anguish  o'er  the  beams  of  noon 
Lead  clouds  of  care — ah!  much  too  sooal 

Soon  wilt  thou  reck  of  cares  unknowa. 
Of  wants  and  sorrows  all  their  own — 
Of  many  .i  p;«ng,  and  liiany  a  woe. 
Th.Tt  thy  dear  s«x  alone  can  know— 
Of  many  an  ill.  untold,  unsung, 
Th.Ji  will  not.  may  not  find  a  ton{;ne— 
But,  kept  coneeald,  without  control, 
Spread  the  fell  cancers  of  the  soul! 

Yet  be  thv  lot,  mv  bahe,  more  blest '. 
May  joy  still  animate  thy  breast ! 
Still,  midst  thv  lea»t  propitious  days. 
Shcddmg  its  rich  inspiring  rays  ' 
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A  fa  1  hers  heart  shall  daily  bear 
Thy  name  upon  its  secret  prayer. 
And  as  he  seeks  his  la%t  repose, 
Thioe  image  ease  life's  parting  throe*. 

Then  hail,  sweet  miniature  of  life! 
Ilaii  to  this  teeming  stage  of  strife! 
Pilgrim  of  many  cares  untold ! 
Lamb  of  the  world's  extended  fold! 
Fountain  of  hopes  and  doubts  and  fears! 
Sweet  promise  of  ecstatic  years! 
How  could  I  fainly  bond  the  knee, 
And  turn  idolater  to  ihce ! 


TO  LADY  CAROLINE  LAMB. 

Ano  say'st  ihou  that  I  have  not  felt, 

Whilst  thou  wert  thus  estranged  from  me  T 
Nor  knoVst  how  dearly  I  have  dwell 

On  one  unbroken  dream  of  thee? 
But  love  like  ours  must  never  be, 

And  I  will  leai-n  to  prixe  thee  less ; 
As  rtiou  hast  Med,  so  let  me  flee. 

And  change  the  heart  thou  mayst  not  bless. 

They  'II  tell  thee,  Clara !  I  have  seem'd. 

Of  late,  another's  charms  to  woo, 
Nor  sigh'd,  nor  frown'd,  as  if  I  deem'd 

That  thou  wert  banish'd  from  my  view. 
Clara !  this  struggle — to  undo 

What  thou  hast  done  too  well,  for  me — 
This  mask  before  the  babbling  crew — 

This  treachery — was  truth  to  thee ! 

I  have  not  wept  while  thou  wert  gone. 

Nor  worn  one  look  of  sullen  woe; 
But  sought,  in  many,  all  that  one 

(Ah!  need  f  name  her?)  could  bestow. 
It  is  a  duty  which  I  owe 

To  thine— to  thee — to  man — to  God, 
To  crush,  to  quench  this  guilty  glow. 

Ere  yet  the  path  of  crime  be  trod. 

But,  since  my  breast  is  not  so  pure 

Since  still  the  vulture  tears  my  heart 
Let  me  this  agony  endure, 

Not  thee — oh !  dearest  as  thou  art ! 
In  mercy,  Clara !  let  us  part, 

And  1  will  seek,  yet  know  not  how. 
To  shun,  in  time,  the  threatening  dart ; 

Guilt  must  not  aim  at  such  as  thou. 

But  thou  mnst  aid  me  in  the  task. 

And  nobly  thus  eiert  thy  power; 
Then  spurn  me  hence — 't  is  all  I  ask — 

Ere  time  mature  a  guiltier  hour; 
Ere  wrath's  impending  vials  shower 

Remorse  redoubled  on  my  head ; 
Ere  fires  unquenchably  devour 

A  heart,  whose  hope  has  long  been  dead. 

Deceive  no  more  thyself  and  roe, 

Deceive  not  better  hearts  than  mine; 
Ah !  shouldst  ihou,  whither  wouldst  Ihou  flee. 

From  woe  like  ours — from  shame  like  thine? 
And,  if  there  be  a  wrath  divine, 

A  pang  beyond  this  fleeting  breath. 
E'en  now  all  future  hope  resign  : 

Such  thoughts  arc  guilt — such  guilt  is  death. 


THE  FAREWELL. 


TO  A    L4DT. 


WiKN  man,  ezpeU'd  from  Eden's  bower, 
A  moment  linger'd  near  the  gate. 

Each  scene  recalled  the  vanished  hour. 
And  bade  him  curse  bis  future  fiite. 

But  wandering  on  throafh  distant  climes, 
Ue  learn'd  to  bear  his  load  of  grief. 

And  gave  a  sigh  to  other  times. 
And  found  in  busier  scenes  relief. 

Thus,  lady,  will  it  be  with  me, 
And  I  shall  view  thy  charms  no  more ; 

For  whilst  I  linger  near  to  thee, 
I  sigh  for  all  1  knew  before. 

In  flight  I  shall  be  surely  wise. 
Escaping  from  temptation's  snare : 

I  cannot  view  my  paradise 
Without  a  wish  to  enter  there. 


LINES 

Addressed  ky  Urd  Byron  to  Mr  iloMoiiM,  on  his 
Election  for  Westminster. 


a  Mors  Jaaaavlut.* 


Would  you  get  to  the  house  through  the  true  gate. 
Much  quicker  than  ever  Whig  Charley  went 

Let  Parliament  send  you  to  Newgate— 
And  Newgate  will  send  you  to— Parliament. 

TO  A  LADY. 

And  wilt  tbou  weep  when  I  am  low  I 
Sweet  lady!  speak  those  words  again: 

Yet,  if  they  grieve  thee,  say  not  so — 
I  would  not  give  that  bosom  pain. 

My  heart  is  sad,  my  hopes  are  gone. 
My  blood  runs  coldly  through  my  breast ; 

And  when  I  perish,  thou  alone 
Wilt  sigh  above  my  place  of  rest. 

And  yet,  methinks,  a  gleam  of  peace 

Doth  through  my  cloud  of  anguish  shine; 
And  for  a  while  my  sorrows  cease. 
To  know  thy  heart  hath  felt  for  mine. 

Oh,  Lady!  blessed  be  that  tear. 
It  fells  for  one  who  cannot  weep ; 

Such  precious  drops  are  doubly  dear 
To  those  whose  eye  no  tear  may  steep. 

Sweet  Lady !  once  my  heart  was  warm 
With  every  feeling  soft  as  thine. 

But  beauty's  self  hath  ceased  to  charm 
A  wretch  created  to  repine. 

Yot  wilt  thou  weep  when  I  am  low? 

Sweet  lady!  speak  those  words  aj^ain; 
Yet  if  they  grieve  thee,  say  not  so— 

I  would  not  give  that  bosom  pain. 
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STANZAS. 


I  a  SARD  ihy  fate  without  a  tear, 

Thy  loss  witb  scarce  a  sigh ; 
And  yet  thou  werl  surpassing  dear — 

Too  loved  of  aJi  to  die. 
I  know  not  what  hath  scar'd  mine  eye 

The  tears  refuse  to  start; 
But  every  drop  its  lids  deny 

Fails  dreary  on  my  heart. 

Yes — deep  and  heavy,  one  by  one, 

They  sink,  and  turn  to  care  ; 
As  eavcrn'd  waters  wear  the  stone, 

Yet,  droppintj,  l>«r<ien  there. — 
They  cannot  petrify  more  fast 

That!  feelings  .sunk  remiiiti, 
Whicli,  coldly  fix'd,  re};ard  the  past. 

But  never  melt  again. 


lim:s. 


FOUND  lit  TUB  TRIVKLLERS  BOOK  AT   CUAMOU.Nr. 

How  many  nuraher'd  are,  how  few  agreed, 
In  age,  or  clime,  or  character,  or  creed  ! 
Mere  wandering  genius  le;i\e>  a  deathless  name, 
And  Folly  writes— for  others  do  the  same, 
ftalian  treachery,  and  English  pride, 
Dutch  crafi,  and  (j.-rman  duhiess,  side  by  side! 
The  hardy  Uussian  haiU  congenial  snow; 
The  Spaniard  shivers  as  these  breezes  blow. 
Knew  men  the  objects  of  this  varied  crew, 
To  stare  how  many,  and  to  feel  how  few  ! 
Here  Nature's  child,  ecstatic  from  her  scJiool; 
And  travelling  problems,  that  admire  by  rule. 
The  timorous  poet  woos  his  modest  muse, 
And  thanks  his  stars  he  s  safe  from  all  reviews. 
The  pedant  drags  from  out  his  motley  store 
A  line  some  hundred  hills  have  heard  before. 
Here  critics  too  (for  where  s  the  happy  spot 
So  blest  by  nature  as  to  have  them  not?j 
Spit  their  vile  slander  o'er  some  simple  phrase 
Of  foolish  wonder  or  of  honest  praise; 
Some  pompous  hint,  some  comment  on  mine  hosf, 
.Some  direful  failure,  or  some  empty  boast. 
Not  blacker  spleen  could  fill  these  furious  men, 
If  Jeffrey's  soul  had  perch'd  on  Gifford's  pen. 
Here  envy,  hatred,  and  the  fool  of  fame, 
Join'd  in  one  act  of  wonder  when  they  came  : 
Here  beauty's  worshipper  in  flesh  or  rock. 
The  incarnate  fancy,  or  the  breathing  block, 
Sees  the  white  i;iant  in  his  robe  of  light, 
Stretch  his  huge  form  to  look  o'er  Jura's  height; 
And  stops,  while  hastening  to  the  blest  remains 
And  calmer  beauties  of  the  classic  plains. 
And  here,  M'hom  hope  beguiling  bids  to  seek 
E.ise  for  his  breast,  and  colour  for  his  cheek. 
Still  steals  a  moment  from  Ansonias  sky. 
And  views  and  wonders  on  his  way  to  «lie. 

Out  he,  the  author  of  these  idle  hues, 
What  passion  leads  him,  and  what  tie  confines? 
For  him  what  friend  is  true,  what  mistress  blooms, 
What  joy  elates  him,  and  what  grief  consumes  ' 


Impassion'd,  senseless,  vigorous,  or  old, 
What  matters?— bootless  were  his  story  told. 
Some  praise  at  least  one  act  of  sense  may  claim; 
He  wrote  these  verses,  but  he  hid  his  name. 


A  DRINKING  SONG. 

Fill  the  goblet  agaiu,  for  I  never  before 
I  Felt  the  glow  that  now  gladdens  my  heart  to  its  core ! 
[  Let  us  drink  !— Who  would  not? — Since  through  life* 
varied  round 

In  the  goblet  alone  no  deception  is  found. 

'  I  have  tried  in  its  turn  all  that  life  can  supply ; 
I  I  have  basked  in  the  beam  of  a  dark  rolling  eye  ; 
I  I  have  loved!— Who  has  not? — But  what  tongue  will 
declare. 
That  pleasure  existed  whilst  passion  was  there  I 

In  the  bright  days  of  youth — when  the  heart  's  in  its 

spring, 
And  dreams  that  affection  can  never  take  win^, — 
I  had  friends?— Who  has  not?— Bui  what  tongue  will 

avow 
That  friends,  rosy  wine,  are  so  faithful  as  thou  ! 

The  breast  of  a  mistress  some  hoy  may  estrange  ,- 
Friendship  shifts    with  the  sun-beam;  —  thou   ne^r 

canst  change ! 
Thou  grow'st  old  I— Who  does  not?— But  on  earth  what 

api)ears, 

Whose  virtues  like  thine  but  increase  with  thcirvcar,?  I 

■^  I 

Yet  if  bbNt  to  the  utmost  that  love  can  bestow,  , 

Should  a  rival  bow  down  to  our  idol  below  ;  ! 

Wc   are  jealous? — Who 'snot? — Thou   hast   no  sufli   ' 

alloy. 
For  the  more  that  enjoy  thee,  (he  more  they  enjoy. 

Then  the  season  of  youth  and  its  jollities  past. 

For  refuge  we  fly  to  the  goblet  at  last; 

There  we  find — Do  we  not  ? — In  the  flow  of  the  soul, 

That  truth,  as  of  yore,  is  confined  to  the  bowl.  I 

When  the  Box  of  Pandora  was  opened  on  earth, 
.\nd  Misery's  triumph  commenced  over  Mirth, 
Hope  was  left  I— Was  she  not  ? — But  the  goblet  we  kiss 
Aud  care  not  for  hope  who  arc  certain  of  bliss  I 

I  Long  life  to  the  grape  I   and  when  summer  is  llovn, 
I  Tlie  age  of  our  ne<tar  shall  gladden  our  own  ; 
(  We  must  die! — Who  shall  not? — May  our  sins  be  for-  ! 
given. 
And  III  be  shall  never  be  idle  in  Heaven  I 


BF.MEMDKR  THEE! 

Kemkmdkr  thee,  remember  thee! 

Till  I.eihe  quench  life's  burning  stream, 
Uemorsc  and  shame  shall  cling  to  thee, 

And  hauut  thee  like  a  feverish  dream ! 

Uemember  thee  I  Ay,  doubt  it  not. 

Thy  husband  too  shall  think  of  tliee: 
iSy  neither  shalt  ihou  be  forgot. 


Thou 


to  him,  thou 


to  me! 
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TO  MARY. 

Remind  me  not,  remind  me  not, 

Of  those  beloved,  those  vanish'd  hours, 
When  all  my  soul  was  given  to  thee— 
Hours  that  may  never  be  forgot, 
Till  time  unnerves  our  viul  powers, 
And  thou  and  I  shall  cease  to  be. 

Can  I  forget,  canst  thou  forget, 

When  plnying  with  tliy  golden  hair, 

How  quick  thy  flutteriug  heart  did  prove  7 
Oh,  by  my  soul !  I  see  thee  yet. 

With  eyes  so  languid — breast  so  fair. 
And  lips,  though  silent,  breathing  love. 

When  thus  reclining  on  my  breast, 

Those  eyes  threw  back  a  glance  so  sweet, 
As  half  reproach'd,  yet  raised  desire ; 
And  still  we  near  and  nearer  prest — 
And  sdll  our  quivering  lips  would  meet. 
As  if  in  kisses  to  expire. 

And  then  those  pensive  eyes  would  close, 
And  bid  their  lids  each  other  seek; 
Veiling  the  azure  orbs  below — 
While  their  long  lashes'  darkening  gloss 
Seem'd  steahng  o'er  thy  brilliant  check. 
Like  raven's  plumage  smoothed  in  snow. 


VERSES 


ADDEBSSBD  TO  TBI  OBJECT  OF  HIS  ArrECTIONS  AFTBE 
BEE   MAEEIAGE. 

Theeb  was  8  time  I  need  not  name, 

Since  it  will  ne'er  forgotten  be — 
When  all  our  feelings  were  the  same, 

As  still  my  soul  hath  been  to  thee. 

And  from  that  hour,  when  first  thy  tongue 
Confessed  a  flame  which  equalled  mine, 

Though  many  a  grief  my  heart  hath  wrung. 
Unknown,  and  tlius  unfelt  by  thine : 

None — none  hath  sunk  so  deep  ax  this, 
To  think  how  soon  that  love  hath  flown. 

Transient  as  every  faithless  kiss — 
But  transient  in  thy  breast  alone. 

And  yet  my  heart  some  solace  knew 
When  late  I  heard  thy  lips  declare, 

In  accents  once  imagined  true, 

Remembrance  of  the  days  that  were. 

Yes,  my  adored !  yet  roost  unkind, 
Though  thou  wilt  never  love  again, 

To  me  't  is  doubly  sweet  to  find 
Remembrance  of  that  love  remain. 

Yes,  't  is  a  glorious  thought  to  me, 

Nor  longer  shall  my  soul  repine, 
Whate'er  thou  art,  or  e'er  slxalt  be, 

Thou  hast  been  dearly,  solely  mine. 


ON  LEAVING  ENGLAND. 

T  IS  done !  and  shivering  in  the  gale 
The  bark  unfurls  her  snowy  sail : 
And  whistling  o'er  the  bending  mast. 
Loud  sings  on  high  the  fresh'ning  blast— 
And  I  must  from  this  land  be  gone. 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

But  could  I  be  what  I  have  been, 
And  could  I  see  what  I  have  seen— 
Could  I  repose  upon  the  breast 
Which  once  my  warmest  wishes  blest, 
I  should  not  seek  another  zone 
Because  1  cannot  love  but  one. 

T  is  long  since  I  beheld  that  eye 
Which  gave  me  bliss  or  misery; 
And  I  have  striven,  but  in  vain. 
Never  to  think  of  it  again  : 
For  though  I  fly  from  Albion, 
I  still  can  only  love  but  one. 

As  some  lone  bird  without  a  mate. 
My  weary  heart  is  desolate; 
I  look  around,  and  cannot  trace 
One  friendly  smile  or  welcome  foce: 
And  even  in  crowds  [  am  still  alone. 
Became  1  cannot  love  but  one. 

And  I  will  cross  the  whitening  foam. 
And  I  will  seek  a  foreign  home : 
Till  I  forget  a  false  fair  face, 
I  ne'er  shall  find  a  resting-place : 
My  own  dark  thoughts  I  cannot  shun. 
But  ever  love,  and  love  but  one. 

The  poorest,  veriest  wretch  on  earth 
Still  finds  some  hospitable  hearth, 
Where  friendship's  or  love's  softer  j^ow 
May  smile  in  joy  or  soothe  in  woe; 
But  friend  or  lover  I  liave  none, 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

I  go!  but  wheresoe'er  1  flee 
There  's.not  an  eye  will  weep  for  me, 
There  1  not  a  kind  congenial  heart 
Where  I  can  claim  the  meanest  part: 
Nor  thou,  who  hast  my  hopes  undone. 
Wilt  sigh,  although  I  love  but  one. 

To  think  of  every  early  scene — 

Of  what  we  are,  and  what  we  'vc  been — 

Would  whelm  some  softer  hearts  with  woe 

But  mine,  alas!  has  stood  the  blow, 

Yet  still  beaU  on  as  it  begun, 

And  never  truly  loves  but  one. 

And  who  that,  dear,  loved  one  may  be 
Is  not  for  vulgar  eyes  to  see; — 
And  why  that  love  was  early  crott. 
Thou  knowest  the  best— I  feel  the  moet : 
But  few  that  dwell  beneath  the  sun 
Have  loved  so  long,  and  loved  but  one. 
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I  \e  tried  anollicr's  feUers,  tuo, 
Willi  rhariTi),  perchance,  as  fair  lo  view 
And  I  would  fain  have  loved  ns  well  — 
But  siomc  unconquerable  spell 
Forbade  my  bleedintj  breast  to  own 
A  kindred  care  for  aught  but  one. 


T  would  soothe  to  take  one  lingering  view. 
And  Mess  thee  in  my  last  adieu; 
Yet  wish  1  not  tho&e  eyes  to  weep 
For  him  who  wanders  o'er  the  deep. — 
Though  wheresoe'er  my  bark  may  ruu, 
1  love  but  thee — I  love  but  one. 
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